
would be back and when they came 
I'd still be around. 

What became of you after the Japa­
nese brought you back to Co,rregi~ 

dor? 
They brought us to what they called 
the 92d Garage Area. It was a mass 
of humanity with scarcely any room 
to lie down. During the day we'd 
bake in the sun with no shelter. 
There was no sanitation. We'd have 
a line waiting for water 200 or 300 
long just to get a canteen of water: 
You got a mess kit full of rice with 
flies so thick on it you would take a 
spoon of it and before you would 
get it to your mouth you couldn't 
see the rice, Just before you put it in 
your mouth you'd blow the flies off 
and eat the stuff. You had no 
choice; there wasn't anything else. 

We were there over a week before 
they took us by ship to Manila and 
from there to Bilibid. From that 
day on I never got outside that 
prison. 

In his diary, George Ferguson 
writes about the sanitary conditions 
in Bilibid. 
It was pretty bad. The only good 
thing I could say about that place is 
we had running water. 

Was rice the main course through­
out your imprisonment? 
It was the only course. We were fed 
moldy, musty rice that had been 
swept up from the floors of ware­
houses. The Japanese boiled it and 
it had a very sour taste. You could 
smell it a mile away. They put it in 
buckets set on rollers. Those that 
would n't eat it are still out there. 

Sometimes we got camote tops. 
The camote is the Filipino equiva­
lent of a sweet potato. The tops 
were boiled in rock salt. That was 
the extent of our greens. On rare 

CDR Smith, third from riff"', /ro/l/ 
row. back home with his colleagues. 

occasions we had fish. The laps. 
didn't clean them, just fried them 
whole. At first we would pick out 
the bones. but after a while we ate 
them from end to end like a cookie. 

I.read that mongo beans were occa­
sionally available. 
Some of the prisoners had Filipino 
contacts on the outside. Mongo 
beans look like peas, no bigger then 
birdshot but are rich in protein. 
One time a dog got caught in the 
wire surrounding the camp. We 
skinned it and boiled it in rock salt. 
Dogs are not bad eating. Another 
time the Japanese brought ducks 
into the prison to eal the garbage we 
threw out but they got beriberi and 
starved to death. 

What was your average day like in 
Bilibid? 
Every day was pretty much the 
same. Between work details, we 
played chess and cards. 

Where did the cards C0me from? 
I remember we bought a deck 

from ano,ther prisoner for $50. U.S. 
currency wasn't worth anything 
anyway. Fifty bucks for a deck of 
cards was a real bargain. 

Before I got sick I saw patients in 
the hospital we had set up. We had 
practically nothing to run it with­
no medicine and few instruments. 
We did have a makeshift operating 
room, but sterile facilities didn't 
exist. 

Heck, we had every disease you 
could think of in there-malaria, 
pellagra, dengue, beriberi, xeroph­
thalmia, yaws, scurvy, elephantia­
sis, tuberculosis, and general 
malnutrition. I was sick in bed most 
of the time with swollen ankles, 
painful feet, nausea, vomiting, diar­
rhea. It was at that point that many 
people said, "Oh hell, I'm not gonna 
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eat that moldy stuff anymore." And
 
they didn't and went right down hill
 
and died. We buried a lot of men
 
behind that pr,ison.
 

When did you first notice that your
 
sight was going?
 
I had been having some trouble
 
with the sun. My eyes seemed more
 
sensitive than usual. But the blind­

ness came suddenly. I think it was in
 
September of 1942. I was reading a
 
book about the Presidents, the life
 
of Andrew Jackson. 1 was on ,page
 
42 and put it aside for the night. The
 
next day I couldn't even find the
 
page number let alone the page. We
 
had an ophthalmologist there at the
 
time. He took one look at my eyes
 
and said I had probably had optic
 
neuritis but now I showed signs of
 
optic atrophy. The nerve endings
 
had almost completely disinte­

grated.
 

Wa~. this caused by a vitamin A
 
defiCiency?
 
No, vitamin B, thiamine hydrochlo­

ride. Lack of vitamin A causes xe-
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rophthalmia, ulcers on the corneas. 
We had plenty of those cases. When 
I got back to the States they poured 
vitamins into me every which way 
but it didn't do much good. 

