
The following is the contents of a photocopied document loaned to me by Alan Herd, husband of Marie Herd (nee' 
Hibbard). 
Alan prepared it to assist an old mate of his, George Scott, in his battle to obtain recognition for a variety of problems  
resulting from incarceration as a Japanese Prisoner of War during World War II.
It relates to the experiences of their Army Unit and themselves during their captivity in Java, on the Burma Railway, 
other prison camps in South East Asia and of ending the war in the Fukuoka #17 slave labour gangs in a Japanese coal 
mine on the island of Kyushu, Japan.
The narrative was written towards the end of 1982.

It is Christmas of 1982 and I can not help but look back to a Christmas of 1944 when a party of about 500 men were 
about to be taken on a journey inside the gates of Hell and those that survived would be blessed with a second life, a 
miracle from Almighty God that is granted to so very few. 
Amongst those to receive such a blessing was George Scott of the 2/6th Field Coy. Royal Australian Engineers of the 7th 
Division. 
Fate was to throw George Scott and myself together for over five years, one always in the shadow of the other, for where 
I was, so was he.
My name is Allan Herd. My regimental No. was NX 25438. My Japanese P.O.W. No. was 1444 (Sen Yon Harku yon ju 
yon). 
It was my great fortune to be a member of the 2/6th Field Company, Royal Australian Engineers of the 7th Division, a 
wonderful trained company of men, who were sincere and honest in their aim to carry out their duty to the full limit of 
their ability and endurance for their country in its hour of need. 
It was at Ingleburn, when the Company was being formed, that I first met George Scott, a tall lithe and very brown 
skinned young recruit, who hailed from a suburb of Sydney abounded by beaches, so one could - using 1982 slang, say 
that George was a surfie - a good sportsman and a man who loved life. 
On fulfilment of its training, the 2/6th Field Company. embarked on the liner. Queen Mary, in October, 1940 and sailed 
under convoy with the other super liners, the Mauretania and Aquitania. 
We disembarked at Bombay in India, where we went into camp an the outskirts of the city, while preparations were being 
made to form another convoy, for at that time, the huge liners we travelled on were considered to be at too much risk to 
proceed closer to the Suez Canal.
On the formation of the convoy, we embarked on the Dutch ship, Slamat and reached the Suez canal without incident. 
We disembarked at Port Tewfick, then travelled overland to Quastina in Palestine, which camp was the Engineers 
training camp for the A.I.F. 
After several months of training at Quastina and the bridging school at Haifa, the Company with C.R.E. Headquarters. 
moved out over the Sinai Desert to the Canal, thence crossed into Egypt. From there, we tailed the 6th Division in the big 
drive into Libya, the Company now being under British command as Corp Engineers to the British Army. 
Two of our men won the George Cross in Tobruk for heroism in saving an ammunition ship. 
We mined the nerve spots of the town of Bengazzi and just got out before the Germans attacked. We by-passed Tobruk 
and reached Mersa Matruh, being very fortunate to miss any air attacks on the way and Tobruk was surrounded the next 
day, so we were fortunate we were not caught in the long siege. We were then put on orders to sail for Greece, but this 
was cancelled only hours before we were to leave. 
Then tragedy struck the Company when a mine field blew up while the men were laying the mines in rows, one 
accidentally exploded and the rocky nature of the terrain and the highly sensitive anti-personal mines, the whole Acid 
went up and the Company suffered bad casualties.
We left the desert after some months and rejoined the 7th Division and moved up to the Syrian border in preparation to 
invade both Syria and Lebanon, which, being under Vichy French, posed a threat to the British Army in Palestine and the 
Suez Canal. 
Again the Company fought hard and well and at a successful conclusion some weeks later, had won more than its share 
of battle honours, though It suffered heavy in casualties, losing some of its best men. 
After being snowed in, in the mountains of Lebanon for Christmas of 1941, we were ordered back to Quastina in 
Palestine and our places were taken by the 9th Division Engineers. 
We were told we were chosen for a job and moved out over the Siniai Desert, back to the Canal and embarked on the 
Orcades, which left in such a hurry that our arms and gear were left behind with our baggage party. The ship ran 



