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I went to the University of Iowa in 1935 and 
joined the Army ROTC. I joined ROTC because 
I needed the money. You had to take two years of 
ROTC back then at the University of Iowa. After 
two years of ROTC we got two hours of credit (for 
five hours of work in ROTC) and $7.00 a month. 
That paid my room rent. I enjoyed ROTC. 

I changed my major from Liberal Arts to 
Business. Accordingly, I couldn’t get enough hours. 
I took 18 or 20 hours for the next three semesters 
but I lacked four hours. The Thompson Act had 
a program in which you could go in competition 
for your Army commission. From there I went 
up to Fort Snelling, Minnesota, on that deal. But 
I still went on, and under the Thompson Act I 
didn’t have to graduate. I came back from being a 
prisoner of war and completed my four hours and 
got my degree. That’s where I stand on my degrees.

After the war, I went to Law School and became 
a lawyer. So I went back into the Army as a lawyer 
after having been in the infantry in the Philippines. 

While in the Philippines, they asked for infantry 
observers. They took two people out of each 
regiment, and only two in my regiment could pass 

the physical. I was one of them, so I became an 
aerial observer. We were at Clark Field at that time. 
Before the war started we went down to Nichols 
Field. 

I crashed up in the mountains over unexplored 
territory. I was just up there to fire the gun I had 
in the back as an observer at a towed target pulled 
by another plane. At about 6:00 in the morning 
and as we were ready to take off this tow target 
plane came in. Carpenter (the pilot) says, “Well, 
let’s go on up and fool around.” So we got up and 
fooled around, and I see a mountain on the left, 
a mountain on the right and a mountain straight 
ahead. And I was thinking I hope he’s been here 
before, because I didn’t know where we were going. 
He never said a word to me but all of a sudden the 
right wing hit something and catches fire. And we 
go in. Fortunately, he didn’t dive in, he flew it in. 
The plane caught fire. I hit my head on the radio in 
front of me. I was bleeding like a stuck hog. I was 
stunned a little bit. I knew there was a fire and had 
better get out of this thing. I had my parachute on 
and I heard the pilot say, “Go out the back way. Go 
out the back way!” He couldn’t get out. I only had a 
small amount of space between the top of the plane 
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and my radio. I didn’t think he could get out. I got 
out and he put his arms through and I put both 
feet against the fuselage and pulled and it didn’t 
give. I said, “Get your parachute off and I’ll get 
mine off because I can’t pull you through the hole 
with the parachute on.” So he took his off, I put my 
hands in his and put my feet back up against the 
fuselage. I pulled him completely out of the plane 
and he landed right on top of me on the ground. 
The pilot had burned his feet and his ears and his 
face from the fire.

The mountainous terrain behind us in the 
direction of Clark Field was straight up. He wanted 
to go over that and I said, “No, no, no, we can’t do 
that. It is 100 feet high in the jungle. It’s unexplored 
territory.” I said we are going to the stream down 
to level ground. So we started downstream. This 
was early in the morning. Fortunately, the water 
was only around hip deep most of the time. 

Well, we continued to walk until almost dusk out 
there in the water. My face was all bloodied. We 
still continued walking on down the trail way, and 
Carpenter said, “Oh, I’ve got sand in my shoes.” 
His feet were burned, but he thought it was sand 
in his shoes and needed to stop. A Filipino soldier 
showed up and he was surprised to see that we 
were alive. He brought horses up with the so-called 
ambulance paddle to hold you in. They put us on 
those. We went down the trail for I don’t know how 
far on those horses. It was quite a ways.

They had established a base camp, and they got 
us down to where the ambulances were, and they 
took us on into the hospital. We got in there about 
1:00 AM. I said, “I’m going home.” All I had was 
a cut on my forehead. And they said, “No, you’re 
not going home. You have to stay in the hospital.” I 
got up the next morning and I could hardly move. 
I was stiff and sore all over. I thought, “Boy, I’m 
glad I’m here.” That was the only big incident that 
occurred while I was an aerial observer there at 
Fort Stotsenburg. It was an artillery post. Before 
that I had been at an infantry post down at Fort 
McKinley out of Manila.

So I continued on my duties there and we were 
flying a transport down to Nickles Field just out 
of Manila. We were supposed to fly at night and 
we always reported an unusual number of lights 
coming on down there as we were flying around 
looking, we could never spot where they were. 

We never got them spotted. Of course we had to 
just assume that something was going wrong and 
finally we got this call in bed about 2 or 3:00 in the 
morning.

“Report to the squad room right away; the 
Japanese have attacked Pearl Harbor.” I said, “Oh, 
no! Turn the radio on.” So we turned the radio on. 
It was either December 6 or December 7 maybe in 
the Philippines. Everybody was reporting to the 
squad room and their planes and so forth.

About two or three days before we had 
a message; whether or not it was from The 
Department of State, Department of the Army, or 
the Chief of Staff, I have no idea. But the message 
said that the Japanese Ambassador to the U.S. had 
left Tokyo on two hours notice. He was sent over 
to make peace. He comes to the United States with 
no concrete proposals for peace whatsoever. His 
mission in the United States is to stall for time. Be 
on the alert.

The USS Houston (a cruiser) moved on out of 
Manila Bay, and we stayed with our airplanes. I 
never understood what happened. Since that time 
I have learned that the message was never sent 
to Hawaii. If that message had gone to Hawaii, I 
wouldn’t have been a prisoner of war.

