“Roy Takeno reading the newspaper in front
of the Manzanar Free Press offices, Manzanar
Relocation Center, California.” (Ansel Adams,
photographer; 1943; Manzanar War Relocation
Center Photographs, Library of Congress)

“Street scene, Manzanar Relocation Center” (Ansel Adams,
photographer; 1943; Manzanar War Relocation Center Photo-
graphs, Library of Congress)

“Statement on Entering Prison”
David Dellinger

In an excerpt from Home Fronts, David Dellinger, a tongtime po-
litical activist and advocate of nonviolence, issues a political
statement on his status as a consclentious objector, in 1943,
Dellinger was sentenced to a year in prison for his refusai to
register for the draft during the war.

L. I believe that all war is evil and useless. Even a so-called war
of defense is evil in that it consists of lies, hatred, self-righteousness,
‘and the most destructive methods of violence that man can invent.
These things corrupt even the most idealistic supporters of the war.
They harm even the most innocent children of “enemy” countries.
Even a war fought with the highest idealism is uscless in that it
‘can produce no good result that could not be secured better in other
ays. Just as it would be stupid to plant weeds and to try to harvest
égetables, so it would be stupid to encourage the lies, conscription,
‘and murder of war, and to hope to produce democracy, freedom, and
brotherhood. War is a Trojan horse from which emerge at home the
nemies that destroy us.

"Lhe fact that some people sincerely believe that war will help us
cannot persuade me to cooperate in their mistake. Instead it makes
it all the more important to do everything possible to help free them
from their error and to show them a substitute for war,
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IL. T believe that when anyone supports war he violates the life freedoms of Spain, Austria, Czechoslovakia, efc., down the river.

and teachings of Jesus. They resisted every suggestion that we offer the hungry people of
III. T believe that the so-called United Nations and each indi-

vidual resident of them bear a tremendous responsibility for this

Europe the economic and social equality that would have uprooted
both fascism and war.

present war,

A. 'The rest of the world has been driven to desperation by the eco-
nomic cruelty of the United States, with its Big Business Empire,
and of England, with her Colonial Empire. We produced the eco-
nomic, social, and psychological conditions that made war inevi-
table. Russia, for all her social reforms, is a bloody dictatorship that
has followed a policy of selfish nationalism for years. As part of this
policy she has subsidized political parties, all over the world, that
have poisoned the left wing movement with dishonesty, opportun-

ism, and violence,

B. So far as Germany and Italy are concerned, British and Ameri-
can politicians and industrialists supported the rise of Hitler and
Mussolini. One reason they did this was to make private profits
out of various business deals, A second reason was that Hitler and
Mussolini were destroying the labor and socialist movements of
Europe, which had the power to introduce economic and social
democracy to oppressed peoples everywhere. If you find this hard
to believe, let me remind you that the United States government
is following a similar policy today. Of course they cannot support
the two individuals, Hitler and Mussolini, but they are supporting
totalitarian forces in every country—Giraud, Peyroutan, Franco,
Prince Otto Habsburg, the Junkers of Germany, the land own-
ers and business interests of Italy, the dictators of Latin America,
etc. At the same time they are opposing the democratic forces of
Europe—and their representatives in this country.

Even after the early honeymoon with Hitler and Mussolini,
when these men began to emerge as dangerous Frankensteins, the
United States and England were still ready to sell the democratic

C. So far as Asia is concerned, we introduced modern violence and
robbery to the Japanese, by our rape of the orient, Later we were
partners of Japan in her invasion of China. American oil, steel,
and munitions were sold ar huge profits for that purpose. President
Roosevelt, the State Department, and politicians all conspired in
this, Fvery one of them is as guilty of murder as are the Japanese whom
rhey accuse.

We began to boycott Japan only when it began to threaten our
damnable mastery of the orient, and when we needed an incident
to strengthen the propaganda by which we were trying to sell the
war to our own peace-loving people.

Churchill himself has admitted in Parliament that President
Roosevelt committed us to war against Japan in August 1941, four
months before Pearl Harbor. Shortly afterward we started issu-
ing ultimatumns and threats for #he sofe purpose of carrying out this
promise—that we would wage war against Japan before the year
was out,

We also began a policy of limited naval warfare, Naval officers
have admitted that before Pear! Harbor, they were sent on secret ex-
peditions with orders to shoot Japanese ships and aircraft—onsight
and without warning. See Jeannette Rankin’s speech in the House
of Representatives on December 8, 1942, The same policy was pur-
sued in the Atlantic, Rather brazen proof of this terribly policy of
our government has just been given by the Navy Department in
General Order No. 190, whereby the Navy, Marine Corps, and
Coast Guard personnel have been ordered to wear a bronze letter A
on their American defense medal service ribbon “to commemorate
service on ships operating in actual or potential belligerent contact
with Axis forces in the Atlantic Ocean prior to December 7, 1941.”
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How many Japanese ships were sunk in this way, we do not
know. Nor do we know how many peace-loving Japanese reluc-
tantly accepted the war because of our treachery. But the govern-
ments of the United States and Japan each exploited the treachery

of the other, forcing war upon its own people.

D. We also went to war to avoid facing up to the failures of our self-
ishly organized private-ownership, private-profit system.