I understand that one of your com­
rades had a contraband radio hid­
den somewhere so you knew how 
the war was going.
 
Down a~ the other end of the hall
 
were fOUf warrant officers. One of 
them appeared to be a little on the 
stupid side. He had built himself a 
stool to sit on. Underneath, he had 
a compartment with a radio he had 
put together from scavenged parts. 
The Japanese appointed these war­
rant officers to take a head count 
every day. Often, these counts took 
place after dark and so the Japanese 
had to furnish flashlights. Needless 
to say, the batteries didn't last very 
long in those flashlights. Anyway, 
they would get news on the radio. 
They knew the Americans had 
landed in Bougainville and the 
southern islands but they didn't tell ---.... 
us. They couldn't tell us. They 

would wait until the Japanese 
would send out a working party or 
there would be a transfer of men. 
About 4 hours after the newcomers 
would arrive, the "stupid" one 
would say. "1 heard a good rumor. 
Americans have landed in Leyte." 
Never would you get the news right 
away, only after some group was 
sent out on a detail to clean up a 
street or something and they'd 
come back. Nobody knew where 
the rumor came from. 

After the Americans came, the 
warrant officer set his stool out on 
the ground and opened up the top 
and there was the radio. That was 
the best kept secret in t he camp and 
the stupid routine was one of the 

'best acts I've ever seen.'" 

When did you learn that the Ameri­
cans were on their way back to the 
Philippines? 
I don't remember the date but it was 
sometime in '44. It was a bright sun­
shiny day. Two Japanese planes 
were practicing dogfighting. Right 
out of the blue, they turned tail and 
headed north in a hurry. Within 5 
minutes bombs were hitting the 
port area. We figured our boys 
weren't too far away. This was right 
about the time the Japanese began 
sending our men on convoys north 
to Japan. 

Did you see George Ferguson fre­
quently? 
I didn't see him every day but it was 
frequently. He was very active, car­
ing for patients. He always ap­
peared to be in good health and 
always cheerful. He was a good 
morale builder for those who 
thought they were doomed. And 
there were plenty who felt we would 
never get out of thaI place alive. I 
remember the day George left for 
Japan. He just waved and said, "So 
long, see you later." 

"The radio man was l.T Homer T. Hutchin­
son, a former mining engineer. 

What was your liberation like? 
On the night of February fourth, 
1945, about 8 o'clock in the even­
ing. halftracks and tanks suddenly 
roared past lhe prison. You could 
hear machinegun bullets bouncing 
off the walls. The tanks never 
stopped but kept on going. I re­
member the very first American I 
saw. He was knocking the boards 
off the windows with his riOe butt. 
He looked in and said, "What are 
you guys doing in here'?" He was 
very fit looking, dark-skinned, and 
wearing a funny kind of helmet 
we'd never seen before. We were 
accustomed to the old, flat variety. 
Someone answered him. "We've 
been in here for a long time. Who 
are you'?" "I'm from Ohio with the 
First Cavalry." he replied. fly ou 
mean you're an American'?" He said 
yes, and then someone shouted, 
"Well then, dammil. give me a 
Lucky Strike!" He didn't have a 
Lucky but he did give the guy a 
Camel. We knew right then that the 
Yanks and tanks were back and we 
were free. 

Dr. Smith and the Bilibid survi­
vors had their first American chow 
in many years that day and shortly 
thereafter he began the long trip 
backfrom the Philippines by way of 
Leyte, Peleliu, Honolulu, and Sail 
Francisco, arriving home 011 17 
March 1945. He wa.5hospitalizedat 
the Naval Medical Center. Be­
thesdafor 16 months and, declared 
unfit for further service, retired 
from the Navy in 1946 with the 
Bronze Star and a Purple Heart. 
His eyesight improved slightly, 
allowing him to return to medical 
school, after which he passed the 
boards in internal medicine and 
became a fellow of the American 
College of Physicians. He worked 
part-time for the Chesapeake and 
Ohio Railroad for over 26 years 
while maintaining a private prac­
tice. At age 77, he is now medical 
director of the Federal Reserve in 
Richmond. VA. -J K H 
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