unescorted on her own and reached Colombo at dusk one evening, with the news that Singapore had fallen to the 
advancing Japanese. 
We left in the small hours of the morning and rendezvoused with a Dutch destroyer which escorted us to the port of 
Oosthaven in Sumatra, where we went ashore, poorly armed with ship carbines - one to one man in five, with a few 
rounds of ammunition. Our job was to destroy the oil wells, but we were too late, as the Japanese had landed and were 
already in control of the wells. We went back on board the Orcades and sailed to Tilijap, the port of Batavia in Java. 
We were ordered ashore by General Wavell, though there was a lot of hostility by the Dutch, who did not want to fight, as 
they wished to declare their cities open and thought the Japanese would just let them carry on as usual under Japanese 
administration as in French lndo China. 
We landed as Black Force, being under the Command of Brigadier Slackburn V.C. of the 2/3rd Machine Gun battalion - 
without a machine gun - and the 2/2nd Pioneers, plus a small transport and Medical group - all told approximately 2,500 
men. 
We were the bait - the sacrifice to mislead the Japanese into thinking that the 6th and 7th Divisions had landed and to this 
small force fell the glory of standing on the Field of Honour, the last thin line of defence before Australian territory.
After a period of small, sharp clashes with the on-coming Japanese, we were ordered to withdraw and retreated to the 
other side of the Island. Under pressure from both the Dutch and Japanese. the force was forced to surrender, which was 
done with great bitterness, for after destroying our arms and ammunition, the men were rounded up and put in a Dutch 
jail. Nobody, except those that have experienced the terrible shame and disgrace and shock that comes to a proud 
Company of fighting men that are forced to surrender when they have been prepared to fight to the end, will ever know 
the trauma and gut wrench it is to a soldier, who will never forget for the rest of his days.  To be betrayed and abandoned 
by their country as the men of Black Force was, will be a black mark on Australia and her people forever - no matter how 
much they hide and keep quiet about Java, the truth will come out. 

Via Delorosa

After about four months in Bicycle Camp (a Dutch barracks) in Batavia, we were put on a "Hell Ship" and taken to 
Singapore and linked up with the 8th Division and British Forces, who were in the Changi area. 
After a while, the Japanese took about 2,000 of us, being 1,000 Australian and Americans from Java and 1,000 Dutch 
and Indonesians army personnel, to the port of Pelembang in Malaya and there we embarked on two Hell Ships, escorted 
by an armed minesweeper and set sail for Moulemein, a sea port in Burma. 
While In the Bay of Bengal, the ships were attacked by two Liberator bombers, operating from India. The Dutch 
prisoners' ship was sunk immediately and our ship was on fire from near misses, but we survived as the planes ran out of 
bombs and ammunition and turned back to their base. 
Australian sailors, (survivors of H.M.A.S. Perth) and American Sailors (U.S.S. Houston) put out the fires, but there was 
no way of escaping with the ship to India. Casualties were pretty light amongst the prisoners, considering the 
circumstances, but the Japanese were very hostile towards us and refused any medical help to the wounded, some of 
whom died from gangrene as a result. 
We landed in Moulemein and were promptly put in a native jail and after several days, we marched out to Kilo 17 to 
begin our first leg of the Burma Railroad of Death, where we were to toil and die through virgin jungle for nearly two 
years, until we linked up with the parties working from the Thailand (Siam) end.
We slaved and died from Kilo 17 to 55 to 75 to 105 Kilo and the jungle cemeteries were so littered with hundreds of 
white crosses, that even the Japanese Officers and commanders became alarmed and sent sick men to die in other places 
so the cemeteries would not be so big, for they must have felt the noose around their necks should they lose the war. 
Through two wet seasons when cholera wiped out all native slave labour and a large number of prisoners - our 
immunisation saved us from a terrible death and the Japanese and Korean Guards lived in terror of this disease, for they 
feared it more than anything else. 
During the wet season, in which it rains for over three months non stop, with an average fall of 400 inches, we worked 
and starved under atrocious conditions, everything rotted, including the human body and Mother Nature added to our 
misery with sand flies and every other affliction of disease and pain and torment that one could ever devise. 
After completion of the line, the Japanese took us survivors to a camp at Tamarhan in Thailand, where they had promised 
us good food and rest to bring us back to health again and to treat us better, for the survivors of the line had reached the 
Gates of Hell - Conditions such that it was almost Impossible for the human body to survive. 
Such for Japanese promises, for after a few short weeks. they took about 1,000 of what was considered the fittest men 
and under a Brigadier Varley of the 8th Division, they set out to try and get us to Japan.