The following evening I had a call from the G-2 
of the Air Force. He said, “We want you to go to 
the airfield and refuel and go straight to Lingayen 
and report what’s going on. We have rumors that 
the Japanese are coming into the Lingayen Gulf.” 
Lieutenant Lang was my pilot and he was supposed 
to get me there. But we got lost and went back to 
Nichols Field. I called the G-2 and told him what 
had happened. The pilot was lost, so I was lost too, 
but I wasn’t in charge of that detail. So the G-2 
said, “Alright. Refuel your plane, fly straight to 
Lingayen and when you run out of gas, jump.” So 
I told the squadron commander that these were 
my instructions. I didn’t know what he would say, 
and I had no idea whether I should do that kind 
of crazy thing. He said maybe try for the air field 
close by over by Stotsenburg. So we took off and 
we circled twice. I got my report and said there 
were about five ships there. I said there were two 
transports and what looked like two submarines 
and one destroyer. But I didn’t see any activity like 
people unloading from ships or sea personnel.
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We headed back for Clark Field. We made 
Clark Field and saw all of those burning B-17s 
that had been bombed and strafed. All we saw 
was four motors and a tail section. When Brady, 
the G-2, first briefed me, he was just so angry and 
so upset. He says, “When this thing happened 
at Pearl Harbor, I called the General (I assume 
MacArthur because he didn’t say which one) and 
told him, “Have those B-17s loaded and ready to 
go to Taiwan right away. And he said, “No, no. no. 
We’re going to let them hit us first.” Oh, my God, 
how they hit us. And of course, they got the B-17s 
on the ground and some of the pilots got off. In any 
event, that was the beginning of the war.

Then I got a message to call into Clark Field. 
They said to wait awhile; they were going to 
have me do something else. So they called me at 
Stotsenburg, and told me they wanted me to take 
off over to Cabanatuan Airfield, leave them a 
message and fly straight back. So we delivered it 
and headed back to Nichols Field. We got about 40 
or 50 miles, something like that, and 
I said to the pilot that we had a bunch 
of Japanese planes back there strafing 
us. The pilot asked what I wanted to 
do. He asked if I wanted to go up in 
the clouds and hide out or go low and 
straight to Manila. I said, “Let’s go 
straight to Manila. Keep it low and 
go as fast as we can and get there.” 
That old plane we were in couldn’t last very long 
and I knew we couldn’t stay in the clouds. He did 
that, and as we got in closer he went up in the air 
and got over McKinley and Nichols Field. A bullet 
went right between my legs. And I said, “By God, 
the Japanese have taken this place since I’ve been 
gone.” I’d been gone since 6:00 that morning and 
this was now evening. 

All of a sudden the motor stopped and the pilot 
said, “Ouch!” He told me, “I’m gone. You’re out!” 
So I was hanging on, and they were still shooting 
at us. I had to turn loose because there was no 
way to get back in the plane. I was looking to see 
where the thing was on the parachute that you’re 
supposed to pull. We started losing altitude I 
pulled the rip cord just as soon as I cleared the 
plane. Hell, they started shooting at me. They must 
have thought I was a paratrooper going to take 
the place, I guess. We were probably four or five 

(hundred) feet in altitude. While I was coming 
down I felt my back take a blow and thought, 
“My God, they have shot me through the heart.” 
I landed near an American sergeant. He was with 
the 31st Infantry Regiment. I was on the ground 
and said, “Come and help me get out of this 
parachute because it is going to pull me away.” He 
just looked at me. Pretty soon some other people 
came running up and said, “Call the chaplain. Call 
the chaplain.” I said, “Call me a doctor!” And I 
passed out.

The next thing I remember is that I was in the 
hospital at Fort McKinley where they operated 
on me. On Christmas night of 1941, they came in 
this hospital and said, “Everybody who can walk, 
you can down to the port and we are going to take 
you out of here. We’ve got a boat a down there to 
take you out.” I thought they meant the boat to go 
to Australia or something. I thought, “Oh, hell, 
I can walk.” So I joined that group. It turned out 
that I was shot by an American bullet. The whole 

Philippine Division was down there. 
It was friendly fire, they thought we 
were Japanese.

The 57th Infantry Regiment of 
the Philippine Division was out at 
McKinley and my old regiment, 
the 45th Regiment was there, and I 
think the 1st Infantry Regiment was 
also out at McKinley to protect the 

air field. In any event, they put me on that ship, 
and I went over and sailed. This was after the 
Japs were bombing Corregidor, and they radioed 
us about the airplanes. “Don’t worry about the 
airplanes, you’re under our protection.” We knew 
that wasn’t true, we could see the anti-aircraft 
going off before it even got up to the plane. They 
finally got me ashore and put me in the hospital 
over there. I guess I was in there for a week, maybe. 
They released me for duty and I went back there to 
the 1st Air Corps and they didn’t have any planes 
left. So I went back to see to see a Lt. Colonel and 
told him I wanted to go back with the Philippine 
Division. They were good; they were the best 
soldiers in the world, I think. He said, “You can’t 
do that. I want to send you out with the Philippine 
Army.” I said, “Colonel, I didn’t come back here 
to go out with the Philippine Army.” I was still in 
the Air Corps. He said they needed me with the 

“While I was coming 
down I felt my back take 
a blow and thought, ‘My 
God, they have shot me 

through the heart.’” 
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Philippine Army. I said I didn’t want to go with 
them. Hell, they threw them a paper hat, and a 
short-sleeved shirt and a pair of shorts, and said, 
“Go, get ‘em.” I finally said, “Ok, Colonel, if you 
want me to go with Philippine Army I will do it.” 
So that’s how I wound up with the 31st Infantry 
Division, 71st Regiment of the Philippine Army. 

