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WAKE ISLAND

by MAX J. DANA
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I'was 19 when | joined the Marine Corp and received my training (boot

camp) in San Diego where | was stationed little more than a year. | was in the
1st Defense Battalion. In early February 1941 my outfit shipped out to Pearl
Harbor, then later, in November, orders were to head to Wake Island. It was a
temporary assignment, replacing the 6th Marines who were detained elsewhere.
Just one month later we received the news early in the morning that Pearl
Harbor had been bombed.

The Attack

That same day (December 8th, as we were across the International
Dateline and practically on the doorsteps of the Japanese Empire) Wake Island
was not a healthy place to be either as we were attacked also. We did not know
that as we were hearing the news of Pearl Harbor that many Japanese ships and
planes were on their way. It was around noon when the first wave of bombers
(27 in all) sneaked in under heavy clouds. Lacking radar, we had no way of
knowing until they were right on top of us. The Japanese came in so low we
could make out the expression on their faces. As they dropped their bombs,
machine guns mounted on the sides of their bombers strafed the island.

The attack that first day lasted less than 10 minutes, but in that time 7 of
our 12 fighters were totally wiped out and 2 severely damaged. Most of our
gasoline reserves were destroyed plus the radio station and machine shop. A
very devastating blow as we were not very well equipped, with most of our
equipment of WW | vintage. Thirty-four men were killed or wounded.

I was in a 4-foot deep machine gun nest on Wilkes Island during the
battle, manning a 50 caliber machine gun with 2 other men. We escaped any
injury the first raid, but were at the mercy of bombs dropping all around us-some
just a few feet away. Half of the planes swung around and made another pass
down the main stretch on the main island. Another wave showed up shortly after
the first.

The bombers came almost every day flying high with clear skies and out
of reach of our 3" anti-aircraft guns. Wilkes Island was barely 1/8 of a mile wide
and a little less than 1 mile long at the most. A flight of bombers, usually 28,
could cover the entire stretch with one pass if their aim was good, which it
usually was, and came generally in 2 to 3 waves, one right after the other.
Everyone crouched under the best cover we could find in terror and did a little
Praying. When they released their bombs it looked like they were letting down a
Jacob's ladder. They were 100 pound bombs and you could hear them march
up the island as they exploded. Talk about a hair-raising experience! The
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bombs landed close but miraculously didn't hit in our small machine gun nest;
although we did have a very close call one day. A new channel was proposed
for Wilkes and right behind us the civilian contractors had a warehouse with
2200 cases of dynamite stored. It took a direct hit—what an explosion! Even
though we were in our machine gun nest below ground level, the concussion
was so great it felt like your skin raised an inch from your entire body. Some
days they would come in with heavy cruisers and shell the island from a distance
off shore. The shells whistled over our heads, which was more terrorizing than -
the bombing. You didn't know when or where they would hit, but as long as you
could hear them you knew that you were still alive.

The third day they came in full force and intended to make a landing.
Ships were sighted on the horizon way before daylight and could vaguely be
picked up with night binoculars. | was one of the first to see them and reported it
immediately. As dawn broke, several ships appeared, moving closer. One troop
ship was more than enough to take the island. We braced for a landing. Our
orders were to hold our fire, luring them in close enough so our artillery would be
effective, as 5" was the biggest gun we had, and it worked. Some of the ships
were within 4500'. When they opened fire, one destroyer directly in front of us
received a direct hit, broke in half, and the bow raised straight up in the air like a
monument and sank. It was a sight | would never forget. We expected survivors
to drift ashore later, but none ever showed up, probably because the waters
were well infested with sharks. Other ships were damaged as they turned tail
and sank later. Our 4 remaining fighters made as many runs as they had time
for with great success. The transport was sunk and the landing force lost. Other
damaged ships were finished off. We knew we had inflicted heavy damage, but
not until later was the real damage admitted by the Japanese. An officer
admitted that their actual losses were 9 ships and 5,350 Japanese. That far out-
weighed our own estimates. It's hard to believe, but we had only 4 men dead
and 3 slightly wounded. As they high-tailed it out of there, our morale rose,
which we badly needed.

"Considering the power accumulated for the
invasion of Wake Island, and the meager forces

of the defenders, it was one of the most humiliating
defeats the Japanese Navy had ever suffered.”

MASATAKE OKUMIYA
COMMANDER, JAPANESE IMPERIAL NAVY

We had the usual air raids and shelling after that. During one of those air
raids, there was one incident | would never forget. We had dugouts nearby for
cover, but the one nearest me was always full. There was a huge rock down on
the beach that jutted out and had a cave under it facing the ocean. It looked like
Perfect shelter. It was quite a distance away, and you couldn't leave your battle
station until an alarm was sounded. This one day, when the alarm sounded, the
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planes were far enough away that | made a dash forit. When I reached the rock
my perfect hide-out was nearly sub-merged. | hadn't calculated the tide, so with
no time to turn back I jumped in anyway. Every wave would slam me against the
back side of the cave and I'd have to hold my breath until the tide went out. My
helmet saved my head from getting bashed in. | have no idea how long | was in
there, but it was scary. Raid or no raid, | scrambled out and as | dragged myself
onto the beach, another problem faced me that | hadn't anticipated. Half dazed,
I was looking down the barrels of about 8 rifles. As | said earlier, we were ,
supposed to keep a sharp look-out for survivors from the destroyer we had sunk,
but | never thought that | would be mistaken for one of them. Anyway, these
guys meant business. They were far enough away that they couldn't make out
what or who | was. For awhile | didn't think | was going to convince them | wasn't
a Japanese survivor before they opened fire. | think, looking back, it was my red
hair that saved me, when in desperation | threw off my helmet and pointed to my
head. After getting back in good graces with my comrades and back to the gun

