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Bataan Remembered (continued)

looking bunch, we knew then the war was over. One of the
night crew said that the Japs had got all they could out of
them the night before. “They worked the hell out of us,” he
said using a few stronger words to describe the ordeal.

About 10 A M. the Japanese commander called us all
together and informed us that hositilities were to cease but
that we would still be required to stay in the camp. We
would no longer have to work and he would try to find us
more food. We still knew none of the terms of the surren-
der; was it conditional, unconditional, would Americans
come and get us or would we wait to be released by the
Japs?

On August 24 the Japs brought us large quantities of
paint and canvas and instructed us to paint P.O.W. on the
canvas and to put it on the roofs of our buildings. He
informed us that American planes were going to make a
food drop.

On August 28 fifteen or twenty B-29s came over and two
began to circle our camp. Then the bomb bay doors opened
and fifty five gallon drums dropped supported by small
parachutes. (The chutes were inadequate and the drums
fell like rocks). We knew who was in charge now and the
Japs realized we knew. All the guards quickly dis-
appeared. The camp commander ordered the gates opened
and starving Americans went after the food which had all
landed outside the fence that had kept us prisoners. We
would have liked to run after the food but all we could
manage was a walk, we were too weak to run. The first
drum I came on was busted and peaches were floating in
juice in the bottom, I reached right in and had some
canned peaches.

The stronger men, (those who worked in the kitchen),
brought the food into the camp on wagons and carts. Eat-
ing began immediately and continued all night. We had
spam, canned vegetables, soup, sugar and nescafe coffee.
think the sweets were first choice but we were starved for
the coffee and cigarettes as well. There were also shoes
and other articles in the drops. The guards had left their
weapons so we set up our own guards and the former
prison camp became an American outpost. We traded the
shoes, which were too heavy for us to wear, to the Japanese
for flour, chickens, rabbits and baking powder. The
civilians were friendly and glad to see the war end. They
tried to explain Hiroshima and Nagasaki to us but all we
could understand was that it was a big bomb.

More food was dropped to us in a week and a few of these
went through the civilian homes. Though I did not hear of
any casualties, I will never forget the sight of a young
mother clutching her baby, crying, eyeing a large metal
drum which had come through her roof and was sticking
up in the middle of the room. That ended the food drops.

The first Americans came September 15, (the peace
treaty was signed September 2) several officers and en-
listed men. It was the first chance we had to let the folks
back home know that we were still alive and we all wrote
out telegrams. I was sick at the time from eating too much
but was overjoyed at the thought of finally leaving Japan.
(I celebrated my 25th birthday, September 11, 1945).

In two days we had received clothes, given the officers
our history, and were ready to board the twenty-five
trucks the Japs had provided us for transportation. (Nor-
mally they would have given us four trucks),
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The trucks took us to a railway station where we caught
a train to Nagasaki. Here we were deloused and checked
over by Army doctors and nurses and the more serious
cases were placed on a hospital ship. When we passed
through Nagasaki to the harbor we could see the devasta-
tion wrought by the atom bomb as well as conventional
bombings that had preceeded it. Nothing but rubble and
the stench of death, many Japanese were still buried in
the ruins.

Most of us boarded the U.S.S. Marathon which took us to
Okinawa, the B-24s air lifted us to Clark Field and
Nichols Field in the Philippines where we had left what
seemed like a lifetime ago. We were kept in a special area
south of Nichols where we were processed. The main
purpose was to feed us and get us in shape for the folks
back home. Here I ran into other boys from Danville and
we were all surprised to see each other. Paul Pasky of
Danville had survived as a prisoner and was waiting to go
home by boat. Another boy Leo Seifert, who had fought his
way up from Quadalcanal, had gone to grade school in St.
Joseph with Pasky. Seifert lived only one block from my
home on Commercial. Two others I remember are the Car-
penter brothers who still live in Danville.

Around October 5, 1945 a group of POWs including
Pasky and myself were put on the Dutch ship Klipfonteen,
Twenty-three days later we landed in Seattle and were
able to call our folks free, courtesy of the Red Cross. It was
a great thrill when I got to talk to Mom after all those
years,

After a short stay at Fort Lewis near Seattle and Schick
Hospital, Clinton, Iowa, we came home, arriving in Dan-
ville November 7, 1945. There to greet me was Mother,
Aunt Anna, Cousin Harry Erickson and others.

I had been gone five years and three months but it
seemed like a lifetime.

Notes: Most of Bataan and Corregidor survivors belong
to "American Defenders of Bataan and Corregidor Inc.”
This group meets once a year in April or May. Our week
long get together in 1982 was in Louisville, Kentucky. 1983
will see us all at Miami Beach, 700 to 1000 strong. We have
officers selected from the membership and 1983 will be our
37th meeting.

In 1967 I returned to the Philippines along with 650
other POWs to celebrate the 25th anniversary of the fall of
Bataan and Corregidor. It was a two week trip, highlighted
by parades, trips to Bataan and Corregidor and visiting
with new Philippine friends. Marcos, who was at that time
and still is President of the Philippines, was a Death March
survivor, =]
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