[image: C:\Users\LindaV\Desktop\Fukuoka Camp 17 Docs\In Progress to add\Davis_Jay_B_article.jpg]    Jay B Davis 


[bookmark: _GoBack]Army -

T/SGT















image1.jpeg
Uxlanoma City, 0&_15.

neEENAR 17 1006

By BEATRICE STAHL
13 WE saw the Golden Gate early in

seo and what a heautiful sight it was!

ago. Ggd grant tWat this beautiful
¢ be threatened

. Davis, on duty at the
army ré€ruiting station, Hugo, wrote
those words not long ago, in closing
a story of war’s stark horror such as
few men have lived to tell.

Through the tragic fight for Bataan,
through the early days at Cabanatuan,
through months of enforced labor in
the coal mines of Japan, only the fit
survived. And Davis is ene of those.

Sergeant Davis calls himself a “pro-
fessional 'soldier,” having enlisted in
the rogular army in 1937 while still
a highschool student in Tulsa, where
he lived with his parents, Mr. and
Mrs. James Butler Davis. His wife,
Donna, is now with him in Hugo.

During a brief ceremony Sunday
morning, March 10, at army recruit-
ing headquarters in the Key building,
the Silver Star was presented to this
Tulsa soldier for gallantry in action
on Batasn, January 22-24; 1942,

The citation, read by Col. John A.
Robenson, briefs. the story of two
sleepless days and nights during which
| Davis cleaned and repaired rifles that
failed to function on the firing line,
while his company was repeatedly at-
tacked by superior Japanese forces—

ing aircraft, and By artillery and
imortar fire.

Working steadily on, under a con-
stant hail of small arms fire, Davis’
efficiency enabled the men to “keep
lon firing” and stop the enemy attack.
| Let the sergeant tell a part of his

own story:

! “I arrived in the Philippines on Oc-
tober 27, 1939, assigned to K
company of the 31st infantry. In the
year 1941, we received two shipments
of young soldiers with no military
service whatsoever. . . A large per-
centage of the old soldiers were re-
turned to the states leaving us with
8 skeleton regiments of green soldiers.
“Nine of the best non-commis-
sioned officers (in our company) and

all but two officers were shipped out ¢

[
! hand to hand
| the men took

|
“The fight for Bataan was a con- & Brin.

to help train the Philippine army....
This gives you an idea of what we
had on hand when war began.

(stant struggle of advance and retreat.
+ . . fighting against superior equip-
ment and unestimated odds in man.
power, We were living on two meals
a day, one before daylight and one
after dark. We ate the horses left in
the 26th cavalry and the mules of
two paek train units. We killed cara-
boe and cooked green papaya. Rice
was the main dish, but we had very
little of that.

“The fight of Bataan was a physical
defeat, but a moral victory. We ac-
counted for our share of the Japanese.

“I was wounded three days before
ithe surrender Then, when Hospital

|No.d wey, 'D?.’gr’xbeé, by the Japanese, I

ing, in the midst of flying timberl
beds and people.

No. 2 was used as brotection for the
Japanese artillery which was placed
around it during the attack on Cor-
(Yegidor,. There we lived for two
mohths: on nothing hiut tee  switl oo

the morning after 20 days at)

It didn’t look half 50 good six years |

supported by dive bombing and straf- |

rground with bpckets.

was ulewn coinpletely ¢t of lbhé'lx'.“{im"

“After the fall of Bataan, Hospital |

'He Survived Ba

leyes, (Nelther would you believe what
I might tell you) . .". Dead men lay
iin and under the buildings: Dead men
ijay in a long line outside, waiting for
|%he burial party.

1 “Yes, those were the brave defend-
rs of Babtaan!

3 “But God was with us, for on
‘hristmas, 1942, we received our first
ed Cross boxes, . , . Life took a new
ourse. We started a large farm, We
lowed fields, and watered acres of

T/Sgti Jay B. Davis

To save shoes
we worked barg-footed with feet blis-
tered and torn.
“We built a ¥oad three kilometers
long—1,000 menFr 2 line passing rocks

epn hours a day. But
71‘ and beatings with

ORE Red Cross boxes on Christ-
mas, 1943. ., . . And after that—
Japan. . . . C Fukuoko,
was the largmm
tmen. There we started working in
| coal mines.

= “The Japanese camp commander
was a dope addict—and his guards
took glory in their beatings. Il use
myself as an example of what the
human body can stand.

working on a Japanese.kation detail,
stole a few carrots. ¥’bo ght two for
"5c each and had pfanned a delicious
dinner. . . . I was caug « « The
Jap who found the cayrots slapped me
around—then took nfe to the camp
commander.

“The commander /doubled up both

“In January of 1945 some prisoners, I

dans
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fists and hit with ali nis force on one
side of my jaw and then the other,
kicking my shins with his hob-nailed
boots until they were bleeding and
torn. Then he marched me to the
guard house and stripped me of my
clothes. (January is cold in Japan.)

“I was forced to kneel on two bam-
boo poles, parallel on the ground, one
at my knees and one at my ankles, He
took the rubber belt from my coat,
doubled it in his hand, and beat me
across the face until it was swollen
and bleeding. Then he started work-
ing on my back. This lasted about
45 minutes. . . . He told me I was to
be an example and suffer death, if he
so. desired.

“I remained across the bamboo poles
until six o'clock that night. Then I
'was given my clothes and stood at
attention until 9 p. m.

“From then on, every day from five
dn the morning until eight o'clock at
night, I stood at attention—the first
three days withoy food, only water.
After that I received a small handful
of rice three times a day. ... At the
end of the sixth day, my legs were
swollen the size of a football, And I
could stand no longer.

“I was refused hospitalization be-
cause my ailment was due to my own
fault, . . . I was forced to g0 back to
the mines. With a bayonet at your
back, it is surprising what ‘you can
de, even in terrific pain, . . .

“01\1 the 15th of August we were
taken from the mine and re-
turned to camp. Some said the war
was over, Others said, ‘no.’

“On the 16th we were given all the
Red Cross food and three days to eat
it in, We had meat cooked with rice,
meat in the soup and meat as a side
dish. We were living. , . . The war
must be over.

“Then came clothes, a complete new
Jap uniform with socks, underwear,
shirts, coats and Red Cross clothes
they had had for a year. The war
was definitely over.

“Weeks later, we saw the Golden
Gate in the early morning sun. A
boat full of women and a colored band
came out to meet us. Their boat hore
a sign, “Welcome Home.” As we sailed

Ju_nder the Gate, we could see on the
iside of the mountains in big letters:

“WELCOME HOME—WELL DONE.”
“I turned to Al, who had been a
buddy all through prison life, and said,
‘Al, T guess we’ve seen everything, and
I thought I could take about any-
thing.! But coming under that Golden
Gete, tears rolled down my cheeks and
a lump came in my throat. This was
something I couldn’t take. ,
“America is so beautifull”

CITY COLONEL HI S WITH
BIKINI A-BOMB TESTS
TODAY, at an _aif«ﬂhase[“somewhere
in New Mexich,” /Lieut. Col
Thomas C. Kelly prepares to take off
toward the mid-Pacific for the most
spectacular event in 4 istory, to date—
the atomic bomb teésts at the Bikini

atoll where 97 American, Japanese
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