Thiswill beanarrative of certain eventsthat transpired near theend of World Wer II. Prior
to that discussion, however, | decided it might be prudent to expand somewhat on those
events. They might beof interest to thereader in order to give someinsght into the "Big
picture’ surrounding theevents.

InJduly, 1944, | reached the fulfillment of approximately a year and a half of trainingasan
aviation cadet in what wasthen known asthe "V5" program. During that month | received a
commissionasan Endgn inthe United States Navy and the coveted "Wingsof gold". | was
now an officer and a gentlemanas wel asanava aviator!! Upon graduation|, dong with
severd other newly minted aviators, received ordersto the Nava Air Station (NAS)
Jacksonville, FHorida, to train as fighter pilots. Wewould beflyingthe F4U Corsair. What
more could we young 20 year old whippersnappersask thanthat! Glory be. After all the
grueling ground school, and athletic programs and flying everything from Piper Cubsto
Ydlow Perilsand SNJ's and swilling all that rotgut boozein Kansasand Texasand chasing
broadsinto and out of every bar in Hutchinson and Wichita, Kansas and Corpus Christi,
Texas AT LAST we weregoingto fly something that just might get usinvolvedin that big
bed war. Five of uscaught atrainto Floridathe day after graduation. (I will skip someof the
morelurid detailsof that trip -just let it be said that we were dlowed seven daysto get to
Jacksonvilleand we stopped for three days in New Orleansto visit the zoos and museums
and stuff. Ahem).

At NAS Jacksonvillewe were sent to auxiliary NAS Green Cove Springs, about 40 miles
south of Jax. Therewefive wereintroduced to a Marine Captain who hed just recently
returned from atour of duty inthe Solomon Idands. Hewasto be our ingtructor. | still
remember thefirst meeting we had with him. 1t went likethis: "Listen up, hot shots. So you
snot nosed kids wanna be fighter jocks? Well during the next three monthsyou do exactly
what | tell yatodo. Shut up and listen. When | say jump, you say how far, Cgp? WhenI'm
donewithya, ydl will beabletofly that Corsair like you waswearin' it. Remember, fellas,
the bad guys on the other side shoot redl bullets. It ain't likeshootin' at atarget deeve. You
gotta fly better thanthem guysor kiss your ass goodbye. Now heré's a handbook on the
arrplane. Whenyou're donereadin’ it lemme know. Thenyou can gofly thesurnbitch. Got
it???" What took placeduring our training at Green Cove Springsmugt wait to betold
another day. Upon completion, in November, 1944, wewere sent to NAS Glenview, Illinais,
wherewe qudified as carrier pilotsby performing eight landingsand takeoffson the USS
Wolverine- aconverted old merchant ship fitted with an aircraft carrier deck.

After carrier check out thefiveof usreceived ordersto NAS Los Alamitos in Californiato
join what was known as a" Replacement” squadron awaiting further assgnment to an active
sguadron. Thereweflew F6F Hellcatsin order to keep theedge on our flying skills. Infact,
in January, 1945, we qualified on ared aircraft carrier by makingeight landingsand takeoffs
onacarrier saillingoff the coast of Cdifornia We wereanxioudy waitingto becalled up to
ared livesquadron. In February, 1945, we got thecdl!! Don Budgeand | got ordersto
report to the CO at NAS North Idand in San Diego to determineour fitnessto beassignedto
anair group. (I lost track of what happenedto the other threeguys,) Wereportedto

the Officer of the Day at North Idand and weretold to meet with Commander Strong,
skipper of Bomber Fighting Squadron Eighty-Five(VBE-85) on the USS Shangri-La. We
met him, hefelt usto be surewere warm and we then were given ordersto beattached to his
sguadron. We wereto leavefor Pearl Harbor in afew days. We were assigned quarterson
theshipinthe Junior Officersarea, unpacked our gear and preparedfor lifein thereal world!



