CHAPTER FIVE
Cannon to the right of them, Cannon to the left of them volleyed and thundered

Into the valley of death rode the six hundred….

There was not six hundred only six young men, there was no cannon roar only the roar of two engines on a B-25C Mitchell Bomber, there was no valley of death only that lonely and pathetic little island named Attu and the wide expanse of the Northern Pacific Ocean.

      Our flight from Anchorage to Attu was a lot of fun. We horsed around in the ship giving simulated radio broadcasts over the intercom and singing all the old songs. We all contributed to the entertainment with Greenstein leading the pack with humor and with a voice so loud the intercom really was not necessary. We made an overnight stop for rest and fuel on the island of Adak which contained a huge U.S. Navy base. I fear the Air Force accommodations were somewhat sparse but adequate. We slept comfortably and left the following morning after a breakfast of scrambled eggs, spam, and coffee but thank goodness no GI juice. The powdered egg and evaporated milk were beginning to taste pretty good and perhaps on the next breakfast I might even be tempted to drink some of that GI orange juice.

      We landed on Attu Island around noon and reported to a Major Hanby the commanding officer of the 77th Bomber Squadron, 28th Bomb Group, 11th Air Force. (Some time in 1947, the Army Air Corps in which I originally enlisted became known as the Air Force as we had little to do with the Army.) The major had his adjutant guide us to our quarters in a small building called a Stout hut which was able to accommodate four officers. Scotty and Vic chose the bunks against the back wall while I chose a bunk on the left side of the door. Would you believe that I have forgotten how the darn place was heated? All I do know it was cozy and warm.

      The months of July and August passed rather slowly and were very boring. Every week we had a mission to the west, however, we never sighted an enemy vessel or enemy territory. The weather was horrible and we never made it close to Paramushiru in the Kurile Island chain extending south of Kamchatka, the Siberian peninsula. We were constantly turned back by the lousy weather and this time it was really true, not like our RON from Columbia Army Air base to Oklahoma City, and there were many times we could not take off at all. Many times the mission would be cancelled when we were twenty miles out to sea. We flew only about fifty feet off the water navigating by compass that frequently went berserk due to the closeness of the North Pole and getting the wind direction and speed off the waves below, navigation was reduced to Stone Age. Paramushiru was close to one thousand miles from Attu so we were only able to carry two, five hundred pound bombs due to the bomb bay being filled with extra fuel to insure a safe return flight on round trips. Under the circumstances we had loads of free time to wander around the miserable base usually ending up at the mess hall or the officers club. The officers club was about the size of a two car garage with a small bar and a few tables and chairs. It was under construction when we arrived and recall that I donated a set of my wings to decorate the bar. The building construction was mainly done by the navy CB’s (Construction Battalion) The Air Force did not have such a unit so the Navy was kind enough to lend us a couple of men to do the work since we were all on the same side. I got pretty friendly with a couple of CB’s, one named Lennie was the leader of a ten man crew, and he had the Navy equivalent rank of an Army Staff sergeant. I bet they never knew this at home because it was a top brass secret, but all officers received an allotment of one bottle of Johnny Walker Black Label whiskey each month while the enlisted men received a case of beer. I had divorced myself from hard liquor so I traded my bottle of Johnny Walker with Lennie for his case of beer. I asked Lennie if he and his crew could rig up a little kitchen for us in our hut and he agreed without question. Lennie and his boys went all out putting a four by eight addition on the front of our Stout Hut. They supplied all the materials which Uncle Sam originally provided, including two burner electric stoves and a small refrigerator. So instead of hanging out at the officers club we had our own little club right in our house. We paid off Lennie and his crew with Scotty and Vic’s monthly allotment of whiskey. This sort of trading went on every month but most of the time Vic stayed with his whiskey while Scotty and I elected to have beer. Lennie and his buddy Mac often joined us and they would come up with ideas to make our quarters more comfortable and livable. We had no clothes closet so Lennie built us one in the place where the fourth officers’ bunk would have been.
      At the mess hall they had movies every night showing the same picture over and over again. The only way we could get another movie was trade with the Navy personnel who received a new movie every two weeks or so when their supply ship was in port and more when the various Navy ships patrolling the Aleutians would swap films. Again Lennie was the arranger for the trade. He was a better con-man than our own Vic Gallo and promised us the movie “Gone With The Wind” on the evening of the day we were declared missing in action. To this date I have never seen “Gone With The Wind” and probably never will.

      After every mission, Major Hanby or his adjutant at headquarters, would break open a bottle of Johnny Walker and everyone present would drink to a successful mission. This was all part of the after mission briefing which usually ended up with “Mission aborted, Sir, due to serious weather conditions.” Scotty and I usually poured our whiskey into Vic’s glass most anxious to get to our nice cold beer back at our private officers club. I am not sure I mentioned it but we were supposed to get rest and rehabilitation after ten missions back at Elmendorf Field. We were never sure whether those aborted missions would count toward our reprieve but we counted them any way. It is difficult to believe the customary actions of our fighting men in the far north of our country so far from home, sweetheart, wife, and mother. Cold yes, hungry no, except for female companionship. By the way there were women on Attu, two nurses I believe, who were chose for their age and bad looks. That leave I referred to was granted not only for ten missions but for six months whichever came first. Guess that was due to the isolated loneliness. Despite the aborted missions our count was up to eight, some of which were only twenty miles out but it counts if you just get off the ground. Yes, two more and we would all be back in civilization again.
      Back home everyone was so happy that I was out of danger in an area long forgotten by the Nips since their defeat on the islands of Attu, Kiska, and Amchitka in the Aleutians. These islands were honored to be the only part of the North American continent that was invaded and held by the Japanese. It was kept very quiet. I never heard of such action until I landed on Attu. The Jap invasion I understand was the defeat of a few weather station civilians and a few fur hunters. A “real” victory for the Japs. Our Navy subsequently isolated the Japanese garrison on the islands and the Army invaded and wiped them out. There were lots of moaning and groaning at the time because the United States Army was not prepared for the cold weather in the Aleutians. The lack of rations was the main cause of the Japanese defeat as it might be with any army. I suppose it wasn’t very funny and could have been disastrous with the Nips using these islands as a jumping off spot for the invasion of Alaska, Canada, and the United States. At least it could have provided the Japanese with airfields to bomb the mainland if only they had been more heavily supported by Japan. Perhaps they could have been just a diversion tactic to lure portions of the already depleted U.S. Navy and split our naval defenses into two. I suppose Japan was a little too busy in the South Pacific to bother. Even so the United States could not allow the occupation to continue.

      On September first, three B-25’s took off, the weather was good and we actually reached the Kurile Islands. Our lead plane went straight in, unloading two five hundred pound bombs into the buildings lining the shore. The plane on the right swung north while we went left and south. However their were no ships in either direction according to our radio contacts with the other planes. We decide to fly back alone since their was a considerable distance between the three planes and a rendezvous would be a waste of fuel and time. Once again on the return flight we fooled around the intercom, singing and so forth. As I previously mentioned we flew fifty feet off the water to avoid the radar which I doubt the Nips even had on the island. It was very tiresome for the pilots so we took turns at the controls using radio as our beacon home. A magnetic compass this close to the North Pole was practically worthless. When we got within a fifty mile radius of our home base, we had to be extra careful because the winds from the north were blowing us south and we could eventually end up coming into the base from the east. Following radio beams does that to you especially with strong winds. Unless you know the speed and direction of the wind and are able to compensate for it, you are a dead duck. This is what happened to us in Columbia, South Carolina on that dog leg flight. This time, as before, we did very well and landed before the others. At the briefing that evening the lead plane had photographs taken of the bombing. They had hit a fishery made of wood that collapsed with the explosion, what a tremendous victory for our side, no fish for supper for the Japanese troops stationed there. Actually our flights were a terrible waste of time, material, and man power but I guess our purpose was to keep the Japs worried. We could have done all that with just one C-47 cargo plane and a few incendiaries tossed out the side door. The 11th Air Force was the smallest Air Force in the United States military consisting of old B25’s, B24’s and a few P38’s. A force not to be reckoned with.
      Immediately following our ninth mission, when we finally had a view of the enemy shores, our master engineer Greenstein was fooling around with a tractor on the tarmac when he abruptly stopped the machine which tossed him ass over tea kettle to the ground thereby breaking his leg. Good ole lucky Greenstein was immediately flown to the hospital on Adak and then transferred to Elmendorf Field for repairs and a likely six month cure out of action. We would miss the lucky loudmouth and his intercom dialogues. We all volunteered to accompany him back to Elmendorf field but alas it was decided he needed no accompaniment.

      When we flew, we carried a 45 Army issue pistol. The darn thing had the kick of a mule and with it I couldn’t hit the broad side of a barn but regulations required we carry it, just another waste. It was rather chilly up there so we wore heavy khaki pants with brown wool lining, a heavy tan shirt, and I wore a sleeveless wool sweater given to me by the Red Cross on the train to Nashville. We didn’t wear an insignia. I am not sure why except that it was the custom. The insignias including my wings were sewn on the shirt so I could not adhere to the so-called custom. Most of us wore the same type clothes and rarely did we wear the issued coveralls or the clumsy, heavy fleece-lined flight jacket. Most of our flights were quite lengthy (over one thousand miles) so we had to at least prepare to fly that far. Urinating was no problem as the pilots were provided with a funnel and tube to the outside whereby they could relieve themselves at any time. The flight crew had the grand old peepots which were emptied when we returned. It was too darn cold to even attempt to throw it out the window. There was no accommodation for a crap but if an emergency arose I am sure it would be taken care of. We never did name our plane and I am just as glad. With Scotty, it would have been some god-awful Indian name for sure while I would have preferred something more romantic or adventurous like “The Green Hornet” or “Silver Bird”.

      There was nothing unusual about the evening of September 8th 1944. The three of us were drinking a few beers, and even Vic had lowered himself from the Johnny Walker plateau to indulge in the bitter brew. The real reason was he was out of whiskey and our beer was his only alternative. Scotty and I were writing home all about the easy life here in the Aleutians and Vic was reading some magazine like Playboy or Esquire. We thought we might have a big day ahead of us as around ten the lights went out and we entered dreamland warmed by the alcohol in our system and the pile of Army blankets on top. Morning came too fast and it was a typical Attu foggy day. We opened the mess hall at six AM, had our usual ham and eggs, juice, coffee, toast and marmalade. We retuned to our hut to get properly dressed as we were informed we had a mission to go on within the hour. Underpants, sleeveless undershirt and wool socks went on first followed by those fleece lined pants, a light khaki shirt, sleeveless sweater, my favorite leather flying jacket ,and, the piece de resistance, fleece lined leather flying boots. For a hat I used a wool peaked cap and then we all strapped on our faithful 45 automatic pistol. I am sorry to say that they were of absolutely no use to us and ended up in a drawer once we were on board our flight. Today would be our tenth mission and it looked like we would be going back to Anchorage and all the benefits of rest and rehabilitation.
      Pre-flight briefing was the customary quickie telling us nothing other than the weather might clear up over the target area, but, of course, we hoped for the opposite. We were soon off and running, or rather hopping onto the back of a truck for transportation to our aircraft. I asked Scotty if he would mind if I made the take-off and he answered by saying: “How about waiting until our return and you can land the plane?” Well at least there was something besides this miserable flight to look forward to. Little did I realize that I was off on the greatest adventure of my young life. We were off the ground in no more than twenty minutes and we were the first in a flight of three planes. We led the mission going straight while the others veered off to the right or left, the same routine we followed on the previous run, but that time we headed south or to the left of the lead plane. I got to meet our newly assigned engineer to replace Greenstein with a quick handshake. His name was Art and that is all I knew. He stretched out in the tunnel to the nose where he would be responsible for the eight fifty caliber nose machine guns. He appeared to be a heck of a lot older than Iarussi who was himself at the age limit and from what I heard he had been scheduled for rest and rehabilitation in Anchorage a couple of weeks before our flight. What in the world ever possessed him to stay on I will never know….just fate I guess.
      I decided to flake out for about an hour on the floor of the area at the rear of the cockpit only to be awakened by Vic who wanted to take a snooze and relieve himself from the very tedious and nerve-wracking journey fifty feet off the water. At that altitude it was impossible to use the automatic pilot. It was a bore but the tenseness of the situation kept one alert. The entire crew was quieter than usual and very moody. Was it the early hour, the absence of Greenstein’s jovial conversations, or a premonition of disaster? I am not sure why, but Scotty hung in there seeking no relief at all except for coffee. Vic passed him as he climbed back into the co-pilot seat. I grabbed a cup of coffee too and began to wake up the other members of the crew over the intercom. I don’t understand why but it was the first time in my life I was glad to get out of the cockpit. Only Iarussi had his phones on and he told me he and DiOrio were also drinking coffee and discussing the problems of the world. “Can’t we turn this rig around and go home claiming bad weather or a faulty engine?” said Iarussi. “Sorry Buddy,” I replied, “but with two other planes in our flight, weather won’t work and a new guy (Art) wouldn’t want to take blame for engine failure” Scotty exclaimed, “Hey guys, do I have a mutiny on my hands?” Answered Iarussi, “Only kidding mon capitan”.
       To my surprise a few minutes later, Scotty called me “Hey Bill, would you please take over for a few minutes I gotta stretch?” I said “It’s about time knucklehead, what in hell are you trying to prove?”  I climbed into the pilot’s seat and wrestled control from Vic who was eager to have another cup of java. I flew the plane solo for over forty minutes when Scotty said “I can’t see a damn thing in front of us but I think we are getting close” He then proceeded to take over as I struggled back into the navigators seat to relax and munch on a Milky Way which I just happened to have stashed in my flight jacket, in fact, I had another one in the other pocket which would definitely come in handy later that day.