- emplacement, | found out the bombs never even came close. It just wasn't my
day. | should have been greatful for that, too, because any stray bombs
exploding in the water nearby would have been deadly from the concussion.
Usual air raids continued and the days dragged by. The communication system
on the island was not exactly private as each position had a phone. Quite often
we would listen in to hear what was going on. One evening our Commander,
Capt. Platte, was chatting with Major Devereux on the main island. Devereux
was telling him about a radio show they had picked up from the States. It was
the Kay Kaiser show; a prominent radio show at that time. He had dedicated a
song for the Wake Island Marines. Capt. Platte was from the South; so, in a
slow drawl, with his usual dry sense of humor, he asked "What did they play,
taps?"

On the 16th day (December 23rd, 1941), they came back seeking
revenge. Determined to take the island, they were armed with a flotilla of 63 war
ships surrounding the little island and at least one air-craft carrier just off of the
horizon. Our small garrison of 350 Marines pretty much knew what we were in
for. Our luck couldn't hold out forever.

On Wilkes Island, where | was stationed, we heard the roar of engines
and a crash against the rocks just before daybreak. Voices were shouting
commands in a strange language. We braced ourselves for the landing and
- received orders to open fire. With just the light from tracer bullets it wasn't very
effective, but we slowed them down. However, they made their way inland and
found cover. We had a searchlight battery(detail of men), but it had been
- knocked out of commission by air raids. As it became lighter, we could see 2
boats beached. We figured at least 80 Japanese to each boat and we only had
60 men to hold the island. When the firing started, the searchlights from the
ships at sea illuminated the sk , which made quite a show. We could see the
island was surrounded. It was quite a show with searchlights shooting into the

-3-



sky in all directions. Sixty-three ships and an air-craft carrier - quite a force to
take a mere handful of men. But this time they were taking no chances. They
didn't know we were only 350 strong. Our little machine gun nest was
surrounded and took the brunt of the attack by the landing force, but we got help
as soon as other crews heard the gunfire.

Armed with 3 rifles and a machine gun, we managed to hold our position.
When we opened fire with the machine gun it would mow down brush, rocks,
Japanese, anything that got in its way, with a good sweep. It was our only
salvation, but it was troublesome. One long burst and it would get hot and seize
up. The bolt had to be removed, freed up with oil, and replaced, hopefully in
time to ward off another attack. In the meantime bullets were singing by your ear
and hand grenades exploding near-by. The 2 men on rifles kept any die-hards
with fixed bayonets from jumping into the nest, but one got close enough that
when he fell, we could reach out and touch his bayonet. When the Captain got
wounded and couldn't keep the 50 caliber gun operating, | took over and got my
share of the fun. It was a do or die situation, and so the battle went.

Boyd, one of our crew, was hit right square in the forehead, The bullet
pierced the helmet, hit his skull, and followed around his skull under the skin,
leaving through a large hole in the back of his head. All that saved him was that
the caliber of the Japanese bullets was much smaller than ours. We wrapped
him up and he kept on fighting.

We had one of the civilian workers that was on the island come by our
position to seek cover, but ended up offering to help. | gave him our extra rifle
and he did his best, but he had to lay along the nest without much cover and his
leg was riddled from gunfire. He still kept on fighting. 1 had given him the job of
covering the 2 beached landing crafts. A sniper had been left to guard them; at
least that's what it looked like anyway, and he was troublesome. He kept taking
potshots at us and it helped to have someone take a crack at him every time he
raised his head.

I came through unscathed, but my hands were bloody from frantically
clearing the stoppages in the gun. It was around 10:00 am before the firing
~ slowed down. By noon we had the island under control. The entire landing

party had been wiped out except for 2 hog-tied prisoners and another playing
dead.

At this time we had no idea what was happening on the main island.
Communication had been lost shortly before dawn. We were ordered to
abandon our guns after we had destroyed them for further use by the Japanese.
We joined another group and headed for the channel, | suppose to see what
help we could offer as we knew that's where most of the battle was taking place
and we hoped to reinforce them if possible.

With all of the forces and fire power and fighter planes buzzing around
strafing and dropping bombs, we knew we were doomed and would never see

“the sunset. You couldn't help but wonder just how you would get it--bomb,
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bullet, or bayonet--as we slogged along, dog-tired, toward the channel. We also
knew Marines never surrendered.

Well, wrong on both counts. About half way to the channel that separated
the 2 islands, we met the surrender party. Major Devereux led the detail, his aid
carrying the white flag. It was hard for us to believe and we were suspicious that
it was some sort of trick. Finally, convinced it was not, we threw down our arms
and put up our hands. We found out later they had surrendered the main island
6 hours before. Cut off from all communications with Capt. Platte, the Major and

“his staff had mistakenly assumed that Wilkes had fallen. As we approached
them, we could see Devereux was rather nervous, with a sword-swinging
Japanese officer behind him, pretty impatient, with a detail of about 3 well-armed

‘itchy-fingered men.