The Japanese had already broken through the 
line at Abucay. As I understand, the Philippine 
Division was on the main road leading into Bataan, 
and the Philippine Division killed them and 
stopped them cold. The Japanese had to go back 
and regroup and bring in more troops. 

I reported at that time to Colonel McKee, a West 
Pointer, I don’t know why he selected me but he 
had me prepare a defense on Manila Beach where 
the Japanese came across Manila Bay and landed 
behind us on Bataan. Colonel McKee thought I 
had set up a good defense and he asked, “Have 
you been promoted?” The Air Corps didn’t get 
promoted. He said, “You’re going to get promoted 
right now. You’re going to be a captain.” So I 
became a captain.

From there we organized our defense. We had 
self-propelled artillery as well as regular artillery 
and tanks to support us because we were on the 
main road into Bataan. This was the Philippine 
Army, not the Philippine Division. The Philippine 
Division was made up of recruited Filipinos. 
That division got the best fighting people. They 
had doctors, lawyers, the chemists; they had the 
educated people. They made much more than 
they could make otherwise. They made the best 
first sergeants, best company clerks, best supply 
sergeants I ever had anything to do with. They 
would fight. They weren’t going to be taken 
prisoner. 

I thought we had the place about as ready as we 
could, and we had a lot of stuff going on. McKee, 
my colonel, said, “Forinash, you’re going up to the 
headquarters and you’re going to straighten out 
that damn front line. I was up there yesterday and 
it’s a damn mess.” I said, “Colonel, I can’t do that, 
I’m just a captain.” He said, “You’re going up there 
tomorrow and straighten that up. And I’m telling 
Erwin that tomorrow you are coming up there 
to help him. So you go out there and straighten 
that damn line out. It’s a mess.” He was right it 

was a mess. Your defensive weapon, primarily, is a 
machine gun. None of the machine guns were set 
up properly with fields of fire. They were supposed 
to have the wire down to protect that line. Hell, I 
knew that. None of it was there. All the soldiers 
were dug in and the machine guns were dug in and 
covered nicely, but they couldn’t shoot far and they 
couldn’t shoot right or left. So I asked the officers 
there, “Did you ever get down in there and sight 
those machine guns?” They said they didn’t have 
any equipment. I said you go down there and look 
through there and see how far that gun will shoot 
and as high as you can get it. The top of the pit was 
on top of the gun; you can’t shoot more than 50 
yards out there. You aren’t going to protect the line 
anyway.

I went back to see the colonel and he said, 
“Forinash, what did you think of it?” I said, 
“Colonel, you’d better get down on your knees 
and pray that the Japanese don’t hit us on your 
command tonight. The Filipinos are gonna run. 
They are just going to go right on through.” He 
said, “It wasn’t that way two weeks ago.” I said, “I 
don’t know what it was like two weeks ago, I can 
just tell you what it is like now.”

In the morning, an artillery officer was there 
at the headquarters and he was supposed to be 
telling us when the Japanese planes were dropping 
their bombs. I said, “Tommy, put your eye sights 
on those planes—they were headed right for our 
headquarters.” He looked at them and said, “OK, 
they didn’t drop anything.” About five seconds 
later, it sounded like a freight train coming down. 
All five of us dove into a slit trench. They didn’t 
kill anybody, as far as I know, but the Japs hit us. 
It didn’t amount to anything, but that is one of the 
funny things that happen in war.

So the next day, the whole Philippine Division 
had been taken off the front line and brought back 
into reserve. Fortunately the Japanese didn’t figure 
it out or they could have come right through us. At 
any rate, they broke through over at our left hand 
side and marched to Longuyanh. 

I organized a defense on the beach in the town of 
Limay. There were these little huts standing right 
up to the beach. I told the engineers we can’t stay 
there in case they set those huts on fire. I asked 
them to take out two rows of those huts so that at 
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least we were protected from fire. Oh yeah, they set 
fire to it and the whole town burned. It was funny 
to me—the people were gone—but I am sure the 
people didn’t appreciate that their houses weren’t 
there when they came back. At any event, the 
Japanese broke through on our left.

We marched through Limay and headed on 
south. Then we went back to Limay and defended 
there. This all happened one night. Then we were 
ordered farther south to the Longuan River and 
arrived at first light. The Japanese were shooting 
and strafing us as we marched south. We didn’t 
have any help. We tried to get each Filipino soldier 
to stay in his place and tell him to stay down there 
to defend the place but we wouldn’t 
get more than ten yards away and 
they’d run off. 

McKee was an interesting man. 
He wouldn’t take cover; even when 
we were under artillery fire. I said, 
“Colonel, you know, I’ll do anything I 
have to do when I am under artillery 
fire, but if I don’t have anything to do, 
I am going to be in my fox hole.”  He said, “That’s 
exactly where I want you to be.” But he wouldn’t do 
that. If an airplane was out there strafing bombs, 
he would be out there with his .45 shooting at 
those things with no chance of hitting them.

