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_ The guards were, on average, not a very qood Jot. Maybe it was the prisoners fault, but they certainly didn't
mind pushing the prisoners around. The cuards cseemed to begrudge the necessitiss of the latrine. After much
ounding on the door, they might come to see what you wanted. When you did get out, they hurried you so that you
arﬁlx had time to finish vour business.

5 the evening wore on, the quards seemed to get rougher. One of the Englishmen had gas on his stomach and had
the urgency to go to the latrine quite often. The head guard was very irritable and at one of the answers to our
insistent knock, he opens the door and commenced hollering in German about our making 5o much noise. He refused the
gaseous Englishman the necessity of the latrine and turned to Teave, The Enalishman turned-thinking he had left and
allowed a circumnavigated belch to pass. The guard heard it and thousht it was aimed at him for he furned around
and roared and bellered and thereupon swung the butt of his rifle, The blow g9lanced off the Enalishman asainst the
wall, Then the Englishman turned red with rage, not thinkipg he had done anything wrong, and would have made for
the guard but for the physical restraint of two of his countrymen who pulled him into the chair on the cpposite end
of the room. The guard fumed and frothed like 2 mad dog and pulled a round into the chasber of his gun. then
released the safetn. I do not know what stopped him to this day.

During this whole episode, | was petrified. [ did not know until the whole thing was over what had caused the
outburst. [ was scared. That was not the only show of violence by this same guard. In & neishboring room, mv radic
operator was confined also in the same predicament. He had been knocking on his door and hollering “hunger!” The
guard arrived just as he began one of his knocking pleas. Whersupon the guard threw the door open, orabbed my
radioman and threw him against the wall and begain brandishing his moral persuader again.

These episodes made me realize my predicament was going fo be no safer than combat. In fact combat had not
really ended. Later in the evening they took ocur shoes and we prepared to retire for the nisht, The other American
and the Enaglishman, who was still suffering from exposure, took the bed and one blanket while the rest of us 1aid
the remaining blanket on the floor for us to sleep on Little did I realize, the +loor was as soft as any bed [ was
to have later on. There wasn‘t much room for turning in vour sleep. I certainly could have more if I had been able
to keep warm. God knows, I was tired enough! ) ) ) i _

Morning came with its sunshine. It was gratifying to have some warmth, Breakfast finally came. Two thin slices
of bread with a lubrication of jam between the slices, with some hot ersaiz tea. AL least we thought It was
supposed to be tea, } .

The morning passed guick]y with conversation and noon brought dinner consisting of one bowl of potatoes and
barley soup. Not too good, but hot. The day being Sunday, we spent the afternoon watching the people parade by in
their Sunday finery, getting a Sunday walk.

Just before evening show time, I was called out of the room and was marched out of the enclasure across the
road to where an officer sat. He was very friendly. After taking a form with a red cross on it, he proceeded to
advise me it was his job to establish me as a prisoner of war and in doing that he would have to ask some guestions
from which he could realize I wasn’t a spy. The form he would fill in so my relatives could be informed I was still
living. I gave him my army serial number, my name and my rank, but he didn’t stop therej he insisted upon knowing
my group and squadron, the target of the mission I was on, then he wanted to know the positons of the crew. The
first he fipally pointed out to me, the second he guessed wrong on, and the last he had all screwed up. Finally he
started inguiring into my family, after realizing they were none of his business. He finally dismissed me. During
the interview I helped myself to some of the candy he Kad. Very good!

1 was the first to be interrogated, therefore 1 had to wait till they had all done their guota. About dusk
they had around 23 fellows. We were then marched to the much heard of Dulag Luft,

Dulag-luft is the reception center for all Allied Air Corps prisoners. At the time | was there, there were
three barracks, one containing enlisted men, one containing officers, the last being the messhall. The barracks
were divided up into rooms with double tier bunks with straw mattresses. One corner of the rooms contained a small
stove, The barracks had a2 smal] washroom, & showsr room, and a latrine. The mess hall was rup on bulk red cross
supplies by Englishmen and & few GI%s. They put out five meals a day, two of which were heavy meals, and thres
meals constituted of broth, or a beverage with bread and Jjam or honey, or just biscuits, The meals wers morale
buiidergegs well as strength builders. Since most of the fellows hadn’t eaten a decent meal in davs and in many
Cases weeks.,

We were EFEEEESEG before entering Dulag and our +ingerprints faken. Aftsrward we were taken inside fhe main
enclosure of [uiag. We were met by an Englishman who gave us a package of French cigarsttes a piece. This was &
most welcome innovation for most since we hadn’t been allowed to or mainly had no cigarettes to smoke. My
innovation came when we were shown the mess hall was and I received the first really aood tasting food since [ left
England. It was made up of a hot broth and a cracker buf it tasted like a steak dinner to my hungry stomach,

Life for us is far too short,
To spend in trivial sorrow:
For the deepest wound
That bleeds today,
Will be a scar tomorrow.

by Perry K Smith