At home we have a system whereby the mines, factories, and
other means of production are owned and operated not for the good
of all but for the private profit of a few. Such organized selfishness
will not work. It produced years of mass unemployment, depres-
sion, and unrest, But even the misery of millions did not persuade
the privileged classes to give up their stranglehold on God’s mate-
rial gifts and to embrace the total democracy and brotherhood that
alone will work. Instead, after seven desperate years of bread lines
and boondoggling, they turned to the manufacture of armaments.
Roosevelt himself, in an interview recorded in the New York Times,
pointed to Nazi Germany and said that she had lots of armaments
plants and no unemployment, ‘

At the same time they played up war scares and international
hatreds as an excuse for making bombs instead of bread, and as a
scapegoat on which to blame the sufferings of the people.

After a time “national defense” was an insufficient excuse for
slavery and injustice. The people were restless. Our privileged
classes had to choose: brotherhood or war, The Axis threatened the
financial and business empire of certain private interests. War of-
fered an excellent smokescreen for profiteering, for feeling impor-
tant, and for suppressing American freedom, with all its dangers to
economic selfishness. Finally, the brutality of the Axis presented
the idealistic mask without which neither the people nor most of
their masters would have been able to face the terrible choice they
made.
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Very few people actually chose war, They chose selfishness and
the result was war, Each of us, individually and nationally, must
choose: total love or total war.

Most people are afraid to choose total love and brotherhood.
It is too new, too daring. It seems to require too many sacrifices.
For the privileged classes who control the normal instruments
for manufacturing public opinion and making public decisions, it
means abandoning certain traditional privileges which bring no
real happiness—so long as they are private privileges—but which
possess a superficial glitter and attractiveness. For all of us it means
abandoning our pride, our self-centeredness, and whatever special
privileges we have or hope to have some day.

The selfishness of all of us underlies the dishonesty of our Roo-
sevelts and Tojos, the brutality of our Hitlers and Churchills. . . .




“The Slaughter of an Army”

Osawa Masatsugu

Interviewed by Haruko Taya Cook and Theodore F. Cook in
Japan at War, Osawa Masatsugu relates his experiences as a
soldier in the Japanese Imperial Army in New Guinea, in 1943,

fter the main force had passed over the gorge, they blew up the
suspension bridge. The thousands who trailed behind were left

to die. We were at the end of the line. Soldiers who had struggled
along before us littered the sides of the trail, It was a dreadful sight.
Some were already skeletons—it was so hot that they soon rotted—
or their bodies were swollen and purple. What little they wore was
removed by those who had less. Wearable boots were instantly
taken, so most of the dead lay barefoot. The worms crawling over the
more recently dead gave them a silver sheen. The whole mountain
range was wreathed in the stench of death. That was what it was like.
Qur own forces blew up the bridge before we could cross it! We
marched for another month because we were one day late. We'd
already been marching for nearly two months by then, ever since
the many battles at Finschhafen, and we’d almost gotten through
the mountains to the coast. It was about the tenth day of February
1944, Behind me there were more thousands, completely dispersed,
scattered. Many had gone mad. I couldn’t get over the fact that,

165




166 A PEOPLE’S HISTORY OF WORLD WAR I1

delirious as they were, they still continued to march in the same
direction. Nobody, no matter how insane, walked the wrong way.
The dead bodies became road markers. They beckoned to us: “This
is the way. Just follow us corpses and you'll get there.” That was true
until we came to the gorge where the bridge had been. Now, we had
to find the way for ourselves.

New Guinea was green, full of greenness, all year long. If it had
been any other color, you couldn’t have stood it. ‘The green provided
some relief, but it was a desert of green. The advance units had
quickly eaten all available food. The rest of the column had to sur-
vive on what little was left after they'd passed. The soldiers who fell
by the side of the mountain trail increased rapidly, so mixed together
that you ceased to be able to distinguish their units. When we left

| Finschhafen, we had already passed the limits of our energy, and
yet we had to crawl along the very tops of ridges and cross mountain
ranges. It was a death march for us.

It had rained for more than half a year straight. Our guns rusted.
Iron just rotted away. Wounds wouldn’t heal. Marching in the rain
was horrible. Drops fell from my cap into my mouth mixing with my
sweat. You slipped and fell, got up, went sprawling, stood up, like an
army of marching mud dolls. It went on without end, just trudging
through the muddy water, following the legs of somebody in front
of you.

As you marched, you lost comrades from your unit. Usually, you
just flopped down by the road, rested together, then moved on. But
sometimes the one you were with would say, “I'll just rest a little
longer.” You'd lose the will to stand up if you sat too long, “Let’s get
going. Come on!” T said to one. He was sitting at the edge of a cliff.
He only lifted his glasses and wiped his face. He looked utterly ex-
hausted. I never saw him again.

‘The worst was the jungle at night. Even if you attached a white
cloth to your pack, it couldn’t be seen. You'd have to follow the per-
son in front of you by pushing lightly up against his pack, You had
to keep your mind focused only on that. Sometimes you'd move
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swiftly. At other times you slowed to nothing at all, ‘Then you'd
shout, “Get going!” and find yourself pushing against a tree. If you
tried to rush, you'd stumble, as if your feet were grabbed or clutched
at by something. You weren't supposed to call out. The enemy might
hear. Each step, you had no way of knowing if there was going to be
ground under your foot when it next came down.

At times the rain was heavy in the mountains, not like in Japan. It
was more like a waterfall. You'd have to cover your nose or it would
choke you. A valley stream could turn into a big river instantly, If
you got caught there washing your face, away you went. People could
die of drowning while crossing the mountains. I climbed mountains
four thousand meters high. Dark black clouds swirled around us.
I had the feeling the heavens were glowering down at me. Beyond
the clouds, you could see stars even in daylight. It was like being in
the eye of a typhoon, suddenly seeing those stars shining behind the
dark clouds. It was a weird experience.