      We appeared to be more than fifty miles off the coast of Paramishiru when Scotty contacted the other two ships and told them it was about time to split up. After a bit of chatter, they all agreed to split up the moment land was sighted. Scotty alerted the crew to get themselves ready. This meant strapping on our faithful 45’s and getting into our flak suits that were essentially a very heavy apron that covered one from neck to crotch.  With all that weight we would make excellent anchors or perhaps that was the purpose of all the heavy crap. As far as we could tell from previous flights, the Nips did not have anti-aircraft guns on the island only machine guns from which one gets little or no flak. My forty five remained in the drawer where I put it when I came on board and was lost somewhere along with Scotty’s and Vic’s. The crew finally woke up and started chatting over the intercom. DiOrio complained that with the flak suit on he could hardly fit in the passageway going to the rear turret where he handled four machine guns. The upper turret was abandoned until such time that an air attack was imminent. A senseless routine because it would be rare to have any sort of attack from the rear because at that time, and to the best of my knowledge,  no Jap fighter planes of combat worth were deployed on Paramishuru in any great numbers.
      With the morning sun at our backs, it was very easy to see the island of Paramushiru on the horizon and it appeared slightly to our left. A few miles off shore we saw what appeared to be a five ship convoy consisting of two small gunboats, two freighters, and an oil tanker. Scotty immediately relayed this sighting to the other two ships in our flight and they both started back. We could see the plane on our right flank closing in fast anxious as we were to meet the foe. The convoy was likely carrying supplies for the garrison stationed there. Standing on the platform behind Gallo, I had a great view of the whole scene. Scotty chose to go after the freighter in the center of the convoy. As a target it seemed ideal. I might mention that there were at least a dozen small fishing boats surrounding the larger vessels.

      Our first attempt was a strafing run to clear the decks. Even Iarussi took advantage of the situation and sprayed the ship from the waist gun on the side of our ship. I could hear the tail guns, manned by DiOrio let go a few rounds as we passed over the ship. Everyone wanted to get into the act, but I just stood there and watched. I didn’t hear anything from our engineer but all guns fired by Scotty were working in the nose. Scotty turned a complete circle to start the bombing run with the sun at our back. The bomb bay doors opened and our run began only twenty feet off the water and a good football field length from the freighter. We had it made! Myrtle Beach came to mind. I think I mentioned this before but permit me to say it again to be sure you understand the operation. At that low altitude we would skip the five hundred pound bomb directly into the ships side, a down right cinch from where I stood. As we approached our target about to drop the first load, the plane suddenly shook like a jolt from a lightning bolt. I glanced quickly to the right and saw our right engine was mangled and the propeller stopped and bent over. “Oh my God, we’ve been hit!” I cried. I often wonder if that statement again was a prayer or just an exclamation. I can recall those same very words that night in Rutherford, NJ when I looked to the right and saw this huge bus bearing down on my little 1933 five dollar Ford coupe. Scotty and Vic both struggled to veer the plane to the right and climb above the freighter, which was coming fast. As we rose above the freighter our right tail fin struck the uppermost mast on the freighter, sheering off the entire tail section making further airborne flight impossible. We managed to maintain a level enabling us to plunge into the sea at a reasonably smooth slide landing. It was quite bumpy and as we came to a stop I hit the back of the cockpit with legs and arms very hard. I did not have a seat belt on but the rear of the cockpit seats cushioned my body with only my knees and forearm sustaining any damage at all. I never felt a thing. There was no panic, only three officers in front groping for the canopy release handle when suddenly our hero Iarussi appeared from over the bomb bay, opened the overhead canopy and released the life raft outside the plane. Fortunately our failure to comply with the regulations of wearing a flak suit was a great help. Vic and Iarussi climbed out first to grab the life raft and assisted in pulling Scotty up and out while I lifted and pushed him from behind. Scotty had a very deep gash across his forehead and seemed somewhat dazed. Looking back down into the plane I observed Art who had washed back face down through the nose tunnel. I grabbed him by the little hair he had and tried to pull him through the tunnel but it was hopeless. He was dead or out like a light and covered in blood from a number of huge head wounds. There was little I could do and scrambled for the exit with water pouring in. The other three were already in the life raft at the end of the planes wing so I slid down to the wing and proceeded to wade knee deep in freezing cold water out to the wing tip and the life raft. Enroute I got tangled in some wires that crossed the wing and it scared the living daylights out of me. I could just picture me being dragged under tied to the plane, down to the bottom of the Pacific like Ahab in Moby Dick. I managed to untangle myself and climbed into the raft with the other three. Iarussi asked “Where is Art?” I had to tell him “I’m sure he’s dead.” Vic asked, “Where’s Di?” No answer from anyone as the plane started to dip tail up and dove very quickly into the depths of the sea. The answer to Vic’s question was frustratingly obvious. It was probably impossible for him to crawl out of the rear through the tunnel wrapped in that damn flack suit considering the trouble he had getting in there. The impact of the tail shearing off didn’t help either. What a waste.
      Now we had four of us on a tiny yellow raft in the middle of the North Pacific. Scotty was laying on the floor acting somewhat dazed from the head wound and Iarussi with a small paddle in his hand not sure which way to go. We made a try to do something about the gash on Scotty’s head by tying a handkerchief around the wound which stopped the bleeding a bit but Scotty was not quite all there. Suddenly a burst of machine gun fire from one of the small gunboats accompanying the convoy went across our stern. Let me tell you that was the most horrible sound I ever heard as it sounded like our death rattle. ACK ACK ACK echoed across the water. All of us except Scotty, who couldn’t move, dove into the freezing waters. I’ve been told that a human could not live in freezing water like that for more than ten to fifteen minutes. Ice had actually started to form on the sides of the life raft. I didn’t think salt water would freeze that fast. It took only four minutes to get out of the plane and maybe two or three minutes for the plane to plunge into the deep so we didn’t have much time. Now we were bobbing up and down fully clothed and clinging to the cold sides of the raft. I pulled out a white handkerchief and waved it in surrender. I was so glad I had a white handkerchief instead of those dark green GI jobs that would have gone unnoticed. It apparently worked and my surrender was accepted at least so far, a small vessel pulled along side and dragged us all aboard along with the raft. We were standing in the stern of what I would call a fishing vessel as the smell of fish was very prominent. However that darn boat had a machine gun in the bow and may have been the very one that luckily hit our right engine.
      As we stood there shivering and freezing our butts off, one little Nip instructed us to remove all of our clothing including socks and underwear. We were each presented with a massive fur coat made of canine-like skins but they smelled like fish that had been dead for a week. Of course, we put the darn things on despite the stink because we were so wet and cold. The Nips then had us go down a short flight of stairs into a cabin-like room closing the small double doors behind us. Now that I think of it, there wasn’t a pistol or rifle in sight and they looked unarmed. If this had been a movie script we would have immediately taken over the small vessel, thrown the Nips overboard, and sailed for home or the Soviet Union, which was the closest neutral country. Alas this was not the movies but real life and we were cold, wet, and scared. Finally we heard the boat bump against a pier as we docked and we were then blindfolded.  They marched us out and into to an open bed truck which, judging by the odor of burning wood, was powered by a steam engine. The truck took off slowly and crept along for a few hundred feet. Using my old wiggly nose trick, I was able to see a little if I put my head back a bit. Damn, even the blindfold smelled like fish. We stopped in front of what looked like a cave into the side of a hill. We were led inside and the blindfolds removed. It was used either as a storage area or an air raid shelter from the looks of it. The place was lit by what seemed to be ten watt clear electric bulbs hanging from the ceiling and strategically placed not only to light the passage but to bop the taller American prisoners on the head. As we walked we noted that their were extensions off the main cave on each side covered by wooden walls with a small door in the center. Vic was put in the first hole, Iarussi in the second, I in the third, and Scotty in the fourth, and last. All were selected we assumed, by the Nips idea of rank. They were somewhat confused by Vic’s rank of Flight Officer and probably thought he was inferior to Sergeant Iarussi. 
      The cave had a wooden floor, one clear light bulb hanging from the low ceiling and an open five gallon can in the corner and two cotton blankets on the side. Not the most pleasant retreat in the world but most welcome under the circumstances. About twenty minutes after we were introduced to our cell, a little Nip came by and, in broken English, explained what each item was for, as if we didn’t know. I asked the Nip about Scotty who was in rather bad shape and the Nip told me he would be taken care of. I, of course, wondered to myself, how? A half hour passed and another little Nip came by handing out our clothes all pressed and dried. I had no complaints except that my sleeveless green wool sweater was missing. I learned later that that dirty rotten Vic thought it was his, ignoring my initials WAD on the collar tag. Later I called him to task for this bit of thievery but told him to keep it. In the pocket of my jacket I found the one half of a Mounds bar along with a whole Milky Way. They didn’t swipe a thing. I even got back my wristwatch and ID bracelet. I am sure these Japs had not seen much action in the war and perhaps had not yet developed a hatred for the damned Yankees or possibly they were carefully watched during the search and hesitated to scrounge any of our stuff.
      About six o’clock that afternoon, another Jap came by with a pot of hot water he called ocha (tea) and a ball of rice with a cherry stuck in the middle. I must admit the rice, along with the lousy cherry didn’t taste so bad at all because I was so hungry. I topped this delicious meal off with the rest of the Mounds bar, saving the Milky Way for breakfast, if it ever came. There was a small hole in the door of the cubical through which we could yell back and forth to one another and put there so the guards could check on us, the light was always on. I was really tired so after “supper”, I laid one blanket on the floor and curled up with the other and went to sleep. Breakfast came with the same ball shaped rice and a cherry. The cherry was probably a way to prevent scurvy or some disease like that from eating the same food every day. I wolfed down the rice ball followed by the ocha. Along with breakfast came a little Jap with a first-aid kit who went past my cell presumably to tend to Scotty who was still somewhat out of it. On his way back I called to the little guy and asked how Scotty was. He told me the bleeding had stopped and he had put a few stitches on the wound. He spoke fairly good English and asked me if I would like to have Scotty’s rice ball from the previous night? He still couldn’t eat the rice ball for breakfast but it was left with him. Of course, I accepted the rice ball with relish and wolfed it down as I did the first one for breakfast, I couldn’t seem to get enough food as the entire Milky Way went down with the second rice ball.
      My watch told me it was ten o’clock in the morning when all of us were blindfolded again and ushered out of the cave and brought to a spot and told to sit down on the bamboo mats provided. Behind us was a wall of dirt which prompted me to say, “Holy shit guys, they are going to shoot us!” It did look like the background for a firing squad and this was to be verified when a little Nip, whom I was unable to identify as male or female from the voice, whispered “Saki Saki?” and handed me a little glass filled with liquid. It was alcohol and went down pretty easy but it worried us all the more. A last drink before we die? The next thing was that I was tapped on the shoulder and asked to rise and accompany a guard (I wonder if I really had any choice.) We entered a low bungalow type building and into a large meeting room. I was told to sit and my blindfold was removed. Glancing about I saw about twenty uniformed Japs seated around a large conference table facing me, no smiles just stern faces. Behind me stood a Jap with a little wooden rod in his hand which I quickly found out was to bounce off the top of my head if any of my answers were unsatisfactory to the audience. None of the officers were able to speak fluent English, so seated on my right was a villainous looking little guy who spoke English like he was from Brooklyn, the Bronx, or Joisey City. Some time later he came to visit me in the cave presumably to glean some more information from me. He explained that he had been brought up in San Francisco and was over to Japan visiting his relatives when the war broke out so he was stuck and joined up as an interpreter. His rank was equivalent to a corporal in the United States forces. 
      Getting back to the interrogation, they asked me loads of questions, most of which I could not answer as I knew nothing about what they asked. I was awarded a bop on the head for each negative answer. Once they asked my how many planes were on Attu and I answered “thousands” and got another bop on the head. They asked how could so many planes be on such a small airport? I told them it was much bigger than when they were there and that we had knocked over a whole mountain to enlarge the field. I also told them all the planes were parked side by side and not scattered because they did not fear any air raids. Another two whacks on the skull came in quick succession.

