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			PROLOGUE

			DOUG BOGUE WISHED he could make himself invisible.

			Crouching behind large rocks on the beach of Palawan Island, the Marine sergeant watched as Japanese soldiers shot and bayoneted American POWs who were fleeing for their lives along the shore. Sixty feet above, atop the steep bluff overlooking the rocky coastline, black smoke rose into the blue sky, a vivid reminder of the unspeakable horrors he had just escaped, scraping through the barbed wire fencing and tumbling down the cliff toward the Sulu Sea below.

			Bogue’s body was a mass of injuries. His hands and torso had been slashed as he plunged through the razor wire. His right leg throbbed from a rifle bullet embedded in his thigh, and his bare feet were lacerated and bloody from running along the rough coral beach. As he hid behind the boulders, nearly naked, trying to catch his breath and wondering what to do, two POWs ran past him in an attempt to swim to freedom. Both men were cut down by Japanese riflemen.

			It was December 14, 1944. For twenty-eight months, Bogue had slaved as a prisoner of war for the Imperial Japanese Army, working to build the second-largest airfield in the region—one being used to attack Allied forces in the Philippines. He had endured unbearable heat and humidity, illness, physical abuse and torture, and near starvation, and his once-powerful frame had been reduced to skin and bones. That dismal life now seemed merciful in comparison.

			All around him, Bogue could hear the screams of other Americans being slaughtered as they tried to escape. If he ran for it, he knew he might be shot down like the rest. If he stayed put . . . Either way, the odds were stacked against him. He had to do something, and quickly.

			One thought raced through his mind: They’re going to hunt us down and kill every last one of us.

		

	
		
			PART ONE

			

			BATAAN

		

	
		
			1

			THE DEATH MARCH

			IT WAS A time when even the most optimistic of souls had little left to believe in. American servicemen, who just a year earlier had relished duty in the Philippines for its enviable life, now questioned their purpose. They were men abandoned by their own government, left to hold out against a fate already cast, and now, late in the afternoon of April 8, 1942, their five-day fight for freedom and survival was nearing its futile end.

			Still, Beto Pacheco was not about to surrender. Handsome, athletic, and quick to flash a toothy smile in better times, the private first class now looked like a bum: His once-sharp uniform had been reduced to rags, his shoes were nearly worn through, and even his underwear was in shreds. Weeks of exposure to the brutal tropical sun had burned his skin, but Pacheco’s Spanish and Mexican ancestry had at least provided him more natural protection than some of his fair-complected companions.

			The air smelled of death, dirt, smoke, and gunpowder. The once-lush green jungles were denuded of vegetation, swept bare by endless weeks of pounding artillery and aerial bombardments from the Imperial Japanese Army. Explosions sent shock waves through the earth around Pacheco as he and his comrades continued firing back with their few antiaircraft guns that were still marginally operational. Silver-winged Japanese warplanes flashed past, unleashing violent bomb blasts and chattering rounds of machine-gun bullets that shredded the nearby jungle surrounding the last two American airfields on the Bataan Peninsula.

			For Pacheco, the last stand at Bataan was a true test of his devout Catholic faith. At one point, as a strong force flung him from his foxhole, he felt as if the hand of God had saved him. A brilliant red-orange blast left him no time to determine whether a nearby artillery round had propelled him. When the acrid black smoke parted, two of his comrades lay dead in the hole from which he had been thrown.

			Even surrounded by the din of battle, he could feel the gnawing hunger in his gut. Army rations had been gone for weeks. The American and Filipino troops had exhausted their meager supplies of rice and canned goods, and by now they had even hunted the native wildlife in the vicinity to extinction. Pacheco had learned to eat anything—from the insides of palm trees to iguanas, snakes, crickets, and even worms. He was a slight man, standing five foot nine and weighing only 160 pounds when the war started. His weight had dropped quickly, and by this point he would have killed for a bite of wild boar meat, or even a freshly picked mango. But food was not an option.

			Beto Pacheco’s U.S. Army regiment, the 200th Coast Artillery, was hanging on by threads along with its sister unit, the 515th Coast Artillery Regiment—the last remnants of resistance facing the Japanese on the tip of a peninsula of Luzon Island in the Philippines. The men were firing back at the surging Japanese forces threatening to overrun the Cabcaben and Bataan airfields. Dirty, dehydrated, and exhausted, Pacheco was nonetheless determined to fight beside his comrades to the very end. And now Army brass was spreading the news that the end had come.

			At 0300 on April 9, Captain Albert Fields returned from the I Corps headquarters and told his executive officer, “It’s all over.” Runners reached Pacheco’s artillery unit before dawn with orders that the 200th and 515th were to rendezvous on the road west of Cabcaben by 2200. But first, they were to destroy their antiaircraft guns and range equipment, leaving them just their rifles. We’re being reduced to infantrymen! Pacheco thought with disgust.1

			The disheartened men dutifully sabotaged their weapons and marched out with rifles, canteens, bayonets, and a belt of ammunition each. Men much older than Pacheco trudged along with tears streaming down their dusty, blood-caked faces as they carried out the dreaded orders. The young soldier brushed aside his wavy dark hair—untrimmed for long enough to hang over his sweaty brow—adjusted his gear, and moved forward. He was armed with only a rusting 1903 model .306-caliber Springfield bolt-action rifle, but he still had his pride.

			Somehow, some way, he intended to carry on the fight. He was not about to willingly surrender himself to the Japanese.

			*   *   *

			PACHECO’S 200TH COAST Artillery unit had been the first to fire on the Japanese warplanes that swept over Manila on December 8, 1941. Seven hours earlier—December 7 Hawaii time—Japanese carrier aircraft had unleashed a devastating surprise assault on the United States Pacific Fleet at Pearl Harbor. With the capture of the Philippines critical to Japan’s effort to control the Southwest Pacific, their planes attacked within hours the main aviation bases on Manila and the headquarters of the United States Asiatic Fleet at Cavite. In only a single day Japan gained air superiority over the Philippines and forced the surviving ships of the U.S. fleet to withdraw from Cavite.

			Tens of thousands of American military personnel were left stranded on the ground in and around Manila, the Philippine capital. Pacheco’s 200th Coast Artillery, the only American antiaircraft unit on Luzon, had been assigned to protect nearly three dozen B-17 bombers on Clark Field with their single battery of .50-caliber machine guns, twenty-one 37mm guns, and a dozen three-inch antiaircraft guns. Prior to that day, Pacheco’s unit had never actually fired a live round of ammunition in the islands.2 Yet since firing that first shot at the Japanese on December 8, Pacheco’s antiaircraft regiment had expended some forty thousand rounds in the months that followed. They had been credited with destroying eighty-six Japanese aircraft—a proud accomplishment, but not nearly enough to save the Philippines.