But when we got down to the river and the 
airplanes started strafing us, he hit the ground. 
I did too. He got up and brushed himself off and 
said, “Sorry, Son, I didn’t mean to do that.” That’s 
a funny thing that happened. In any event, we 
worked there for a half an hour on the main line, 
trying to get people to stay. Nobody would stay. 
We were told that the general came and asked for 
a white flag. We saw him go by and surrender. So 
how do you surrender to another army? I don’t 
know where the hell the other people were. The 
Filipino officers had taken off. We were all there by 
ourselves. A whole division, maybe nine thousand 
Filipino troops had taken off.

On Bataan our food situation was pretty bad. 
I was organizing the Filipinos along the beach. I 
was working them hard. We cut bamboo spears 
and one thing or another and tried to stop boats 
out in the water. They would say, “But, Sir, I am so 
hungry.” I said, “I am hungry too but we’ve got to 

defend ourselves.” We all only had two small meals 
a day. Everybody was getting hungry. We only had 
two weeks supply left when we surrendered on 
Bataan. MacArthur had left early on.

It didn’t bother me that MacArthur left but it 
bothered the troops. I could understand—you 
aren’t going to let them take your top man over 
there and put him in jail or prison. That made 
sense to me, but the soldiers —oh—“Dugout Doug” 
that damn coward. It was Roosevelt who ordered 
him to leave. The Filipino Army wasn’t very good. 
They had a cardboard hat, shorts, a little blouse 
and tennis shoes and an Enfield rifle. I didn’t want 
to join that kind of an outfit. We had American 

officers out there who, theoretically, 
were supposed to aid in the training 
but with no command responsibility. 
Of course, we took over and ran this 
battalion like we had on the beach, 
across the front line. Colonel McKee 
called all the shots. He had a Filipino 
Lt. Colonel or Major and a lot of 
Lieutenants but they didn’t know 

what they were doing. But we had some American 
officers teaching the companies and they are the 
ones I held responsible. But there wasn’t anything 
we could do.

I got malaria there at the end. How do you 
surrender to another army? Here I am out there at 
Longuan River standing on the road and nobody 
was there but me. I took my damn gun out and 
I just laid it down on the ground and decided to 
just stay here. So I did. I was all by myself. So I 
waited and up came a couple of Japanese soldiers. 
They wanted my pocketbook so I gave it to them. 
It didn’t have that much money in it anyway but 
I had some. They took my pocketbook, took the 
money, gave me my pocketbook back, and took a 
ring off my finger and they didn’t stay anything. 
So we went out to the road and other people were 
heading toward this place and off to the side they 
were gathering the prisoners from Bataan. They 
must have gotten 1,500 POWs in that area. I saw 
all those Japanese machine guns around there and 
thought if you tried to stay and fight there you’d be 
dead in a jiffy.

Comment: That had to be a little terrifying. 
No, no, I wasn’t scared. You were just relaxed and 

just doing whatever they told you to do and hoped 

“We were all there 
by ourselves. A whole 
division, maybe nine 

thousand Filipino troops 
had taken off.” 
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for the best. I never got scared. I was never scared 
at any time. During combat I knew to get in the 
foxhole because I didn’t want to be killed.

They finally gathered about 1,500 or 2,000 of 
us. All kinds of people were there. They started us 
down the road and late at night they halted us on 
the road. We stayed on the road that night. I think 
the next day we got rice three or four times as we 
were walking out of Bataan. Anybody could have 
escaped; there was no problem in getting away. But 
where are you going to go? What do you do? Now 
some people did go and got away with it. I don’t 
know how they did it. In any event, I didn’t know 
anybody with me.

The lack of drinking water was a 
big problem on the march. After the 
first night it was obvious the Japanese 
guards would shoot prisoners. 
The Americans had reason to be 
disciplined. The Filipino soldiers 
would get out of line to get fetid water 
and the guards would shoot them. I 
never saw them shoot an American. 
At least they were a little better 
disciplined than that. Their water 
discipline didn’t turn out very well 
because they wound up with diarrhea 
and dysentery when they got to Camp O’Donnell. 

I think about the second night I ran into Colonel 
Erwin who had been the commander of that sub-
sector. He was carrying a big ole knapsack on his 
back—must have weighed 30, 40 or 50 pounds. I 
said, “Colonel, don’t try to carry that thing out of 
here. I don’t know how far we are going to walk 
and you don’t either. You better get rid of that 
thing.” Nobody was carrying anything but him. 
“Oh no, I’ve got to take this out of here. I’ve got to 
have this stuff.” We went into one of the towns the 
second night, Orion, probably. We were packed in 
real tight; no one could lie down or sit down. The 
next morning Colonel Erwin says to me, “Forinash, 
I don’t think I can live with it.” I said, “You know, 
Colonel, they announced over the speaker system 
that anybody who couldn’t walk could report into 
a little hut just outside the gate where they brought 
us in.” I was pleased with that and I thought they 
were serious about it and I went with him and 
took him over to that little place and left him. The 
prisoners left and I fell back into the march. His 

story is that when I got to O’Donnell I kept looking 
for him to come in, I wasn’t sure he could make 
it because he wasn’t in condition anyway. The 
Colonel didn’t come in, I knew that. I finally found 
somebody who claimed they saw him and said that 
he went out of his head and had bought it. That’s all 
hearsay. It’s not from me. It’s from somebody else 
and that’s the best I can do. 

