










even the guards didn't want to get close to us. Only one American died on this trip 

and his body buried at sea. The rest of us felt more dead than alive when we reached 

Japan. One bright spot before then was a stop in Taiwan where the Japanese took on 

a load of salt. They also took us off the ship and turned a fire hose on us which was 

a welcome relief. We also got a small amount of fresh fruit. 

When we reached Japan we were taken off the ship at a seaport city on 

the Island of Honshu. Prior to being taken off the ship they checked us out for 

Cholera by shoving a glass tube up our rectum. Luckily they didn't find any of us to 

have Cholera. There were about 200 of us and we were paraded down the streets 

while Japanese civilians shouted at us and kids threw rocks at us. Then we were put 

on a train and taken to our camp which was located in a coal mining area on the 

southern part of the Island of Honshu. There were about 200 English prisoners 

already there. We had to undergo 2 weeks of JapaneSe recruit drill so we could learn 

their commands. Sometimes we felT we could understand the Japanese better than 

we could the Cockney English. They did have one advantage. Their highest ranking 

officer was a Major and our American officers two Captains who both together 

wouldn't have made a good Boy Scout leader. Oh yes! We had an American Doctor 

who was a Captain. He was an Obstetrician and we needed an Obstetrician like we 

needed two assholes. He turned out to be a pretty good Doctor in spite of his 

specialty. 

Our work in the coal mines was the lowest type of coolie labor. Ten to 
twelve hours a day for 10 days then one days work in camp and then 10 days on 
night shift. There was about a mile walk from our camp to the mines. All along side 
the road were vegetable gardens. The first night the Americans worked in the coal 
mines, the trail in the morning looked like a hoard of locusts had hit. The roadside 
gardens were stripped clean. Willie had the misfortune of getting Garlic which when 
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picked green has an extra strong odor and all the Japanese guards were sniffing but 
didn't find it on Willie. Always when situati( .s seemed the worst Willie managed to 
have some divine force from above taking ca"" of him. On our day off in Camp we 
usually did clean up work such as emptying tne outside toilets. This was a very 
unpleasant job for Willie because his partner on the other end of a pole carrying two 
five gallon buckets of sewage invariably was a very short person and Willie being 
tall meant the buckets would swish back and forth spilling the contents all over 
Willie but that didn't faze him. he could have eaten dinner right in the middle of it 
if he had a dinner. 

Willie was always on the lookout for a better type of work because he 
disliked working in the coal mines. One pretty good job that he got was to keep the 
bath water hot for Japanese officers and men. In order for you to understand I have 
to explain their procedure for heating bath water. They bad cement tubs on a 
concrete slab floor. Underneath the floor they have several pipes and a place 
hollowed out underneath the pipes for a wood fire to heat them. The only problems 
was that Willie built such a roaring fire that the pipes got red hot and the water so 
hot in the tubs they couldn't get near them for hours. As a consequence Willie was 
fired from this job for being too efficient so it was back to the mines for Willie. 

Working in the coal mines was a damp, cold, dirty and sometimes 
hazardous job for Willie especially since he was tall and the mind shaft overhead 
low. He was continually bumping his head The one thought that kept him going 
was the thought of having a hot bath at the end of the day even if it was with forty 
or fifty other guys and the water was black with coal dust 

Then came a turn of events which made our work in the mines more 
difficult They changed our diet Rice was becoming scarce so they started feeding 
us Bean flakes which wa a product of soy beans after all the food value was 
extracted. We were mostly getting roughage from our diet and consequently 
diarrhea. The guards were furious because every place they stepped they stepped in 
our crap. 

Then one day a beautiful sight appeared for us. Hundreds of American 
B-29 Bombers flew over our Camp and we knew the end of the war was near. Our 
country hadn't forgotten us. The planes dropped leaflets telling us not to overeat or 
over medicate. Then they dropped food and medicine. Of course we didn't pay 
attention to their warning. We ate anything and everything.. Willie was going thru 
the rations which included candy bars and eating the candy so fast he was halfway 
thru a bar of soap become he discovered it wasn't candy. We wondered why the B­
29s kept dropping so much food at our camp every three days. Later we found out 
that most camps in our area were already evacuated by the American Army. If we 
had waited for the Army to evacuate us we might still be waiting. We finally 
evacuated ourselves by getting on a Japanese train which took us to a seaport where a 
Navy hospital ship evacuated us to Okinawa. From Okinawa were were flown to the 
Philippines. 
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Then there was a problem for Willie. They wanted to take him. home the rest of the 
trip by ship which would take about three weeks. Willie decided that was too long a 
time. After all he had waited almost four years so Willy decided to see what he 
could do about securing a flight home by air. After being shuffled from one office 
to another Willie was getting a little hot under the collar and very angry. Finally 
one clerk told him he might get some satisfaction if he went to see the Sgt. Major. 
Then he got the shock of his life. There sitting before him was the Sgt. Major, the 
largest woman in uniform Willie had ever seen. In fact, the only woman he had ever 
seen in Uniform. She told him to calm down and asked what she could do for him. 
Willie said he wanted to get on a flight back to the States. The Sgt. Major told him 
if he was willing to wait ten days she would see that he was on a flight home. In ten 
days Willy was on a flight home to the good old USA The plane Willie was on made 
a few hours stop over at Hawaii but as much as Willie wanted to see Hawaii, he 
didn't dare leave his seat on the plane because he could have been ranked out of his 
seat. 

There were quite a few people waiting for a flight back to the U.S. It was 
almost 4 years to the day that Willie arrived back in San Francisco. There he was 
taken to Letterman Army Hospital for observation and treatment but being confined 
any place was not for Willie. Although he didn't have any clothes - in his pajamas he 
hailed a cab. He got as far as the Main Gate where the guard informed him he had to 
have clothes on to leave the Hospital. Willie was determine to see San Francisco so 
he managed to borrow some clothes and make it into the city. Willie was confused in 
the city, he didn't know what to do first. He went to a music store and had them 
play all the records he hadn't heard The he went to a Special Waffle Shop that 
made all different kinds of Waffles.. He ate his fill and then proceeded back to the 
Hospital where much to his surprise his girl friend who had waited four years for 
him to return was waiting to greet him. It was a wonderful reunion and Willie was as 
happy as one person could be. Shortly after that in 1945, Willies' girl friend became 
his wife and has been ever since. 

It hasn't been easy for her married to Willie because of Willies utter 
disregard of material things and his almost God like lust for good food. Willie found 
out in his four years overseas how little a person really needed to exist on: faith in 
God, hope for the future and the will to survive. Many men could not grasp these 
things so they did not survive. Survival of the fittest doesn't just mean the body. It 
really means the MInd The Japanese could do anything they wanted to Willies body 
but they couldn't control w;r;;s mind 

That was Willies alone. No one could control his thoughts or ever will. 
!!l3~,{r-<. 

This is my story, Willie Hunns story. Never brave, never a Hero but truly a 
Survivor. 
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