They put us in cattle trucks, jammed in tight like sardines in a tin and set off on a nightmare journey to Saigon in Indo-
China, for at that time, American submarines had Singapore harbour bottled up. We travelled for  some days, till we 
reached the Mekong River, where we embarked on a ship and travelled to Phnon Pheu in Cambodia, thence to Saigon. 
After spending several months in Saigon. working on the docks and aerodromes, the Japanese started to take us back 
again as they could not get across from Saigon to Japan because of Allied submarines. 
So we commenced the long arduous journey back, but this time it went right through to Singapore, where we were put in 
a Ghurka camp in River Valley Road. We were split up into kumi of approximately 200 men each - our kumi being 
No.40. After about a month, the Japanese embarked about 2,000 English and Australians under Brigadier Varley and set 
off for Japan. 
They never reached, their destination, being torpedoed by American submarines Barb - Queenfish - Pampanito - Sealion 
and less than 300 were to survive. 
The full account of this hell at sea can be read in the book "Return from the River Kwai" and every man, woman and 
child in this country should read this book and learn to think and to thank God that there were born men like these. 
We knew back In Singapore that the ships had been sunk, but did not know of any survivors and the 2/6th Field Company 
had about 11 of Its men aboard the ships and only one survived, he being washed up miraculously on the China Coast. 
After about four months or so, working around Singapore Docks and aerodrome, we kumi 40 began to think that we 
would not be going to Japan, but just on Christmas of 1944, we were ordered to embark and so began our journey 
through the Gates of Hell itself. 
We went aboard a fairly modern Japanese Passenger-cargo ship on a hot day and were immediately all crammed into a 
steel hold with only one door entrance which was locked behind us. 
In terrible temperature, crammed shoulder to shoulder, so as men passed out, they could not fall, the Japanese kept us in 
there for what seemed hours and when they opened the door to pass the unconscious men out, they told us that this was a 
warning to behave ourselves on the journey. There must have been 2" of perspiration on the floor of that hold and the 
stench became unbearable as the days wore on. 
The convoy of ships ran under guard of what would have been the last of Japan's mighty navy and maritime fleet - being 
just a handful of ships. We were lucky, for the Americans had withdrawn their submarines for the attack on the 
Philippines and we hugged the China coast 
As the ships neared the Japanese southern most island of Kyusbu, the weather had been getting colder and colder till we 
reached the port of Mogi in blinding snow. After being in tropical and hot countries for nearly five years and with no 
body fat or clothes, we now faced the terrible fate of freezing to death and that Is when nature did what the Japanese 
could not do - she commenced to break the spirit and determination of the men to survive - for when you freeze day after 
day, that is when you wish for death. 
We were taken by train at night, overland to the coal mining town of Ometu in Fukuoka Prefecture. There we were put In 
fairly good barracks and issued with some clothing and a blanket, but it was freezing cold with three or four Inches of ice 
under foot and sleet ice blowing over the ocean cliff Into the camp for 24 hours a day, week in and week out. God had 
forgotten this place on earth, for just to see it was  to know death. There was no grass, no birds, just nothing, as there 
were zinc works nearby and everything had been killed by the fumes from those works.
The camp was built on the cliff edge with electric wires and sentry boxes all round and the sleet and ice drove In from the 
ocean and for sheer desolation and isolation, this camp must have been Satan's Own. 
The camp Commander and N.C.O's were Japanese and the guards also and they would have been the most cruel and 
sadistic you could ever find, for they revelled in torture and death was metered out for the most trivial things, that the 
average person in Australia cannot comprehend and does not believe..
After the Japanese, the camp was controlled by the Americans who had been there for some time, being survivors of the 
Philippines campaign at Bataan and Carrigidor. Outside of a small minority, the bulk of them were the lowest form of 
white men you could find - treacherous racketeers, no mates as we know mates and I found that the Americans cannot 
take adversity and become like animals in their bid to survive. The camp was full of them with one arm or one leg 
missing and It appears to get out of the coal mines, they would put their arms or legs under the coal skiffs or trucks and 
risk the survival shock, but in the weakened conditions of the men, many must have died taking the chance.
We were given a weeks training In the bitter cold on some coat heaps and then graded into our working party of which 
George Scott and I drew the Jackpot - the hardest of all, Sa'tan - the work of a fully fledged miner - to work the coal faces 
both large and small in broken shifts of approximately 12 hours each shift. Every man had a quota of trucks to fill before 
he could finish and with the help of his Joe (Guard) it usually took about 12 hours - the last two being when he would be 
belting and driving you to finish in time.
The mine was about one kilo from the camp and when counted and checked out from the Guard house, you would march 
to the mine, be taken to a room where you changed into a G-string or shorts - a miners lamp with a battery nestling down 