      I must tell you that our crew never received instructions about the old name rank and serial number routine when captured and questioned by the enemy. I only heard about it from books and movies after I came back home. In the first place, none of us really knew anything that might help the enemy especially from such a remote post as Attu and Alaska. My favorite rebuttal except for my thousand plane remark was “I don’t know”. In checking with the others we all said about the same thing. I do not believe the Jap brass was impressed with the intelligence of the American soldier. In total we were questioned twice over a four day period. At least our assumption that we were going to be executed by firing squad never materialized.

      Just ten days after our capture we were blindfolded again, hoisted onto the back of a truck and carried down to the docks where we boarded a freighter which was likely the one we were after with two five hundred pound bombs that were now resting peacefully at the bottom of the Pacific Ocean with our plane and two comrades. Vic and I went on one freighter while Scotty and Iarussi boarded another. I guess they didn’t want to lose all of us in case one ship sunk. I don’t know where they put Vic but I was put in the hold near the bottom of the ship. I could hear water sloshing around in the bilge. My guide shouted down to me “Four Days!” holding up four fingers as he tossed a bag of dog biscuits to me. As he lowered down a container of water, he kept repeating over and over again “Four Days, Four Days” holding up four fingers. I think I got the point and then regretted giving my wristwatch away to that interpreter back in the cave. I suppose it was worthwhile because he gave me a bag of peanuts and an almost rotten apple. Now, however, I had no way of telling time in order to ration out the water and dog biscuits. After the Jap impressed me with his “four day” speech he screwed down the hatch and I was alone in the dark. Suddenly a small light went on so I could find my way to pee in the bucket and back again to food and water. I estimated we were out to sea about two days when the little light went out and I heard guns firing with a loud boom boom boom. Good Lord, we were under attack by someone or something. Wouldn’t it be great to be knocked off by your own? At one end of my little nest I found some sort of very heavy crank which I kept by my side to be used to pound my way out of there should the need arise. A real impossibility but it gave me some sort of hope and made me feel better with crank in hand. After about a half hour the booming stopped and my little light went on. Saved again, but found out later it was only a practice drill.
      It’s so difficult describing my feelings trapped in that stinking hole. It was real misery. There is no question I was scared and trying to overcome this fright by thinking of home and saying my prayers. Rationing the food was a problem that was difficult to solve. My timing was way off and based on my dog biscuit supply, which was almost exhausted, we should have been docking any minute now. I had less than a glass of water left and felt that I wasn’t too far off and expected the damned sewer plate hatch to open momentarily. I finally fell asleep staring up at the plate that had me locked in. I was awakened sometime later with the bumping of the ship against the dock so my timing wasn’t too bad after all. The bumping was followed by the opening of the sewer plate and the little yellow bastard stared down at me saying something in his native tongue that I took to be come on up and get a breath of , albeit fishy, but fresh air .
      At last the four of us were together again. Scotty’s cut on his head looked a lot better but he was still not quite right, laying back, very moody, and certainly not his old jovial self. We were on another steam propelled truck. The gasoline shortage must have been terrible here and far worse than in America where even a plain old civilian could get five gallons per week. Enroute was when I found out from Vic about the supposed air raid which turned out to be a Jap practice drill on the freighter. Vic’s quarters on board were somewhat better than mine as at least he was upstairs in the light and had the opportunity to talk with his guards. I bet those bastards were getting even with the officers for strafing their ship.
      We landed at Hokkaido, a large Japanese island north of the main island of Japan which is Honshu. Unlike me, the other lads were not imprisoned on their ship and were able to see the sky and sea and their menu was a little better with an occasional rice ball thrown in. As I said, they thought Scotty and I were the only officers. With Scotty being wounded they took their grievances out on me. Who knows and who really cares. My ordeal was now over. Or was it?