For a time after the bridge was blown up, military police, the
Kempei, were stationed here and there on the trail, ostensibly to
protect the security of villages along the way, and to direct strag-
glers. Soldiers often grumbled about them. One day I encountered a
Kempei. He demanded that I salute him, even though he was a non-
com. “I'm a sergeant too,” | insisted, “even though I don’t have any
stripes.” “You must salute the Kempei forces!” was his only response.
We didn’t even salute officers in those conditions. “You're alone?” he
asked. I replied that I had a companion, but he was a little behind.
“Why didn’t you kill him, then?” he demanded. “You can’t get out of
these mountains if you wait for stragglers. It’s all right to kill them.
One or two of you doesn't mean anything.” He looked two or three
years younger than me. The dark shadow of the Kempei disappeared
from the mountains about half a month after the bridge went down.

In the army, anyone over thirty was an old man. Twenty-six or
twenty-seven, that was your peak. "The young soldiers, serving for
the first time, didn’t know how to pace themselves and died quickly,
though there were many strong men, fishermen and farmers, among
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them. If you were older, you knew what you could do and what you
couldn’t. I was in what was called the regimental “labor company,”
but it was really a special unit organized for all kinds of difficult
missions. We blew up enemy tanks with saucer-shaped mines, We’d
approach moving tanks from their blind side and attach the charge
directly to their hull. We’d trap them in tank pits. We were some-
times called the Special Attack Raiders. ‘The heaviest casualties
were in our labor unit. We were like a small engineering unit, build-
ing bridges and destroying enemy strongpoints, but we took pride

in being like tiger cubs, the most valuable unit in the division. Qur -

primary weapon was a flame-thrower.

One thing that surprised me when I went into the military
was that the majority of the long-service soldiers had only gotten
through elementary school. Many of the conscripts were well edu-
cated, many beyond middle school. You could recognize conscripts
by their glasses. Regular soldiers often said, “draftees have glib
tongues, but are uscless in action.” When I'was a corporal, T once got
into a fistfight with a sergeant for saying that there wasn’t any differ-
ence between a regular soldier and a conscript when both are on the
same battlefield risking their lives.

I turned down the chance to become an officer candidate. When
they told me I had permission to apply, I said “I don’t like the army.
If I liked the military I'd have gone to the military academy in the
first place.” 'They beat me mercilessly for my impudence that time,
1 can tell you, You see, I didn’t want to kill subordinates with my
orders. I could watch out for myself, but I didn’t want to determine
what others should do. Eventually I reached the rank of sergeant,
but it didn’t mean much in New Guinea. Nobody ever seemed to
rank below me, since reinforcements never reached us. I was always
near the bottom.

I heard later that our high command considered the battle at
Finschhafen a turning point of the Pacific War. It seems they had an
expectation that a victory there could have reversed the tide of war,
In fact, we did rout the enemy easily-—at first. I was amazed how
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weak the Australian soldiers seemed. Their infantrymen ran before
us when we attacked. The next day, though, their artillery and air-
planes bombarded us from all sides. Only when we were totally ex-
hausted did their infantry return to mop up at their leisure. Our side
had no fighting capability left.

'The bigger the scale of the battle, the less we riflemen had to do
with it. Cannons and machine guns dominated then. As you can
imagine, in infantry battles, machine guns were the stars, Five ma-
chine guns blaze away, spewing out six hundred rounds a minute.
‘the bullets just come “Ba-ba-ba-ba, dah-dah-dah-dak!” You want to
dig into the earth even just five or ten centimeters more. You can’t
raise your head. You know how well they know your position by
the height of their fire. When the bullets come low you can’t move.
Your back is heated by the bullets. You can't fire your single-shot,
bolt-action Type-38 infantry rifle. You'd feel too absurd. It’s like a
kind of symphony coming from both sides. You'd get intoxicated
by it. An hour of firing like that and my whole way of looking at
the world around me was different. 1 was transformed, along with
Nature itself.

I came to feel the Australian military was very strong indeed.
"They didn’t want to have infantry battles. They wanted to leave the
fighting to mechanized power. The Japanese military only had in-
fantry. Our artillery had almost no ammunition. If we fired even
one shell, hundreds came back at us. “Please don't fire at them,” we'd
pray to our guns from our trenches. I had a sense then that one day
war would be fought without humans. Just airplanes and artillery.
War in which human beings actually shot at each other, where we
could see each other’s faces, that was over. What were we infantry-
men there for? Only, it often seemed to me, to increase the number
of victims.

'The “enemny”? 1 often wondered what that meant, We didn’t hate
the enemy. We seemed to fight them only because they showed
up. I sometimes wondered why either side was there. It was like a
plot by both sides to fight in this place. In China, at least, when our
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soldiers were killed I sensed they had been killed by a real enemy.
"There, two sides, similarly armed, grappled fiercely with each other,
man-to-man. |

In New Guinea, we didn’t know what was killing us. Who killed
that one? Was it death from insanity? A suicide? A mercy killing?
Maybe he just couldn’t endure the pain of living. I remember that
war as mainly one of suicides and mercy killings. Once, as I was
trudging along, a soldier by the road caught my eye. He'd lost his
voice. He just pointed at my rifle and with a bent finger signaled
that he wanted me to pull the trigger. I couldn’t. My mind was still
mired in some kind of lukewarm sentimentalism. I knew he had
no hope, but I couldn’t shoot him. Another time, I saw a man kill
his younger brother. Love is such a cruel thing, That's what I felt

then. The younger brother had gone insane, although he was the -

physically stronger of the two. They were in different units, and met
by chance in a shack in the mountains. The younger brother was
cackling madly when we came upon him. The elder one slapped him

across the face and shook him, calling out his name. He just kept

laughing. Finally, the elder brother shot him dead. I didn’t even raise
my voice. The brother and I dug a grave for him. .