We left the 9th and got in there the 15th of April. 
The last night the Filipino people were still trying 
to help us. They had water out there that we could 
dip our cups into but the guards would beat the 
hell out of anyone who tried. The Filipinos would 
throw us sugar cane to eat and the guards would 
beat the hell out of us. You had to get whatever 

water any way you could. One of the 
miracles I had, that I know of for 
myself, was when I would reach into 
my pocket as I was walking down on 
Bataan in this march…I felt in my 
pocket and I found a bottle of iodine! 
I thought how in the world did I ever 
get that? I hadn’t been wounded and 
was alright and there was no reason 
for me to have a bottle of iodine. I 
hadn’t used it and there it was! So 
for me it was a miracle. I thought, 

well, maybe I could put it in the water and maybe 
it would work. So every time I got a little bit of 
water I put a little bit of iodine in it. I didn’t have 
dysentery or diarrhea and like so many of them did 
have. You would see people in that state and they 
just didn’t live long.

We walked to San Fernando. The last part of 
the trip was by train. They packed us into steel 
boxcars. They loaded us at night. We stayed there 
until the morning and the sun got hot. People 
on the outside were yelling move out, I’m getting 
burned. But there wasn’t any place to move. They 
had us packed in there so tight that people died 
and were still standing up. We took about a four 
hour trip then, and they kept the doors closed on 
us the entire time. I don’t know how many they 
carried out dead.

In any event they then took us from there over 
to a school yard and we spent that last night of the 
journey there. On the 15th we walked the five or 
six miles into O’Donnell. When I went in, I didn’t 
know anybody there. We got in there and a little 

“They must have 
gotten 1,500 POWs 

in that area. I saw all 
those Japanese machine 
guns around there and 

thought if you tried 
to stay and fight there 

you’d be dead in a jiffy.”
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Japanese captain told us, “This is the first phase of 
a Hundred Years War. My children will fight your 
children; we will fight you again until we finally 
defeat you.” I thought, that’s the message I am 
going to carry home. This thing is not over. I said 
to whoever was next to me, “Obviously if this is the 
first phase, they don’t expect to win that one.” I was 
serious about it. 

Water was again a problem. There were several 
thousand people there and one faucet. People were 
lined up to get water and everybody carried four 
or five canteens down to stand in line to get water. 
The kitchens had the priority over the water and 
when they wanted the water they would come and 
get it. In the morning you got rice wet-cooked 
sort of like oatmeal (no milk of course) and not 
very much of it. Again at lunch you got rice again. 
In the evening you got a little watery soup with 
nothing in it. You got that three times a day for the 
rest of your time there.

At O’Donnell I got malaria. I think 
I had it on the trip in. There was no 
quinine, no medication. I suffered 
through that for a while. Then 
somehow some quinine appeared, 
and I’d get one tablet. Doctors didn’t 
have anything. I took that pill, and 
it stopped my chills and fever. If 
you’ve ever had chills and fever from 
malaria, you’d recognize it. 

So O’Donnell got 6,000—6,500 Americans in 
there. In six weeks 120 of them died. We calculated 
to see from where we stood how many days it 
would take before we were all gone. The Filipinos 
were dying 500-600 a day. They were kept separate 
from us. They were undisciplined. Of course you 
had the water problem improve but it never did get 
good.

I managed to survive O’Donnell with the four 
or five quinine pills that people gave to me. We 
spent six weeks at O’Donnell then moved over to 
Cabanatuan, and that was just as bad. I always 
wished I had a photo of something we saw when 
we were in Cabanatuan. The Japanese soldiers 
would have severed Filipino heads carried on a 
bamboo pole between them and singing their sing-
song Japanese as they watched the line. Can you 
imagine cutting their heads off and putting them 
on bamboo poles and marching along the road to 

our camp with Filipino heads? Oh, I would have 
give anything for a camera so people would realize 
what the Japanese were like.

I started getting malaria over there just like at 
O’Donnell. Someone would have a pill to give me. 
Finally, I reached the point where they couldn’t 
find any pills. I got malaria again. No one had pills 
as far as I knew. I went to the so-called hospital; I 
went over there to die. A captain I knew from my 
outfit comes by the hospital bed I was in so I said, 
“Where in the world have you been? I haven’t seen 
you since we were on Bataan.” I never saw him 
march out and knew absolutely nothing of where 
he was. He had two five grade tablets of quinine. 
He gave me two and that’s a pretty big hit for a 
prisoner of war. I can imagine that he might also 
get it and need it, but he didn’t. So I took a pill that 
killed the chills and fever for a while until they put 
me out in the sun. When I was well enough to leave 

the hospital I was on orders to catch 
the next Japanese ship to go to Japan.

So Colonel McKee, who was up 
with me on Bataan he came up to see 
me. He says, “Forinash, we are on the 
list to go to Japan. I know whoever is 
running this and they will take me off 
and you off if we want to.” I said, “You 
leave me where I am on the list.” And 
he does. The doctor told me I would 
also have to go through treatment if I 

ever got home to kill this malaria bug. He added, 
“I’m gonna sweat it out here.” I said, “Colonel, they 
aren’t going to let you sweat it out here. They’re 
gonna take you to Japan.” I said, “Just leave me on 
this list. I need to get out of here.” And he did. He 
was killed on one of the ships going up later. So not 
that I was smart but I had a pretty good idea that 
was going to happen when they started moving us 
to Japan. The only people left behind ultimately 
were the people too sick to move. They took all the 
able-bodied, well, not able-bodied….