The USS Shangri-La, a45 thousand ton long-hull Essex classaircraft carrier, knownin the
fleet as CV38, waslaunched on February 24,1944. Allow, for amoment, your memory to
returnto April 18, 1942. That wasthedatethat Lt. Col. James Doolittleled sixteen Army
Air Corps B-25 medium range bombersfrom the deck of theaircraft carrier Hornet (CV8) to
bomb Tokyo, Osaka, Kobe and Nagoyain retaiation for the Japanese attack on Pearl

Harbor. Thisgtriketook placein order to provide awell needed morale boost to the natives
back inthe US  After theraid had been carried out President Franklin Roosevelt announced
to the world that theflight had originated from a secret base know as " Shangri-La'. Thusthe
name assignedto CV38,

Within days after the launch of Shangri-Lashetook aboard her first complement of aircraft
and flight personnd. Thiswas Carrier Air Group Eighty-Five(CAG-85) commanded by
Cdr. Wallace Sherrill. CAG-85 consisted of four squadrons. A Fighting Squadron (VF-85)
flying FAU Corsairs, a Bomber Fighting Squadron (VBF-85) dso flying F4U Corsairs, a
Torpedo Squadron (V' T-85) flying TBF Avengersand a Bomhbing Squadron (VB-85) flying
SB2C Héelldivers. Theair group flew numerous practice missionsduring the Shangri-Las
shakedown cruiseinthe Atlantic. Followingthe shakedown cruise, and undergoing minor
repairsat the Norfolk Navy Yard she wasordered to proceed to North Idand in San Diego
Cdlifornia. It wasduring thisstay in San Diego that Don and | joined the squadron. Theship
left San Diego on February 7,1945 and arrived in Pearl Harbor on February 13. For the next
eight weeks she cruised the Hawaiian waterswhere she trained severa air groupsin carrier
operations. CAG-85wasdetached and sent to NAS Barbers Point for training.

A few wordsabout the FAU Corsair. The Corsairsflown by CAG-85 were mostly F4U-1D's
built by the Chance VVought Divisionof United Corporation. Also, the sameaircraft was
built by The Goodyear Corporation with the designation FG-1D. Thiswasa hot, 400+

knot aircraft designed to counter the Japanesefightersand to replacethe FAF Grumman
Wildcat. Becauseof the enormoussizeof itsthree bladed propeller, it was built with
inverted gull wingsin order to givethe prop sufficient clearance from the ground. It had a
long, extended nose to house a 2000 horsepower, 18 cylinder Pratt & Whitney engine. The
Corsair had originally been designed and built for usein aircraft carrier operations. When
they werefirst deliveredto thefleet it was discoveredthat they had some "odd-ball" landing
characteristicsdueto the high propd ler torque and the long nose which madelanding onthe
carrier difficult. TheMarine Corpsthentook delivery of the Corsairsin order to replacethe
F4F's thenin use by the Marines. The Navy settled on the Grumman F6F's to beitsfirst line
fighter. However, inlate 1943, by correcting thetorque problem, adding atail hook and
allowingfor the ability to fold the wings, the Navy started assigning them to some of its
carrier based squadrons. Armament on the Corsair consisted of six 50 caliber machineguns,
threein each wing, abomb rack to carry 1000 pound bombsand 8 rocket racks, four under
eachwing, tocarry 5inch"Tiny Tim" rockets. There were afew F4U-1C's attached to VF85
with four 20MM gunsin place of the 50 cdibers.

VBF-85 was a squadronwith a complement of approximately sixty pilots, aviation
maintenancepersonnel and administrative staff. 1t was commanded by Cdr. Birney Strong, a
veteranof two previoustoursof duty inthe Pacific. Hewasaquiet, but al business

+ Annapolisgraduatewho was strictly "By the book". The second in command wasthe
Executive Officer, Lt. Cdr. "Tex" O’Neil, a big, tall, raw boned Texan who was " Oneof the
boys", and had a previoustour of duty aswell.



A squadron of aircraftis broken downinto divisons. A divison consstsof two sectionsof
two aircraft per section. The division leader isaso a section leader and hasan aircraft flying
on hiswing, either theleft or right wing depending on circumstances. The leader of the
second sectionflieson thelead aircraft's other wing and he, in turn, hasan aircraft on his
outboard wing. Think of aV with oneleg longer thantheother. Onamisson, whilein
combat operations, there are many divisionscomprising astrikeforce. Usudly from severd
carriersinthefleet. Whileat NAS Barbers Point during training exercisesthe same situation
holdstrueexcept here we dedlt with just personnd withinasquadron. Divisonsfly asa
group and therecould be severd divisionsflying together on asmulated misson. Practices
consisted of shooting at target deevesor bannerspulled by asingleaircraft, or

bombing, strafing or rocket firing at targetson the ground. | wasassigned asa wingman to
Lt. jg. Roy "Judge' Bean, my sectionleader. Judge professed to be a descendant of theold
time Texasjudgethat was considered to bethe"Law west of the Pecos'! Judge wasa greet
guy, very patient with meat first, a struggling newcomer to the squedron. 1learned alot
from him that helped a great dedl in the comingdays. The skipper aso occasiondly had one
of usnew guysfly on hiswing to make sure we knew what we were doing. (Asasideissug, |
wasflying on the skipper's wing thetime | was unableto releasea bomb over thetarget
whilein combat operationsand had to bringit aboard when | landed. HewasNOT a happy
camper on that occason!) (What's a moronic, imbecilic chowderhead??)