I knew an army doctor, about thirty-five years old, who volun-
teered to shoot all those who knew they couldn’t survive. This I con-
sider “sacred murder.” Often subordinates asked their superiors to
kill them when the main force was about to depart. If you were left
behind, that was the end. A man who had the strength left to pull
the pin could always blow himself up, so everyone tried to keep one
hand grenade until the last moment. Even those who tossed away
their rifles never threw away their last grenade.

My three years in New Guinea were a succession of such horrors.
Everything was beyond my control. Planes roared directly overhead.
We could smell their thirst for blood. No matter how many flew
over, you knew the one that was after you. Once, I was just aiming
my rifle when an enemy bullet actually got stuck in my barrel. If it
had been a touch off line, the umpire’s call would have been “You're
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out!” A bullet went through a man’s helmet, spun around inside and
exited through the same hole. Around his head was inscribed a bald
line where the bullet had gone. How can you explain something like
that? You move your body just a little and immediately the place
where you've been lying is hit directly. Luck? Accident? That just
won't do it. I was forced to learn the limits of human intelligence.
Things you'd think would logically be best for you often proved
to be the worst. “If youre going to die anyway, die gloriously,” I'd
think. I often volunteered for special missions. Yet again and again
I'd come back and find it was the main unit that had been wiped
out while T was off on a dangerous assignment. I felt something was
controlling us.

I never really killed anyone directly. I shot my rifle, so I might
have hit somebody, but I never ran anyone through with my bayonet.
In China, soldiers were forced to practice on prisoners, slashing and
stabbing, as soon as they arrived for training. “Stab him!” they’d
order, indicating an unresisting prisoner. I didn’t move. T just stood
there. The platoon leader became enraged, but I just looked away,
ignoring the order. I'was beaten. T was the only one who didr’t do it.
'The platoon leader showed them how, with vigor. “This is how you
stab a person!” he said. He hit the man’s skull and knocked him into
a pit. “Now stab him!” They all rushed over and did it. I'm not say-
ing I determined it good or bad through reason. I just couldn’t take
the thought of how it would feel, running 2 man through with my
bayonet.

‘The New Guineans seemed immaculate. To get help from the na-
tives in the mountains was the only means left to us. I was so happy
to sce that they accepted words without twisting them all around.

| We could communicate directly, When I first caught a glimpse of

black people, I thought we’d never be able to communicate, but one
of them spoke Pidgin English. That saved me. Because of Pidgin,
I was not afraid. T understood German, French, and English, but
T was amazed how uscful a few simple words could be. T was im-~
pressed by how beautiful human beings could be, too. An old native




172 A PEOPLE’S HISTORY OF WORLD WAR 11

once left a mixture of roots and water and a little salt by my head
when I'd collapsed flat on my back in the trail. And a village head-
man went himself to tell other Japanese two kilometers away that
I had fallen ill, even though his people thought I was already dead.
I'think the natives and the Japanese got along well. They'd dance
in a circle when the moon was full. Those of us who were from
farming or fishing villages would casually join in and dance, too,
as if they were dancing in the Japanese countryside. They’d bor-
row drums and do it pretty well. The natives seemed really pleased
by this. ‘The whites never approached them; they merely frightened
them with their guns. With the Japanese, they shared living. Some-
times I wonder why they cooperated with an army that was disin-
tegrating. The Australians would win them over with goods, things
like canned corned beef. We never had anything to return to them.
All we could say was, “Thank you.” Yet their kindness lasted to the
very end of the war. Some village chiefs were exccuted after the war
because they provided us with food. They were accused of “hostile

action” by the Allies, The enemy organized them to work as irregu- .

lar guerrillas against us. Indecd, the thing I most regret about New
Guinea is the incidents I learned of later where New Guineans were
killed by Japanese. It makes me despondent to think that we could
have killed people like that chief who saved me.

In the world we lived in on New Guinea, you had no use for the
language or knowledge you had accumulated before you went there.
Literature, which I'd studied at Keijé Imperial University, meant
nothing, I sensed that the extremes of existence could be reduced to
the human stomach. Lack of protein, in particular, fostered a kind
of madness in us. We ate anything. Flying insects, worms in rotten
palm trees. We fought over the distribution of those worms. If you
managed to knock down a lizard with a stick, you'd pop it into your
mouth while its tail was still wriggling. Yet, under these conditions,
a soldier offered me his final rice and a soldier I met for the first time
gave me half of a taro root he'd dug up.

We had other fears on New Guinea, Near the end we were told
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© not to go out alone to get water, even in daytime. We could trust the

men we knew, but there were rumors that you could never be sure

- what would happen if another of our own soldiers came upon you.

We took precautions against attack. I once saw a soldier’s body with
the thigh flesh gouged out, lying by the path. The stories I heard
made me shiver and left me chilled to the bone. Not all the men in
New Guinea were cannibals, but it wasn’t just once or twice, I saw
this kind of thing. One time, when we were rushing along a moun-
tain trail, we were stopped by four or five soldiers from another unit,
'They told us they had meat from a big snake that they were willing
to share with us. Their almost sneering faces unnerved me. Maybe
we were thinking too much, but my companion and I didn’t stop.
“Thank you, maybe next time,” we said, and left. I knew that if it
were really snake, they'd never have shared it. They were trying to
pull us in to share their guilt. We never talked about it afterwards,
but when we reached the coast other soldiers warned us that there

~ were demons in the jungle. Mayhbe this was just wild fear, but T can

still visualize it clearly.