			The 200th Coast Artillery, formerly the 111th Cavalry of the New Mexico National Guard, had arrived in the Philippines in August 1941. The unit was composed of eighteen hundred artillery specialists, more than half of whom were New Mexicans from Spanish-speaking border and mountain communities that used little English. The New Mexico National Guard, the oldest continuously active militia in the United States, dating to 1598, had participated in the Mexican War, the Civil War, and the frontier Indian wars. New Mexico’s militiamen had charged up San Juan Hill with Teddy Roosevelt’s Rough Riders, had ridden against Pancho Villa’s banditos south of the Rio Grande, and had served in France during World War I.3

			Now hundreds of these proud men were moving out, overwhelmed, while other antiaircraft batteries continued firing back at the approaching enemy. Its companies were widely scattered, hanging on to what little ground they could still hold. Pacheco, a battlewise veteran after four months of hell on Luzon, knew that the last stand of the 200th would be short-lived.

			He had heard others whisper the word surrender. The heavily reinforced Japanese forces sweeping down the Bataan Peninsula had pounded the dug-in Americans with blistering air and artillery fire for days. The Japanese had broken through Allied lines on April 7, and the following day, the senior U.S. commander on Bataan, Major General Edward P. King, had seen the futility of further resistance. He began offering plans for capitulation.

			As they hustled along, Pacheco tried to offer encouragement to some of the younger men in his Headquarters Battery. Several of his hometown companions from Deming, New Mexico—Angelo Sakelares, Lawrence “Buddy” Byrne, and Jim Huxtable—had been wearing high school graduation caps and gowns just months ago. By August 1941, these fresh-faced boys on the cusp of manhood had been selected for overseas duty in the Philippines by virtue of their reputation as the best antiaircraft regiment in the U.S. Armed Forces. Now they were starving, grimy, and haggard, clothed in tatters, and facing a defeat the likes of which no modern American unit had been forced to reckon with.4

			In early 1941, the 200th had trained at Fort Bliss, the Army’s second-largest installation, headquartered in El Paso, Texas. There, Pacheco had met sixteen-year-old Catalina “Katie” Valles, an attractive girl with green eyes and long dark brown hair. The two were soon an item, and even began dreaming of a future together—against the wishes of her father, because she was so young. Pacheco’s plans took a sudden detour with the selection of the 200th for overseas assignment. He promised Katie he would be gone only a year. When he returned, they could get married and start a life together.

			If his proud regiment was now truly surrendering to the Japanese, that future with Katie seemed an impossibility.

			*   *   *

			THE AMERICAN SURRENDER on the Bataan Peninsula had been months in the making.

			Pacheco’s artillery regiment had started the war based at Fort Stotsenburg, which abutted Clark Field some seventy-five miles north of Manila. The destruction of the B-17s at Clark in December forced the 200th and 515th to withdraw to Bataan by the first days of 1942. There, the artillery regiments had set up their antiaircraft defenses in and around Manila to protect the airstrips at Cabcaben and Bataan, where only seven P-40s were still flying by the first of the year.

			By January 9, the strung-out artillery regiments were already living on reduced rations as the drubbing of Japanese artillery signaled the beginning of the Battle of Bataan. Lieutenant General Masaharu Homma, a graduate of the Imperial Japanese Army Academy in 1907, had landed his troops of the Japanese 14th Army at Lingayen Gulf on Luzon and advanced toward Manila. His army found little resistance at first, as General Douglas MacArthur had ordered his own forces to withdraw from the capital city to the Bataan Peninsula. During the early months of the siege, MacArthur was fed false hope by President Franklin Delano Roosevelt, who promised hundreds of planes and thousands of troops. To await his reinforcements, the general took up headquarters more than two miles across the water from Bataan on Corregidor Island, known to most as “the Rock.”

			MacArthur was unaware that as early as late December 1941, President Roosevelt and War Secretary Henry Stimson had already privately written off the remote outpost of Bataan—a decision they confided to Winston Churchill. In so doing, Washington had also forsaken the Philippines and all of its defenders.

			The four-month stand made by General King’s men had been doomed from the start. The American troops in Manila were unable to receive supplies and ammunition due to their own crippled Navy and the blockade that the Imperial Japanese Navy had placed on the Philippines. Now, on April 9, King, adorned in his last clean uniform, was prepared to surrender to General Homma some seventy-eight thousand American and Filipino soldiers under his command. By doing so, he hoped to avoid a slaughter.

			The Americans had agreed to a cease-fire, but the Japanese ignored the surrender talks and kept right on bombing into the morning of April 9. One artillery officer told Pacheco’s gun crew that they could either flee into the hills near Bataan or head across the bay for Corregidor. The officer was going to the island, so Pacheco decided to follow.5

			They were just two among hundreds of other Americans who headed for the coast several miles away in search of passage to Corregidor, determined to avoid surrender. One of them was Seaman First Class Bruce Gordon Elliott, a dark-haired teenager with bushy eyebrows and a poker face that helped hide that he was just shy of his nineteenth birthday. On the beach at Mariveles, Pacheco, Elliott, and many others found mass confusion—hundreds of frustrated servicemen milling about with no more boats left to transport them across the bay.6

			As many as two thousand Filipinos and Americans, including nurses at the local hospitals, would manage to escape Bataan during the surrender by taking to boats and barges—or some even by swimming. Yet Pacheco, Elliott, and many other soldiers had emerged from the jungle too late to catch any of the outgoing launches. They found the water dotted with hundreds of swimmers attempting to cross the bay. Some were hanging on to lifeboats or bamboo rafts, or clinging to floating debris.7

			Though it was two and a half miles across choppy, shark-infested waters swirling with dangerous undercurrents to reach Corregidor, Pacheco and Elliott individually decided to join those swimming for the island rather than surrendering to the Japanese. The tides helped push the men out toward sea, but soon they were exhausted. Bruce Elliott had been swimming for about six hours, feeling that he was about to drown at any minute, when a launch plucked him from the sea in only his skivvies. Pacheco had made it only a third of the way before a small Filipino fishing boat came along and its crew pulled him from the water. He and several others were transferred to a larger Navy launch.

			Safely aboard the Navy interisland boat, Pacheco was reunited with other members of his artillery unit. The men lay flat on the steel deck as Japanese planes strafed and bombed the boats bobbing across Manila Bay, headed for the Rock.8

			He and his companions were able to obtain new clothes after reaching the island. New arrivals were assigned to machine-gun nests at Monkey Point, facing away from the hell they had escaped at Bataan. Pacheco was still a free man on Corregidor, but his future did not look bright.

			*   *   *

			THOSE REMAINING FACED a perilous path. Even as their countrymen reached the relative safety of the Rock on April 9, tens of thousands of American and Filipino soldiers on Bataan laid down their weapons, and they were soon relieved of their valuables by Japanese soldiers. Months of fighting had come to this. General MacArthur had long since fled to Corregidor, where he stayed until March 11, when, under orders of the U.S. President, a PT boat whisked him away on the first leg of a journey to Australia. Without their commander in chief, the men had sensed that they were expendable. Frank Hewlett, the only U.S. war correspondent left in the Philippines, summed up the feeling of the remaining servicemen in poetry:9

			We’re the battling bastards of Bataan.