I was put on the Nagato Maru in the Philippines 
down in the hold. It must have been two hundred 
degrees down there. With 500 people in each hold 
there was no room to sleep and people couldn’t 
sit down. It was awful and people were going 
crazy. As the trip went along there was yelling and 
screaming. They’d drop a bucket down for what 
you needed to do. Once in a while they would give 
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you a rice ball down there. Finally after about three 
days out they finally opened the damn hold and 
let a hundred or so of us go up and be on deck for 
a little while and then put us back. Then they let 
another hundred up. I can’t explain to you, no way, 
nobody could ever tell you what went on down in 
the hold of a boat with four or five hundred people. 
People were going out of their minds, screaming 
and carrying on. I don’t know how many people 
died.

We sailed to Taiwan or Formosa or whatever 
you want to call it. As we were going along they 
had military pieces strapped on the front and the 
back of that ship for protection. I assume they had 
some Navy stuff too but that’s all we could see as 
I walked on the deck. I could see 75mm artillery 
shells, but I didn’t think it would be too bad 
because they couldn’t calculate the roll of the ship. 
We would hear them shooting that thing every 
now and then from below deck. I think they were 
practicing. 

I can’t tell you about the trip. The 
slaves coming over from Africa 
probably had it worse than we did. 
They are the only people I can 
imagine who ever had it any worse. 
They held us in Taiwan for two or 
three days, I think, because our 
submarines were out there. They finally took us 
off and we arrived at Moji, Japan. When I got off 
that ship I fell flat on my face. I was about the 
weakest I have ever been in my life. And a couple 
of people helped me out and got me to the railroad 
train or streetcar. It was pitch dark. They packed 
us in those cars as tight as you could get anybody 
in anything. They pushed you in there. They kept 
pushing you until they couldn’t get anybody else 
in. We went to Osaka. 

There were 1,500 of us and they divided us into 
groups. I went to a factory where there were about 
half a dozen things they were making. I happened 
to be on the line that galvanized the steel metal 
that was coming through for barrels or whatever 
they were using them for—two different gauges. I 
was a captain and had 14 people assigned to me. 
Theoretically officers were not supposed to be 
worked. We told them that and they said alright, 
you don’t have to work, but you don’t eat either. 
That changed your mind whether you wanted to 

work or not. So we worked on this detail. I was 
on the business end of taking care of a furnace, 
smelting the galvanizing material. One time that 
galvanizing material caught me right here and I 
still got a scar there. It burned right into my skin. 
First they let me go in and have some doctor pick 
it out. I was lucky to be in charge of that detail. Of 
course, I had to work. They were dying so fast that 
I kept telling the boss there—I would say he was a 
non-commissioned officer— I kept telling him how 
many were dying, that we’re starving to death and 
can’t work. 

I lived right above right where I worked. I’d say, 
“Another one’s gone dead. We can’t do this. You 
have to get us something to eat.” You wouldn’t 
believe this but he brought in a 26 kilo bag of rice. 
I cooked it on my furnace door. I had my canteen 
cup and he put a little rice in the bottom of that 
cup and boy before long we had the best rice you 
ever tasted in your life.

When they got special rations 
he and some of the other Japanese 
would give us their special rations, 
maybe a little something. I still had 
14 people when I left that detail and 
other people were dying but I thought 
I took care of them pretty good.

At Christmas we got one Red Cross 
box to divide between three prisoners. There was 
no heat. It was cold. Most of us got beriberi of some 
kind or another. Either you got wet beriberi which 
is where your legs would swell or the dry beriberi 
and that turned out to be worse apparently. I had 
the dry beriberi. Some of the guys would put their 
feet in cold water to get relief. Well, they’d get a 
break in their skin and develop gangrene. The 
toes or the bottoms of the feet would fall off. I was 
smart. We were upstairs and our kitchen was down 
below and it had a concrete floor. I went down and 
walked on that cold concrete. I don’t know why, I 
just did it that way. And I didn’t have any problems 
with my feet.

It was so bad they had to put us in camps. 
Americans were almost as bad as the Japs in 
Japan—taking a ration of cigarettes. I can’t believe 
that would happen to people but it did. Americans 
would be issued four or five cigarettes a month and 
the people that didn’t smoke would trade them for 
rice. People were starving to death already. Even 
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our so-called hospital traded these cigarettes. I told 
my guys, “Look we are not getting into that stuff 
now, don’t you dare do that.” 

I went to his commanding officer there and told 
him that if he didn’t put out an order to prohibit 
anybody from trading rice for cigarettes that I was 
going to have him tried by court martial when 
we came home. He put out the order but nobody 
complied with it. At Cabanatuan and O’Donnell 
it got so bad on the distribution of the rice that 
I complained about it so much that they put me 
in charge of the mess. I told those people in there 
before I left Cabanatuan that I don’t want any one 
of you to get one more grain of rice than anybody 
else we are feeding here. If I catch you, you are out 
of here and you will no longer be on this detail. 
Of course after we got out of there it was beyond 
my control. But everybody was complaining that 
the kitchen was getting all the rice and that kind 
of stuff. You could believe that when you were 
hungry and nobody is around. I could understand 
how they would want to get more of it. But I said 
nobody gets more and I am going to be watching 
and that’s the way it is. We ran an honest kitchen 
for once; at least everybody knew it was honest. I 
was only there six weeks before I got on the boat 
and went to Japan. 