On April 10,1945, CV38 left Pearl Harbor and on April 20, shejoined thefleet asa part of
Carrier Task Force58. Thefifth fleet was commanded by Adm. Raymond Spruance and
Task Force 58 was commanded by Adm. Mark Mitscher. On May 27 that situation changed.
Thefifth fleet becamethethird fleet commanded by Adm. "Bull" Hasey, and Task Force 58
became Task Force 38 commanded by Adm. John McCain who chose the Shangri-L ato be
hisflagship. (Adm. McCain's grandson, John McCain isoneof the current senatorsfrom
Arizona). On April 26, 1945 | participated on my first combat misson, a strike on theidand
of Okinawa.

Now fast forward to August 13,1945. We reported to the pilots reedy roomfor briefing. A
divisonled by Lt. Dick Demott was instructed to lead a" Fighter sweep” on a segplanebase
on Lake Kasamagaura, Severa other divisionswere briefed for dispatch to other targets. My
memory is hazy asto Demott's wingman but | would beflying on Judges wing asusud. A
fighter sweep involved theaircraft being fully armed with 50 cdiber anmunitionand, on
occasion, fiveinch rocketscarried beneath each wing. For thisflight we carried ammo only
for our six 50 caliber machineguns. This meant the action would be confined to strafing.
We weretold to do as much damage aspossibleto aireraft, trucks, buildings, and to cause
sufficient damage to makethefacilitiesinoperable.

We made normal deck takeoffs, joined up and headed for thetarget. Arrivingover a
segplane baseon the lake we circled once at about 5000 feet to get afed for targets. There
wereaircraft tied up at a dock onthelake, many aircraft parked on the ground, many
buildings, and numeroustrucksand automobiles. Dick announced ontheradio, "Let's go get
‘em” and proceeded bring thedivisionabout four or five milessouth of thetarget area. Then
he pushed over followed by his wingman, Judge Bean and me. We dlowed about a hundred
yards between each of usin order alow ample room to pick targetsand to insure the safety of
each of theguysinfront. | turned thegun switcheson, armed the 50's, and put my finger on
thetrigger onthefront of thecontrol stick | weatched the three guysin front blasting avay at



targets, then lined the "Pipper" on my electric gunsight onto a row of aircraft on the ground,
and squeezed thetrigger letting loosea tremendousblast of fire power and watched asarow
of aircraft blew gpart. Pulling up after my run | followed the rest of the guysorhiting the
target areato come around and make another pass. We did thissevera times, blowing up
buildings, aircraft, trucks, etc. 1t gppeared during eachr un that there was no activity on the
ground. | saw no personnd. It wasalittlelike shootingtin canson afence. On about the
fifth or sixthrun Dick said "Ammo" over theradio. Wedl answered "Plus’ so he said "Well
makeone more, then get the hell outahere. Let'sgoinflat thistime. Useitall up, guys'.