			No mama, no papa, no Uncle Sam,

			No aunts, no uncles, no cousins, no nieces,

			No pills, no planes, no artillery pieces,

			And nobody gives a damn.

			The nearly twelve thousand captured American servicemen, as well as fifty-eight thousand Filipino troops, were now little more than an obstacle to the operational plans of General Homma. His conquest of the Philippines would not be complete until his forces could kill or capture the American troops that remained on Corregidor and the other islands in Manila Bay. To accomplish his goal, his forces needed to move their prisoners of war northward to an area where they could contain them.

			The men who surrendered were from all branches of the service: aviators, mechanics, radiomen, artillerymen, infantrymen, all rates and ranks. There were sailors without ships, pilots without planes, and ground crew without squadrons to service. Private First Class Edwin Petry was a twenty-one-year-old airman from San Antonio whose 19th Bomb Group had been stationed at Clark Field. After his aircraft was shot down over Lingayen Gulf on December 16, he had eluded capture and made his way to Bataan to fight with the infantry. Another Texan, Private Thomas Tinsley Daniels, served as a mechanic and carpenter with the Army Air Corps’s 28th Material Squadron. At age thirty-eight, Tommie Daniels was one of the oldest privates in his outfit, and many of his fellow soldiers who were young enough to be his sons called him “Pop.”10
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			Now they were no longer soldiers, but prisoners of war. On April 10, they were assembled at Mariveles and Saisaih Point on Bataan and ordered to march toward San Fernando, near Clark Field. The Japanese command planned to house the POWs at Camp O’Donnell, located at Capas in North Central Luzon. The seventy-thousand American and Filipino prisoners, Petry and Daniels among them, were divided into groups of several hundred men each and prompted down the road along with small groups of Japanese guards. Ahead of them lay a grueling sixty-mile trek that would come to be known as the Bataan Death March.

			Sweat-streaked bodies plodded through heavy clouds of dust kicked up by Japanese trucks, cavalry, and infantrymen who taunted and beat the surrendered men, many bloodied and limping with broken limbs. During one rest period when the prisoners were finally allowed to sleep, Japanese soldiers patrolled the crowd, stepping on men’s faces with hobnailed shoes. Ed Petry figured that he could have escaped during the forced march, but too many of his comrades were sick and needed his support. They had simply refused to believe that the Japanese would treat them unmercifully if they remained as prisoners. Now they were finding out otherwise. The Japanese had a cruel trick of marching the men for miles, then forcing them to walk back over the same road they had just traversed. Prisoners were provided with neither food nor water. Petry’s only water came from drinking out of ditches littered with dead men and animals. By the third day, those who fell behind or were too injured to walk were beaten, bayoneted, or shot.11

			The other Americans could do little to help their comrades, although Army medic Philip Brodsky tried his best. The Japanese had failed to confiscate his medical kit, filled with bandages, iodine, morphine, atropine, and a few other supplies. Each time the marching stopped, Brodsky moved about to tend to the wounded.12

			The Japanese herded their prisoners down the highways under cloudless skies until the dusty road along the edge of sparkling Manila Bay snaked westward for a stretch. Along the way, men were killed for all kinds of reasons. Some were left lying dead along the road with their pants down, slaughtered while simply trying to take care of their most basic bodily functions. Between seven thousand and ten thousand Americans and Filipinos died along the way from beating, execution, exhaustion, or disease. Those who survived had marched distances varying from fifty to sixty-five miles before reaching the staging area at San Fernando, the capital of Pampanga Province. There, the men were crowded into a small area to lie down until they could be moved into proper prison camps. They were given two handfuls of rice and a pinch of salt per man—their first food in five days.

			They stayed in San Fernando until the next morning, when they were loaded onto freight trains and transported to Capas, a distance of about thirty miles. The small boxcars were crowded with a hundred men in each, and three men suffocated in the same car with Petry. Three hours later, at Capas, they were unloaded and started on a six-mile march to Camp O’Donnell, an unfinished former Philippine Constabulary facility that the Japanese would use as an internment camp for the POWs. Along the way, the Filipinos warned the Americans that if they had any Japanese money, they should throw it away or they would be shot, as would anyone who fell out of line.

			Upon arrival at O’Donnell, the men were lined up and searched. Five men found to have Japanese cash were immediately executed by soldiers who claimed that they must have taken it from a Japanese soldier they had killed. The remaining men were then separated by services: Army, Army Air Force, Navy, and Marines. Conditions were terrible. Only one small water spigot in the yard served thousands of men. With no medical attention, many died, at a rate of about fifty Americans and five hundred Filipinos per day.13

			Ed Petry, Pop Daniels, and the others who once called themselves “the Battling Bastards of Bataan” had been reduced to masses of desperate souls surviving on mere crumbs. General Homma’s forces were now able to concentrate their efforts on seizing control of the remaining American forces holed up on the Rock.

		

	
		
			2

			PRISONERS OF THE ROCK

			CORPORAL RUFUS WILLIAM “Smitty” Smith was a bitter man. While Ed Petry and Pop Daniels were beginning the Bataan Death March a little more than two miles away, Smitty and some twelve thousand other Americans were trapped on tiny Corregidor Island. Facing a Japanese army that had already routed most of the American and Filipino forces on Luzon, he and his fellow marines were left to fight with little more than old bolt-action Springfield rifles, a firearm left over from the Great War, which had ended the year Smitty was born. The government, it seemed, had never given its men a fighting chance.

			Just four months earlier, when the Japanese wrecked the Cavite Navy Yard, Smitty had manned a .50-caliber machine gun, a weapon that packed considerably more power than a Springfield. In the aftermath of the attack, the tall, lean Texan had spent several days collecting bodies before his gunnery unit was moved on December 20 through Manila and down the Bataan Peninsula to another position near Mariveles. After only a few days there, Smitty was ordered to cross the bay to Corregidor, where a new machine-gun company was being organized. Disappointed to find that the Army boys on the Rock had but a few .50-calibers, he joined a crew on a three-inch antiaircraft gun.1

			On the morning of April 9, Smitty watched as thousands of soldiers and even nurses arrived on Corregidor’s shore, some via boats, others swimming the wide channel. New personnel were assigned to help man various defensive positions. There were plenty of heavy guns on the island, but Smitty knew the American gun crews had little chance of holding off a large-scale Japanese invasion force when it inevitably came ashore.