T didn’t really have a future while T was trudging along in those
mountains, There was no tomorrow, no next day. All I could think
about was falling asleep, or following pleasant memories back into
the past. Still, when a staff officer showed up, gathered maybe fif-
teen of us together, and told us to prepare for our final battle and
issued us our final rations, I felt that the future had been foreclosed.
I'was now completely uncoupled from anything to come, in a closed
universe. I thought if I could just drag myself a few steps further,
I'might actually grasp the situation a little better, know where I was,
but I couldn’t even climb the slightest incline without crawling on
my hands and knees. Near the end, everything was called gyokusai.
In the end, I never did it, but whole regiments were used up in those
attacks, protecting us as we trudged through the mountains on our
fighting withdrawal. This can be interpreted as a comradeship of
which we were unaware.

Human beings can be divided into two extremes. I collapsed
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from fever many times. Sometimes a soldier who happened to pass
by carried me on his back to the next village. One time a soldier
I didn’t know told me he had two gg, just a handful, of rice in his
pack. “It’s no good to me now,” he said. “You take it.” Some people
are like that, They become extraordinarily lucid in the face of death.
I'was deeply moved, in a sense, but I couldn’t say, “All right, I'H take
it.” After all, each of us kept that two gé of rice for the time of our
own death, so we could say, “Now I'l eat my last meal.”

Another time, when we were climbing from Kali into the moun-
tains, [ was hailed by a soldier unable to move. He asked me to cook
some rice porridge for him with the rice in his mess kit. I got water
but asked one of our men to make it for him, since T was such a bad
cook. By the time the rice was ready, darkness had descended in the
jungle. At last somebody guided me back to where he was. “Your
porridge is ready!” I said as I shook him by the shoulder. He simply
fell over. Already dead. I wonder what on earth he must have been
thinking while that rice porridge was cooking. Maybe “That guy
ran away with my last rice!” I did my best and it was no good. I felt
wretched, The soldier who'd guided me there opened the dead man's
mouth and put some of the porridge in. All he kept muttering was
“What a pity, what a pity.” I saw the two extremes of humanity.
I don’t know what divides men that way. There’s something murky
and filthy in human beings. If you've seen this, you might find your-
self at one or the other of the poles.

One day natives brought in a soldier on a stretcher, 1 couldn’t
tell who he was at fisst, but he was from our special unit. He told
us his name, We'd last seen him when we were going over the ridge
line more than a year earlier. On the very day they carried him in,
he was shot as a deserter. The man who shot him still regrets do-
ing it. But if you were ordered to do it, you had to. If they had gone
strictly by rank, it would have been my job. 1 was officer of the day,
so in one way, I'm the one most responsible, but the warrant officer
didn't pick me. I'm grateful for that and I feel guilt and responsibil-
ity toward Yoshimura, my friend, who had to shoot him. “Forgive
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me, Nagayama,” Yoshimura said twice in Osaka dialect, and then
shot him. This took place after the end of the war, but just before we
became prisoners. _

I understand there were many such deaths by execution. For ex-
ample, you'd get an order to “take the message and report back in
three days no matter how difficult.” You might have to travel a dis-
tance as far as from Osaka to Kobe in that time. But malaria was like
a time bomb. Ifit went off you just collapsed and couldn’t move. That
happened to me. So a week later, you return and you're charged asa
deserter. Even many officers were ordered to kill themselves for the
crime of desertion. They’d go out on scouting missions, find them-
selves unable to get back in time, and so leave death poems behind.
What a bitter feeling they must have had before being shot. The
military was a place where only results were weighed, not reasons.

We didn’t know anything about the war situation outside our
bit of jungle, One day at the enemy camp we saw two flags go up,
the Union Jack and the Japanese flag. We heard “Banzai! Banzail”

. in Japanese. We'd never seen anything like this before. We then

had three days of silence. Planes flew over and dropped leaflets pro-
claiming “Peace has come to the Orient.” Even the regimental com-
mander didn’t know about the end of the war, This must have been
about August 15, but even that I don’t know exactly. It would be 2 lie
if I said I felt sad, or happy. I can’t analyze my feelings at that time.
I just felt, “Well, so it’s over.”

Our Seventy-Ninth Regiment had sailed from Pusan, Korea, on
New Year’s Day 1943 with 4,320 men. Including reinforcements,
7,000 men in all were assigned to our unit. Only 67 survived. My
own company broke camp in Pusan with 261 men. I was the only
one who boarded a transport ship bound for Japan and home after
the war. | was told that of about 170,000 officers and soldiers in
eastern New Guinea, 160,000 died. When we were imprisoned as
POWs on Mushu Island, after the war had officially ended, a dozen
or so men died every day. The island was all coral, so we couldn’t
dig graves for them. We didn’t have the strength, anyway, They had
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to hasten our repatriation because they couldn’t keep us there any
longer. We were shells of men, completely burned out. Even on the
way back to Japan, the transport had to stop several times to commit
the latest dead to the sea. They were only one step away from home,

1t’s such a long time ago, so it’s probably all right to put all this
down about individuals, but I often wonder what the family mem-
bers of the deceased will feel. You can’t call how their relation died
“glorious,” and of course they’d like to believe that if they had to die,
at least they died accomplishing a soldier’s duty, not in a ditch by the
trail, through madness, by their own hand, or eaten by their fellow
soldiers. Relatives of those whose deaths I can confirm with the evi-
dence of my own eyes still ask me, “Isn’t there any chance he could
have survived?” When I was being held as a POW, even I thought
that one day soldiers might begin to pour out of the jungle. But it
didr’t happen.