We came around for another pass. Of course, | wasflying "Tail-end Charli€", which, if
there was firing from the ground meant that thisisarather precariousposition when going in
low. Thegunnerson the ground can line up their gunson the first threeand blow "Charlie’
out of thear!! We went in thistimeright on the treetops. | remember lining up on what
gppeared to bea barracksor large building. As| peered throughthe gun sight at atarget |
saw, drifting dowly up fromthe ground, orangedashes. | thought ohmygod, tracers. (It's
amazing watchingtracersfired from machine guns. They just seemto drift lazily. When
shooting at target leevesduring training | wasawaysawed by thelook of tracer bullets
drifting away from my aircraft. Actually, when using tracersonly about every tenth bullet
hasthe characteristicsto be atracer, so it doesn't ook likea water hose, just dow, orange
dashesinthesky.) They werefloatingup in front of me, and about the time | was sure what
they werel heard aloud explosion somewherein the front of my aircraft. | knew I'd been
hit, but didn't know where. | firewalled thethrottleand started asteep climb. My intention
wasto get as much atitudeas possible and head for the shoreline hoping if | could get far
enough of f the beach, and my engine stayed together, | might havea chanceof rescue. Asl
went through about four thousand feet | glanced at the engineinstrumentsand discovered, to
my horror, that the oil pressure gage read zero. | pushed the nose over to a straight and level
position at about thetimethe enginefroze. | mean FROZE. It just stopped abruptly like
some unseen hand reached up and grabbed the prop and held it! | grabbed the mikeand said
“I'm hit". Judge said "Hang on, we seeyou." At that very instant in timel hadto make an
immediatechoice. Jump or ditch. | wasnow over Lake Kasamagauraat about three
thousand feet but sinking fast. It took me a fraction of a second to determinethat floating
downin aparachuteover hostile territory with guys on the ground with guns made no sense
whatsoever. | decided to ditchinthelake. | saw asmall curl of smokedriftingup fromthe
far shorelineand noted thewind direction. | made abig circular turn into the wind,
straightened the aircraft out, droppedtheflaps (I had residual hydraulic power in despite of
no engine power) and prepared to land. (Needlessto say, | didn't touchthe landing gear
handle)) Astheaircraft neared the water | eased back on the stick, the nose came up dightly,
she scooted along dightly above the water for about twenty yards, thetail Sarted to drag a bit
and then she went kerplop and came to an immediatestop in the water and silently floated.

| unhooked the catch on my safety belt and threw off the shoulder harness. | yanked the radio
cableout of my helmet and started to stand up in the cockpit. Theaircraft, with agurgle
dropped benesth me and sank. Whileflying, the pilot sitson acombinationof his parachute
and, attached to the ‘chute, aone-man liferaft. Whiletreading weter after the aircraft sank, |
did out of the parachute harnessand grabbed the 'chute and life raft beforeit beganto drift
away. (Theonetypeof trainingapilot never preparesfor isa parachutejump and aforced
landing - for obviousreasons. It's gotta beright the first time!) Also, | never trainedfor the
activity associated with detaching the raft from the 'chute. 1t wasabit of astruggle. | was
trying to stay afloat with al my gear on and, at the sametime, try to figure out



how to separatethetwo. | managed it, then looked for the little carbon dioxide bottle that
would inflatetheraft. | found thetoggle, pulledit and the CO2 cartridge, withaloud hissing
sound, and inflated the raft. Now | had to get inthe damnthing! Ancther struggle. Try, fully
clothed, including ajump suit, large high topped shoes, a shoulder harnesswith asidearm,
gettingintoalittletiny raft which sitshigh onthe water fully inflated! | finally madeit, my
butt parked firmly in the bottom of theraft and my legshangingover thesides. I'mnow in
themiddle of alakein Japan, aone, with nowhereto go. | looked around, noted thetree
lined shore with buildingsscattered hereand there, and, in thedistance, the remnantsof a
segplane basethat was still smoking. It suddenly dawned on methat I'd belate for chow on
thisday! | suddenly heard aircraft overhead and, glancing up, noted three Corsairscircling.
These guys stayed around and orbited mefor ahaf-hour or so, then | noted aflight of four
more Corsairs gppear on the scene. Thethreefiom my recent flight zoomed over me and
wagged their wings, then disappeared off to the East. My moradetook a big boost at this
point and | realized that there might be apossibility of being rescued inthelake. (I found out
later, after rejoining the squadronthat a scout-observationaircraft had been warmed up ready
to go when hewascalled off becauseof the danger of tryingto land on a hostilelake to make
arescue. That aircraft, like other similar aircraft, wasone of many OS2U's stationed on
heavy cruisers and battleshipsin thefleet used for scouting and rescue missions.)

Theenemy waslobbing what | believe were 40MM shells toward mefiom the beach. There
weren't alot of them but enough to make mea bit agitated. Therewould be an explosion
severd yardsaway fiom my raft and a geyser of water would blow out of theexplosion.
Then another minute or so later on the other sideof my raft. Then another aminute or so
later. It wasasif they were bracketing me. | was somewhat concernedthat perhapsthe next
onemight beadirect hit! Thiscontinued for ahalf hour or so then stopped. During thistime
the guys orbiting me would periodically make a passat the shore batteries and strafethem
which I'm surehelped cam the situation. On the other hand | had some trepidationthat it
might makethem madder!! The corsairs hung around for, I'd say, acouple of hours. Then
they made alow pass, waved and wagged their wingsand departed. | had seen no seaplanes
with US markings so it appeared rescue was out of thequestion. | wastruly alonenow. As
theafternoonwore on and no rescue attempt was made | was convinced that my dayswere
surely numbered. When we werebriefed prior to missionswe had been told that therewere
no known prison campsin Japan and that, therefore, being shot downwould, in al
probability, be bad for our hedth!