			General MacArthur had retreated to Australia weeks before, leaving fifty-eight-year-old Lieutenant General Jonathan M. “Skinny” Wainwright as the senior commander of the Manila Bay island fortresses. His headquarters was at Fort Mills, as Corregidor was officially known, but Wainwright also presided over the military personnel on four nearby islands: La Monja Island, Fort Hughes on Caballo Island, Fort Drum on El Fraile Island, and Fort Frank on Carabao Island. Tadpole-shaped and some 1,735 acres in total, Corregidor was the largest of the five islands and lay a little more than two miles from the tip of Bataan and seven miles from Cavite Province. Wainwright’s island base divided the mouth of Manila Bay into northern and southern channels. Called an “impregnable fortress,” it was known the world over as the “Gibraltar of the East.”

			Skinny Wainwright was determined not to give up the Rock without a fight. War was in his blood—his father was an officer killed in the Philippines in 1902, and his grandfather died in action during the Civil War. Wainwright’s best chance at holding off the Imperial Japanese Army now lay in the thousands of American and Filipino troops manning artillery positions along Corregidor’s nearly four-mile length.

			Private First Class Gene Nielsen from South Logan, Utah, was one of the servicemen of the 59th Coast Artillery unit operating Corregidor’s two main sea-defense batteries. Nielsen and his comrades had been under almost constant assault by Japanese forces since December 29, when they had endured their first two hours of Japanese aerial bombardments.

			Private Ernie Koblos from Chicago was stationed a short distance west from Nielsen’s Battery B. He was assigned as a gun mechanic on the sixty-man crew of the dual twelve-inch gun Battery C, also known as Wheeler Battery. Koblos had once had visions of remaining in the Philippines for years, but now he was not so sure. Slightly west and north of Koblos was Corporal Elmo Deal’s Battery A, also known as Battery Hearn—a single twelve-inch gun located near the two-story stone barracks high atop Malinta Hill, at the base of the island’s tadpole head. An expert marksman with both a .30-caliber rifle and a .45-caliber pistol, “Mo” Deal served as an artillery spotter, but in the heat of combat he also helped load and fire the massive gun. Deal’s future plans, including a girlfriend back in Yuba City, California, were looking dark at the moment.

			Corregidor was split into three elevations, dubbed Topside, Middleside, and Bottomside. The larger cannons mounted on Malinta Hill’s Topside area were old by modern standards, originally installed decades before to protect Manila Bay from enemy ships. The island also sported forty-five coastal guns and mortars organized into twenty-three batteries, plus some seventy-two antiaircraft weapons assigned to thirteen batteries, and approximately thirty-five groups of controlled mines to protect the rocky coastline.

			Gene Nielsen, Ernie Koblos, and Mo Deal were relative strangers among the 59th Coast Artillery gun crews scattered about on the Rock, but in the weeks and years ahead, the three men would build a bond forged in blood, sacrifice, and survival.

			*   *   *

			THE GARRISON ON Corregidor hung on during April 1942, just as it had since the start of the war. The island was now squarely in the crosshairs of the Japanese military, subject to almost daily aerial, naval, and artillery bombardments. Living conditions became increasingly difficult for the American defenders. Rations were cut to about thirty ounces of food per day, and drinking water was distributed only twice daily as the month wore on. At times, the men were forced to cook the carcasses of cavalry mules killed by the enemy’s bombardments just to fill their aching bellies.

			Men like Radioman First Class Fern Joseph Barta resorted to extreme measures to sustain themselves. Transferred from Radio Cavite in June 1941, Barta was among those responsible for manning the Monkey Point Navy Communications Center at Fort Mills. His job became increasingly dangerous as the fort experienced frequent and intense enemy bombardment and artillery fire. Monkey Point, located on Corregidor’s north beach, was vital to the Navy, as it had become the main communications hub for the 16th Naval District after the war commenced.

			Simply to keep the vital station in operation, Barta’s radio gang was forced to undertake dangerous trips to fetch food, drinking water, and other supplies. He used a supply truck to make the three-mile run from Monkey Point to Malinta Tunnel, an extensive system drilled through solid rock that ran beneath Malinta Hill. The labyrinth of subcorridors housed Corregidor’s thousand-bed underground hospital, ammunition and fuel storage areas, communications facilities, offices, and supply rooms. Twice daily, Barta cheated death numerous times along the journey. On one occasion, a Japanese dive-bomber loaded with incendiary bombs attacked his truck as the men returned from the tunnel with a full load of water. As the aircraft swept in low, Barta ditched the truck, took cover, and braced himself as three bombs landed. One exploded about fifty feet behind the prone radiomen, another ten feet to their side, and another about fifty feet in front of them. The crew and their truck escaped injury, but such runs became more perilous by the day.2

			On another occasion, Barta was caught high atop his radio station’s antenna pole making a repair when antiaircraft guns opened up. As he scurried back down the pole, a plane swooped in low, ready to strike, but it did not open fire before Barta reached the safety of the radio tunnel. His bravery in keeping communications open during six months of Japanese attacks would earn him the Silver Star.

			By early May, Barta could see that future supply runs were impossible. The Japanese had launched their final assault on the Rock. There was nowhere to swim and no way to leave now. On the night of May 3, the submarine Spearfish met the last evacuees from Corregidor. Eluding a Japanese destroyer and minesweeper, the sub slipped beneath the surface of Manila Bay to the Rock, where General Wainwright saw off those departing at the dock.

			The group included Army and Navy officers and nurses, plus one civilian female and two unauthorized stowaways to be transported to Fremantle, Australia. Lieutenant (junior grade) John Ragner Janson Jr. had a final, tearful hug from his wife, Margaret, before putting her on board Spearfish and bidding her good-bye. Janson, a reservist, had been living with his wife in Manila in his role as a diesel engineer for an American gold mining company. The two would never see each other again.3

			During the next day, an estimated sixteen thousand shells rained down on Corregidor. The once-lush green island became a smoky ruin of splintered tree stumps, blackened hunks of granite, and smoldering bomb craters. Gene Nielsen’s artillery crew returned fire with a vengeance. Weeks earlier, his twelve-inch cannon had shelled only areas of Bataan where leaders felt it was safe enough to do so without hitting friendly forces. Nobody gave a damn now, as persistent Japanese shelling and bombing assaults had whittled down the defense on the Rock. Battery Geary, once sporting eight twelve-inch mortars, had only one gun left by the night of May 4. Nielsen’s crew helped fire that last gun until it became so hot, they could not close its breech.4

			An initial Japanese landing force of 790 soldiers began slogging ashore during the early morning hours of May 5. The American and Filipino defenders on the Rock offered fierce resistance to the first wave, but a second wave of 785 soldiers soon landed.