All battlefields are wretched places. New Guinea was ghastly.
‘There was a saying during the war: “Burma is hell; from New

(Guinea no one returns alive.” Former company commander Captain .

Katada told me after the war that when his ship stopped in Kores,
he went as far as my parents’ home, intending to tell them about me,
He paced up and down in front of it, but couldn’t bring himself to let
them know where I was, so he never went in. I guess people at home
already realized that there would be no return from New Guinea.

“Tales of the Pacific”
E.B. (Sledgehammer) Sledge

Studs Terkel interviews E.B. (Sledgehammer) Sledge in “The
Good War” about the American experience of war in the Pacific.

Half-hidden in the hilly greenery, foward the end of a winding coun-
try road, is the house be himself belped build, It is on the campus of the
University of Montevallo, a forty-five-minute drive  from Birmingham,
Alabama.

On the wall near the fireplace—comforting on this unseasonably cool
day—is a plague with the familiar Guadalanal patch: “Presented to
Eugene B. Sledge. We, the men of K Co., 3rd Bn., 5th Reg., 1st Marine
Diw., do bereby proudly bestow this testimonial in expression of our great
admiration and beartfelt appreciation to one extraovdinary marine, who
had honored his comrades in arms by unveiling to the world its exploits

and heroism in his authorship of With the Old Breed at Peleliu and

" Okinawa. God fove you, Sledgebammer. 1982.” It is bis remarkable

memaoir that led me to bim.

Swnall-boned, slim, gentle in demeanor, he is a professor of biology at
the university. "My main interest is ornithology. 've been a bird-watcher
since I was a kid in Mobile. Do you see ivony in that? Inferested in birds,
nature, a combat marine in the front lines? People think of bird-watchers
as not macho.”

177
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‘There was nothing macho about the war at all. We were a bunch of
scared kids who had to do a job. People tell me I don’t act like an
ex-marine. How is an ex-marine supposed to act? They have some
Hollywood stereoptype in mind. No, I don’t look like John Wayne.
We were in it to get it over with, so we could go back homé and do
what we wanted to do with our lives.

I was nineteen, a replacement in June of 1944. Eighty percent of
the division in the Guadalcanal campaign was less than twenty-one
years of age, We were much younger than the general army units.

To me, there were two different wars. There was the war of the
guy on the front lines. You don’t come off until you are wounded or
killed. Or, if lucky, relieved. Then there was the support person-
nel. In the Pacific, for every rifleman on the front lines there were
nineteen people in the back, Their view of the war was different than
mine. The man up front puts his life on the line day after day after
day to the point of utter hopelessness.

The only thing that kept you going was your faith in your bud-

dies. It wasn’t just a case of friendship. I never heard of self-inflicted .

wounds out there. Fellows from other services said they saw this
in Europe. Oh, there were plenty of times when I wished I had a
million-dollar wound. (Laughs softly) Like maybe shootin’ a toe
off. What was worse than death was the indignation of your buddies.
You couldn’t let 'em down. It was stronger than flag and country.

With the Japanese, the battle was all night long. Infiltratin’ the
lines, slippin’ up and throwin’ in grenades. Or runnin’ in with a bay-
onet or saber. They were active all night, Your buddy would try to
get a little catnap and you'd stay on watch. Then you'd switch off. It
went on, day in and day out. A matter of simple survival. 'The only
way you could get it over with was to kill them off before they killed
you. The war I knew was totally savage.

The Japanese fought by a code they thought was right: bushido.
The code of the warrior: no surrender, You don’t really comprehend
it untif you get out there and fight people who are faced with an
absolutely hopeless situation and will not give up. If you tried to
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help one of the Japanese, he’d usually detonate a grenade and kill
himself as well as you. To be captured was a disgrace. To us, it was
impossible, too, because we knew what happened in Bataan.
Toward the end of the Okinawa campaign, we found this ema-
ciatated Japanese in the bunk of what may have been a field hos-
pital. We were on a patrol. ‘There had been torrential rains for two
weeks. The foxholes were filled with water, This Jap didn’t have but a
G-string on him. About ninety pounds. Pitiful. This buddy of mine
picked him up and carried him out. Laid him out in the mud. There

- was no other place to put him.

We were sittin’ on our helmets waitin’ for the medical corpsman
to check him out. He was very docile. We figured he couldn’t get
up. Suddenly he pulled a Japanese grenade out of his G-string. He
jerked the pin out and hit it on his fist to pop open the cap. He was
gonna make hamburger of me and my buddy and himself, T yeled,

- “Look out!” So my buddy said, “You son of a bitch, if that’s how you

feel about it—.” He pulled out his .45 and shot him right between
the eyes.