They just weren't friendly and immediately made us strip to the waist and
get on our knees, then bound our hands behind us with wire. Any unusual
movement was rewarded with a rifle butt or a saber to the side of the head.

They marched us to the airport, which seemed to be their headquarters;
bayonets and swords waving over our heads. The march was a gruesome sight.

'We crossed the channel, and on the main island, where most of the fighting had

‘been, bodies were strewn about and one gun emplacement had its dead

‘sprawled over the gun. We saw they had been brutally bayoneted.

In the distance, the water tower, where | had stood many "watches" in
the main camp, had a huge Japanese flag hanging from the top, waving in the

‘breeze. It was hard to believe what was happening. All in all, this was our first
taste of being a prisoner of war and we began to have hope that we might see

the sun set after all. It was quickly dismissed as we arrived at what was left of
the airport. We were lined up against a bank with bulldozers running above us
and fully manned machine guns in front of us. One guard with, a smirk on his
face, said "You have 1 hour to live", but about that time, at the last minute, fate
stepped in. A high-ranking official appeared and a heated argument ensued.
When he left, they reluctantly removed the machine guns and shut down the

‘bulldozers. We were spared. They had decided to use us for propaganda

-purposes in the homeland. All huddled together, we did not know what to expect
next. '

We were kept at the airport for 2 days and nights without shirts. The days
were hot and the nights were cold. It was particularly hard on me because of my
fair skin-it sunburned easily. We had no food and very little water for those 2
‘days. Later, we were fed potatoes boiled in ocean water and a little peanut
butter with plum jam.

' The Boat Ride

We remained on the island for about 3 weeks, until January 12, 1942,
' E,Then, amidst kicking, clubs, rifle-butts, and sword-waving, we were marched up
‘the gang plank to load us aboard the prisoner escort ship the Nita Maru.
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Ninety-eight civilians were kept on the island for work detail. Later in the
war when our forces had the island isolated, due to lack of food and no ships to
move them, they were executed. A

We had no idea where we were heading in the world, although there were
rumors that we might be taken to a distant port and exchanged for oil. We
always had hopes of repatriation or some hope of release. We also had hopes
of the war ending in less than a year with an Allied victory, but little did we know
what had to be accomplished before this could become a reality. Better that we
didn't. We soon figured out we were going north as the nights kept getting
cooler and cooler. The one blanket they threw at us wasn't near enough to keep
us warm, so we started doubling up. The light clothing we had for the warm
climate on Wake Island wasn't sufficient and all we had was what we had on our
backs. We ended up in Yokohama where they held us for a few days, as they
were still deciding where they wanted us. In the meantime they held an
execution. My bunky, John Lambert from Utah, was pulled out of his bed right
beside mine one night and never returned. Later, we found out that he and 5
others were beheaded on the main deck of the Nita Maru (our ship) in a show of
strength and superiority over the American forces.

Shortly thereafter they pulled anchor and left the harbor. A few days later
we arrived in Shanghai and were unloaded. Talk about enjoying fresh air again!

The Prison Camps

It was about a 12 mile hike to our new "home" -Woosung. It was a very
bleak place. You could still see the outline of Shanghai and the lights at night
were bright. The buildings were wood frame and old. A high-voltage fence
surrounded the compound. The Chinese interpreter in our welcoming speech
said "If you try to escape, we shoots."

“From now on, you have no property. You
gave up everything when you surrendered. You do not
even own the air that is in your bodies. From now on,
you will work for the building of Greater Asia. You are the
slaves of the Japanese."

From a Christmas address to prisoners
by one Japanese commander

They issued us 2 blankets and that was it. The beds were a solid wood platform,
similar to chicken roosts, and wide enough for 9 people. The nights were cold
and we slept with all of our clothes on and sometimes as many as 4 of us would
combine our blankets and huddle together. Our toilets were a trench you
straddled, but they were enclosed separate cubicles. Underneath each cubicle
was a large bowl with a little door in the back. They would be emptied by the
local Chinese we called the honey bucket brigade. They would dip out of the
bowl and put it in buckets attached to yay-ho poles and hauled to a boat we
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called a "shit barge" on a nearby channel. It sure kept the air fragrant! Nothing
was wasted in China. .

They finally decided that we needed some other clothing, so they came
up with worn out Japanese uniforms and shoes. The pants | received came just
below my knees and the shoes were terrible.

To pass the time we did various things. One was playing cards. | learned
to play bridge. We gambled, playing blackjack and poker, using cigarettes and
bread for barter. At one time they issued us a loaf of bread a day in place of a
bowl of rice. The loaf was actually a big biscuit about the size of a grapefruit
that we would cut into quarters. It was in reality about 2 bites and worth 10
cigarettes. We were issued 3 cigarettes day, so all in all, it was pretty high
stakes. Another was studying Spanish. We were fortunate to have a Peruvian
Merchant Marine in our camp who had been a professor. Myself and 3 officers
were the whole class, but we learned a lot from him. We learned to conjugate
verbs, etc., and it let me know how little | had paid attention to grammar in
school. So | had to learn English before | could learn Spanish. | lucked out as |
had a friend that was a whiz at it and he gave me a crash course.