			Beto Pacheco and Bruce Elliott, who now manned .50-caliber machine guns, were armed with .306-caliber Springfield rifles, hand grenades, and two boxes of ammunition. Elliott waited until the ramps dropped on the landing barges, just twenty yards from his position, before he, Pacheco, and other gunners let loose. Smitty and his 4th Marine Regiment ripped into the khaki-clad Japanese infantrymen with rifle fire, machine guns, and hand grenades until the rocky shores were splattered crimson and littered with twisted and torn bodies.5

			Such early victories were short-lived. Around 0130 on May 6, more Japanese landing barges began coming ashore. The Japanese landed three light tanks around from Monkey Point, on Corregidor’s north beach, and within hours, they had captured Denver Battery. Nielsen and his companions snatched up Springfields, grenades, Browning automatic rifles, three-inch trench mortars, and machine guns as Americans were ordered to help defend the beach. Infantry-trained since boot camp, Nielsen had little concern when asked to abandon his artillery piece in favor of a rifle.6

			The Marine officer in charge of the Monkey Point station finally decided that it was futile to maintain his radio gang. Around 0300, the lieutenant ordered Joe Barta’s team to haul a machine gun down toward the front line at the beach. Barta had never seen the machine gun before and had no training on how to use it, but his group ran ahead through the clatter of gunfire and pounding artillery explosions. By the time they arrived, four of his comrades had disappeared, leaving Barta and the remaining radioman to carry their machine gun from one place to another until a marine asked to take charge of it. Barta made his way over to Battery Keyes, a rapid-fire three-incher pointed toward distant Fort Hughes.7

			The Americans fought valiantly on the Rock during the early stages of the Japanese landings, inflicting twenty-one hundred enemy casualties on the beaches, including more than nine hundred killed. General Homma grew worried that his whole amphibious force might be wiped out, but by midmorning of May 6, defenders like Nielsen, Pacheco, and Elliott could only do so much with rifles and hand grenades. Nearby, three Japanese tanks were grinding steadily toward the main entrance to Malinta Tunnel, and General Wainwright fretted they might wreak a heavy death toll if their seventy-five-millimeter cannons could be fired within the tunnels.8

			Shortly after 1000 on May 6, Wainwright told his staff that his troops could not hold out much longer. He sent word to General MacArthur in Australia that he was ordering a cease-fire at noon. He also had his radio operator send out a farewell message to President Roosevelt that he would go “with broken heart and head bowed in sadness” to arrange for a surrender of the fortified islands of Manila Bay. “There is a limit of human endurance, and that point has long been passed,” he said.9

			“With profound regret and continued pride in my gallant troops, I go to meet the Japanese commander,” Wainwright detailed in his last transmission. “Good-bye, Mr. President.”

			*   *   *

			JOE BARTA SLIPPED over the back wall of Battery Keyes and made his way toward Malinta Hill. By 1100, he had reached the tunnel, where he found other radiomen—having sent the last messages from Corregidor—in the process of destroying all communications equipment. General Wainwright’s surrender message was broadcast three times between 1100 and 1230, during which time the Marine 4th Regiment burned its flag and the national colors to prevent their capture by the enemy.

			“Execute Pontiac” was the code phrase issued instructing soldiers to destroy their weapons and surrender. Smitty reluctantly gave up his post at the .50-caliber machine gun. An older marine near him who had fought in the First World War became emotional and teary-eyed as the order to destroy weapons was passed. “I never thought I’d see the day when a bunch of damn marines would throw in the rag and just quit!” he groused.10

			By 1330 on May 6, Skinny Wainwright had given up the fight. He and five staff officers soon marched before the Japanese command to negotiate terms. He offered to surrender four of the fortified islands in Manila Bay—Corregidor, Fort Drum, Fort Frank, and Fort Hughes. Colonel Motto Nakyama—the same officer who had taken General King’s surrender on Bataan a month earlier—insisted that no surrender would be accepted that did not include all U.S. forces in the Philippines.11

			Wainwright’s staff was taken by boat to General Homma’s headquarters at Cabcaben on Bataan, where Wainwright was informed that hostilities against American troops would continue unless an unconditional surrender was agreed upon. His troops had little chance of holding out much longer, so Wainwright was forced to do the unthinkable and sign the surrender documents. Tears filled his eyes as he was taken under guard shortly after midnight.12

			The surrender of so many troops proved to be mass confusion. Japanese soldiers soon made their way into the underground hospital and the jam-packed Malinta Tunnel, where thousands of soldiers had gathered once their guns were wrecked. One Imperial Japanese Army soldier wearing horn-rimmed glasses moved through, demanding that the Americans give up their rings, watches, and other valuables.13

			Joe Barta’s radio gang was marched out of the tunnel that afternoon and put to work carrying artillery, ammunition, and supplies from Japanese landing barges to the beach. Once that task was complete, Barta was moved to Corregidor’s own tiny Kindley Field, where he spent his next four days working to get the airfield back into commission so that his captors could use it.14

			Beginning on the afternoon of May 6, all of Corregidor’s defenders—Marine, Army, Navy, Army Air Corps, and Filipino soldiers—were ordered to gather at the 92nd Maintenance Garage near Monkey Point. The small garage included a concrete ramp that extended into the ocean, a landing area for Catalina PBY flying boats. The area was devoid of any shade, far from the most suitable spot for more than eleven thousand defenders to surrender their weapons and be held. Packed in like cattle, the men were soon cooking in the blistering sun.

			With no food or water available, the wounded suffered greatly. Able-bodied men constructed crude shelters from battle debris and blankets. During the next few days, several thousand more military personnel were shuttled to the maintenance garage area as they were rounded up from the other surrendered island fortresses in Manila Bay.

			*   *   *

			HANDSOME AND HOT-TEMPERED, Mac McDole was emotionally and physically spent by the time he was forced to surrender at Fort Hughes on Caballo Island. The twenty-one-year-old marine had been shuffled about since the Japanese initiated their assault on the Philippines. For the last few months, he had helped man a machine-gun nest at Fort Hughes, but now after a seemingly endless standoff against an overpowering enemy, hoping daily for reinforcements that never arrived, he was subjected to the humiliation of destroying his own weapons. His gun crew drained the hydraulic oil from the fourteen-inch rifles, emptied the water from their water-cooled .50-calibers, and fired all of the weapons until their barrels burned out. Mac took one last look at his Marine-issued Springfield Model 1903 rifle. He knew it intimately, including its serial number 24109. Then he tossed it into the bay.15

			Japanese motor launches reached Fort Hughes that afternoon and began taking American prisoners. Mac and the rest placed their hands on top of their heads, walked to the shoreline, and surrendered. He was herded onto an overcrowded launch and taken on the short ride to Corregidor, where he was shocked at the scene before him. In an area that would scarcely constitute one block in a major American city, some seven thousand Americans and nine thousand Filipinos were separated and kept under guard on the concrete PBY landing ramp.

			The Japanese took down name, rank, and serial number from each prisoner. As the information was recorded, a Japanese soldier searched each man. Fearful of losing his high school ring, Mac quickly shoved it into his mouth. He stepped up to the table and offered his basic information to the Japanese guard: “Glenn W. McDole, Corporal, United States Marine Corps, serial number three-oh-one-oh-five-one.” Three guards removed his watch and confiscated his wallet.