This is what we were up against. I don’t like violence, but there are
times when you can't help it. I don’t like to watch tefevision shows
with violence in them. I hate to see anything afraid. But I'was afraid
so much, day after day, that I got tired of being scared. I've seen guys
go through three campaigns and get killed on Okinawa on the last
day. You knew all you had was that particular moment you were
living,

T got so tired of seein’ guys get hit and banged up, the more I felt

~ like takin® it out on the Japanese. The feeling grew and grew, and

you became more callous. Have you ever read the poem by Wilfred
Owen? The World War One poet? “Insensibility.” (He shuts his eyes
as he recalls snatches of the poem and interpolates) “Happy are the
men who yet before they are killed/Can let their veins run cold. . . .
Andsome cease feeling/Even themselves or for themselves/Dullness
best solves/The tease and doubt of shelling.” You see, the man who
can go through combat and not be bothered by the deaths of others




180 A PEOPLE'S HISTORY OF WORLD WAR If

and escape what Owen calls “Chance’s strange arithmetic™—he’s
the fortunate one. He doesn’t suffer as much as the one who is sen-
sitive to the deaths of his comrades. Owen says you can’t compare
this man to the old man at home, who is just callous and hardened
to everything and has no compassion. The young man on the front
line develops this insensitivity because it is the only way he can cope.

You developed an attitude of no mercy because they had no mercy
on us. [t was a no-quarter, savage kind of thing. At Peleliu, it was the
first time T was close enough to see one of their faces. ‘This Jap had
been hit. One of my buddies was field-stripping him for souvenirs,
I must admit it really bothered me, the guys dragging him around
like a carcass. I was just horrified. This guy had been a human being,
It didn’t take me long to overcome that feeling. A lot of my buddies
hit, the fatigue, the stress. After a while, the veneer of civilization
wore pretty thin.

"This hatred toward the Japanese was just a natural feeling that de-
veloped elementally. Our attitude toward the Japanese was different

than the one we had toward the Germans. My brother who was with

the Second Infantry Division in the Battle of the Bulge, wounded
three times, said when things were hopeless for the Germans, they
surrendered. | have heard many guys who fought in Europe who
said the Germans were damn good soldiers, We hated the hell of
having to fight 'em. When they surrendered, they were guys just like
us. With the Japanese, it was not that way. At Peleliu, my company
took two prisoners. At Okinawa, we took about five. We had orders
not to kill the wounded, to try to take prisoners. If they surrendered,
they'd give you information. But the feeling was strong . . . Some
guys you meet say they didn’t kill any wounded. They weren’t up
there living like animals, savages.

Our drill instructor at boot camp would tell us, “You're not going
to Europe, you're going to the Pacific. Don’t hesitate to fight the Japs
dirty. Most Americans, from the time they’re kids, are taught not to
hit below the belt. It’s not sportsmanlike. Well, nobody has taught
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the Japs that, and war ain’t sport. Kick him in the balls before he
kicks you in yours.”

TI've seen guys shoot Japanese wounded when it really was not nec-
essary and knock gold teeth out of their mouths. Most of them had
gold teeth. I remember one time at Peleliu, I thought I'd collect gold
tecth. One of my buddies carried a bunch of 'em in a sock. What you
did is you took your K-bar (he displays a seven-inch knife}, a fight-
ing knife. We all had one because they’d creep into your foxhole at
night. We were on Half Moon Hill in Okinawa about ten days. It
happened every night.

"The way you extracted gold teeth was by putting the tip of the
blade on the tooth of the dead Japanese—I've seen guys do it to
wounded ones—and hit the hilt of the knife to knock the tooth
loose. How could American boys do this? If you're reduced to sav-
agery by a situation, anything’s possible. When Lindbergh made a
trip to the Philippines, he was horrified at the way American Gls
talked about the Japanese. It was so savage. We were savages.

When [ Ieaned to make the extraction, as the troops used to say,
this navy medic, Doc Castle, God bless his soul, said, “Sledgeham-
mer, what are you doing?” I says, “Doc, 'm gonna get me some gold
teeth.” He said, (very softly) “You don’t want to do that.” I said, “All
the other guys are doin’ it.” He says, “What would your folks think?”
T'said, “Gosh, my dad is a medical doctor back in Mobile, he might
think it’s interesting.” He said, “Well, you might get germs.” T said,
“I hadn’t thought of that, doc.” In retrospect, I realized Ken Castle
wasn't worried about germs. He just didn’t want me to take another
step toward abandoning all concepts of decency. .

I saw this Jap machine-gunner squattin’ on the ground. One of
our Browning automatic riflemen had killed him. Took the top of
his skull off. It rained all that night. This Jap gunner didn’t fall over
for some reason, He was just sitting upright in front of the machine
gun, His arms were down at his sides. His eyes were wide open. It
had rained all night and the rain had collected inside of his skull. We
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were just sittin’ around on our helmets, waiting to be relieved. T no-
ticed this buddy of mine just flippin’ chunks of coral into the skull
about three feet away. Every time he’d get one in there, it'd splash.
It reminded me of a child throwin’ pebbles into a puddle. Tt was just
so unreal. There was nothing malicious in his action. This was just a
mild-mannered kid who was now a twentieth-century savage.
Once on another patrol, on Okinawa, I saw Mac take great pains
to position himself and his carbine near a Japanese corpse. After
getting just the right angle, Mac took careful 2im and squeezed off a
couple of rounds. The dead Japanese lay on his back with his trousers
pulled down to his knees. Mac was trying very carefully to blast off
the head of the corpse’s penis. He succeeded. As he exulted over his
aim, [ turned away in disgust. Mac was a decent, clean-cut man.
We had broken through the Japanese lines at Okinawa. I had a
'Thompson submachine gun and went in to check this little grass-
thatched hut. An old woman was sitting just inside the door. She
held out her hands. There was an hourglass figure tattooed on it to

show she was Okinawan, She said, “No Nipponese.” She opened her .

kimono and pointed to this terrible wound in her lower abdomen.
You could see gangrene had set in. She didn’t have a chance to sur-
vive and was obviously in great pain. She probably had caught it in
an exchange of artillery fire or an air strike,

She very gently reached around, got the muzzle of my tommy
gun, and moved it around to her forechead. She motioned with her
other hand for me to pull the trigger. I jerked it away and called the
medical corpsman: “There’s an old gook woman, got a bad wound.”
This is what we called the natives in the Pacific. “Hey, doc, can you
do anything?”