      We boarded a train blindfolded but I was still able to see. The passenger car reminded me so much of my younger days traveling on the Erie Railroad from Mountain View to New York City. The leatherette seats were exactly the same and the removable backs on the seats and the color schemes were a genuine replica of my old Erie train. I’ll bet these were manufactured in the U.S.A. One thing different was the sign at the far end of the car which read “Comfort Room” instead of “Toilet” in English on a white porcelain sign in blue lettering. Once again I laid my head back and was able to see the entire car with no trouble at all. The guards hardly took notice of us and just sat there holding their long rifles which were rather useless at close range, however, once more we held back our John Wayne heroic notions and sat back quietly with no intention of escaping. The guards hardly even spoke to each other and just sat there occasionally snoozing. Our familiarity with the word for toilet or bathroom (banjo) usually got the guards off their butt to accompany us to the krapper. It was funny to see each of us stagger down the train aisle with a guard at our heels. We had to leave the door open when we peed. The entire trip to the bathroom took each of us about twenty minutes and was such welcome relief from just sitting there. We all sat in one section in the middle of the car two by two facing one another. There were no other passengers in the car so I suggested that we each make room for the fellow opposite to put his feet on the seat. This worked out pretty well until one of the guards noticed and he told us by gestures alone to get our feet off the seats. By this time we were tired of the position anyway. 
      We had landed at the northeastern tip of the island of Hokkaido and had traveled via rail about one hundred miles to the interior and a large city which I do not know by name. We were unloaded from the train and walked to what I assumed was a police station and herded into the rear of the building. There were four empty cells along the back wall with four by four inch wooden bars and a very low gate into the cell. One had to get down on his hands and knees to enter the cell. From the outside, only your legs were visible when standing. Each of us were alone in a single cell, our blindfolds off, and we could at least talk to one another through the walls. At the rear of each cell was a rectangular hole one had to straddle to go to the bathroom. With it being open all the time, it stunk to high heaven. There was a very narrow, wood-barred window high up on the rear wall of the cell presumably to exit the smell of the toilet and let in some semblance of fresh air. There were no glass or screen for the window and the flies had an excellent entry to partake of the smelly lunches provided below. There was no toilet paper but the cold weather at night helped reduce the fly population so there was the good and the bad. The night passed swiftly and we all slept well following our rice ball supper sans the cherry. Another rice ball was provided for breakfast the next morning and then we were hustled out the door onto the back of a truck and blindfolded once more. Within five minutes we arrived at the local airport where we boarded, of all things, an American-made C-47 headed for what we thought might be Tokyo or Yokohama to meet the Emperor.
      We landed at an airfield in the vicinity of Tokyo. I knew this due to my ability to peek under my blindfold to spot the famous volcano mountain called Fujiyama. They removed our blindfolds and with four guards, one for each of us, we boarded an elevated subway train along with many civilians who accepted our presence with blank stares. The train was really crowded but our guards managed to separate us from the crowd by standing near an exit door. We got off at the very first stop, went down some stairs and boarded a rickety old bus about the size of a large station wagon. It was a pretty snug fit with the four guards and us. We disembarked just outside a walled in place, entered the open gate and into a small room in a shack just inside the gate. To date we had been treated fairly well except, perhaps, for those bops on the head at the Paramushiro interrogation, so we all started to relax a bit. We were tired, hungry and a bedraggled cluster of young aviators who, after a month’s captivity, were still alive and kicking. Here we were freely conversing about the possibility of a prisoner exchange on the “Gripsolm”, a neutral Swedish vessel used in Europe for the exchange of prisoners and diplomats. (Day dreams of course) We were more at ease now and more or less convinced that the Japs execution of air crew were a figment of someone’s imagination or propaganda lie straight out of Hollywood or the media. We learned long after our liberation that there were some instances of the beheading of prisoners and isolated executions dictated by some hate monger military leaders in war zones. Indeed, some of Jimmy Doolittle’s men were executed as well.
      We find now that we are in a prisoner of war camp called Ofuna, a Japanese Navy interrogation camp, totally unregistered. The majority of prisoners were aviators, flying personnel, and Americans for the most part. The camp was divided into three sections or barracks namely Ecou or Ichku, Neecou or Niku, and Sankou or Sanku (Numbering one, two, and three in Nippongo) Ecou was the “no speak” barracks or solitary. Neecou was the smallest barracks where one could speak with one another but no one outside Neecou in the camp. The longest and largest barracks was number three, Suncou or Sankou, where you could only speak with those within the barracks. You could also walk around the compound and smoke any allotted cigarette you might possess. Each barracks was made up the same long wooden structure with a center aisle and with small cells bordering each side. The door to each cell opened out into the aisle and was made-up of four by six sheets of plywood separated by one by two inch wooden strips hollow for the most part. In the center of the door was a small glass window without glass or screening only two by two inch wooden bars. The first two feet of entry into each cell was a low deck on which was provided a small wooden table probably to eat off while you sat on your haunches. The remainder of the cell consisted of two grass or straw mats measuring about three feet by six and making the dimensions of the cell about eight by six feet. Certainly the best accommodations thus far. The mats were about two inches thick and not very soft but better than nothing. A little table was provided along with four or five rather thin cotton blankets. The unfrosted electric light bulb was always lit at night so the roving guard could check prisoners through the little glass window in the door.
      Our first habitat, Ecou, was separated from the other two barracks by a wooden fence about six feet high. I guess you would call it a stockade fence with a door/gate directly opposite my cell window whereby I could and did signal and receive word from the other side of the gate when open. A dot was a clenched fist while a dash was an open palm. I was never very good at Morse code. Indeed, I had trouble passing eight words a minute at Kirkland field (the minimum requirement) but what I did know served me well and speed was not of the essence at the time. The first communication I had was when a skinny fellow with black hair and a large black moustache stuck his head around the gate door. His thinness made his head appear very large and sort of top heavy. He wore khaki pants and a faded green tee shirt, semi-high shoes with no shoelaces. My eyesight at the time was excellent despite the fact that he was well over a hundred feet away. Suddenly he was signaling me with the old fist and palm Morse code, “I am Galvin of the Hornet”. We later joked about that rather stilted proclamation but it wasn’t funny then. He Morsed out “Boyington is here”. (Boyington was a famous Marine ace who shot down dozens of Nips in a Navy corsair.) Then Galvin sent a message, “Fitzgerald of the submarine Grenadier is here”. I didn’t get the full name of the submarine because all of a sudden a guard came up behind me saying “Nunda” meaning roughly, what are you doing? I said no speak nippongo and he walked away with a chuckle. I was almost immediately back at the window signaling Galvin that there were four of us B25’ers from Attu. Used a very simple code message with A’s and T’s and U’s. I was really fortunate in getting a window with a view and the window on the world or should I say our world. Galvin, I later learned, was a gunner on a Navy fighter plane and came from Long Island, NY. 
      In Ecou there were three other prisoners: Howe of the Philadelphia Howe’s, a Navy pilot , Smith, a navigator from a B-24 who was dark-bearded, and rarely talked and, of course, we called him “Smitty”, and Bennet, a P-40 pilot out of China from Worcester, MA. He was captured after he crashed into some Chinese river where the Nip navy picked him up. Ben was hung by his thumbs for hours at a time in China before getting to Japan. He was a typical New England Yankee and said very little. As I said previously, we were somewhat fortunate being shot down in a war zone not overly hit by the Americans whereas Bennet landed in the middle of hate and revenge. Even though we were supposed to be in solitary, we whispered to one another and also the prisoners from Neecou who brought us our chow three times a day if there was no guard around. Of course Galvin, the old fist and palm Morse Coder, seemed always to get that duty. They were called “tobins” or servant/waiter in Japanese. It was obvious that Galvin was a real gabby Gus but very careful with his speaking because he never got caught. He told us many things about the camp and the other prisoners. He conversed with me most of the time inasmuch as we were old friends from our first day in camp.
      While we were in solitary we were called out for interrogation once every week usually on Friday when we were interviewed by two English-speaking Nips in suits, shirt and tie. They asked us questions like what is your rank, position on plane, what kind of plane, and a bunch of seemingly inconsequential questions and crap like that. Frankly I think they were just goofing off from there routine office jobs in the Navy and came to us on Friday to take advantage of a long weekend. This was an old trick I used later when recruiting engineers at various colleges. This went on for a month or so and then all seven of us were promoted to Neecou barracks containing no more than ten cells. We were told we could speak with one another but no one else as if we didn’t know them already. We found the reason we were moved out of Ecou so fast was that additional guests were expected and included the crew of the submarine “Tang”. They included the captain, Commander O’Kane, Lt. Larry Savadkin (Who I thought was from Brooklyn but turned out to be from Easton, PA.), Seaman Clay Decker, and a couple of undisciplined sailors who got off on the wrong foot with all of us, Seaman Trukke from Colorado and Seaman Narowanski from Baltimore. Two very badly wounded Navy pilots also came aboard and Trukke and Narowanski were caught stealing their food, what little there was of it. As was the custom, our group from Neecou acted as tobins for the newcomers and caught these two guys grabbing the food. We mentioned this to Commander O’Kane who did absolutely nothing about it. We all got the feeling that he thought he couldn’t do anything about it with those two undisciplined ordinary seamen. I learned much later from a book entitled “Clear the Bridge” written by O’Kane, that the “Tang” sank more Japanese ships than any other naval vessel in the war. O’Kane scarcely mentioned anything about his imprisonment by the Japs and when he did say something it always included the big Navy brass that were prisoners like Boyington and Fitzgerald. One would think that only the Navy was represented on the POW list. I was very impressed with the spelling of the Japanese words and names like Kangocho (or Kongajoe), the so-called camp pharmacist who actually ran the camp and was as O’Kane described, a sadistic bastard only O’Kane didn’t use the word bastard. O’Kane must have had access to some sort of records or had a research assistant with access to conditions and personnel at Ofuna. His descriptions of the beatings some of us took in Ofuna were not an exaggeration. Frankly I thought O’Kane was a little too passive and out of his element.  In the book he devoted only five pages to his prisoner of war experience in a book that covered almost five hundred pages. As you can probably tell, I didn’t like him or his crew very much except for Larry Savadkin who was a regular Joe and Clay Decker, a real eager beaver. It seems to me the lower ranks found it far easier to acclimatize to the conditions that prevailed although at my suggestion, Trukke and Narowanski needed, and got, a good talking to from Pappy. Pappy Boyington was our lead honcho and no one else counted regardless of rank. They straightened up and I eventually thought better of them. Starvation can make men do most anything.
      Would you believe the Nips handed out to us one cigarette every other day? The damned things reminded me of the long string beam like things we smoked as a kid in Zuny Barnard’s backyard. At Ofuna we made bamboo cigarette holders and cut the cigarettes into two or three sections to smoke after each meal, (If we could get a light.) I remember one time I had my breakfast cigarette and come lunchtime I needed a light so I walked around to a small boiler room next to the bathhouse and lit my butt at the water heater. Who would spot me there but Kongajoe, the sadistic bastard mentioned previously. He made a few remarks in Japanese and without doubt put me on the beating list the next time around. In Nicou we were rarely offered the privilege of walking outside. All we could do was observe the veteran POW’s in Soncou trudging around the compound in an ever ending circle to keep warm. They would huddle together in the sun and away from the wind next to our barracks. I do remember a Major Boyle who was never without a dripping nose. Some of us would take bets on when the nose drop would fall. Major Boyle was the only prisoner that could speak and understand Japanese, unbeknownst by the way to the Nips. He was the one who told us about the death of President Roosevelt from a Jap newspaper that was a week or so old. It was a sorry day when Major Boyle was among those prisoners moving out from Sancou and Ofuna in early November. Iarussi, Gallo, Howe, and Smitty were also moved out with the group to what we assumed would be a registered camp. This just left Scotty, Ben, and I from the old gang at number one barracks and we were shifted to number three barracks to join the remnants of the old timers still in Ofuna. (The Nips tended to retain ranking officers longer.) There was Capt. Charlie Taylor, a B-24 pilot from Mississippi, Gill, who we called “Gilly”, who was an office clerk who yearned for the thrill of flight and picked one that was shot down. Gilly looked like Caspar the ghost as he was a little guy with a bald head the size of one of those giant cabbages from Matanuska Valley in Alaska. He had the cell next to mine in number three barracks and died in his sleep one night for reasons unknown. There was no autopsy and we just assumed he died of a broken heart. Little Gilly was cremated as the Japs do with all their dead. I assume the ashes were boxed and retained. Then there was Charles Kaufman who we all called “Abe” for some reason. He was from Detroit where his Dad was a prominent judge and union democrat. Abe taught me chess on a chess set carved by a former inmate of number three barracks. It took me close to three months before I was able to beat Abe at his own game. Abe was a real liberal democrat who cried on hearing the news of Roosevelt’s death. (After the war I visited him in Detroit and found that Abe became a judge like his old man. Indeed, Abe’s son became a judge as well and became famous for giving some union officials son probation for dropping a bowling ball off a highway bridge killing a woman motorist driving below.)
      With me, Scotty and Ben, there were a total of six in Soncou. Pappy Boyington had a cell in number three but preferred to sleep in the kitchen where he was the cook’s helper and where it was warm and food immediately available. Pappy asked Scotty to also assist in the kitchen. Since this job didn’t permit Scotty time to wash his clothes, he asked me to do the job for which I was able to get an extra meal. A very fair exchange under the circumstances. For every meal we had a half bowl of rice, hot water, and if a horse was killed in an air raid, we could get horse intestine soup, most delicious. As the war progressed, rice became scarce in our diet and we had what they called milo maize instead of rice. I never knew what milo was except that it was some sort of grain and it was filling. (I have since learned that milo is a sorghum grain mainly used for cattle feed.)
      The submarine crew now occupied barracks number two and the no-speak barracks number one was filled with bomber flight crews and a few fighter pilots from the Army and Navy. There were several badly wounded young men in there and this is where Trukke and Narowanski stole the food. The corner cell opposite mine in Eecou was occupied by a full colonel named Ryan. What the hell a full colonel was doing as an observer on a bombing mission I’ll never know. Probably like Gilly, he wanted the thrill of the ride and something he could tell his grandchildren about the great war and his contribution. No matter, I was outside his cell one day getting some water to mop the floor of number one. The doors on both sides of the building were open and one could see from one side of the building to the other. With a bowed head I talked very low to the colonel and he asked me a lot of stupid questions. I tried to answer when who should appear at the far end of the hall but Neeshe (or Nishi), one lousy bastard of a guard. I am sure he saw my lips moving and figured I was talking to one of the Ecou prisoners (joto ni or no good.) When he approached I started singing in order to give the rat fink the impression I was singing instead of talking. Ryan didn’t realize that the guard was right there off to the side of his window and he kept talking and asking questions. I sang “Would you please shut the hell up..la..la”, the first time I ever said something like that to a full colonel. Neeshe just said “Bacca”, meaning stupid and I am sure he put me on report after giving me two slaps across the face. Of course the colonel ducked out of the window and I just stood there wishing I could choke the life out of Neeshe. The second charge should be worth about ten bats across the rump along with ten more for the smoking incident caught by Kongajoe. Ryan later became my commanding officer at McDill Field in Florida where I spent my final days in the Air Force and where I was discharged.
      The guards at Ofuna were incredibly stupid and in all probability regular Navy rejects. Like the average Nip, they could not speak a word of English except perhaps the word “button” and the word “tomato” which have common usage in Japan. We had a special name for each guard. “Bench Legs” was a fat little fellow with bow legs and was somewhat friendly. Our signal when a guard was coming was “Train on the Track!” and Bench Legs would proudly strut down the aisle calling out “Twain on the Twack”. Sukata, meaning stylish in Nippongo, was a decent sort of fellow. Very friendly and anxious to learn English. He taught me the Japanese song “Morshe Morshe Cameo” which was about a turtle and similar to our own nursery rhymes. Sukata often brought me fruit such as oranges and tangerines and I would tell him what it was in English. Another guard was “Gargoyle”, the spitting image of the gargoyles on the Notre Dame Cathedral in Paris. The only one who gave us a hard time was Neeshe. We all hoped to be at Ofuna when the war ended to kick the shit out of Neeshe. He had some of the other guards bulldozed and he was a teachers pet because he had his nose up Kongajoe’s ass. Just one real mean bastard. When we met a guard in the hallway or anywhere else, we had to bow to him and end his name with “soan” such as “Sukata-soan” which I believe meant mister or some word of respect. I believe one of the reasons they did not like me was that my name was Dixon and sounded like Mister Dix (Dix-soan) to them. By the way, Kongajoe thought he was a doctor and would tend to every wound, sprain or hurt with a white cream like zinc salve. He loved it when you went to him for specialized treatment.
      In the center area between barracks two and three there was, in case of fire, what we referred to as the duck pond because there was a duck on the premises that would periodically jump in the pond and swim around. Charlie Taylor from Mississippi (?) built a nest in the latrine and locked the duck in the booth every night. Every morning there would be a new duck egg in the nest which Charlie would suck dry. This went on for a few weeks until he got caught by one of the guards and had to give up his delicacy. I am sure the guards took advantage of the egg laying and probably missed the duck eggs during the time Charlie was indulging.

      One thing we never stopped talking or dreaming about was food. My thoughts dwelt on peanut butter and jelly sandwiches while the southern lads thought about roast pork and grits. Sex was rarely, if ever, mentioned as if such a thing never existed. I was always very optimistic regarding the wars end and had a bet with Ben that the war would be over by Christmas 45. My ante was a Dugan’s fruit cake that I remember my Mom purchasing every year at Christmas from Dugan’s delivery truck (a local bakery) that stopped daily with bread, rolls, and coffee cake. Ben put up a fruitcake from a Boston outfit named S.S. Pierce. I was the winner and practically forgot it until one day at home in Lincoln Park, a fruit cake arrived with a little note from Ben: “Don’t get sick on this. It’s a real stopper in fruitcake” signed Bennet. A “Stopper” in POW lingo is a sure belly full of food.
       Here is a story I almost forgot about. We found a tangerine in the Jap officer’s latrine floating in the urine while we were honey-dipping. (Honey-dipping was essentially a periodic cleaning of latrines with buckets whereby one had to actually go into the stuff) Wouldn’t you know Charlie Taylor put it in his pocket to wash off and eat later. This was not funny or disgusting as no one really knows what a person will do when he or she is starving like we were. I was one hundred and sixty pounds when shot down and ended up at ninety pounds at liberation despite the extra rations from Scotty and the four or five Red Cross boxes, all at Ofuna.
      Every two months, two women dressed in white would enter the compound and the guards would set up stools in the yard where we would sit and have our hair cut. The women were either Korean or Japanese and expert at giving baldies to all prisoners, no exception. The head was shaved bald and all facial hair removed and eyebrows trimmed. I had a beautiful moustache and to darken so it could be seen, I put some grease on it. After a week or so it stunk so bad I was glad to get rid of it. I grew another over the next month only this time a little shoe polish did the trick.
     One thing that really bothered me was the fact that these Nips never reported our capture which would have been a tremendous relief to our families back home. When I was interrogated by those fancy dressed Jap dudes at Ofuna, they said, oh sure your capture has been reported, but they lied through their teeth. At night lying on those straw mats I would close my eyes and call out under my breath to my wife Ann telling her that I was alright and not to worry. I often wonder if mental telepathy really works because from Ann’s diary during the months I was in Ofuna she seemed to sense the fact that I was alive and well. In later months when I got sick at Omori, those omens of good will seemed to fade a bit in her writing. I found it impossible to compare the exact dates, oh well, believe what you will. One weird thing, lying on the mat at night was that damned light bulb overhead and I would take a sock and drape it over my eyes. This would lend a reddish color to the darkness under my closed eyes. Believe it or not there were times when I could distinguish faces such as Lincoln, Edison, Socrates, my Mom and Dad. Each would appear for less than a second then would evolve into another face. Nutty as a fruit cake I guess? Hallucinations? Seemed real to me but I could never conjure up the image of Ann’s face try as I might. I fear those images were not really under my control.
      I barely mentioned “Cigarettes for Roosevelt” a phrase (phonetic interpretation of what we thought the Japanese phrase sounded like to us.) all prisoners had to recite every morning when we bowed to the emperor. I am not sure what it sounded like to the Japanese but they seemed happy that we said it. We never laughed but remained straight faced and solemn in our decorum. The expression was never required in the registered camp of Omori and the bow to the emperor never materialized there, however, “Cigarettes for Roosevelt” got a laugh among Ofuna veterans whenever mentioned out of ear shot of the Nips.
      I neglected to mention the result of those two demerits from Kongajoe and Nishi the guard we hated. Well here goes. One morning, just after breakfast, we were all lined up, gave our “Cigarettes for Roosevelt” salute to the emperor and then, expecting to be dismissed, were told to stand by. Kongajoe walking behind our line gave me and others a shove forward until about seven of us were in front and told to step forward. Then little Bench Legs, with a bamboo stick, proceeded to strike each prisoner on command from Kongajoe, ten very hard blows just below the buttocks and above the knees. It began to hurt after the fourth blow and when it was over, two of the lads pitched over facedown on the ground. I couldn’t sit down comfortably for a week and the inside of my pants was covered in blood. This happened to me twice but the one administered by Kongajoe was the worst. May his soul rot in Hell.
      The basis for my mistreatment on the boat and in Ofuna I later found out to be that I had reddish blonde hair which was a no no for Japs, blondes and redheads being whiter than others and the Nips didn’t care much for white men.