Punishment, such as solitary confinement and standing at attention in
front of the guardhouse overnight or longer until you were ready to drop, was
handed out quite frequently for the slightest thing. If they wanted information or
to get you to squeal on someone, they would resort to torture such as twisting
thumbs or the "water cure" which was forcing water down your mouth with a tube
till you passed out. | escaped these, but did not escape the most common
torture, which was a good beating. | had my fair share of these. For example,
when on a working party one time outside the compound, | strayed just a little
out of the prescribed boundary in search of some small buds that grew on weeds
and were edible. We had 2 guards and they immediately marched me back and
one held a bayonet on me while | had to stand at attention and the other used
me as a punching bag. When his knuckles got numb he let the other guard have
some fun, but he used his rifle butt against my head so it didn't take long to drop
me. Failure to bow to an official, which was the same as a salute, was another
reason. Also, if you looked one in the eye, it was contempt. You would have to
stand at attention and get thumped.

One time | risked my life by sneaking into a pigpen to retrieve food from
the trough. Raising a few pigs was a pet project of one of the prison camp
commanders and was done within the compound. The entire compound was
surrounded by a well-built fence with high-voltage wire running throughout,
making escape a bit difficult. Escaping was out of the question anyway because
you had no place to go and being hundreds of miles from friendly forces, you
couldn't make it without exposure. The local Chinese were offered a generous
reward for reporting any escapees and they weren't hard to pick out.

We were at this camp a year, then they moved us to Kiawong, nearer

Shanghai. Conditions were no better. I'm not sure why they moved us, but it
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was closer to a project they had in mind that we all came to dread and nearly did
us in. We dubbed it "Fujiyama".

We were actually building a mountain and that's why we called it "Fuji".
The Japanese came up with the idea to build a rifle range, but they told us it was
a recreational park. It didn't matter--it was a back breaking project. We worked
on it more than 2 years, sometimes 12 hours a day, and never finished it. There
were no hills in China, so we were to make one. The main one was supposed to
be 13 meters (about 40 feet) high and a good 150 yards long in the shape of a
pyramid, with 3 wings of the same shape but not as high, to make a safe place
for rifle practice without endangering anyone. | never did figure the total
yardage, but it was a bunch, especially with the equipment we had. Two men
would carry a pole across their shoulders with a bag hanging by ropes in the
middle; our version of a yay-ho pole as we were too weak to do it the normal
way. Two more men with shovels would load the bag and the others would carry
it to the dumping area. Round and round, all day, like one big chain, with about
2 or 3 hundred men doing this. Then, in about 2 or 3 months, they modernized
the operation. They brought in little mining carts like in the United States and we
had to lay track for them. There were 4 men to a cart, one on each corner.

Each man had a shovel and we would load the cart. Then we would push the
cart up the hill; of course, the hill kept getting steeper as the dirt accumulated. it
was a sad sight to these men, emaciated to skin and bones, hollow, starry eyes,
toiling away at such a laborious task. Lunch was a bowl of rice issued at
breakfast. You were supposed to take it with you to the job, but | couldn't resist
eating mine right along with breakfast. | was still hungry, only to look forward to,
after a hard day's work, another bowl of rice and a ladle of thin soup for supper.

It doesn't take much space to tell what we received for food in our diet,
but it would take pages to list what we didn't have. Items like butter, milk, eggs,
salt, sugar, jam, fruit, etc. that we normally took for granted. Of course, the list
could go on. As far as meat was concerned, we would receive in our soup
possibly 2 or 3 cubes about the size of dice, if we were lucky, about once a
month. It's easy to understand the constant hunger pangs each of us had to
endure.

One day | received word that | was assigned to another job, which |
welcomed. Anything to get off of "Fuiji". Another group was shipped out to work
in the factories in Japan. My closest friend was among them, and after the war, |
was shocked to learn he had died of pneumonia. | wasn't too sure about our
new venture, but there wasn't much | could do about it. It was in a compound in
the vicinity of Shanghai where all of the military equipment was repaired. We
were allowed to choose the type of work we would perform. Not being a
mechanic or welder, | chose the paint shop, and they expected me to know
something about it. It didn't take long for my "honcho" (supervisor), after testing
me, to find out I'd never had a paint gun in my hand. | wasn't sure what trouble |
might be in, making false statements about my ability, but | lucked out. This
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honcho turned out to be a good egg. He just chuckled and scolded me for telling
him | was a painter when | wasn't. He went on to teach me and we got along
great after that. Our work consisted mostly of scraping old paint off and sanding,
then masking, and then spray painting the equipment. Some sabotage took
place, but not to the extent that we could get caught. My contribution to the
mighty Japanese Imperial Army was a healthy potty call in the gas tank of each
vehicle after we painted it up pretty.

A few interesting things happened while working in the compound. We
got to see B-29s fly overhead, way above the reach of enemy fire. They were
returning to their base in Burma from their bombing raids over Japan. They
managed to have a few extra bombs that they would drop on the shipping yards
in Shanghai. They would sink one boat in particular, and after weeks of hard
work raising it, the bombers had the pleasure of sending it to the bottom again.

On a few occasions, P-51s (fast fighters) would swoop in just over the
rooftops and do what damage they could. It was a rare treat for the prisoners
and sure helped their morale to see free Americans in action.

Japanese bombers would come in, smoke trailing behind them, and in
most cases, crash and blow up on landing. They didn't like us to see that and
one officer told us they were American planes with false identification coming in
and were shot down by the mighty Japanese artillery.