Asthe sun dropped lower and it becamea most dusk, | heard the sound of amotor boat
approaching fiom the shore near the segplanebase. | squinted toward the shoreline and saw
what appearedto be a smal boat headedin my direction. Asit closed, | saw that it was what
| could best describeas asmall motor whale boat. Therewere four occupantsin the boat.

L ocated on the bow was one of the occupants manning what appeared to meto beathirty
caliber machinegun. Theboat beganto circleme. Asit continued, the occupant manning
themachine gun kept it trained directly at me. 1t crossed my mind that, at any second, he
could openfireand it would all be over. They madeseverd orbitsaround me, and it
suddenly dawned on methat maybethey wanted meto disarm. | was wearing ashoulder
harnesswith a 38 caliber revolver over my chest. | carefully reached up, took the pistol out
of the holster and dropped it overboard. Withthat, the boat dowly came up dongsideof my
raft and they assisted meinto their boat. Aswe headed for shore therewasacontinuous
unintelligible babble emanatingfiom the soldiers. (They all had khaki uniformson with
funny little khaki hats) We pulled up to the dock, they assisted me out of their boat, and a



group of soldiersgrabbed me and tied my handsbehind my back and blindfolded me. Witha
soldier on each arm they led meinto some sort of building. | heard a door open and close and
they pushed me down onto thefloor and it felt asthough | wasin acorner.of the building.
They continued jabbering among themselves and for thetime being, left meaone. Except at
one point, one of them made a chopping motion at the back of my neck and said, "Cut, cut."
Thisdid nothing whatsoever to calm my nerves!!

They stuffed sdlty, dry biscuitsin my mouth which weredifficult to chew and swallow. |
wasdying for somewater, and when | said, "Water", | was greeted by a giff kick intheribs.
Asthehoursdragged on, | occasionaly dozed off to deep, then awokewitha start to redlize
thegtuation | wasin. What must have been the next morning | wastaken out and put into
some sort of motorized conveyance still blindfolded with my handstied behind my back.
After driving for what seemed an hour or so we arrived at what apparently wasatrain
gation. | could hear the soundsof locomotiveswith soundsof bellsand whistlesand the
huff-huff of the steam. | was taken into a building, the blindfold wasremoved and they put
me on thefloor outside of arow of offices. | asked for somewater and to betakento a
bathroom. They just laughed. But after several minutesanother guard cameover, untied my
handsand led meinto avery primitiverest room where, for thefirg time, | wasableto pee.
Then hetook me back and led meinto one of the offices wheretherewasa soldier seated at a
table and an empty chair facing him on the other side of the table. Thereweretwo soldiersin
theroom, each with arifleintheir hands. The man behind thetablesaid, "Sit. Give me your
name, serial number and unit.” | did as| wastold and he opened alarge book that looked
like a telephonebook. He apparently found my name and announced that | graduated from
training in July of 1944. Hethen said, in perfect English, "I attended the University of
Southern California Do you know wherethat is?" | replied that | did and asked what he was
doing in Japan. He made a grunting noise and yelled something at the guardsand onethem
took hisrifleand belted me one acrossthe back. Then, the other soldier did the same. | think
they were having a contest to see who could hit the hardest. Apparently hedidn't like my
guestion! Heasked all sortsof stupid questionslike, "Wheresthefleet?? What wasyour
mission?? What kind of airplanewere you flying, etc., etc.”" | replied asbest | could telling
him | had no ideawherethefleet wasat that moment (Thetruth), about the seaplane baseand
theCorsair. Periodically, aguard belted me with hisrifle just for the hdll of it! The
guestioner made no attempt to stop him. It hurt, but there were no broken bones or other
damage.