			Angry about losing his family photos, he yelled, “Damn it! Give me that back!” He was struck from behind with a club that dropped him to his knees. He thought briefly of fighting back, until he noticed three more Japanese soldiers with billy clubs smiling at him. Mac stood up, dusted himself off, and walked toward the prisoner-holding area. He felt some relief that his ring was still in his mouth. These bastards will not take away my pride or my spirit, he thought.16

			*   *   *

			GENE NIELSEN’S PRIMARY concern was water. Like most of the others, he had been forced to surrender not only his weapons but also his canteens.17

			Corregidor was close enough to the equator that the heat was relentless—compounded by standing on concrete all day. The weeks of constant shelling had destroyed most of the water lines. At night, there was barely enough room for the now sixteen thousand men to even lie down in their containment area, which measured only about fifteen hundred yards by eight hundred yards. Severe thirst during the day replaced sleep issues at night. Near the 92nd Garage area, a wide bomb crater filled with fresh rainwater. It was difficult to reach at first, but the Americans soon found it to be their only source of drinking water. Nielsen joined the line of men that soon trod a well-worn path to the water hole.

			During the next three days, the men were given nothing to eat. The stench of sweat, human excrement, and rotting corpses hung in the air. Straddle ditches were dug to help with sanitation, but the exposed trenches reeked of feces and soon began to spread dysentery to the prisoners. The area where the Americans were held, including the ditches, was marked off by a single boundary wire. Gene Nielsen went right under the wire to defecate one day, forgetting all about the warnings. He had scarcely stepped across the line when a Japanese machine gun opened up from a nearby ridge. The gunfire missed him by only a few yards.18

			Sergeant Doug Bogue of the 4th Marine Regiment was resolute in his intent to stay alive. After the third day, Colonel Paul D. Bunker attempted to organize the men, and he was permitted to send out details in search of provisions. Bogue was quick to volunteer, and he obtained his first food and water in days while out on a work detail with 150 other men. They were forced to help carry wounded Japanese soldiers as far as two miles from distant beaches into the Malinta Tunnel hospital, and then help bury their dead. The American fatalities, left decomposing on the beach for two days, were denied proper funerals. Some bodies were piled and burned, while others were unceremoniously dumped into shallow trenches. If a hole was just deep enough for one corpse, five would be jammed in. No dog tags were allowed to be removed to later identify the dead.19

			American soldiers—from officers to the lowest ranking—were viciously abused without bias. The Japanese made it known that the lowest Japanese private was far better than the highest-ranking American officer. Military protocol began to disintegrate. One serviceman told his commander to go to hell. The officer reported the man to the Japanese, who had the serviceman shot to death on the spot.20

			Corregidor became a special kind of hell for Doug Bogue. He had known since childhood that he wanted to be a U.S. Marine, but this was not at all how he had envisioned the life of the glorious warriors of his dreams. By early May, Bogue was grimy, weary, smelly, and unshaven; though seven years a marine, he was forced to carry out filthy work that the Japanese infantry refused to do. One afternoon, when his work party was approaching McKinley Field, guards pulled ten men from the rear of their detail. The Americans were tied to nearby trees and used for bayonet and sword practice. Bogue and the other men watched as their fellow servicemen were slashed, hacked, and run through with swords.

			The long work hours in the tropical sun took their toll on men who suffered from malnutrition and dehydration. The open latrines were overflowing, swarming with flies that spread dysentery to the prisoners. After three days of such conditions, Bogue contracted the disease. There was no chance for him to go to a hospital in spite of his severe illness. A Navy physician advised him to help carry other sick men to the hospital, where he at least would have the chance to contact someone who could treat him. Bogue managed to find a U.S. Army doctor who confirmed that he did have amoebic dysentery, and he was admitted to the Malinta hospital for the next two weeks for treatment.21

			Mac McDole received his first food—a can of Carnation milk—after three days of wasting away near the maintenance garage. The former 185-pound athlete had been dropping weight fast by the time he shared that meager ration with two other soldiers. His mood took an upturn that day when he spotted two of his closest friends from the base basketball team, Roy Henderson and Willie Smith. Henderson, like Smitty, had been raised in a rural East Texas farming community. Henderson told his friends how troubled he had been to give up the fight—the hardest thing he had done in his life was to lay down his weapon and surrender. The three marines were soon assigned to work details, stacking sun-bloated carcasses and gathering scrap metal that would later be melted down in Japan to help their war effort.

			Suffering and death continued on the old seaplane ramp for seventeen days. On May 23, the Japanese passed the word that the prisoners were to move to the dock area at Bottomside for transfer the next day to better facilities in Manila. The starving men could only wonder how much improved the conditions would be.
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			PASSAGE TO PALAWAN

			CORPORAL WILLIE BALCHUS was eager for change, even if he knew nothing of what it would be. Seventeen days of cooking in the open sun on the concrete containment area had caused his lean five-foot-eight frame to grow even thinner. He had endured the final weeks of the assault on Corregidor as a member of the 60th Coast Artillery Regiment on I Battery. Now the twenty-year-old Pennsylvanian, his scraggly brown hair well beyond Army regulation, joined thousands of other broken men in a slow shuffle toward the island’s south docks.

			Only three years before, Army life had seemed a good choice to William Joseph Balchus. He had quit school after the eighth grade to go to work, and by the time he was seventeen, his parents allowed him to join the service in hopes of establishing a career. But now, on May 24, 1942, Balchus was nothing more than a number, a prisoner without rights being pushed and prodded along by shouting Japanese guards.

			Ten harbor launches were waiting at Bottomside’s south dock to move the American and Filipino prisoners, about a hundred per trip, from the Rock to three Japanese troop transport ships anchored in the south channel of Manila Bay. In the Corregidor hospital, everyone able to walk was ordered to return to the main camp at the maintenance garage. Doug Bogue, still recovering from endless diarrhea and vomiting caused by amoebic dysentery, staggered toward Bottomside in the blistering afternoon heat. Bogue became irritated as he watched Japanese sailors and soldiers strip the prisoners of leftover valuables as they moved them to the ships. Captain John Wright Jr. wrote in his diary of the Japanese crews: “They slapped faces, kicked shins, shoved groups of men until they fell down, then got together and laughed.”1

			Aboard a transport, Bogue saw in the distance that the Japanese Rising Sun flag had replaced Old Glory atop their former hillside base. The thousands of men crammed like cargo onto the ships included Bogue, Balchus, Ernie Koblos, Bruce Elliott, Gene Nielsen, Beto Pacheco, Roy Henderson, Mo Deal, Joe Barta, and Willie Smith. Some were shoved into the holds and left to sweat it out after the hatches were closed, while others were packed topside on decks so crowded men could not even sit down. The following day, May 25, the transports moved across the bay to a point just south of Manila opposite Nichols Field.