We were transported back and forth to work by bus. We had access to
items of use if we could smuggle them into camp. We had to be careful as we
were searched on our return to camp. One method was to hide things under our
hats. It was a good one until they got wise to it, then it was mandatory to hold
your hat up while being searched. We simply sewed a false lining in the cap,
and it worked well. _

If you had a strong desire for alcohol, if could be found. The Japanese
used straight grain alcohol for fuel that could be drank. One prisoner devised a
system to get it into camp. Using a small inner tube, he would cut it and fill it
with the beverage and reseal the ends, wrapping it around his wrist. With extra
clothing it appeared quite natural. After over-indulging one day, he was caught
drunk. When he sobered up enough to talk, the officials demanded that he
account for his actions. He simply told them that he needed it for his aches and
pains. The Japanese not only swallowed his story, but, believe it or not, they
allowed him to take a small portion along with him to the brig "for a massage."
Talk about a happy camper! Of course, ordinarily, if you were caught, some kind
- of punishment was in order. ‘

. We received our first Red Cross box a year after our capture. It was just
in time for Christmas and was a welcome sight. We really rejoiced. A Merchant
Marine that had been with us always had a huge appetite. You could tell by his
waistline, because by this time his belt would actually go around him twice. He
was asked if he enjoyed his Red Cross box and what was he going to do with
the bar of soap that was part of the contents. He answered, "What soap?" We
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were sure he hadn't eaten it, but we got quite a kick out of the humor of it.

We should have gotten Red Cross boxes sooner, but they had been
confiscated by the Japanese, and they kept confiscating them. I'd say we
received a box about 3 times a year, and it was believed we should have
received at least 1 a month. Enclosed is a list of the contents. ,

Receiving mail had its problems also. We were allowed to write a limited
amount of letters, but they were heavily censored. Our first letters were sent in
the mid-summer of 1942. Letters from home came in slow and at one time mail
that had arrived in November of 1943 was delayed until March of 1944. This
may seem like a trivial event, but when you lay awake nights wondering what's
going on at home and anxious for news, it was far worse than physical torture.

In May of 1945, the Japanese decided to move all POWSs to Japan
proper. Germany had surrendered. They knew a landing would be inevitable on
the main island of Japan and they could use the prisoners as hostages. They
chose to take the prisoners by rail and loaded 50 men to a box car. Each car
was divided into 3 equal parts; the center for guards and the ends heavily sealed
off with barbed wire. Boxcars were much smaller in the Orient than ours and the
2 end compartments would scarcely be 8' x 10' each; with 25 men crammed in
each end with hardly any room to stand. This trip would take 2 months,
including a 1 month stopover in Fengtai. Sleeping was a problem. There just
wasn't room to stretch out without someone throwing their legs over the other
until the person on the bottom started losing circulation in his legs. Then he'd
pull his legs out and start on the top again. We were in the boxcar 9 days in all.
It was a very uncomfortable trip. They would stop once a day and let us out for a
nature call, usually in a small town, and they would line us up right in the town
square. It wasn't easy going to the bathroom with the whole town watching.
When we were loaded back into the boxcars the coulees would come with their
honey buckets and clean up, using it to fertilize their gardens. We also had a 5
gallon square can in each compartment for emergencies.

We received box lunches on the trip which consisted of seaweed, fried

grasshoppers and occasionally some rice. Raw fish was an occasional luxury.
‘ The trip from Shanghai to Fengtai took 5 days. It was on this stretch of
 the trip 5 officers managed to escape by cutting the wire from a window. The
- escape was successful, but it was a long hard trip. We didn't learn the details
- until after the war. For 47 days they traveled about 700 miles by foot and horse
- and boat through and around enemy territory. One of the officers knew the
country and they were also helped by Chinese Communists in strategic places
- before being passed on to Nationalist troops and welcomed as heroes. They
- kept us in Fengtai, China for a month. | don't know why. We were kept in a
huge warehouse with a dirt floor and that's where we slept. A new prisoner was
brought into camp, but was kept isolated. We didn't know what nationality he
was, but learned later that he was an American fighter pilot that had been shot
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down with one leg severely burned. He could have given us a lot of news of how
the war was going, but they didn't want us to have that information.

Continuing on our trip, we went through Manchuria and down through
Korea. We got a glimpse of the Great Wall. Arriving in Fusan, Korea, it was
raining hard so we trudged through a foot of mud for 2 1/2 miles from the railroad
to the ferry. We were there for just a few days. | was on a detail unloading a
boatload of salt. We used the traditional yay-ho pole system; a common method
in the Orient. Actually the Chinese transported everything that way, only they
would have one man with a pole and a basket on each end. The prisoners were
too weak for that.