He put a dressing on it and called someone in the rear to evacuate
the old woman, We started moving out when we heaid a rifle shot
ring out. The corpsman and T went into a crouch. ‘That was an M-1,
wasn't it? We knew it was an American rifle. We looked back toward

the hut and thought maybe there was a sniper in there and the old

woman was acting as a front for him, Well, here comes one of the
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guys in the company, walking out, checking the safety on his rifle.
1 said, “Was there a Nip in that hut?” He said, “Naw, it was just an
old gook woman. She wanted to be put out of her misery and join her
ancestors, I guess. So I obliged her.”

T just blew my top: “You son of bitch. They didn’t send us out here
to kill old women.” He started ail these excuses. By that time, a ser-
geant came over and we told him. We moved on, I don’t know what
was ever done about it. He was a nice guy, like the boy next door.
He wasn’t just a hot-headed crazy kid, He wanted to join the best.
Why one individual would act differently from another, I'll never
know. o

We had all become hardened. We were out there, human be-
ings, the most highly developed form of life on earth, fighting each
other like wild animals. We were under constant mortar fire. Our
wounded had to be carried two miles through the mud. The dead
couldn’t be removed. Dead Japs all around. We'd throw mud over
’em and shells would come, blow it off, and blow them apart. The
maggots were in the mud like in some corruption or compost pile.

Did you ever get to know a Japanese soldier?

One of the few we captured at Okinawa was a Yale graduate. He
spoke perfect English, but we never said anything to him, I must be
perfectly honest with you, I still have a great deal of feeling about
them. The way they fought, The Germans are constantly getting
thrown in their face the horrors of nazism. But who reminds the
Japanese of what they did to China or what they did to the Filipinos?
Periodically, we remember Bataan.

Tt always struck me as ironic, the Japanese code of behavior.
Flower arranging, music, striving for perfection. And the art of the
warrior. Very often, we'd get a photograph off a dead Japanese. Here
would be this soldier, sitting in a studio, with a screen behind and a
table with a little flower on it, Often he’d be holding a rifle, yet there
was always that little vase of flowers.
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We all had different kinds of mania. To me, the most horrible
thing was to be under shellfire. You're absolutely helpless. The damn’
thing comes in like a freight train and there’s a terrific crash, The -

ground shakes and all this shrapnel rippin’ through the air.

I remember one afternoon on Half Moon Hill. The foxhole next
to me had two boys in it. The next one to that had three. Tt was fairly -
quict. We heard the shell come screeching over. They were firing :
it at us like 2 rifle. ‘The shell passed no more than a foot over my
head. Two foxholes down, a guy was sitting on his helmet drinking _':
C-ration hot chocolate. It exploded in his foxhole. I saw this guy, -

Bill Leyden, go straight up in the air. The other two kids fell over

backwards. Dead, of course. The two in the hole next to me were

killed instantly.

Leyden was the only one who survived. Would you believe he
gets only partial disability for shrapnel wounds? His record says
nothing about concussion. He has seizures regularly. He was blown
up in the air! If you don’t call that concussion . . . The medics were
too busy saving lives to fill out records,

Another kid got his Jeg blown off. He had been a lumberjack,
about twenty-one. He was always telling me how good spruce
Christmas trees smelled. He said, “Sledgehammer, you think I'm
gonna lose my leg?” If you don’t think that just tore my guts out . . ,
My God, there was his field shoe on the stretcher with this stump of
his ankle stickin’ out. The stretcher bearers just looked at each other
and covered him with his poncho. He was dead.

It was raining like hell. We were knee-deep in mud. And
Tthought, What in the hell are we doin’ on this nasty, stinkin’ muddy
ridge? What is this all about? You know what I mean? Wasted lives
on a muddy slope.

People talk about Iwo Jima as the most glorious amphibious op-
eration in history. P've had Iwo veterans tell me it was more similar to
Peleliu than any other battle they read about. What in the hell was
glorious about it?
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POSTSCRIPT: During the next day’s drive to the airport, he reflected fur-

ther: “My parenis taught me the value of history. Both my grandfathers

. were in the Gonfederate Army. They didn't talk about the glory of war.
_ They talked about how terrible it was.

“During my third day overseas, I thought I should write all this down
Jor my family. In all my reading about the Civil War, I never read about
how the troops felt and what it was like from day to day. We knew how
the generals felt and what they ate.

“We were told diaries were forbidden, because if we were killed or
captured, any diary right give the Japanese information. So I kept fittle
notes, which I slipped into the pages of my Gideon's New Testament.
Tkept it in a rubber bag 1 got off a dead Jap. I committed the casualties to
memory. We had more than a bundred percent in Okinawa and almost

that many at Pelelin.

UAny time we made an attack, Irecited the Twenty-third Psalm. Snafu
Shelton says, I don’t know what it is that got us through. I was doin’ a
hell of @ lot of cussin’ and Sledgehammer was doin’ a hell of a lot of prayin’
One of those might have done it.” Some of the survivors never knew I was
keepin’ notes: ‘We just thought you were awfully pious.” Some of the guys
were very religious. Buf some of ‘en, after a while, got so fatalistic they

[figured it was nothing but dumb chance anyway.”
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