CHAPTER SIX

This chapter consists of one of the most exciting and satisfying adventures during my tenure as a Japanese prisoner of war. Exciting because it had dangerous consequences if we were caught and satisfying because we were putting something over on our captors, the Japanese. I can truly understand why burglary might be considered as almost exhilarating and thrilling profession. Stone walls do not a prison make nor iron bars a cage. (Lovelace) How true this is with all mankind, for within the skull of every man there is a computer that can set him free to dream and wander through fields of clover and the sunlight, and even greet those who have passed on, the potential is fantastic. However starvation, torture or thirst can deter this action to a certain extent conquered only by the stirring of the blood with the excitement and adventure as in the “Red Cross Caper” contained herein.

      I must say that our confinement in Ofuna was an absolute bore as all we talked about was food, food, and more food. We made lists of what we would have to eat the moment we got home and lists of things we would buy, like a new red Chevrolet convertible. Sure I played a little chess but that got boring too especially since I whipped my instructor. Boring yes but we were always on the alert for something and on guard for something else. Yes, I Know I don’t seem to make much sense but that was the way it was before the grand caper.

      Our Friday bath was somewhat of a relief just as the lousy cigarettes were after breakfast and lunch. There were two large cement tubs containing about four feet of very hot water. The bathers would first dip a small bucket into the hut water, splash same on one’s privates and soap the area down. Rinse off the soap with another bucket of hot water and then slowly get into the tub, slowly because it felt like it was boiling hot and the gradual slide into the inferno got the body used to the heat. Once you were in up to your neck it was a pleasurable and relaxing experience. It was tough to miss our bath during the escapade that followed but we found the latter far more rewarding.

THE RED CROSS BOX CAPER
      The day was Christmas Day 1944. The place was a Japanese prisoner of war interrogation camp in Ofuna, Japan. I, as one of twenty-five Americans including Marine ace “Pappy” Boyington, was spending my first Christmas as a Japanese prisoner of war. I had lost some forty pounds on the starvation diet of barley, milo maize, and very weak tea. As hard as I tried, I could not conjure up visions of sugar plums and found it difficult to even remember the songs of good cheer and praise to the Lord on his birthday. The morning began as usual with the prisoner line-up, counting off and bowing to the emperor saying something in Japanese that sounded like “Cigarettes for Roosevelt”, we relished the opportunity to shout those words. We then returned to our cells for our breakfast ration.

      In the early afternoon we were called out again to line up in the compound. We viewed this exercise with alarm because this was the way punishment was meted out to erring prisoners. They would stand the offender in the front of the other prisoners and beat him with a thick bamboo rod just below the buttocks with the number of blows depending on the crime. This time it was different as each of us were handed a box, presumably a Christmas gift from our genial host. Our return to the cells resulted in a gormandizing orgy awakenening long dormant taste buds. Food we looked upon with disdain back home became a grand feast. It was so wonderful to lie in one’s bed and allow a small rationed bit of chocolate to melt in your mouth. My prayers that night included special thanks.
      The box was from the International Red Cross and contained seven packs of cigarettes, six bars of soap, one very thick chocolate bar, a can of tuna fish, a can of corned beef, and an assortment of other canned and packaged delights. Thankfully a small can opener was included.

      The surplus, it was noted, was stored at the far end of our barracks in the room with locked double-sliding doors. A rough count by yours truly disclosed at least twenty cartons, each containing four, number ten size boxes. One evening, I am not sure what awakened me, I peered out the small window in the door of my cell to observe one of the other prisoners stealthily moving down the passageway only to return a few minutes later. 
      The following morning I mentioned this to my friend Ben and we both confronted Charlie, the Midnight Marauder, about this little trip down the hall the previous evening. He told us he had discovered a way to by-pass the locks on the sliding doors where the Red Cross boxes were stored by simply lifting the doors off the track, pushing them inward, and crawling through the triangular space provided. Returning the doors to the track was also a simple procedure. Inside was a treasure trove of Red Cross cartons. He said he could not do it alone. He would be willing to go inside but would need someone outside to take the boxes from him and another to be a lookout. It was decided to make it a daylight raid during our weekly bath day when the other prisoners and guards would be occupied in the bath house beyond our barracks. We named it “Operation B.O.” inasmuch as all three of us would be bathless for a period of two weeks or possibly more. Everything went smoothly for the intrepid trio. Charlie received two boxes, while Ben, the outside receiver and I, the lookout, got one box apiece. Charlie, of course, invented the mission and had the most difficult and dangerous assignment. To be caught inside the storeroom would have been fatal. Charlie cleverly concealed the empty carton under a full carton. Our next excursion we missed the second bath day to double our take and on the third week of bathlessness we secured three cartons bringing the total number of boxes to twenty four but it also tripled the possibility of discovery. In the store room all six of the empty cartons had been carefully placed under a full carton thereby negating discovery were the Japanese to make a superficial check.
      Storage of our loot was a difficult hurdle along with the discarding of the cans and boxes. I tore up a portion of a floor board under my mat, filled a pair of socks with various items and hung same in the crawl space beneath the barracks. I flattened the cardboard boxes and slid them under the mats while the empty cans were disposed of whenever possible in the place where we had dumped the cans and packaging from the original gift box. The other fellows followed suit. We found the best way to dispose of the food was to eat it, the soap and the cigarette disposal was another story.

      Among the three of us, we had accumulated one hundred and forty bars of soap and one hundred and sixty eight packs of cigarettes. Each day, a prisoner was given one Japanese cigarette which we cut in two, smoking one half at different times of the day in a handmade bamboo cigarette holder. Even the non-smokers lit up just to have something to do and ease the tension. Here we were with over three thousand individual cigarettes that we could not possibly smoke or even think about sharing with our fellow prisoners for fear they might carelessly give us away. Finally we just tore them up and threw them in the waste matter of the latrine. The one hundred and forty four bars of white soap presented us with a challenge. We couldn’t even use one bar since we were bathless for close to a month. It was decided that we would throw them in the latrine urinals where we assumed they would quickly dissolve. Alas, that was not to be the case.

      I mentioned some time ago the crawl space under the barracks. Well, one night, as I lay on the straw mats in my cell just thinking, I heard a peculiar sound coming from under the floor. I lifted up one of my mats under which I stashed my goodie-filled sock, and found someone crawling around under there. I dropped the mat and immediately went outside my cell, bumped into a guard and asked him if I could use the toilet (banjo). Going past Charlie’s cell, I stopped and quickly looked in the peep hole and sure enough there was dear old Charlie emerging from the crawl space through a very narrow hole in his cell floor. What the son-of-a-gun was doing under there I don’t know but you may be sure he was up to no good. The next day I cornered Charlie, who at first denied he was under the barracks. He finally told me he was checking out another way into the storeroom from underneath. I didn’t believe him but thought the idea might have merit since a surprise check by a guard in the aisle would doom our current method. His idea never came to fruition as the old way was a little riskier but far easier.
      Abe, the B-24 navigator from Detroit who taught me chess, had a cell, the last on the right, which was almost opposite the storeroom. One day, a bath day of all things, Abe didn’t feel well and stayed in his cell. Of course he heard the whispers and furtive movements in the hall which resulted in the infamous trio gaining another member. This also meant that at least one or two additional boxes had to be stolen. I don’t think I should use the word stolen as this operation was more like reclamation of property that really belonged to us. Of course our failure to share with others was wrong but really necessary under the circumstances.

      Approximately once a month, a huge carabao (water buffalo) would tow a two wheeled cart into the front compound. The cart contained eight wooden barrels, four strapped to each side. We prisoners became what is often referred to as “honey dippers”. Using a long handled dipper, we would fill these barrels with one half urine and the other half excrement. The guard would then, from a distance, continually call out in Japanese something that sounded like “hambone, hambone” which was Nippongo for half and half. We were quite happy that he did keep his distance because many floating bars of white soap were very visible and deposited along with the urine in the barrels. We were quite certain that the farmer who utilized that witches brew would wake up in the morning to find his farm sprouting cakes of soap. With this concoction taken from all the latrines it would be very difficult to retrace our latrine. We hoped that the farmer would not return for at least a month.
      Going bathless for four weeks in this environment was just too much for Ben and me so we convinced Charlie to cease operations. We then all took baths using several of our purloined bars of soap. We had filched a total of six cartons (twenty four boxes) and no one seemed the wiser. Ben and I, however, decided we had enough and there was little sense in being too greedy due to the danger of being discovered with every trip down the hall. We suggested to Charlie that he do the same. With twice the number of boxes, Charlie really had to stuff himself to avoid storage of edible goods and his weight gain was starting to get really noticeable with a puffy face and new pot belly. Some of our fellow prisoners thought Charlie might be suffering from malnutrition of all things. Charlie, I fear, was inclined to be rather greedy and could not suppress his insatiable appetite. Soon he enlisted two others for additional forays into the storage area. Ben and I noticed that they were getting more careless every day that passed and we told them to shape up or quit the operation. They left American cigarette butts all over the ground and heaven only knows what they did with the soap. Despite all this, Charlie persisted and finally ran out of full cartons to put on top of the empty ones where just a casual check by our captors would reveal the loss.
      One morning we were all awakened by the guards and without any breakfast or explanation were hustled outside to line up facing the barracks with our backs to the compound at attention. Ben stood beside me, we looked at one another and without speaking agreed that “Operation BO” had been discovered. Any misconduct in the line-up, such as talking or slouching, would be rewarded with several swift blows with the old bamboo stick across the buttocks. I am sorry to say that I was the recipient of a few whacks because I was caught whispering to Ben within earshot of a guard. For some reason, poor “fatso” Charlie was the unhappy receiver of several beatings despite the fact that he did not appear to do anything irregular. Either the guards just didn’t like him or he was a prime suspect. Our cells were searched but surprisingly nothing suspicious found. They either didn’t see or ignored the cardboard from the boxes we had all slipped under the mats.

      I was fortunate along with Ben and faced the building so that it wasn’t until later in the morning that the hot sun began to hit us. Others not so fortunate were collapsing left and right. Whether this was an act I wasn’t sure but with my fair skin and coloring the hot Japanese sun was not the most pleasant thing in the world and I might very well join them on the ground.

      After several hours without any water or nourishment, with the hot sun beating down on our heads, several more collapsed out cold and were left lying there on the ground. I whispered once more to Ben “Hey, why don’t we try that?” Ben replied,” Wait, I have a better idea” whereupon he loudly shouted to the guard, “Benjo Yuroshe Desu Ka” which means “May I go to the bathroom” in Japanese. “OK” was the surprising reply and off went Ben for a five minute rest in the shade. A few minutes later I did the same thing. This kept up for most of the afternoon and by sundown I had gone to the latrine over six times as did most everyone else. The guards never seemed to realize what we were doing or just didn’t care. I would hope it was the latter. Finally they released us and we returned to our cells somewhat worse for wear. We were given a rice ball and a cup of weak tea water. It all tasted good and was a welcome treat after the day’s ordeal. Fortunately a few of us had supplements to the rice ball banquet. During the night I lifted the mat and withdrew the pair of socks hanging below. I emptied the stocking of there contents, ate what I could and then proceeded to put the stockings on my feet for no other reason I suppose but to conceal them. I was getting a wee bit paranoid by this time.

      Although the Japs never mentioned the missing Red Cross boxes, we knew the boxes were the basis for our treatment. We were at a loss as to what alerted them to the missing boxes. I did recall a considerable commotion down the hall by the storeroom with two guards babbling away in their native tongue. Was it possible one of the two guards was sent to procure Red Cross boxes for someone and discovered the many empty cartons? Without question nothing really pinpointed the guilty party or parties, as the soap in the urine came from all the camp latrines, the American cigarette butts were usually cleaned up by fellow prisoners, and nothing except Charlie’s puffy face and belly could make them suspect. Also, who had access to the key to the storeroom? Where was it kept? Certainly the keys were never available to a prisoner. The Japanese seem to have some sort of code of honor whereby without absolute proof, they would not accuse or condemn anyone including prisoners and guards. I find it hard to believe that we fooled them, more likely confused them. I must say it was a bold undertaking for the original three, considering what the consequences might have been if caught. We or they will never know the why and where for the entire episode, nor does anyone care now.
      At daybreak the following morning, we were told to gather our belongings and line up in the compound. Good Lord, we thought to ourselves, not another repeat of yesterday. Someone started the rumor that we were being transferred to a registered camp otherwise why would we have our belongings in tow?