I spent my 25th birthday in Fusan. Finally, they decided to move us on,
so they gave us a delousing and loaded us aboard a ferry to carry us across the
straits to the mainland. They loaded so many men in the boat we thought for
sure it would sink. It seemed like a 10 hour trip across the straits. We were
lucky the weather was calm and no rough seas. From the boat they took us to a
train depot. This time we were loaded into passenger cars packed like sardines.
So many to a car we barely had standing room in the aisles. We took turns
being seated. We spent one night on the train and it was a nightmare. The train
traveled through all of the major cities enroute to Tokyo. Although the blinds
were pulled, we managed to sneak a look and could see the devastation they
had suffered from countless air raids. Factories and city blocks were flattened.
The prisoners could very well see that the U.S. Forces hadn't been sitting
around. We unloaded at the Tokyo railroad station to change trains. We had to
march the full length of the depot. Many agitated citizens were lined up to greet
us, but as a welcoming committee they failed. We were stoned, kicked, poked
with sticks, and spit on the whole route. We were loaded up again and headed
north with one more stop. Between the 2 islands was a tube running underwater
on the ocean floor. We were loaded on trucks for that jaunt and then back on
another train to continue up the island of Hokaido, the most northern island. We
were unloaded about halfway.

We arrived in the new part of the world July 7th. They split us into 3
separate camps a few miles apart. It had high mountains and lots of pine trees,
unlike other areas we had been, and quite similar to the landscape at home. It
didn't take us long to find out our new job was to work in the coal mines. It was a
new experience and strenuous. We traveled on a cable car on a rail at about a
45 degree angle down nearly a mile and spent 12 hours drilling and blasting
through solid rock, then loading it into a 4' by 10' rail car. We never did see any
coal. No safety equipment like a hard hat so you always hoped any falling rock
from overhead wasn't too big. We worked 10 days and 1 off. The food and
conditions in general were at its worst. 1'd never been sick 1 day, but now | was
weakening and became feverish, with no extra time off. Worst of all the winters
in northern Japan can be cold with heavy snow. With inadequate clothing and
blankets, it didn't look good. | knew I couldn't survive a winter under those

-11-



conditions. Little did we know that the situation was coming to an end. It was
running into only the second month of our sojourn, but already it seemed forever.
But lo and behold, out of the clear blue sky, something happened and we had no
idea what.

We awoke one morning and didn't have to go to the mines. This went on
for the next 2 or 3 days. Among the rumors was that the shaft had caved in and
had to be repaired. They wouldn't tell us anything and the last thing in our minds
was that the war was ending. We were afraid to get our hopes up, but we were
getting suspicious. About the 3rd or 4th day the guards disappeared and civilian
police came in. When a small group of Japanese officers accompanied by a
Swiss council had us assemble in the courtyard and gave us a talk, we found out
the war was over. The Imperial Japanese Empire had to surrender after a
weapon so powerful had been used against them that they had no choice. "You
will be free to go home to your loved ones and we hope no hard feelings will

linger."

ood fr a
Needless to say, we rejoiced! It took a few days for this to soak in. We

didn't know how to handle this freedom and had a lot of adjusting to do. But
things happened fast. It wasn't long before bombers and fighter planes were
parachuting food and supplies to us. All we had to do was make a large white
~ cross where we wanted it dropped, so we picked an open field nearby. Most of
~the packages were 50 gallon barrels and so heavy they broke from the
- parachute and didn't quite land where they were supposed to. A couple came
. right through the roof of our barracks, but we didn't mind. The fighter planes
. from an aircraft carrier had auxiliary gas tanks full of food that they could swoop
. inand eject. The packages would bob along the ground for quite a distance
. before coming to a halt. It's sad to say, but after making it this far, 2 prisoners (
. should say ex) getting too eager to retrieve the food got in the path of these
. torpedo-like tanks and were crushed to death. What a loss! | started putting on
. some weight. My 128 pound body welcomed it. It was months before | could
- handle rich food without getting sick.
Briefly, I'll go over what happened from the time of the Japanese
. surrender until | hit the States. Of course we were eager to get out of there, but

- itran into nearly a month of waiting. The military pulled out immediately and a

civilian patrol came in, but had no arms and acted more as custodians. We
could roam about freely and one day a friend and | hiked to one of the other 2
. Camps to visit our friends. One of my close friends was recuperating from an
- emergency operation for appendicitis which had been done with a razor blade.
: H.e wasn't in very good shape, but he pulled through. We enjoyed a turkey
- dinner and drank beer. | even ventured into the small town we were by with a
. couple of other guys and had a shave. | assure you each of us kept a close eye
on that razor. We could have collected a lot of souvenirs, but we were still quite

-12-



jumpy and didn't know really what to do or what we could get away with. It was
like being in a fog, after being beat down for that many months, you weren't sure
which way to turn. After several false alarms, we finally got the official word to
pack up. We had a short train ride to Sapporo, the nearest airport, and from
there we flew to Tokyo.

The crew was good to us and as usual we could have about anything we
wanted, so | couldn't resist to do a little “jungle bummin" as we called it. They
had a small propane cooker aboard and plenty of canned food, so | took the
liberty of warming up something. Anyway, the food was too rich and didn't settle
very well. About this time we were circling Tokyo, so | had the satisfaction of
getting even with the citizens of Tokyo who had 'welcomed' us on our train ride
by heaving all over the town.

From the plane ride | was taken aboard a large transport vessel.
Everywhere we went we had the best. They really rolled out the red carpet for
us. We actually bunked in the sick bay, as it's called aboard ship, where we got
firsthand medical attention. | even had a tooth pulled.

