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"Captured on Corregidor" - by Roy Edgar Hays
The Japanese wanted the island of Corregidor in the Philippines. 
"D" Company, a few 4th Marines and other soldiers were there to keep them from taking it. I was from "D" company and on Hooker Point manning a 30-caliber machine gun. Hooker point is a cliff at one end of the island of Corregidor and is shaped like a Scorpion's tail. The point itself was about 25 to 30 feet wide on top, 75 feet or so from the flat top down to the water and about one-half mile long.

My machine gun emplacement was dug down into the side of a hill facing the sea. From there we could see any Japanese trying to take the point. The Japanese bombed and shelled Corregidor from about any direction and at any given time.

Me and another guy were going up to chow one day when the bombing started. We got up there someplace and a shell came in close enough for the concussion to knock us down. We lost our meal that time because the chow truck turned back. Shells came from every direction. The night they landed you could see them coming across the water in barges. Our sergeant came down and told us not to start firing. He said to wait until he said it was ok to fire. We waited for him to come back and tell us to shoot but he never came back. Me and Bonnie finally thought they were close enough and we opened up. When we started shooting, Tommy and the B.A.R. boys opened up, too. In the morning there were 8 empty barges and the Japanese planes were flying so close you could almost see their eyeballs. We never shot at the planes because we were afraid of the bombs.

Lt. Lawrence was in charge. He thought we should line up and start marching to the road to see what we could see. When we started around the curve on the road, along came a bunch of Jap soldiers. We all stopped then, and they stopped too. They motioned us to come on up to them. We stopped and they took all our rifles, bayonets, any metal that could be dangerous. They took us on around the gravel road until it got pretty dark, then they told us to stop. We would spend the night there. They made us line up at arm's length. We lay down on the gravel for the night. When I got up to take a leak during the night, a Jap guard walked up, stuck a bayonet in my gut and said something in Japanese. I thought that was the end of it. He finally let me go.

The next morning they took us on around to what they called the 92nd garage where all the captured POWs were taken. While we were there, some of the boys and I had made a little shade for ourselves with some sticks and anything we could cover it with to get out of the broiling sun.

One day when we were trying to get out of the sun, the Lt. Came around and told us all not to tell who was out on the point because the Japanese were looking for those boys and intended to kill them. Not one ever talked.

I don't know how many days or weeks we spent there. About a week after I was at 92nd garage we all contracted dysentery and many died of it. The Japs sent us on scavenger details to get medicine or anything they could use.

When we left there, they marched us to the railroad and put us on cattle cars and took us to Manila for the night, then on to Cabanatuan.
I spent 2 years plus on Cabanatuan, then I got sent out on airfield detail. I got sick and had to come back. We only had rice to eat. We were sent out on farm details to plant sweet potatoes. As the vines got new leaves, they were picked to make soup. From there groups went on airfield detail where airfields were being built out of rice paddies for the Japs to land on. The Japanese built several of these.

After 2 years plus on Cabanatuan, I was on a detail they sent to Japan to mine coal. They put us on the Mati Mati Maru. It took about 60 days to get to Japan. One man died before we got there and they slid him off in the ocean.

We were stacked down in the hold like cattle. There was no room to move; we couldn't go topside - we used a bucket for the bathroom. We got half a canteen cup of water each day and it had to stretch for bathing, drinking, brushing teeth etc. We got two half cups of boiled rice every day to eat.

We were put to work in the coal mine when we got to Japan. We wore nothing but a G-string in the mines. We were always wet as the water dripped constantly from the ceiling onto us and we had to stand in it to work. We had to carry kabokes (little logs) which were used to prop up the ceilings of the mines.

I had lost many pounds and by this time only weighed about 90 pounds. These logs rested on the bones of our shoulders when we carried them. Sometimes the "logs" didn't hold and they fell on us. We picked and shoveled coal but running the jackhammer to drill into the face of the coal was the worst job for men as skinny and under nourished as we were. I nearly lost my right arm because of an infection in the thumb. It started out as a little white bump on the thumb which kept getting more and more infected. It got about 3 times normal size. I showed it to "Boon Tai Joe" (Korean soldier-boss). There was a red streak up my arm. When I showed it to him, he said "rest" in Korean. When he got to where he could take off, he took me topside and the Japs took a razor blade and slit it open and the pus flew. I was taken back down and didn't have to work the rest of the day. They took me to sick call and I had off a couple of days. I went back to work and it got worse, so they cut it open again. It was still swollen so they put in a drain tube. I still had to work. The last time they did it, it got worse and they just slit it open clear to the nail and let all the pus out. It healed flat and the nerve sticks out under my nail to this day.

I had malaria, 11 different positive smears for malaria while I was in prison camp and in the Philippines. I had Beri Beri, tropical ulcers on the back, Pellagra, Dengue Fever and yellow jaundice.