			There would be no easy debarking by pulling into the Manila docks. Instead, the ships anchored about a half mile offshore, where LST-type landing barges moved the POWs from the vessels to the beach and lowered their ramps for the men to exit. The water was anywhere from waist deep to eight feet, depending on where the ramps were dropped.2

			Gene Nielsen moved out onto the LST ramp and paused to gauge the water depth. Anyone who hesitated was jabbed with bayonets by Japanese guards, or had his head smashed with a rifle butt. They’re really enjoying this, Nielsen thought angrily. Mac McDole made it ashore with Smitty and Roy Henderson, where they were greeted by a horde of screaming soldiers.3

			Their clothes were soaking wet as they were made to march in columns four abreast, either barefoot or in squishing shoes filled with beach sand. The Americans and Filipinos were paraded down Dewey Boulevard, the bayfront main highway named after famous Admiral George Dewey, who sank the Spanish fleet in Manila Bay in 1898. Some Japanese soldiers rode vehicles to help herd their prisoners, while other guards were on horseback as they alternately walked, cantered, trotted, and walked again. The net effect kept Army veteran Francis Galligan off pace all day, forcing him to jog at times to keep from being stepped on by horses.4

			The men realized they were being marched through the streets of Manila as a propaganda maneuver for the Japanese to show off the crushed Allied military. The Filipino citizens felt pity, but those who rushed out to throw food to the marching prisoners were quickly beaten back by Japanese guards who drew sabers. The midday heat caused some men to fall out from dehydration, previous wounds, or sickness. McDole and Smitty tried to help carry some of the fallen as long as their energy held out, but the six-mile march took hours longer than it should have as the Japanese paraded their human prizes on a circuitous route through Manila. Dewey Boulevard soon ran red with blood as Japanese cavalrymen shot or ran sabers through those who stopped to rest on the curbsides.5

			Their destination, McDole learned, was the old Bilibid Prison, established in 1865 by the Spanish colonial government as the first national penitentiary of the Philippines. The correctional facility, originally known as Carcel y Presidio, was rumored to be the equivalent of America’s Alcatraz. The fact that the Americans and their fellow Filipinos were now being marched into this notorious prison spoke volumes to McDole: The Japanese considered them no better than the worst murderers, rapists, and thieves the jail was built to contain.

			*   *   *

			THOSE WHO SURVIVED the grueling march entered a seventeen-acre complex surrounded by solid mason walls. A guard tower stood at the center of Bilibid Prison, with cell blocks spreading out from the tower like spokes on a wheel. The sick and wounded were taken into a makeshift hospital area while the rest of Corregidor’s survivors were left outside. Water was available in the yard from only two faucets, from which the men had to wait in long lines to drink or fill their canteens.

			At least the first meal at Bilibid was an improvement. Each man received a baseball-size rice ball, with no meat or flavoring. During the previous two weeks, most men had survived on only one-third of a can of Carnation milk per day. Stocky Mac McDole had already shed quite a few pounds when he decided in the Bilibid prison yard to make a pact with Roy Henderson and Smitty. “What’s mine is yours, and what’s yours is mine,” they agreed. The marines pledged that they would share any water, food, or other supplies with one another as long as their prisoner of war ordeal should continue.6

			The Americans had little to do in the Bilibid prison yard but sit together, talking and singing as a cold rain fell that night. The men took cover within four ancient prison buildings, huddling next to those with blankets as rain leaked through the roofs. Their stay at Bilibid was short. On May 27, the Americans were awakened by guards who, screaming in Japanese, herded them into another long column and again hiked them through Manila toward a train depot. More sick and wounded dropped during the long march, but the local people once again lined the streets to pass goods to the prisoners: rice balls, lumps of brown sugar, and balutes (partially incubated chicken eggs).7

			The parade reached a Manila train depot during the late-morning hours and was lined up alongside a freight train. Doug Bogue estimated that each of the fifteen boxcars—only about one-third the size of those in America—could feasibly hold about forty men in close proximity, yet the Japanese brutally forced in a hundred men per steel car. With the prisoners packed so tightly that no man could move or even raise his arms, panicked shouting and screaming commenced as soon as the doors were slammed shut.

			McDole was fortunate. He was among the last shoved into his car, leaving him near the door. The heat quickly became suffocating and the screams so deafening that the guard in McDole’s car finally cracked the door enough to let some air in as the prisoners cursed him soundly. Smitty, McDole, and Henderson tried to fan air to the others packed farther in the car, but their efforts were in vain. Dozens of men in each boxcar passed out from the heat and soon began dying. Gene Nielsen—unable to sit or stretch out—felt like he was in an oven as the midday sun baked the train cars.8

			The train inched its way north from Manila toward the POWs’ next destination—Cabanatuan, a newly opened prison camp about sixty miles away on the Pampanga River. The journey took most of the day at slow speed, forcing the sweating men to relieve themselves as they stood shoulder to shoulder. The stench soon became unbearable. Fortunately, kindly Filipinos crowded near the railroad tracks at each village and threw rice balls, cookies, eggs, and bread into the open boxcar doors as the train rumbled slowly past. McDole managed to catch a large block of brown sugar, which he dutifully shared with Henderson and Smitty as part of their survival pact. Smitty in turn caught some rice bread, shared it with his two buddies, and passed the rest to other prisoners.

			That evening the train finally came to a jerking halt in Cabanatuan, where Japanese guards appeared, screaming and cursing at the delirious, excrement-covered prisoners. McDole received his first wound when a guard jabbed his bayonet deep into the left side of his back as he tried to exit his boxcar. As blood spurted from the incision below his rib cage, McDole angrily turned to attack the guard who had stabbed him. He was physically restrained by Smitty, who pulled him away.9

			“Your temper is gonna get you killed, Dole!” he snapped.

			McDole reluctantly joined the long march toward his next detainment area. Along the way, another prisoner tried to help by using a block of salt tossed to him by a caring Filipino villager. He lifted Mac’s shirt and wiped salt into the open gash to clean out the wound. Despite the pain, McDole was at least more fortunate than the 130 men estimated by Doug Bogue to have suffocated to death during the train ride.10

			The filthy procession of bloodied, stinking men stumbled northward through Cabanatuan along a nearly fourteen-mile route. They drank no water save what they could sneak from mucky brown ditches along the way. Once again, those who slowed to rest were kicked, beaten, and even murdered. The fifteen hundred men were allowed to sleep that night at an old school yard in which the Japanese placed a huge kettle to boil rations. Those who endured the long chow line each received a meager rice portion as the only meal of the day, although many simply gave up and declined to eat.11

			A heavy rain fell during the night. The water was a blessing for parched throats, but as the temperatures dropped, Mac McDole had to huddle under a blanket for warmth with Smitty as he nursed his throbbing back wound. Daybreak came with screaming, cursing, kicking guards and more marching. The Japanese rode in trucks while the sick, weary, and wounded POWs shuffled down the dusty road under an increasingly hot sun. Gene Nielsen, suffering greatly from thirst, noted at one point a large artesian well right alongside the road. Water flowed steadily from a ten-inch pipe, but the guards would not allow any Americans to drink from its basin or to fill their canteens. Hundreds of marching feet and overnight rain had turned the road to mud, and Nielsen watched as desperate men bent down and drank from the stagnant puddles.12

			Outside the city of Cabanatuan, the prisoners finally reached the gates of the newly opened camp, a rotting former Philippine army training camp with dilapidated barracks known as Cabanatuan Camp 3. The long hike had caused some men to fall out, but Nielsen admired the grit of one poor man who seemed determined to endure. Once inside, Gene saw the man lie down under a tree to rest, appearing tremendously relieved. He never awoke again.