We traveled to Guam with a convoy of 20 ships. At Guam we were put up
at the hospital again. We had good food and a lot of medical examinations and
~even a payday. It was beginning to soak in what a great country we had fought
for, and all of the war machines and power we possessed. It was good to see
~our men handling the guns instead of the enemy. When it came time to be
. shipped out to the States, an unusual thing happened. They scheduled 400 men

" to board the ship and would you believe | was 401. It was hard to say how long

. it would be before another ship would go out again. So, feeling sort of dejected,
- | decided to make the best of it; but the very next day a large C-54 4-engine

. plane was to leave for the States with a group of officers. By chance one of the
_ officers fell ill and couldn't make the flight. There | was, next on the list, all

- alone, so | got to join the officers.

; I landed in Oakland nearly 2 weeks ahead of the rest. We stopped briefly
. at Kwajalein and then on to Honolulu for an overnight stay at the Naval hospital.
Once again the royal treatment. Once in Oakland, | was stationed at Oak Knoll
Hospital for 3 months convalescence, but was allowed a 30 day furlough to
return home. The rest of the story should be easy to imagine. After returning to
Oak Knoll, and many more examinations, our orders were to go to Treasure
Island. There, eight months after the war had ended, | received my back pay, a
- couple of promotions, and discharge papers on April 7, 1946.

Mhy Aceo
<T.:~ o ("{"“'—9
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IN REPLYING ADDRESS
THE MAJOR GENERAL COMMANDANT
AND REFER TO No,

277435
AY-280-¢pe

HEADQUARTERS U. S. MARINE CORPS
WASHINGTON

12 January 1942,

My dear Mr. and Mrs. Dana:

From the latest information which has been received
it apoears that your son, Private First Class Max J. Dana,
U. S. Marine Corps, was stationed on the Island of Wake at the
time 1t was attacked by Japanese forces on December 7, 1941,
and as his name does not apnmear on any casualty list thus far
received it 1s probgble that he is now a prisoner of war.

The MajJor Generazl Commandant appreciates your anxiety
and directs me to -inform you that the Department of State 1is
making every effort to obtain information regarding the loca-
tion and welfare of prisoners of war. As soon as any informa-
tien 1s received you will be promptly notified.

Sincerely yours,

/\
s cew e METT N- giéﬁ‘;ié’ I°:

— - __Lieut. Colonel, U. S. Marine Corps.
Dear Mr. and Mrs. Deana:

The Provost Marshal General directs me to advise
you that the Wer Department intercepted, on July 15, 1942, a
short wave radio broadcast from Tokyo to the effect that
Max Dapna, Jr., Private First Class, U.S. Marine Corps, is
interned by Japan.

The War Department is wmable to verify this message
or that the person mentiocned was not acting under duress.

If further information is received by this office
in regard to Private Dana, you will be advised at once.

S;;cereiy yours,

Xlgh
g /L/ -2—’/.;“(\
7 Howard F. Bresee,
Lt. Col., C.U4.P.,

M3 2d N Avvman =t avm Trrmamaee
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Commander of the Prisoner Escort
Navy of the Great Javpanese Empire

REGULATIONS FOR PRISONERS

The prisoners disobeying the following orders will be punished
with immediate death.

a. Those disobeying orders and instructions. :

b. Those showing a motion of antagonism and raising a sign of
opvosition. _

c. Those disordering the regulations by individualism, egoism,
thinking only about yourself, rushing for your own good.

d. Those talking without vermission and raising loud voices.

e. Those walking and moving without order.

f. Those carrying unnecessary baggage in embarking.

g. Those resisiting mutually.

h. Those touching the boat's materials, wires, electric lights,
tools, switches, etc.

i. Those climbing ladder without order.

J. Those showing action of running away from the room or boat.

k. Those trying to ta ke more meal than given to them.

1. Those using more than two blankets.

Since the boat is not well equinned and inside being narrow,
food being scarce and voor you'll feel uncomfortable during the
short time on the boat. Those losing natience and disorderin
the regulation will be heavily »unished for the reason of not
being able to escort.

Be sure to finish your "Nature's call", evacuate the bowels and
urine, before embarking. )

Meal will be given twice a day. One vplate only to one prisoner.
The ovrisoners called by the guard will give out the meal quick

as possible and honestly. The remaining prisoners will stay in
their places quietly and wait for your nlate. Those moving from
their nlaces reaching for your plate without order will be heavily
punished. Same orders will be avvlied in handling vlates after
meal.

Toilet will be fixed at the four corners of the room. The buckets
and cans will be nlaced. When filled un a guard will apvoint a
orisoner. The nrisoner called will take the buckets to the center
of the room. The buckets will be nulled uv by the derrick and

be thrown away. Toilet naners will be given. Everyone must
cooperate to make the room sanitary. Those being usless will be
ounished.

Navy of the Great Jananese Empire will not try to nunish you all
with death. Those obeying all the rules and regulations, and
believing the action and nurnose of the Jananese Navy, coonera-
ting with Janan in constructing the "New order of the Great
Asia" which lead to the world's veace will be well treated.