      Every prisoner had his own little bundle of “toys”. My kit consisted of a fork that I had fashioned out of bamboo, a sharpened nail I used to manicure with, and a bundle of crude toothpicks. I cleaned my teeth with my index finger and hot water. Fortunately we received very little sugar except for what might have been in the Red Cross boxes. The handkerchief I used to surrender to the Nips was still in reasonably good condition and I retained a tiny can opener from the Red Cross boxes but lacked the cans to open. That is about it.

      Perhaps yesterday was the last attempt to find out what happened to the missing Red Cross boxes. Nevertheless, sixteen of us were selected, including Ben, Scotty, Pappy, Abe, and Charlie. It appeared we were on our way out of here. By the way, if I haven’t already mentioned it, Iarussi and Gallo of our air crew, along with Smitty and Howe, were shipped out in late October or early November of the previous year to God knows where. Please excuse the fact that determining the exact date or even the exact month is almost impossible for us brain weary guys who couldn’t keep track of time. I found out much later that good ole Iarussi was able to make a short wave Jap broadcast wherein he mentioned Scotty and I. A short wave ham operator in California made a copy of the broadcast and sent the transcript to Ann in December 1944, making this the first word that we were alive other than reports from the other B-25 crew that was hit in the same raid and went to Russia and finally home. Although this broadcast was no guarantee, it at least gave hope to our loved ones at home.
      Although it was never officially announced, we knew we were on our way somewhere and we would see the last of Ofuna. I was wearing my GI pants with the Army blanket lining. The inside lining at the knees was worn providing a perfect place to stash a bar of chocolate, some cigarettes and a small box of raisins between the lining and the pants fabric in both legs.

      The sixteen prisoners with four guards traveled on foot to the main road where a truck was waiting. We all got in the back of the truck, no handcuffs, no blindfold and taken to an elevated rail station where we were jammed into a railcar packed with civilian’s enroute to work. The Nips on board hardly gave us a glance and one or two and even excused themselves for crushing us in the car. We were whisked away through four or five stations, disembarked and marched to our new camp, Omori, a registered camp at last but still no picnic. This ends perhaps the shortest section in my autobiography and as far as I am concerned, the most interesting, exciting, and adventurous episode in my career as a prisoner of the Japanese. Even surpassing the last mission and our crash into the sea.
CHAPTER SEVEN

April showers bring May flowers. Yes, it was Spring, and Bill, now a shadow of his former self, was at long last in a registered prisoner of war camp. Now perhaps he would be officially registered as a prisoner and hope would blossom once more at home for his safe return. The name Omori, spelled with an “A”, could be love in Italian but alas such was not to be. We were in enemy hands and the future did not look rosy only bleak. But was Bill downhearted and discouraged? You’re damned right he was!

Omori, a so-called registered camp for prisoners of war, was on an island in Tokyo Bay. It was late March (?) 1945 and the walk from the elevated train was most interesting as we passed many burned out buildings. The civilians encountered paid us little heed and expressed no animosity which I found difficult to understand. We were a motley crew composed of diverse and incongruous elements from Pappy Boyington and Ben to Trukke and Narowanski. We crossed a much polluted stream or brook via an old dilapidated wooden bridge when, lo and behold, here before us loomed our new home. The gates were agape as if to welcome our gallant band. There was no Hollywood version of us marching and singing “God Bless America” or whistling “Yankee Doodle Dandy” or  ”Colonel Bogey March” through the gates with our heads held high. Instead, there was only a slovenly gang of prisoners stumbling through the gates of hell into the prison compound.

      The buildings were drab, gray and foreboding. We came to a halt and lined up in front of the first building which was the Administration Building. We were initially told through an interpreter what the score was and the building where we were to live was pointed out to us. We were honored by the presence of the camp commander who delivered a very enlightening speech informing us that we were prisoners of war and would be treated as such. Following that very impressive speech, an Aussie doctor took over and suggested that we first relax a bit and he would like to look us over before we settled in. I suppose he was looking for any communicable diseases that we might be carrying. He did make some sort of superficial examination ending with the comment “You boys look in bloody good shape.” Of course, he was comparing us with some of the lads that had been in prison for three years or more. The good doctor then led us into the building that was to be our home for the duration. The building appeared to be a two story affair and upon entering we passed a room on the left with sliding doors which was the quarters for the Jap officer in charge of our barracks. Then we went through another door into a room that was about eighteen feet long with platforms on each side about three feet off the ground. Another platform took in what might have been the second floor area about ten feet above the lower platforms. These platforms were piled with bags of what appeared to be flour. Several eyes lit up at that reference and I could only envision another Red Cross caper percolating in the mind of those present. There was a ladder going up to the upper platforms whereby the products above were tested for content the moment we were all alone. It was flour.
      I was first to enter the barracks and therefore I got the bunk next to the wooden plank wall at the back of the room on the right side. Through a knot hole I was able to see a much larger room next to ours which was unoccupied. Multi-paned windows covered the walls on both sides of the room with transparent plastic substituting for glass. At the edge of the platform were five very thin but clean tan cotton blankets. There were no mats to lie on, only the planking of wood, so I and the others folded up four of the blankets to lie on, using one blanket to cover when sleeping. 
That night, before bed, I removed the illicit gains from my pants leg, ate the raisins, stashed the cigarettes in a corner under my shirt and left the chocolate where it was. By the way, we were back to rice balls again with the cherry along with a bowl of tea or soup. Now, time to sleep in our new home.
      During our first week at Omori we were confined more or less to quarters, getting out only to visit the latrine which was a separate building at the back of the barracks. We had to go out the front and around the side to the crapper, a somewhat pleasant interlude from the crowded bunk room. It was the usual Jap toilet with rectangular holes in the floor lining one wall and galvanized metal trough on the other wall for urinating. One difference was the wood cover on the rectangular crapper hole but the stench was just as bad cover or no cover. The latrine was cut in half the same as our building presumably to accommodate another type of prisoner. The registered camps seemed to be run by the Army and interrogation was held at the local police station in lieu of a separate interrogation room like the Navy had at Ofuna. 
      After a week or so we were finally put to work cleaning the administration offices. The job consisted of mopping, wiping, dusting, and so forth. From the first day on we began pilfering everything in sight especially any snacks we might find in desk drawers. The pencils we stole were no longer than four inches long and without erasures. They would only be taken if there were two or more in the drawer. Food, whether rotten, stale, or fresh was eaten on the spot. Writing paper was very hard to come by. I wanted to take notes on the prevailing conditions and found very little to write on. At Ofuna we used the brown paper that covered the inside of the Red Cross containers, but here there was nothing like that.
      The office cleaning work lasted about two and one half weeks. I guess they found it was better to have the clerical force clean their own offices due to things missing. We coasted for the next week or so, a time of absolute boredom until one day we were sent out into a bombed out former housing area that was fire bombed and now only fields existed. We had to clean up the place and eventually plant seeds for vegetable gardens. We understood the vegetables would eventually be for the prisoners table. Very little came out of the farming in the months to come except what we took on our own. The clearing of the burnt out houses was made very difficult by the soaking wet mats that covered the floors of most of the Japanese dwellings. The main frames of the homes were reduced to charcoal from the fire storms, however ,the mats were soaked from the rain or fire hoses and were thus heavier than lead. Under the mats was perfectly good, dry wood that we used for the fire that we kept burning throughout the day. Originally our lunch of rice and the ingredients for soup were brought to us by a crippled old Jap who carried the stuff on his shoulders by a long pole with a bucket on each end just like you may have seen in a National Geographic magazine. Trukke and Narowanski were elected fire tenders and with wood aplenty, they had no problems. We never broke our backs at gardening or clearing as it was relatively easy labor. The rice was cooked over the fire and then made into balls of rice for each worker. The old mans hands were a bit dirty and he made all the balls of rice so sometimes the rice had a fish flavor that was dependent on what the old guy had for breakfast that morning. We put whatever vegetables he had in a pot and boiled them, no meat, and no fish in the so called soup. When I say vegetables I mean the skin from the potato or the outside rotting leaves of the cabbage and that was it. The old man got tired and left the cooking up to Trukke and Narowanski and then suddenly disappeared from the scene for good. 
      I don’t think I ever mentioned it before but under the Geneva Convention it was required that all officers be paid in Japanese currency at the same rate Japan paid their officers of similar rank. I do know that it amounted to one helluva lot of yen but what the hell could we do with the stuff there with no store or Post Exchange available to the prisoners. All this payment crap started in Ofuna and continued in Omori. Working near the street we would often see a man go by with a load of fish over his shoulder or in a couple of pails on the end of a pole. We finally got together and decided to pool our yen and see if we couldn’t buy some fish from passers-by. Anything purchased could be put in our soup which was real lousy without meat of some sort. Pappy elected to make the deal inasmuch he knew the word fish (secunna) and his Ofuna kitchen experience made him sort of an expert in the fish bartering world. He ventured out into the street and was able to buy a huge fresh fish. The fish was gutted by our cooksons, cut up and tossed in boiling water. All this was done unbeknownst to the two guards that accompanied us, as both were dozing in the shade away from the fire. We could have walked away and they wouldn’t have missed us albeit we would have had no place to go. Every day this routine was followed. Sometimes we were successful, sometimes no fish or the money ran out, but for the most part it worked out well.
      Back at camp our meals came in buckets to the hall outside the Jap officer’s room where an old-time prisoner would dole out the food into blue porcelain bowls that showed the wear with numerous chips in the porcelain covered metal. The Jap officer was given real white rice while ours was sort of gray. I was told that our rice was more nutritious but never the less we would scoop up a handful of left over rice as we passed the Nips room that he had not eaten and had left on the floor for clean-up. Sometimes there was even a piece of cabbage which quickly disappeared. It got to the point where there would be a rush for the door when the Japs door would open and close between which one could hear the clink of discarded dishware. A prisoner would do almost anything for food and gladly suffer indignities and consequences either good or bad. In our daily work we came across an uprooted palm tree. On the roots were bulbs about the size of a sweet potato and even looked like a sweet potato. Someone said such things were edible raw so a few of us sat down, washed the dirt covered bulb and proceeded to eat. They tasted nothing like raw sweet potato but more like the skin of an orange. Not exactly delicious but what the hell it was food. I would regret the decision. That afternoon on our way back to camp I began to get severe cramps and abdominal pain and had to stop walking. It was only by putting my finger down my throat was I able to regurgitate, bringing up those delicious morsels so eagerly ingested. My actions were quickly followed by other members of our gourmet society who saw fit to partake of those bulbous roots. The pain was relieved and we were all sick but not sick enough to forgo supper.
      Each day, when on our way to work, we saw many prisoners in the back of a dump truck enroute to some God-forsaking place to work for the Nips. In the truck were Americans, Australians, New Zealanders, and Filipinos. We were not permitted to speak with them but they would yell at us saying such things as “It will be over soon laddies” or “Keep your bloody chin up mates!” On the streets we saw many white men, and very healthy at that, whom we assumed to be German or Swiss. These fellows wouldn’t say a word.
      One day we were planting seeds near a house that was miraculously untouched by fire bombs that wiped out the rest of the neighborhood. As we approached, a woman ran out of the house and placed a small package in one of the gulleys in the garden and then retreated back into the house. I walked over and picked up the package to find it contained a bunch of peanuts. I raised my head and yelled “Arigato” (Thank you in Japanese) to the woman. She just bowed and disappeared back inside. I shared with the guys who were working with me and we found it hard to believe such an act of kindness in this midst of all this devastation. This sort of thing happened again about a week later and as the woman turned to her home she whispered “Christian”. I did not call out arigato again for fear of alerting the guards.