the small of the back and cap with lamp being your working outfit. Then you would be allotted to your Joe and you might 
be on a large face of 20 or 30 men or a small face of 4 or 6 men. 
He would take you out across the ice to a large building where, on entering, you would see a huge Idol of a miner. There 
your Joe would bow and pray and you had to follow what he did as he prayed for safety and to return out of Hell each 
shift. It was the biggest and oldest coal mine in Japan and ran for miles under the ocean bed and death would reap a 
bountiful harvest there amongst Koreans, Japanese and prisoners. 
This mine was to collapse in the late 1950's with great loss of life, but it was no shock to us, as we expected it to go 
anytime when we were underground. 
I will not tell of the terrible torture, of death and sadism practised by the guards  and the Jap Commandant, for this is told 
in books such as "Slaves of the Sun of Heaven". 
Our food was mainly millet, which was like gravel, and passed through your body within an hour of eating and hunger 
was worse than ever, as the work and freezing cold made terrible demands on our bodies. Men's lungs collapsed from the 
terrible cold and they died in agony for there was nothing one could do. By now a terrible change had come over the 
men. There was no more jokes or horseplay, which is part and parcel of an Australian. No more laughter, for under the 24 
hour shifts, men were divided and as we came stumbling back from the mines, a new shift was leaving, so you never saw 
or spoke to any other party except the men in your own group and after a while, you did not even speak, only snarled. For 
the terrible cold and starvation and work had now broken us down and we knew we were doomed and death would be a 
welcome release. 
The weeks dragged on slowly and the work seemed to get harder in the mines and one day in the mines was equal to 10 
days work on the Burma Railway, but they continued to drive us harder as they wanted greater quotas for their war effort. 
Then suddenly, a change started slowly to appear in the form of planes and air raid warnings and we now got less sleep 
after returning from our shift, as the guards would go berserk whenever the air raid siren went off and drive us down into 
the underground shelters which were cold and damp. One night, with a gale blowing over the cliff from the ocean, the 
sirens went off and after reaching the shelters, we could hear the planes as they passed overhead, followed by a swishing 
sound, but no explosion, and this went on for hours. Word came from those nearest the entrance that the planes were 
dropping incendiaries and when it was all over, we emerged to find about one quarter of the camp burnt out, but as 
expected, no damage to the mine. 
In the next few days, the Japanese collected thousands of unexploded incendiaries, all over the countryside and as we 
would go to work, we would pass huge stacks of them by the road. 
I had been on light duties in the camp for about a week, as I was too sick to go down the mine and I knew my days were 
numbered, for I living in another world, the twilight world where there was no hate, no fear of death, no wanting to come 
home, only a peace that is so complete it cannot be described. 
Then they came, on a bright clear day - thousands of bombers and fighters that the sky was black with them and the 
ground and buildings shook as if in an earthquake and we did not get to the shelters. when the fighter escorts dived down 
over our heads, so low they skimmed the roof of the huts, but they spared us for they must have realised we were 
prisoners. 
A few days later, no shifts went to the mines and all the Japanese would say was that it was a holiday, but it carried on 
and then we realised the war was over. 
So terrible had been the suffering, so far gone were the men, so exhausted and spent, that when it was realised that the 
war was over, there was not one cheer - not any laughter - just nothing and if anybody said anything, he was snarled at 
and abused. It would be hard to comprehend that that could be a fact, but before God, I swear it is the truth.
The Japanese just disappeared about a week after the work stopped and left us to starve. We were found by American 
War Correspondents, who parachuted into the camp and with their radio in touch with MacCarthur's Headquarters, 
bombers were flown in with food to be dropped into the camp. 
The Americans in the camp had now assumed full control and started to get things done in a more orderly fashion. After 
about four weeks, we were told that all Australians were to be moved out that night by train for Nagasaki. 
We boarded the train and after stopping and starting, all night long, we came into the valley, which was the site of the city 
of Nagasaki. 
The atom bomb meant nothing to us, as we had not heard of or knew anything about it, but if the human race could only 
see the desolation and destruction as we had seen it, there would be no more wars. 
The train crawled slowly through this holocaust - hour after hour - and the destruction was complete. No life, be it 
human, bird, insect, just nothing. 



The only thing that was left was a wharf on the bay and here the train pulled in to several brass bands playing and 
Americans, men and women in uniform, cheering and whistling. They passed us coffee and doughnuts through the 
windows of the carriages, but kept well back and did not touch us or shake our hands.
They had been instructed not to show any feeling or say anything, for we were not human to look at, being more animal 
and being lousy with lice and coal dust ground into our shaven scalps and our eyes and our starved bodies in rags.
After being de-loused through the showers on the wharf, with plenty of detergents thrown over us - all we possessed was 
destroyed, except personal photographs, if any, and as we passed through a double line of doctors - then issued with 
pyjamas and ships slippers and put aboard the American Hospital Ship U.S.S. HAVEN, a name so appropriate, after all 
the suffering, that God had granted us survivors a second life.
The survivors of the 2/6th Field Company - George Scott and his mates - never betrayed or lost their loyalty and love of 
their country.
I wonder how much can be said of the people of this country today, who have betrayed these men with their greed and 
selfishness, whose God is the "Car" and "Money" and "I'm alright Jack" attitude, who have never known or tried to 
understand the sufferings and problems of men who came back from the dead.
Not all people are in this category, but they are in the minority, for the knocker, the shrewd and the power hungry reign 
supreme and the lie has taken over from the truth and Christian morals have been thrown out the door.
To use that returned, comes the question - was it worth it?
I let the people of Australia supply the answer, for they have to answer the Judgement.

Sen Yon Harku Yon Ju Yon