THE END



WAR DEPARTMENT
' SERVICES OF SUPPLY
OFFICE OF THE PROVOST MARSHAL GENERAL
WASHINGTON

May 12, 1942,

Mrs. Edward Dana,
Box 542, |
Whitney, Nevada,

e . TS

Dear Mrs, Dana:

o In further refergnce to your inquiry of March 18,
1942, The Provost Marshal (General directs me to inform you

" that this office has receéived official information from the

~ International Red Cross that your son, Private First Class,
Max Dana, Junior, United States Marine Corps, has been taken
& prisoner of war and is now located at Shanghai, China,

You may commﬁnicéte, by ordinary mail, postage free,
with Private Dana by addressing the“envelope as follows:

Private Max Dana, Junior,
Formerly at Wake Island,
Interned at Shanghai, China,
c/o Internattonal Red Cross,
Geneva, Switgerland,

|
In the upper-lef£ cornerof the envelope write:

Prisoner of %ar, Postage Free,
Prisonnier de Guerre, Franc' de Port,

: The name and address of the sender should be clearly
written on the back of the envelope, No arrangements have yet
 been made whereby parcels-may be sent to Prisoners of Wer who
~ are interned by the Japanese,

Further inquiries should be directed to the Prisoners
of War Information Bureau, Office of The Provost Marshal General,
Washington, D.C, : '

cerely yours, :

_Sbwnnd I Bieesa

Howard F, Bresee,
Lt, Col., A, G, D.,
Chief, Information Branch.
1 Inel.

Info,Cir, &
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KHF 60 6 extra attempted to deliver from
Provo unsucceaaful Govt.

- waahington D. Co 645 P Sept 26th 1945 -
Mr and Mrs Gxun Edward@ e Dana | ) o
| | n ‘L-—”égﬁ;éal “ely- Pleasant Grove Utah
. Pleaeed to 1nform you of the 1iberation from Japanese cuetony of your
_son Private First class Max J Dana USMC he arrived at Guam on
16 September 1945 furthir details will be fiarnished you promptly
when recéiféd he sends the following meeéage * Doing OK excellent

care be home soon loveing son Max ®

A A Vandergrift Genl USMC Command:
of the Marine Corpfd

THE. COMPANY WILL APPRECIATE SUGGESTIONS FROM ITS PATRONS COI\CERNING ITS SERVICE
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Hand made dental office equipment wrought from scraps around the camp. Services rendered

by the Dental Branch of the Navy Medical Corps, brought into camp with the U, S. Marines
who had been serving in North China, were of inestimable value.




ey

Z%”:' A 7 e «  The "Honey Bucket” brigade — one of the highest paid classes of labor

W/ w,\j‘:j .\/auc" in China. The musical “hi-ho, ho-hi" swings them in rhythm and helps

balance the load on their shoulders.
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Water pumped to a wood box on top of a wood tower was the only means of pressure to all the wash racks — that is, as

long as the pump pumped. Of course the box leaked enough to make a good shower below — and in the winter it made a
beautiful show of icicles.
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The most important department in the whole camp  Although
its output was limited, it held the spotlight for interest.
Even the rats were constant visitors.
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ANNOUNCEMENT

OFFICER3, N.C.0s. & MEN:

By order of The High Commandant, I am going to release a wonder-
ful big news to you.

That is we are on the verge of long awaited Peace and the bellig-
erent forces are now holding an Armistice Conference.

Consequently, in very near future, you will be sent to the most
convenient Jananese vnort for the denarture to your homes and loved
ones.

On this occasion, we exnress our desire to see you will arrive at
your homes safely and in good health: to achieve this end the adminis-
trative staff is making every endeavor. '

The Commandant desires that you, on your vart, mindful of our
intention; be not hesitant to offer rour cooveration to our efforis.

There are a few more words to tell to you; I. The rations will
be very much imoroved in future, and drawing and vreparation of them
will be carried out as uv to now. 2. The Japanese Sentries will be on
duty yet, but to safe-guard you from unforeseen mishaps which might
result from contacts with out-side peonle, and for the vrevention of
fires. 3. You are required not to go out-side of the fence. 4. As
the War came to an end, so let it be with Enmity, if any of you
nannens to hold a grudge against any varticular man of the Staff or
Sentries, let us shake hands and forget the dark hours for the sake of

peace and love.

Lastly the Commandant, with a good grace, has trepared to drink
a toast to your health and happiness; Are you all going to accent
this invitaticn? Yes? Very Well.

CONGRADULATION TO EACH OF YOU
LIEUT ENANT JIRO TENDO
~ THE 2nd. BRANCH CAMP
Z4%h. August, 1945 HAKODATE P.O.W. CAMP
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*~ American Red Cross
STANDARD PACKAGE NO. !

for

PRISONER OF WAR
FOOD

CONTENTS

Evaporated Milk, irradiated | 1414 oz. can
Lunch Biscuit (hard-tack) | 8 oz. package
Cheese I 8 oz. package
Instant Cocoa 1 8 oz. tin
Sardines | I5 oz tin
Oleomargarine (Vitamin A) 1 1 Ib. in
Corned Beef 1 12 oz. tin
Sweet Chocolate 2 51/, oz. bars
Sugar, Granulated I 2 oz. package
Powdered orange concentrate 2 31/, oz. package

(Vitamin C)
Soup (dehydrated) 2 21/ oz. package
Prunes I 16 oz. package
Instant Coffee I 4 oz. tin
Cigarettes 2 20%s
Smoking Tobacco I 2l oz. packag
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POW-MIA Recognition Day was celebrated Friday Island In World War Il. (Staff photo by Gene

at Fort Harrison. Watching Intently is Max Dana, Fischer) (.t 9 (724
who was taken prisoner by the Japanese on Wake \7"9_1 ! /. . ‘7,

’