When the USC grad got through with me, he ordered something to the guardsand they
promptly tied my hands behind my back and covered my eyeswith a blindfold. They took
me outside and we boarded atrainand took off. | don't remember how long we traveled but
when we arrived at our apparent destination we disembarked and got into another vehicle.
After driving for ashort period of time we got out, the guards led me into some sort of
building and into an office whereupon they removed my blindfold and untied my hands.
Standing before me wasan immense man. He had to be well over six feet tall and probably
weighed on the order of 300 pounds. Most of the Japanese I'd been ableto see up until now
were quiteshort in stature. Thisguy wasdefinitely an aberration. He waswearinga T shirt
and khaki pants. He had muscleson his muscles. He wore no hat. His har was short cropped
and he worethick glasses. He was one mean dude. Besides him there were a coupleof fully
uniformed and armed guardsin the room. He announced to me in somewhat broken English
that | wasnow at the Ofuna Prisoner of War Camp. Hdlduiah!!! My moralepromptly
jumped about a hundred points. Up until that very minute | wasreasonably surel'd be



killed. If onecan beeatedto bein aprisoner of war camp it sureas hell beststhe
dternative!! Hetold meto sit down at the tableand gave me a piece of paper and a pencil.
Hesaid, "Write down your name, serial number and squadron.” | picked up the pencil while
he stood behind me. Suddenly, without warning, he cuffed me dong side he head. He said,
"WRITE". | wrate. Then he cuffed medong the other sde of my head. Thenhe spoketo
one of theguards. The guard grabbed me by thear mand led me out, down along corridor to
another room, opened the door and threw meinto theroom. The room hed one small outside
window, asmdl openingin thedoor, alarge ma on the floor and nothingese. Theguard
carried what looked like a bamboo pale, about two inchesin diameter and four feet long. |
asked if | could have somewater. He yelled somethingin Japanese and proceeded to whack
me acoupleof timeswith hispole. Then heleft and dammed thedoor. | wasthirsty and
exhausted. | lay down onthemat and closed my eyes. Within minutesthe guard opened the
door, said "No liedown duringday. Only at night." With that he kicked me severd times
around thelower legsand in my ribs and belted me around the shoulders with his bamboo
pole. That didsmart!! | got themessage.

L ater that day, the door opened and another guard, whom | hadn't previoudy seen gavemea
bowl of what could passfor soup, and asmal cup of tea, then left. The"Soup” stunk pretty
bad, foodisfood. | foundout later it was bamboo root soup with pieces of fish floating
aroundinthestuff. | drank it. Then | drank thetea. | stood and paced the room and thanked
thegood Lord for still beingdive. | mugt say this: | have no ideahow the humanbrain
works, but it worksin wondrousways. When my aircraft enginequit | had my hands full
making sure | got myself and my aircraft down safely. | smply didn't havetimeto panic.

But from thetimel got into theraft until | arrived at Ofuna | had no fear whatsoever. This
may sound self-serving but | am convinced that the brain hasaway of accommodating super
stressful Stuations. | expected that | would die, yet acamnesstook over my psyche. Fear or
panic was not within the framework of my consciousness. | wasableto blot out thinking
beck, or thinking of home, or of family or loved ones. | never said, "Why me?' My mind
wassort of ablank. 1t smply adjusted itself to the situation. It'sredly difficult to explain.

Asdaknessfell inmy cell, (Therewere no electriclights), | felt likenow | couldfinaly lie
down. It was uncomfortablebut felt good. | fell adeepimmediately.

The next thing | knew was when a guard yanked open the door and gave me another bowl of
"Soup" and sometea. He left the soup and teaon thefloor and motioned for meto follow
him. Wewent down thecorridor, past other cdls, and he ushered meinto the"Toilet
facilities'. Now THAT wasasight to behold. It wasabsolutdly thefilthiest, most sinky
placel'd ever seeninmy life. Think of an old fashioned outhouse. He mationed for meto
climbasmall-ladder and | entered the!'Outhousg’. It consisted of about ten round holes cut
into a plank of wood. Thereonedid histhing. | found out later that benegth the holesand an
the ground leve there wasan opening that alowed the prisoners on duty each day to goin
and cdean out the "Stuff”. 1t was NOT theRitz-Carlton!!!! | went back to my cell and hed
"Breskfad".