I was there from November to June at this 
factory. They sent most of the officers down to 
Zensuji where an army barracks had been. They 
had enclosed part of the army barracks with two 
other buildings behind a wire fence and then a 
wooden fence. The prisoners there were eating 
high on the hog. They had beans in their rice 
and received a loaf of bread for lunch. They were 
looking pretty good. They saw us coming in and 
they couldn’t believe that we were so bad off. We 
were fed this bread and rice for about six weeks 
and then they stopped it. The Japanese cut us back 
to 380 grams of rice a day. And I had a rice can, 
a little ole jelly can, about that round, that high, 
packed three times a day plus a little watery soup 
with no meat. Otherwise, Zentsuji was a relatively 
stable camp. People were being treated better 
although I got my hair pulled out a couple of times, 
and a little Jap hit me, and of course I would just 
fall down. I had a man on my detail—what’s his 
name—I thought I would ever forget it—I caught 
this little Japanese soldier beating him on the face 

and he—Krantz was his name—he was making his 
face a pulp because he wouldn’t go down. I said, 
“Boy, Boy, Boy, that’s crazy. Just go down. That’s all 
he wants.” I told him, “You don’t need to do that, 
just fall over; we aren’t going to think any worse of 
you—just don’t let him beat you to death.” He said, 
“I wouldn’t let that little S-O-B have the pleasure 
of knocking me down.” In any event, the first time 
they hit me, I went down. I wasn’t gonna stand 
there and let them beat me up. There’s nothing you 
can do about it. That was my philosophy. Maybe it 
was the wrong philosophy. 

The reason for striking a prisoner is that the 
Japanese had rules…if you breathed they had a 
rule that you broke! Under the Geneva Convention 
the Japanese were supposed to pay the officers 
the same pay as the Japanese received. So finally 
they decided they were going to pay us 50 yen a 
month and put the rest in the bank. We didn’t have 
anything to buy with money. But you could only 
have 50 yen. All the officers ignored that rule and 
played bridge and poker and black jack—all kinds 
of stuff. And they didn’t make us work. I was pretty 
good at cards. I had thousands and thousands of 
yen but they weren’t worth anything. So I told Carl 
Walsh from Cedar Rapids, we were good friends 
over there, I said I’m going to run a casino game. 
I took all my yen and you know they cleaned me 
out in one night! But another night I was playing 
black jack. I was the dealer. I guess when it ended 
they were going to count us. They were supposed to 
tell you when the Japanese guard walked through. 
I didn’t get a notice and I was paying off Bob Ray 
from Cedar Rapids, Iowa. He was a fighter pilot. 
He was a big fella, I don’t know how he ever got 
into the cockpit of a P-40, but he did. While I 
was paying him off in walks this Japanese guard. 
We had much too much yen when we were only 
supposed to have 50 yen. So they took us over to 
this little wooden jail. It was November and it was 
colder than hell. They took our clothes off and put 
us in the cell. If you ever saw two people get close 
together—that was it. Bob was worried about it. I 
said, “Ah, don’t worry about it. They’ll let us out 
after they count everybody off.” After muster, the 
Japanese officer came out and looked at us and 
grinned and left. So my prediction didn’t work out. 
But 1:00 the next morning he came out and gave us 
our clothes back and we went back to our barracks.
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There was an army bakery just beyond the two 
fences and you could smell it. Obviously they 
were getting different food than us. Finally people 
started going under the fences over to that bakery. 
They had been doing it for a long time. Carl Walsh 
and Bob Ray and the other Iowans got together 
and decided to make an attempt. On our first try, 
we let the guards go by. So Carl said, “I’ll go.” And 
he made it over there. That was our trip to the 
Japanese bakery.

One time they said they had thrown a whole 
batch of rice away because it had rat poison in it. 
So Lou Lazzarini and myself, he’s a chemical man, 
decided we’d find it. He said, “I can identify any 
poison. I can tell you if there is any poison there.” 
So we got our empty Red Cross boxes and we 
went down and got a whole box full of rice. Then 
everybody else started going down there after we 
did. We didn’t have any trouble with the rice. There 
was nothing in foreign in it so we had some extra 
rice for a while. 

In Zentsuji, an artillery captain named Smith, 
Dillard, a pursuit pilot, and Lazzarini, a captain in 
the Chemical Corps, and myself all decided that 
if the food got so bad that we thought we couldn’t 
make it, we were going to escape. The only way we 
were going to escape was to raid the rice warehouse 
first. If we didn’t get the rice, we’d come back in. 
You could get out of these places. There was no 
trick to getting away—but what you did after you 
got out was the problem of course.

So we had that agreement at Zentsuji that if one 
of us left we were all going. Oh I didn’t tell you 
about the ten people that were in the Philippines. 
They put you in groups of ten. They had this rule 
that if one escapes, they would shoot the other 
nine. Of course you informed your other nine, “If 
you want to escape, fine with us. But you let us 
know so that we can go too.”

I want to tell you another story about this. Seven 
prisoners had gone out of the prison camp and 
were coming back in when they got caught. The 
Japanese took these soldiers and tied their arms 
behind their back and tied them to a fence post. 
The first one was about 30 – 40 yards out. The 
guards put them out there in the sun and left them 
there. Of course, there wasn’t anything that we 
could do about it. We were right where we could 

see them. So one of them broke loose from his 
restraints and took off running. He ran for water 
because he was dying from thirst, of course. After 
catching him, the guards took the other six down, 
put four of them on my side where I could see them 
and took three over there to the hospital where we 
couldn’t see them. The four on my side were made 
to dig their own graves and then they were shot. I 
was told they did the same thing to the other three 
prisoners over on the other side.