The Americans started bombing the Japan mainland about the end of the war. They bombed our barracks once and it burned the hospital down. No one was killed, everyone got out. When the Atomic bomb was dropped on Nagasaki, we were across the bay from it. We could see the smoke from the bomb but we didn't know what it was then. On morning when we got up, there were no Jap guards around anywhere. So we did as we pleased. Two buddies and I went to the town of Omuta and when we found a chicken or rabbit we took it. That night we "quan'd" us up a good meal.

One day we went out and saw a truck with two Japanese in it. One of the buddies, Steve Malone, said we ought to take it over and drive around and see things; so we took it over. I got on the back of the truck and the other boys got in the front seat. I got to checking the things on the truck bed and one of the items was a keg of beer. That night when we got back to camp we had a fine beer party. Finally the Americans flew over with big cargo planes dropping food to us in 50 gallon drums attached to parachutes. One boy was killed by one of the drums of food. The drum mangled his leg and he bled to death before they could get it stopped.

When the war was over, an American reporter came in from Northern camp and told us some boys were going to town and catch a train that was going to the airfield that the Americans had established on southern Kyushu. Two buddies and me decided not to wait and be liberated. We decided to go down to town and catch the train and we did. When we got to the town we got off but didn't know which way to go. An American truck with soldiers on it came by. They got out and they looked like giants to us as we were skin and bones. They took us back to the airfield. They told us to clean up and they'd give us clean clothes and feed us. After me and a buddy got cleaned up, we explored around and found a storage shed with food in it. We found a can of condensed milk and a bottle of Maple syrup and went behind the shed and drank it and got sick. We threw it all back up but we still showed up for chow!

The next morning they flew all 13 of us to Okinawa. They fed us real good there again, then flew us to the Philippines the next day. They started processing us then to see if we were able to fly back to the States; paid us a little money. We splurged on cigarettes, beer and more eats. As we got fit and able, they put us on a list to fly back to the States. In the meantime a ship came through with combat troops on it, so they put us on it and sent us to Seattle, Washington. We had more liberty, more pay and then they sent us to the Great Lakes by train to be processed.

We got a 30-day furlough and I headed for Mt. Vernon, Illinois, my hometown. I got as far as Centralia (about 30 miles north of Mt. Vernon) by train and then took a taxi to Mt. Vernon. I went to my sister Faye's house because I didn't know where the rest of my family lived at that point. Then sis and her husband Gene took me over to mother's house. We all went out to the farm where dad lived and spent the rest of the night. The next day we went back to Faye's.

While I was home of furlough I bought a 1946 four door Ford - the one in the picture of Vera and me on our wedding day. I met Vera while I was on furlough. We were both in the Blue Goose Café. She thought I was good looking in my Marine uniform and I thought she was rich because she had on a fur coat. We started going out then. After the furlough was over, I drove my new Ford on up to the Great Lakes. While I was at the Great Lakes I called Vera and proposed. I bought her rings at the PX while I was still up there.

They made me Sergeant then and wanted me to re-enlist. They said they would give me so much money to re-enlist, but I told them I didn't want any more to do with it. I got discharged March 15, 1946, and went home.
NOTE: Don’t miss Roy’s Parachute Story (below) – it’s fascinating!!
Obituary of Roy Edgar “Gabby” Hays
Gone but not forgotten 
 Roy E. “Gabby” Hays with Vera his wife of 65 years by his side slipped away from this earth peacefully March 8, 2012.
He is survived by Vera his wife of 65 years, daughter Annette Morgan and son-in-law Neal Morgan of Florida, daughter-in-law Judy Hays of Florida, four grandchildren Tracy Kroll of South Carolina, Valerie Minor of Florida, Michael Morgan of California, Robert Morgan of California and seven great grandchildren - Anthony Morgan of North Carolina, Autumn Morgan of Georgia, Destry Morgan of California, Erin Morgan of California, Colleen Morgan of Arizona,  Zachary Kroll of South Carolina and Connor Kroll of South Carolina, his sister Doris Dulaney of Oregon and very special nieces and nephews.
Roy was preceded in death by his parents, 5 sisters, 3 brothers and his son Roy Russell Hays.
In 1939 Roy joined the Marine Corp, 4th Marines, also known as the China Marines or the Old Shanghai Marines. When WWII broke out he was sent to defend the Philippines and was captured on Corregidor by the Japanese. Roy was a prisoner of war of the Japanese for 3 ½ years.  He is a survivor of the hellship Mati Mati Maru.  He is the recipient of the Bronze Star with Oak Leaf Cluster, the Purple Heart, Philippine Defense Medal, Philippine Liberation Medal and several other medals and ribbons. He was a proud member of the American Defenders of Bataan and Corregidor.
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Roy and Vera Hays (photo left) in 2002 - Roy & his service medals – 1999 (center)
Roy & Vera Hays (right),  son Roy Russell Hays, and daughter Annette – 2002
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Roy E. "Gabby" Hays, 4th Marines, 1st Battalion, "D" Company was captured on Corregidor in May of 1942. He was a Japanese Prisoner of War for 3 1/2 years. During those years Gabby, so nicknamed because he seldom spoke, spent time in Cabanatuan, Bilibid, Japan, Fukuoka Camp 17. 
Roy was in Camp 17 when the war ended. The Americans were dropping food on the camp in 55 gallon drums attached to parachutes.  Roy said he did not know what made him think to do it, but he gathered one of the parachutes, cut or tore off a piece and wrote his name on it. Roy then passed it around for those around him to sign too. He thinks they signed it in pencil because he said they didn't have such things as pens.  38 men including Roy signed their names on it and added where they were from. He brought it home with him. A few years later after Roy was home and had married, his wife suggested to him that they hire a woman to embroider the names before they faded, and so they did. 
Roy Hays & Parachute – Christmas 2002
A daughter’s Request
Although Roy has passed away - any friend or family member who knows or has information of a name on the parachute, please contact Roy's daughter, Annette at  gabbyanddaughter@gmail.com. 
Below is a list of the men who signed the parachute. Some of them have a question mark with the soldier's name or the town name, these were the names that were hard to read and Roy just could not remember the name exactly. 