Later inthemorning, all the cell doorswere opened and we wereableto walk outsde. There
were afew spartan benchesaround to sit on and the guysjust sort of milled around, some
sitting on the benches, somejust standingaround. | met some of the other prisonersand ran
into some guys from our ar group that had been shot down severa weeks earlier onaraid
over Kyushu: Pilots Ed Dixon and Dick Mann and ar crewman Bob Hanna. Dixon was



from my bomber fighter squadron and the other two werein the bomber squadronflyingthe
SB2C. Wethought they'd all beenkilled! (Thenext day John Dunn from VBF-85 arrivedin
Ofunahaving been shot down at the same seaplanebase as|!!) Many of the prisonerswere
in pretty bad physical condition, mostly from just plain bad nutrition. Beriberi was

prevaent in many of theguys. Thisdisease caused massiveswellingin theankles. There
were some guys who had been captured early in the war after thefall of Wakeldand!! There
were acouple of B29 crewsin the camp that were in extremely bad physical condition. The
29's had been fire-bombing Tokyo and these guys had parachuted into enemy territory and
had been captured by civilians. Beforemilitary personnd got involved, the civilians had
beaten them up petty good. The enemy military had saved their lives!

Mostly thetalk centered around discussion of food. \When you're extremely hungry
discussionof food becomesan overwhelmingpassion. | also heard several stories about
Gregory "Pappy" Boyington, the famed Marine fighter pilot who had been at Ofuna. He
had been workingin the kitchen but they caught him stealing food and kicked him out,
apparently moving him to another camp. Wewereall sureit wasjust a matter of time until
the end of thewar. They all knew about "The Bomb", having heard about it from somepilots
who had entered Of una after the bombs were dropped.

That night, | wasawakened by loud noisesoutside. | got up, looked out my window and saw
the headlightsof cars. Therewas much loud chatter going on. | had no ideawhat timeit
was, (The guysthat picked me up out of theraft had taken my wristwatch). But | think it was
late becauseit felt like I'd been adeep for awhile. Therejust seemed to be a huge
commotiontaking place. People scurryingall over theplace. Pretty soon it quieted down
and | lay back down and ti ed to dleep, wondering what had been goingon. Early the next
morning | found out.

At dawn, someoneraced up and down the corridors, opening all thecell doors. Weall stuck
our collective headsout the doorsand looked around waiting for the other shoeto drop. The
guy next to mesaid, "What the hell's going on?? | heard all that noiselast night. For
crisakes, maybethey're going to execute usall!t* Up and down the hall therewasatense
anxiety as each of the prisonerswastrying to figure out what was happening. A guard
appeared at theend of thelong hall. A guard that I'd never seen before. 1n broken Englishhe
said, "All prisoners, out in the courtyard immediately.” Wecomplied, and filed out into the
open courtyard awaiting we knew not what!! \We eyeballed each other lookingfor acertain
comfort in our mutua anxiety. A cadre of soldierssuddenly appeared from within the
administration building. There must have been a half dozen of them. They were unarmed,
whichwasarelief!! Aslong asthey weren't carrying riflesor machine gunswe guessed we
wereall safefor now!! Thesoldier that ppeared to bein chargesaid, in perfect English,
"Attention, al prisoners. We wish to announce that the Japanese government has
unconditionally surrenderedto the Allied Forces. Thewar isover. Wehave broughtina
new contingent of guardswho will now act as your benefactorsand will seethat you are
taken care of. We have beentold that therewill be United States aircraft flying over all
Japanese prison camps to makedrops of supplies. The main gate to the compound will be
opened and you may journey outside if you wish, Weask that you not contact any of the
local citizenry. Should you be approached by anyone, pleasejust ignorethem. You will be
kept advised of future developmentsasthey transpire” Therewas no shouting or celebration
among the prisoners. No shoutsof joy. No back dapping. No hugging. But lotsof tears of
relief. Some of the old timers smply sat down on the ground and sobbed. Most of usjust



stood therein disbdlief that it wasfinally over. | felt | wastheluckiest mandive. | had been
aprisoner for ameretwo days, while many, many othershad been therefor monthsand
some, for years. It wasatime of relief and thankfulness. Joy would come later.