 We moved from Zentsuji in June of ’45 and 
moved up to Rokuroshi up in the mountains north 
of Fukui. They had us go out in a garden and clean 
a spot off so they could raise vegetables. Food had 
gotten pretty scarce by then. Towards the very end, 
we four discussed making our escape. We weren’t 
going to live through another winter. But the sky 
was on fire. It was American bombers. I said, “No, 
this war is about to end. I’m not going to take off 
now. ” Louis Lazzarini said he wasn’t going either. 
The other two had to made their escape without us. 

They took off and I heard the dogs barking all 
around the warehouse. We had no idea there were 
dogs posted there. We had agreed that if they 
couldn’t get any rice or supplies that they would 
come back. But they didn’t come back and we 
thought they’d gone on. I saw them returned hog-
tied later the next day. The Japanese wanted them 
to show how they had escaped. Anybody could 
escap,e but the problem was what to do when you 
got out of there. This was about two days before the 
end of the war.

I saw both Dillard and Smith after the war. So I 
asked them what had happened, and they said, “Oh 
we thought we could get rice at that warehouse and 
those damn dogs kept barking at us so we decided 
we were just going to go on in anyway.” They 
walked all night and couldn’t find a place to hide. 
A young boy saw them early in the morning and 
they knew then that the jig was up. On the train 
down to the prison camp the Japanese told them 
they would try them and shoot them. That was 
their story. Any way, they got back.

Let’s see, I didn’t tell you about at Rokuroshi, 
they decided to put the officers on the honey bucket 
detail. Our colonel went down to complain. He 
said, “You can’t do that. First you are not supposed 
to work us and secondly you can’t put us on the 
honey bucket detail.” They said, “Your country has 
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used a new and illegal weapon against us. We have 
complained to Geneva about it and you will do 
this.”

We got back to the building and Gene Conrad 
said, “By God, I bet they dropped an atomic bomb 
on them!” And we said, “An atomic bomb? What 
are you talking about?” And I never did find out 
until l later. I said, “How did you guess that they 
used an atomic bomb on them?” He said, “I read 
an article in the newspaper and it talked about 
the conceivability of something like that being 
developed.” I didn’t know we had dropped an 
atomic bomb on them until Conrad guessed it. We 
could see the glow. We were up in the mountains. 
I could see Fukui burning. I wasn’t worried about 
the Japanese killing us when the war ended. 

So the Japanese commandant had gotten us 
all together and I think maybe it was the 16th of 
August. He said that the Emperor had brought 
peace to the world. We knew what he meant. All 
the Japs left and we took over the camp. We went 
downtown. We got some sake and all the food we 
could find. Then on September 2nd, our B-29s 
flew over and dropped all these 55 gallon drums 
of food, two of them welded together. They were 
bombing us with food! Of course the officers stayed 
there and the enlisted men went on to downtown 
Tokyo and that kind of thing. But we were told to 
stay where we are and they would come and get us. 
So we stayed but they didn’t come until September 
8th. 

The relief people spent the night as I recall. An 
American officer died that night. He was a friend 
of mine. He had been ill and he died the night that 
they got there at the camp. They came in and took 
a look at us just to see who could travel and who 
couldn’t. But most of us could travel at that point 
in time.

They put us on a train and we rode to Yokohama. 
General MacArthur was down there. He had tears 
in his eyes when he saw us getting off. He said he 
had never seen such a rag-tag outfit.

I weighed about 155 or 160 when the war started 
and I got down to about 110 or maybe 100 pounds. 
I was skin and bones. When I got back, I decided I 
wanted to go to Yokohama and get a shower and a 
clean uniform. A lot of people said they were going 
to wait there for an airplane. I said I am going 

home, and I am sure I am getting on one of those 
ships. The instructions were that the kitchen is to 
be open at all times for the prisoners of war. So any 
time we wanted, we could eat. So I got on a ship.

They took us on ships in the Philippines to 
process us. They gave us uniforms, awarded some 
medals and so forth. 

Question; How long did malaria give you 
trouble? 

Sixty-three years later, about two or three weeks 
ago, I got these awful chills and fever. They had 
told me that if I ever get home I needed to take a 
course (of meds) to kill that malaria or they will 
lie dormant in you forever. I forgot all about that. 
This one night I got this awful temperature and 
it went up to 104.9 degrees. I went to the hospital 
and they couldn’t find anything wrong. No flu, no 
infection, no bug, but they put me in the hospital 
anyway. They put me on antibiotics, two or three 
initially, for two days. The doctors were dosing me 
with antibiotics and my legs got as red as blood all 
the way up. I still have part of it, it hasn’t gone away 
yet. 

I finally told the doctor that I had tropical 
malaria. He was initially skeptical. Hopefully the 
antibiotics took care of the malaria. According 
to medical experts, the record for malaria lying 
dormant is 37 years. My malaria bug came back 
after 63 years! 

I retired from the Army in 1969 as a colonel in 
the Judge Advocate Department. I never talked 
about the war unless I had to. 

Interview transcribed by Kathy Tanner   