      We were doing this farm and clean-up work for close to two months and the vegetable were starting to grow despite every other plant mysteriously disappearing and ending up in our soup. I must admit that our two cooksons, Trukke and Narowanski did a good job in this regard. As I previously said, I began to think of them more favorably as time went on, sort of forgiving them for stealing the food of those wounded flyers. After all, I guess those flyers were like Scotty when he was hurt and unable to eat and the first aid guy offered me his rice ball.  Again, prisoners will do anything for food as I have so often stated.
      One day we were preparing ourselves for another day of farming when instead we were loaded onto the back of a truck like those other prisoners who passed us earlier. We were brought to the foot of a very high hill at the base of which was a big cave-like hole in the side. Scattered around this hole in the hill were numerous shovels, picks, and wheelbarrows. It looked like we were scheduled for some hard labor. The cave went into the side of the hill for about twenty feet, meandered off left and right then continued straight ahead for another fifty feet where it abruptly ended. Every few feet there were a couple of posts holding a plank against the roof of the cave presumably to prevent the place from caving in. So far it had worked but God knows what the future might bring. It was pretty shoddy work and we were all hesitant to trust our lives to the dangers, but what the hell could we do but go along with the crazy digging. The bracing reminded me of the caves and holes in the ground we created in Danny Muhlmeisters backyard many years before but this cave was not quite as safe. Apparently we were to do a lot of digging, whether it was for storage or shelter we could not determine. All I knew was that I would be safer during an air raid in an open field than in this deathtrap. One small tremor from bomb or earthquake would bring the whole thing down on your head.
      During my time at Omori I came down with a few aliments that really incapacitated me. These ailments included many afflictions we rarely heard about back in the states. First, boils started on my neck. The Aussie medic gave me sulphur pills only to find I was allergic to sulphur drugs which made me feverish and really ill. The boils never came to a head, just swelled up and hurt like hell. Dengue Fever was three weeks of living hell with severe headaches and I had to force myself to eat anything. (This I could not imagine before.) I could not move my eyes from side to side without excruciating pain. Hepatitis and Beri Beri followed in short order and were two of the things that had me bed-ridden for days. In Omori we had loads of flies and mosquitoes. Flies during the day and mosquitoes during the night and fleas ALL the time. The fleas would bite and then return to the sanctity of the cotton blankets which, in my spare time, I would hunt down and kill. I could sit for hours with a blanket in my hands plucking fleas out of my blankets and crushing them between my fingernails, a sport I found to lessen the boredom of prison. I think most of the illness I acquired was the result of these pests and the very unsanitary conditions that prevailed plus my very low resistance which would make me receptive to most anything.
      One real pleasure we had at camp was to lie in what we called our bed at night and look out through the paper windows and see the American B-29’s soaring across the sky with Jap searchlights and ack ack popping all around. On occasion we could see a hit on one of the planes and then parachutes opening up bringing camp Omori more customers than they could really handle. The rear room had been filling up over the past two months with B-29 crews. They were confined to barracks and never allowed out of the large room except to go to the toilet which was completely separate from ours. Through my little knothole I was able to talk to them asking them what was going on Stateside, what were the popular tunes, and how it looked for victory before Christmas. One fellow taught me the words to the song “Don’t Fence Me In” of all things. They mentioned a huge bomb that had been dropped on one of the Jap cities and it looked like the Nips would throw in the towel real soon. Frankly, we all doubted that because we could see the various road blocks they were throwing all over town and there were our tunnels being built to save people and things. All we, or anyone could do, was to wait and see. I figured these crazy Nips would fight to the last man or woman till death do them part. It looked better everyday that I would be the recipient of an S.S. Pierce fruitcake for Christmas.

     The rumor had it that we and the newly arrived prisoners in the back room were kept separate from the regular prisoners because the Japs were going to execute any prisoner who had bombed the mainland of Japan and became a prisoner of war after January 1, 1945. We had become prisoners before that time but had not arrived in a registered camp until after the deadline. Talk about dire technicalities. The Nips were no doubt in a quandary regarding our status and fate. The Jap brass made this declaration but failed to exactly define the date in conjunction with the entry of the prisoners into a registered camp. One thing that puzzled me was that we never saw Iarussi, Gallo, or any of the lads like Major Boyle who had left Ofuna in November of 1944. Perhaps they were installed in another registered camp. Both Iarussi and Lt. Cmdr. Bullard of Pompton Lakes, NJ made contact with my wife Ann and my parents after they arrived home to tell them all was well with me. I fear I was somewhat delayed due to my recuperating from several illnesses.

      On August 15, 1945, we were just about to start on that ridiculous air shaft in the center tunnel when we noticed all the guards had vacated the premises. We thought at the time that they had been warned of an air raid and on that theory we too vacated the cave. After about an hour they returned and we were ordered to put all the equipment into the back of the truck, including shovels, picks, wheelbarrows, and even the tunnel light bulbs. We started marching back to camp instead of riding in the truck and just as well because we were passed by several truckloads of prisoners who were really whooping it up in the rear of trucks, shouting gleefully “Its over, the war is over!” We could hardly believe it but what a wonderful feeling. We learned upon our return to camp that the Emperor had made a speech wherein he not only took command of the armed forces but also capitulated to the unconditional surrender demanded by the Allies. The Jap camp commander called all prisoners to headquarters and announced the surrender and pleaded with all the prisoners (now former!) to maintain some semblance of discipline. I heard he was a prison warden during World War I and when the war was over the prisoners rioted and entered the town to loot and rape, however this was taken with a grain of salt as the Nips were on our side in that war and the prisoners were German who never had a chance to riot or anything else. How I wish Neeshee, the guard at Ofuna was here. I would have choked the little bastard to death slowly and give him one hundred blows on his ass with a bamboo pole. Here everyone was calm, no resentment or animosity was shown and the guards kept more or less out of sight. Despite the good news I was so sick I just laid down on my bed, as my legs were stiff and sore while my head ached unbearably. I suffered a terrible pain directly in my eyes along with a severe headache. Frankly I was in such agony I didn’t care what it was, and I just laid in my bed with a wet cloth over my forehead which helped. I received no relief whatsoever until on board the hospital ship “Benevolence” sometime later. They indicated that it was Iritis and within a week and a half I was cured of the virus. All of a sudden it all caught up with me, an awful feeling, I must say.
     First a group of Navy carrier- based fighter planes came over dropping packages of candy, gum, and cigarettes. A little later came Air Force B-24’s dropping fifty gallon drums of soup, bundles of clothes, and C-rations. It was rumored that the parachute on one of the fifty gallon drums failed to open and crashed through the roof of one barracks killing a prisoner. Damned if I could refrain from calling them prisoners anymore because they were now soldiers, sailors, and marines once more, but alas I could not distinguish between them all dressed in prison attire. On the top of one of the barracks they had painted a huge sign saying “Pappy Boyington here” and “Omori Prison Camp”.

      As sick as I was, I went outside to grab all the clothes I could find like Khaki pants, Khaki shirts, olive drab (OD) underwear, socks, shoes, and anything else that floated down. All these things I packed into two huge barracks bags for later use. Being a prisoner for so long with nothing, made one into a miserable creature that would squirrel away anything that wasn’t edible like nails, string, and so forth and this marvelous sky drop was a bonanza I couldn’t resist. This miserly habit has stayed with me through the years proven by the accumulation of junk I found in my basement and attic when I moved from New Jersey to Pennsylvania forty years later.

      Each day that went by was more exciting than the last. A yell went out that landing barges were approaching the shore and the entire camp rushed out to greet them. I could not manage to get myself out of my sick bed and missed the photograph that became internationally famous, showing the liberation of the prisoners of Omori. I saw the photo in every book about the war in the Pacific. I recognized Galvin of the Hornet, Decker of the Tang and many others. Over the years I had difficulty obtaining a true copy of it and it wasn’t until August 21, 2001, on one of my annual visits to a Veterans clinic that the staff presented me with a framed copy some fifty six years after the fact. It is now on the wall of my home library with other memorabilia.   
      Commander Stassen of the Navy was at the helm of the first landing barge. He later became a well known perennial candidate for President of the United States. The date was August 29th 1945 when I was finally transported out to the hospital ship “Benevolence” anchored in Tokyo Bay. We could see this white vessel from the shore, a beautiful sight. Many of the more  recent prisoners were able to climb up the rope net thrown over the side of the ship but us old timers were too weak to manage that and had to be hoisted aboard by loading derrick. I kept those two bags of clothes by my side at all times and was able to secure both under the bed. Despite my weakened condition, I had to undergo a spraying with some sort of flea powder. My prison garments were disposed of and I was issued a set of pajamas and a maroon bath robe which I quickly donned following a hot shower with Ivory Soap. I told the attendants I wanted my prison garb back as a souvenir and they promised they would be washed and returned but that never happened. After all this I just collapsed on my bed and the doctor assigned to me sent out a call for Type A negative blood, which was a somewhat rare commodity. Some was successfully found and I received a pint or so of blood from a Jewish kid from Brooklyn.

      The ex-prisoners on board the hospital ship took so many showers every hour on the hour and the purifiers or whatever you call those things that sanitize water could not keep up with the usage. Of course they were on double duty due to the polluted waters of Tokyo Bay. The PA system requested everyone to refrain from using showers until the following morning.

      As ill as I was, I still made sure I was able to stagger to the mess hall for my first meal aboard ship. The bread tasted like cake, the ketchup too spicy, and salt and pepper became a no no and would have to wait until my taste buds became familiar with human food again. I have never used pepper since that time. Breakfast I had two orders of ham and scrambled eggs along with juice, toast, and coffee. I wolfed the stuff down, savoring each bite and then proceeded to the latrine and vomited up the whole mess and returned to the chow line to repeat the entire process. This was absolute heaven and was repeated time after time for lunch and supper. The galley cooks couldn’t believe anyone could eat that much. All of the older prisoners did this.

      The public address system was activated once more, this time to state that all clothing was to be collected and destroyed which meant most of the Jap stuff we brought aboard. I was happy to part with most of it however and I guarded closely the barracks bags with new clothes I had stashed under the bed.
      I really do not know the exact number of days I spent aboard the “Benevolence”. In fact, I had lost all concept of time since I gave my GI watch to that Nip up on Paramushiru. Finally the day came when we were transported via bus to a large Japanese airport outside of Tokyo. At the airfield I noticed a wrecked Jap fighter plane and rushed over to it and yanked an intact compass out of the cockpit. It likely guided the Nip son of a bitch home and out to fight again. It was a souvenir worth having and still have the darned thing. It still functions, however, the liquid, with which the mechanism floats, is gradually evaporating after almost fifty years. The stuff I had in two barracks bags were now reduced to one bag inasmuch as I was using some of the clothes. I was so happy that I kept these clothes hidden other wise the Navy would boil the devil out of them and be unwearable. I found this out later when I got home and found all my personal stuff from Attu had been boiled into oblivion. The socks wouldn’t have fit an infant and the long pants were now shorts. All those shoes donated were black in color, the Navy regulation, which oddly enough became Air Force regulation in later years. When I was dressed in my PJ’s and maroon bathrobe, someone would pass by and give me a pair of new black shoes until I had accumulated three pair. I was never bashful about taking them, it was that old miserly string saving that applied to everything.
      Back to the Tokyo airport and my captured compass. I quickly packed the compass in my bag and hoisted it on board the C47 transport plane provided. The plane was equipped with bunks and benches along the side near the rear. I occupied a bunk all the way to Guam and took advantage of everything. This was no doubt a hospital transport plane with half the passengers in bunks and the more healthy ones on the benches. At Guam we had fresh milk flown in from California and Oreo cookies were provided to my surprise and delight. We only stopped at Guam for lunch and fuel and then we were off to Hawaii. I asked the men at the mess in Guam if I could possibly take along a snack of peanut butter and strawberry preserve sandwiches but none were available on the island. Before departing from Guam, we were allowed a telegram home, mine said “Arrived safe at Guam” signed Bill. I had been notified that Ann had already been told about our release by the Air Force. By the way we were limited to four words on our telegram. Why so cheap?  I’ll never know, as if Uncle Sam couldn’t afford a thousand words.
      At Hawaii we were allowed to go on leave into town and down to the beaches.  Before setting foot off the base, however, I requisitioned a new flight jacket, a wrist watch, and a load of other gear I thought might be useful. Also requisitioned another barracks bag, an Army issue of drab green instead of the white Navy job. The Army bags were lighter in weight but held a lot more. I think I have both at home somewhere. They treated us like Kings and we could do no wrong. (And actually we didn’t.) We were put up at a beach hotel for the night with a grand supper and a super breakfast. We avoided the town and stuck to the beach area. I was a little disappointed with the beach because the sand was quite rough and stony not like the pure white sands of Manacouwah in the song. No matter, the beaches and the sea were absolutely beautiful. The following morning, right after breakfast, we were picked up by an air conditioned bus and brought to the plane for the flight to San Francisco.
      Letterman Hospital was right in the heart of the city of San Francisco and I had a private room with a door leading out to a grass patio. We were free to come and go as we pleased and the cafeteria was always open to us. Back on the hospital ship I was given a bottle of very black pills which made me hungry all of the time. With those pills and the huge intake of food, I was gaining about ten pounds a week but it all appeared to be blubbery fat. I completely lost track of all my old Ofuna and Omori buddies and made a few new friends to pal around with. It was here at Letterman where we received the various medals that were due us. It was rumored that there was a special POW medal forthcoming just waiting for approval of congress. Frankly I was not too interested in medals only in getting home as soon as possible. One fellow I got to know was Lt’ William Leslie from Kenilworth, Illinois, a B29 flyer downed over Kyushu. Bill was one of those lads that the Nips locked up in the rear room at Omori and were scheduled to be executed for bombing the Japanese mainland. He very well recalled the knot hole through which I communicated with those fellows. He said it was like an informational tour through the prison while on my side it was like listening to radio from home. Bill was in really good shape despite the fact that he was a prisoner for six months. I told him it was the last six months that almost killed me. We received the Purple Heart at ceremonies in the hospital. Bill received his commission long after me but my being in prison forestalled all thoughts of a promotion to first lieutenant right away. This brings to mind the time we were flying out of the States to Alaska and Scotty, under our travel orders, was commanding officer, so he put through a promotion for Gallo and me. Although it was a brave attempt to verify his command, it was apparently ignored in Washington, DC.
      Bill, I and a few other fellows, traveled into town to feel the bonds of captivity gone from our bodies and to see the sights of San Francisco. Frankly we were not impressed and beer and alcohol were not favored. In fact, Coke even tasted bad to us and most of us preferred milk, milk shakes, and ice cream.