Roy E. Hays,  Mt. Vernon, IL                    Clayton A. Crimmons, Yakima, WA.
Bernard M. Pothier,  Medford, MA           Robert D. Henderson Seattle WA
Jack T. Stark,  Pittsburg, PA                     Donald D. Rutter Lansing MI
Don S. Pike,   Oxnard, CA                         Elwood S. Rahall(or)Rahalt, Eau Claire WI
Robert E. Taylor, Marion IA                       Harold G. Kurvers (Snuff), St Paul, MN  
C E. Perferron,  W. Palm Beach, FL        Reinhold Aschenbreener, Lincoln,NE 
Charles A. Schmidt,  IA                             David N. Chapa,   Alamo, TX 
Rosser E Sodn,  Rocky Falls, WY           Tony Del Pino,  Tampa, FL
William D. Hicks,  Pinckneyville, IL            Ronald Walsh,  St Paul, MN
Elmer R. Johnson,  Chowchilla, CA         Joseph M. Vaughan,  Chicago, IL
Ralph Mason,  New Orleans, LA              Jack J. Rocher,  Portsmouth, VA
Bob Walker,  New Orleans, LA                 Edward Duggan,  Santa Monica, CA
Charles G. Davis,  Phoenix, AZ                James O. Wiss,  Chula Vista, CA
James H. Austin,  Spokane, WA              Holland Hazel,  McRae, GA
James H. Malone,  Fairfield, IL                 Ole Standifer,  Cogar, OK
James O. Bennett,  Wynne, AR               Floyd J. Dudley,  Kansas City, MO
Floyd L. Singer,  CA                                   Larry Hollingstead,  Vancouver, Canada
Marvin W. Denny,  Ft. Worth, TX              James Wilson,  East St. Louis, IL
Jackson S. Holly,  Denver, CO                  Thomas E. Harvey,  Adrian, MI
The Rest of the Story - Where is the Parachute Now?
All those years later, until about 2002, his parachute fragment hung on his bedroom wall with thumb tacks.  My husband and I had it framed for him that year, and at that time we wrote down all the names and put it out on this Japanese POW list in hopes that men on the list and/or their families might see it and be able to get in touch with dad.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Roy was so pleased and happy to be able to talk to several former POWs and/or their families as a result of the parachute story being told. He spoke to them on the phone and corresponded by mail - with letters and pictures.   In 1998, Roy and his wife, Vera, attended the dedication of the National Prisoner of War Museum at Andersonville, Georgia.  Roy passed away in March of 2012, and he always thought his parachute fragment should be donated to a museum when he passed.   Last month, Vera and Roy’s daughter, Annette, donated Roy's parachute to the Andersonville museum. Annette and her husband personally delivered it to the Curator of the National Prisoner of War Museum, where it will be displayed to tell Roy’s “Parachute Story” and assure his service and sacrifice, and that of his fellow POWs, will not be forgotten.
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THIS SIGNED PARACHUTE FRAGMENT IS
FROM THE LIBERATION OF

JAPANESE PRISONER OF WAR CAMP # 17,
OMUTA, FUKUOKA, KYUSHU JAPAN 1945

During the liberation of Camp 17, the Americans and Allies dropped
food and medicines in 55 gallon drums on parachutes into the camp.
Roy E. Hays, Old Shanghai 4th Marines, “D” Company, 1st Batallion
was a prisoner there after his capture on Corregidor. He saved this
fragment of parachute and had those men who were with him in the
camp at the time to sign their names and where they were from. After
fis return to the United States, a woman embroidered over the penciled

names so they wouldn’t fade and be lost.

As told to me by my father, Roy E. Hays ~~~
Old Shanghai 4th Marines

“D” Company, 1st Batallion

Annette Morgan, Associate Member, American Defenders of Bataan and

Corregidor
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