			Encircled by an eight-foot barbed wire fence, the camp’s interior contained numerous rustic nipa huts built of palms, bamboo, and thatched roofs. The larger huts, roughly eighteen feet by fifty-five feet, could house between one hundred fifty and two hundred men while the smaller ones—about eighteen feet by forty feet—could hold a hundred each. All around the edges of the camp were guard towers, manned by Japanese soldiers armed with machine guns, rifles, and spotlights to prevent anyone from trying to escape to the distant mountains.

			Doug Bogue slept on the bamboo floor without a mat as water dripped from the leaky hut roof. His first meal in the new Cabanatuan prison compound was dirty rice and a thin soup that tasted like nothing but salty water. By morning, Bogue noticed several men in his hut had died from dysentery and malaria. His group was then marched another twelve-plus miles to a prison between Laur and Bongabong Stock Farm, while other work parties were sent out under armed guards to gather wood for the camp’s cooking fire. McDole waited in line near the two hefty black pots in order to receive a small portion of rice laced with the extra nutrition of bugs and worms. Bogue considered the daily ration, a weak cup of tea served with two half mess kits of rice per day, to be poor in quality and insufficient in quantity. The prevailing dysentery and malaria caused several deaths each day as work parties unloaded supplies for the Japanese, cleared rocks and debris, or gathered firewood. Those not assigned to work had little to do but sit around the compound, telling stories of their former home life as they sweated in the broiling tropic sun.13

			*   *   *

			BY MAY 30, the American and Filipino population at Cabanatuan Camp 3 had swelled to six thousand POWs. Untreated battle wounds festered, became infected by the unsanitary conditions and meager diets, and claimed more lives daily in alarming numbers.

			The few camp doctors could offer only the most primitive first aid to those suffering from pellagra, dengue fever, dysentery, malaria, beriberi, and scurvy. Mac McDole, Roy Henderson, and Smitty were fortunate enough to have a bottle of quinine pills Mac had smuggled with him from Corregidor, keeping them in better health than most as others around them succumbed during the first weeks at Cabanatuan. Doug Bogue benefited from medicine obtained at great risk by a daring few who slipped away from the guards to purchase goods from the Filipinos with pooled money.14

			The camp was the perfect breeding ground for all types of diseases. For toilets, the prisoners had “straddle trenches”—crude latrines dug about fifteen feet long, six feet deep, and several feet wide. A constant line of men waited their turn to squat over the trenches, but many of the sick simply could not make it in time and their bowels let loose. Each rainfall mixed human waste into the mud, further spreading filth and the ever-present humming swarms of green flies into nearby cooking areas.

			Joe Barta was put to work in the camp galley for two months. He enjoyed one little luxury of being able to take a bath each night from a five-gallon can of water, maintaining at least some hygiene while his comrades had only a river to bathe in when allowed. Marine Joe Dupont was assigned to a vegetable farm where at harvest time he watched the fruits of his labor go entirely to his Japanese captors.15

			The camp commandant, Lieutenant Colonel Masao Mori, organized his Cabanatuan prisoners into groups of ten to prevent escape attempts. At any hour, his guards could hold a roll call in which every member of the ten-man groups was required to be present. If anyone was missing, the other nine were subjected to torture or even execution. In one case witnessed by Doug Bogue, the “guilty” were four U.S. soldiers accused of trying to escape while on a work detail on May 30.16

			The Americans, who claimed they had become lost while foraging for food, were returned to camp, beaten severely, and hog-tied in such a manner that any movements caused near strangulation. They were left squatting in the prison yard for two days under a merciless sun while the Japanese forced local Filipinos who passed by the camp to beat the Americans with clubs and ax handles. The bloodied men begged for water, but no one was allowed to help them. On the third day, the guards ordered the prisoners to dig their own graves up on a small bank, while the rest of the POWs in camp were lined up to watch. After declining blindfolds and final cups of tea, the four accused were shot and crumpled into their shallow, fresh graves. A Japanese officer stepped forward and fired a final bullet into each head.17

			In mid-July, a prisoner lost his temper and got into a fight with a guard. For punishment, the Japanese cut off the man’s ears and nailed his hands to the camp gate. Each time guards passed through the gate, it would swing the poor man into a barbed wire fence, which cut repeatedly into his legs. He was left nailed to the fence for three days without food or water before he was removed and buried in a trench. McDole, Smitty, and Henderson heard from the men assigned to the burial detail that the victim was still breathing as dirt was shoveled on top of him.18

			The horror of such executions—coupled with sun exposure, thirst, disease, and starvation—caused many men to lose the will to live. The fair-complected suffered the most from excessive sunburn. Joe Dupont’s hot, sweaty underarms became covered with pus-filled tropical ulcers the men came to call “Guam blisters.” Insufficient food caused bodies to shrivel until some men resembled walking skeletons, their tight skin stretched over protruding bones. McDole could soon look at a man’s face and tell whether he would live much longer. Those who had given up hope wore a dim expression about their eyes, and they usually did not survive many days longer. Men with a certain burning glow in their eyes still had the will to live.

			Gene Nielsen was most troubled by the lack of sufficient food. He had watched friends die at Cabanatuan, and his gnawing hunger made him consider eating the local vegetation. Having read how cows lived off the many minerals in grass, Nielsen picked the greenest blades near water sources but found they tasted like straw and were impossible to choke down. He next began sampling leaves plucked from a small tree, just small bites at first. It’s not good, but it’s not too bad, he thought. It has a little bit of a citrus flavor to it.19

			He ate tiny bites of a leaf and waited to see whether it had any adverse effects on his body. Within days, he progressed from a quarter leaf to a half leaf and finally an entire leaf. Soon he was picking handfuls of leaves and eating them. The local trees gave him something to add to his meager rice-and-soup diet, but Nielsen was concerned as he watched the growing number of Americans falling deathly ill with malaria, dysentery, and other tropical ailments.

			Smitty noticed that Japanese guards periodically entered camp looking for stronger prisoners to assign to special work details. Willing to assume any opportunity that would take him away from the hell of Cabanatuan, he recognized his chance in July when he heard rumors that the Japanese were looking for healthy men for a special project. Smitty quizzed the American officers to see how he could volunteer. When the work detail list was posted
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