      As far as the exact dates are concerned I had no idea at all ,but our stay in Letterman was relatively short and then we flew to Boady Hospital in Denver, Colorado, the mile high city for an overnight stopover and then on to Tilden Hospital at Fort Dix, New Jersey. I was still bothered by boils and carbuncles and continued to gain weight.  It is hard to believe I went from ninety pounds at liberation to one hundred and ninety pounds in just a few months. At Tilden they advised me to lay off the big black pills that made me ravenously hungry.

      I made a real pest of myself, insisting on getting out of there and getting home.  Being a pain in the ass finally paid off and good old Bill was headed home for six months rest and rehabilitation at home in Lincoln Park, New Jersey. Due to a serious problem with a huge carbuncle on my neck, I had to return to Tilden before my rest and rehabilitation was completed.

      Due to the many ailments I acquired as a prisoner, I was confined to my so-called bed at Omori and missed the celebrated photograph of the liberated prisoners. As I just indicated, my return home was a series of confinements and delays as well, whereby most of my buddies from prison camp (i.e.: Ben, Scotty) got home well before I did. I often wondered, and neglected to ask, whether those guys ever met at the Top of the Mark (Mark Hopkins Hotel) in San Francisco with Pappy Boyington. Pappy, when liberated, suggested a reunion stateside at the Top of the Mark. I went there with Bill Leslie but alas, without those other ex-prisoners shouting, yelling, and carrying on (which I am sure they would do at such a reunion), it was a rather dull and unexciting visit despite the wonderful view and great food.
NOTES & ASIDES

Before we leave Chapter Seven that covered my delivery to the registered camp of Omori and my final plunge into freedom with the defeat of the Japanese Imperial Forces, I would like to relate a story which is true in content but the names were changed to protect the guilty. The story was not accepted for publication by Readers Digest, probably in fear of upsetting cat-lovers nationwide. The turndown of the story doesn’t mean it shouldn’t be included in my prison camp memories, so here it is. First, those readers who are not familiar with the expression “The Cat’s Meow” let me explain: In modern day lingo the cat’s meow might be explained as being cool or super or even great. So many pre-WWII expressions like gosh, dang it, heck, darn, golly, geez, gee whiz, are long gone and now replaced by certain ungodly four letter words which, I suppose, might be referred to as macho or manly. Enough of that, let’s get on with the story:

THE CATS MEOW

You ask me if I like cats? Well, I tell you the truth I can’t readily answer that question. Sit down a minute and listen to this story maybe it will explain my hesitation.

      It all started around May of forty-five, we had been doing the spring planting for over a month and some of the area had begun to show promise.

      Me, a farmer? Heck nod! You see we were prisoners of war in a Japanese prison camp called Omori just outside Yokohama, Japan. The Nips had us clearing the wreckage the B29s left after their raids over Japan. After we would clear an area of the burnt out homes we would plant seeds, fertilize, and watch for the vegetable to grow. There were about fifteen of us in the work gang, living and sleeping together day in day out. We were always hungry because of the starvation rations the Japs provided not only I suppose to prevent any thoughts of escape but to punish us for our warfare on the Japanese homeland. We went out everyday under guard and worked until noon, when we got a fifteen minute break to eat a meager ration of boiled tea and rice. Sometimes, if the guard was a “good Joe” we were allowed to make a soup of whatever we could find in place of the tea. The fire tender and so called Cookson used anything from rotten vegetables to fish heads to make a filling ration for the gang.

      Tough? Damn right it was tough. Stop interrupting so I can finish!

      McGraw was one of our gang, a big strapping bony kid who must have weighed about two hundred stateside. In camp he looked about one hundred pounds skinny as a rail. This was typical of most prisoners.
      What about the cat? I am getting to that, just wait a minute. I told you to stop interrupting damn it!

      Mac was one of the first who spotted the cat under a pile of debris. She was a skinny black and grey beast constantly meowing and was as hungry as the rest of us. Mac, the good natured kid fed that cat a portion of his noon time meal. This continued day after day with Mac saving the cat a bit of his food. It was a regular love affair; they were really wrapped up in one another, the cat for the food, and Mac for affection. Except going back to camp the cat followed Mac everywhere he went. Mac always worried when she failed to show up first thing in the morning and almost kissed her goodbye when he left for camp every evening.

      One day we went out as usual and the cat failed to show. Mac was worried but went to work expecting her to appear momentarily. Her absence was over shadowed by the fact that this day we had a good guard and Bronson, our Cookson for the day started gathering vegetables for the soup. He promised us a “Stopper” for the noon meal.

      A Stopper? Oh, that’s POW for a very fulfilling meal.

      At noon the cat had still not appeared and Mac glumly walked back to the fire as did the rest of us in anticipation of our “Stopper” soup. The soup was spread out into fifteen waiting cups with care that one did not get more than the other. Then we all started to eat and soup was really wonderful, with real meat in it and plenty of vegetables…. A real “Stopper”.

     After the soup was ravenously devoured, everyone complimented Chef Bronson for the best meal we ever had at our noon meal. Mac was especially ardent in his praise, “This soup is great Bronson”, said Mac, “back home we would have called it the cats meow….the cats meow!....Bronson you no good son of a bitch”

      You know, I don’t know whether I like cats or not.

      And so ends the story of the cats meow. A wee bit gruesome for the cat lovers but buddy, when one is starving, anything will do for a “Stopper”.

INTERNATIONAL RED CROSS FIASCO

      I cannot let another page go by without commenting on the so-called Tokyo Camp and Hospital Visit by a delegation from the International Red Cross on February 19, 1945, a short time prior to my arrival at Omori. Their report excerpts are as follows:

· Omori is an artificial island connected with the Tokyo-Yokohama road by a wooden bridge.
· The low, wooden, barrack buildings were reported to be well ventilated with sufficient electrical lighting and contain chairs, tables, and double tier sleeping planks. Prisoners slept on straw mat and were provided with a sheet, pillow, and five thin blankets.

· At the end of each barracks was a small room for housing three or four officers. Because of insufficient space, twenty four officers slept in the soldiers barracks, but this situation would be remedied by making a food storage barracks into an officer’s dormitory.

· Sufficient wash basins and one large Japanese bath with additional bathing facilities at work sites, made it possible for the men to have two baths and showers each week. Prisoners receive one bar of soap each quarter and they did their own laundry work.

· The daily food rotation of 2400 calories corresponded to that furnished Japanese soldiers and was supplemented by meat, fish, vegetables, miso oil, sugar, salt, pickles, and soya. An additional 500 calories consisting of soup, fish, soya, and rice were distributed to prisoners at work, together with three or more cigarettes. Prisoners could buy at cost, tea, spices, fruit juices, and sometimes fruits and cigars in the canteen. Prisoners raised pigs and poultry and were permitted to fish.

· A repair shop was maintained and prisoners had opportunities to purchase clothes at official prices. 
· Protestant services were held weekly, with sermons by two chaplains.

· Many letters had been received and prisoners could send one or two letters each month.

· Discipline was described as “generally good”, with men content and no attempted escapes.

· Red Cross food packages recently received amounted to one package per prisoner last Christmas and one and one-half packages each in January 1945.

What a crock! The only true statement was that Omori was an island. Not one of these things was even close to the truth. The only soap I had was what I stashed from Ofuna. While they went along with the pay thing, the Japs ignored the no work for officer’s provision and everything else. “No work, no eat” was the motto. It’s a disgraceful document. How in the world did the Japanese authorities con the Red Cross into believing this crap or did they make it all up to ease the suffering of relatives back home? 
      Some other loose ends:   Strange as it seems, my encounters with the civilian population in Japan were never adversarial. For the most part, civilians ignored our presence when encountered on a train or street. On two occasions, a Japanese Christian woman gave me peanuts when we were farming in the bombed out areas. The reason I mention this is that many stories I have read from prisoners after the war mentioned that civilians were exceptionally brutal. I don’t doubt that one bit, but I suppose you could call us lucky I guess.

      We would spend idle time memorizing songs and poems. Ben used to recite the full 60 stanzas of the poem “Casey At The Bat” (No joy in Mudville etc….) and I memorized it as well, writing the entire poem on cardboard from the Red Cross cartons along with a list of things I hoped to buy when liberation came, if ever. I wish I could include in this chapter my handwritten copy of this poem but the paper from the Red Cross cartons was not very thick and it has darkened over the years. I must say there was a severe paper shortage at Ofuna and Omori.

      In addition to this great poem, I made up a wish list as follows:

Chevrolet convertible – maroon – 5 passenger coupe

Or a Buick convertible – maroon 5 passenger coupe

Shaver – Blender – Camp stove and Camping equipment

2 Fog lights and 1 Spotlight on front of coupe

Car $1,500 Home $6,000 Furniture $1,500 Total $9,000

Saving $149.50 per month thru December 1945 total $2,392

      Please note that I had no confidence that we would be going home before Christmas 1945 despite my optimistic bet with Ben. “I’ll be home for Christmas if only in my dreams.”

      Unfortunately I cannot locate my list of food that I would love to have, namely peanut butter and strawberry preserves sandwich, Oreo cookies and milk, scrambled eggs and sausage, Milky Way bars, Mounds bars, Coconut Macaroons, apple pie, vanilla ice cream. Please note the prices above are pre-war depression prices when you could buy a sedan Ford or Chevy for $800.

      One would think that I would be fed up with eating rice; however, over the course of time we got less and less rice and more of the barley anyway. One day after the war, in fact long after, I was flying to China and was served a load of rice along with some oriental dish I could not stomach, so all I ate was the rice. The Asian lady in the seat next to me remarked “I was under the impression Americans did not like or eat rice.” I replied,” I am sorry Mam to have destroyed that impression, but most Americans I know like rice but prefer mashed potatoes if given a choice.”

      One of my very best friends as a prisoner of war was Gordon F. Bennett, “Ben” for short. Ben never said very much about his capture except that he was treated very badly by his captors and was actually hung by his thumbs for hours at a time. Ben was with me through most of my stay as a guest of the Japs through the Hell of Ofuna and Omori POW camps.

      I later learned the entire story of Ben’s Air Force career through a newspaper obituary…an interesting story I shall tell herein: Ben was a P-40 pilot operating in the China-Burma-India Theater 74th Fighter Squadron of the 14th Air Force commanded by Major General Claire l. Chennault. Ben was shot down twice. The first time he was rescued by a Maryknoll priest, the Rev. Francis Keelan of Waverly, MA who was stationed at Maryknoll Mission Center in China. The priest found Ben after he had parachuted to
safety and kept him overnight in the Center before guiding him back fifty miles on foot to an American Air base. Later that year, Ben was shot down again on his fifty-sixth combat mission only this time he was captured by the Japanese on August 29th 1944, almost the same time I was a captured resulting in our meeting in Ofuna Prison in October of 1944. Ben was liberated exactly one year later on August 29th 1945 by the United States Navy Third Fleet.
AIR CREW

77th Bomber Squadron, 28th Bomb Group, 11th Air Force

B-25 Aircraft based on Attu. Shot Down September 9, 1944
Pilot:    2D LT Scott, Albert D.
CP:       F/O Gallo, William (Vic)
B:          2D LT Dixon, William A.
ROG:    S/Sgt DiOrio, Carmen
EG:       S/Sgt Knipe, Arthur O.
AG        Sgt Iarussi, Reynald P.*
EG         Sgt Greenstein, Jack**
*Rays last name was spelled many ways even on official Air Force documents. (Isrussi, Iasrussi, Iassrrussi, etc.)
**”Greenie” was from our original crew and flew nine missions but broke his leg day before our last patrol and was replaced by Art. Art and Di were killed in the crash
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