Ofuna wasin avaley surrounded by hills. Sometimein the late afternoon we heard the roar
of anaircraft. Looking to the South we saw a B29 come over thetop of the hill. Asit
approached the camp we could see the bomb bay doors open. Suddenly we could seea
crewmankicking out some huge packages. The packageshad parachutesstreaming behind
them but the aircraft was too low for the 'chutesto open. The packages hit the ground and
burst into small piecesscattering for twenty or thirty yardsbeyond. Therewere"C" rations
"K" rations, cigarettes, candy bars, and medica supplies - al sortsof suff. It was
everywhere. We pounced on the stuff, tryingto separateit and put it in some semblanceof
order. It turns out that someone had painted a huge sign on theroofs of the barracks saying
"PO W". Thustheair dropperswereableto locate us. But thisturned out to be one of the
most dangeroussevera days of my captivity!! B29's flying in, bomb bays open and guys
kicking out these supplies. Every timewe heard an airplaneweall ranfor cover. These
packages were dropping everywhere. Some went through the roofs of the barrackscreating
havoc inside the building, scattering Stuff al over the place and knocking downwalls. A lot
of the packages dropped wdll outside the compound into therice paddieswhereit was arace
between the prisonersand the populace living in farm housesnear our camp. It wasa zoo!!
But we started to eat pretty good again - even "' C" rations beat bamboo root soup! Thiswent
on for severd days until somehow the B29 pilots got the message, increased their
adtitudedlowing the ‘chutes to open on the drops.

Around thefirg part of September, | don't remember the exact date, abunch of prisoners
were standing around or sitting on benchesdiscussingthe palitica climatein Aurangabad. |
wastakingto aguy who cameto Ofuna about the sametime | arrived. His namewas L uther
Johnson and he had been arear seat gunner onan SB2C dive bomber attached to the USS
Bennington. Inaraid on anindustrid complex in Northern Japan hisaircraft washit by anti-
aircraftfire. Hispilot tried to make an emergency landingin afield but in so doingtheir
plane crashed, killing the pilot. Luther got out and ran into some brush intimeto avoid being
captured by some civilianfarmers. For acouple or three weeks, he couldn't remember how
long, he was ableto hideduring daylight hoursand comeout at night to try to find food and
water. He was pretty much unsuccessful, but was ableto find water and found berriesto eat
which gave him amodicum of nourishment. During the day, farmers were looking for him
with clubs and pitchforksand hefelt that the only way to survivewould beto find some
military typesto whom he could surrender. He was reasonably sure that wouldn't necessarily
save hislife, but anything would begt getting captured by a bunch of civilians. Hefound his
way into asmall village one night, looked into wheat gppeared to be atavern and glimpsed a
couple of uniformed men. He waked into the place, walked up to the uniformsand
announced that he would liketo surrender. Needlessto say, thetwo guys were completely
flabbergasted. Herewas adisheveled whitemanin ataverninatiny littlevillageaskingto
surrender!!  Both the soldierswerewearing side arms so L uther waan't redl surethey
wouldn't shoot him onthe spot. But they took him down the street to what gppeared to
Luther to beapolice stationand put himintoacell. The next day severa military types
showed up and took him to Ofuna.

While Luther and | weretalking abig stake truck pulled up just outsidethe main gate of the
compound. We stood transfixed whilea bunch of guys clambered off the back of thetruck.



It turned out that they were members of the press. Some werecarrying cameras, somejust
notebooksand they started taking pictures and talking to some of the prisoners. One guy
came up to Luther and me and asked if wed mind posing with acoupleof guardsasif we
were leaving the compound and being bowed to by the guards. Wedid that and discovered
later that the moviefilm and picture appeared throughout the USA and hit every mgor
newspaper in the country!!

On September 2,1945 severd trucks carrying US military personnel showed up. They
announced that wewould all be transportedto Atsugi airport to await further disposition. We
all jumped aboard the trucks and headed out. Arriving at Atsugi wediscoveredit wasa
madhouse of people, trucks, automobiles, tanks, and various and sundry " Stuff”. Thefive of
us from CAG 85 stuck together and I'm afraid my memory is hazy asto how the next event
transpired. | recall we were sitting together on the ground and a pilot, Frank Boyer, showed
up. | had not known Frank previoudy but he announced to usthat hewasa VT pilot from
the Shangri-Laand wastold to fly to Atsugi and find thefive guysfrom the Ofuna prison
camp and bring 'em back. We all waked over to his TBM and somehow, to thisday | dontt
know how, we al five managed to get into that aircraft. Hetook off and flew to the ship
offshoreand landed. We all five were greeted by the ship's Captain, our skippersand all
sortsmany, many other membersof theair group and ship's company. We were escorted
downto the wardroom and there we were served a huge, sumptuousmed. | don't recall what
it was, but followingthe mea each of us dashed for the head and threw it all up!!!

The next day the entire complement of personnel attached to CAG-85 weretransferredto a
CVL, knownasa"Jeep" carrier. Thesmal carrierswere being used inthe so called "Magic
carpet” fleet returning membersof the military back to the US. We were on our way

home! !
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