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The morning started off the same as any Monday morning on Guam December 
8, 1941.  That routine changed quickly for the one hundred and fifty Marines.  
Our Bugler had made his way through our quarters.  His duty was to wake us, 
and on this morning he must have felt a little like Paul Revere.  In his own way he 
passed the word that Pearl Harbor had been bombed.  We were not surprised 
and looking back we obviously did not respond to this alarm.  No word came 
down through the Chain of Command advising us that the Japanese would attack 
us at any moment.  We arose leisurely as usual.  Some went to breakfast others 
directly to their assignments.   If you can believe it LtCol McNulty ordered a 
formation to attend morning colors.  Sharp at zero eight hundred hours the troops 
stood at attention as the Color Guard raised our flag for the last time. 

I did not attend but saluted from a distance with another Marine.  We were both 
in Motor Transport and had early morning runs.  Private First Class Charley 
Noonan drove the trash truck and Private Jim Drolette was supposed to drive to 
Agana.

The formation was breaking up and troops were scattering to the wings with no 
apparent sense of urgency.  What ever the Commanding Officer had said to the 
Marines in that formation caused no alarm. Certainly not panic.  Later I heard that 
something was mentioned that there would be the usual fifty percent liberty.  You 
would have to be there to realize if “Godzilla” had just landed on the island our 
Colonel “says” there will be the usual fifty percent liberty, we would have believed 
everything would proceed at an orderly pace.

The Japanese single float sea planes came gliding in around eight thirty that 
morning.  We will never know if they were on a schedule or not.  They were late if 
they had hoped to catch us asleep or standing colors.  Not so late that there were 
no targets.  It is a sign of the times that on that beautiful little island located in the 
middle of Japan’s ambitions that the CO did not spend precious time more 
prudently. 



You would think given the reputation of The United States Marine Corps had int 
hose days, “First to Fight”, that while it was still dark and the old man knew that 
we had a war on our hands, Alarms would have sounded.  Ammo broken out, our 
rifles would have been ready and the Japanese would have received a proper 
welcome.

Instead we played out a comic opera of how not to respond to the obvious.  
Strangely the whole operation was to become a series of unbelievable events.

There were nine of those single float seaplanes.  Some came in with the sun and 
behind.  The three I saw first, did not do that, nor were they as silent as a glider.  
These were Bi-planes and the wind whistled through their wing support struts 
and wires.  I first heard  that whistling sound as a boy in Oregon, watching the old 
World War 1 airplanes, as they barnstormed their way into our memories with 
loops and dives.  It was an exciting sight, the enemy, just as sneaky as I had 
heard.  The little silver bombs came hurtling by. You instantly know they will not 
hit near you and you watch as they strike the gourd and explode.  Your eyes also 
note the Marines who are running in every direction.  A bomb hit our radio shack.  
Another explosion and several Marines seem to be floating in air, doing a 
stumbling routine.  I thought they all died.  They all lived, some may still have 
shrapnel.  A Sergeant whom I never did like yelled, “Head for the boondocks”, or 
words to that effect.  The planes miles around expending their ammo and left.  It 
was right after that I recall high level bombers coming in.  I don’t think we were 
their target.  We had on the island a Pan American Building, a radio station, a 
little Navy yard and our own facility.  Their bombs were larger and were more of a 
worry because under the thick canopy of the jungle you let that they were aimed 
at the small of your back.  It is quiet as we emerge from the relative safety of the 
jungle to a sight that did not restore much confidence.  Ammo is broken out, we 
get our Springfield’s Model 1903 bolt action rifles.  Not the one issued in boot 
camp that we were so familiar with.  These had been issued to us just before we 
left our stateside Command.  They must have been stored in a cosmoline soup 
since the Great War.  As a boy, my Father had told me a Marine is issued one 
rifle, and it stays with him his whole career.  I have only been a Marine for eleven 
months and this is my third weapon.  In the summer of “41” we received the 
Garand MI and had to turn in our precious boot camp “03”.

We were not an infantry organization that did not excuse what happened 
because before the war started we had conducted infantry exercises complete 
with machine gun drills.  Perhaps the C.O. thought ours would be a futile effort 
and overruled all history, training and tradition by making the decisions that 



followed.   We were not ordered to report to anyone with few exception.  The only 
actual word that came down the first day was something about not firing.

The periodic appearance of a lone enemy air craft, whose mission seemed to be 
to concentrate on destroying the island radio station.  Some Marines went sight 
seeing to the highest point in our area, Mount Tenjo, I believe.  Others stayed in 
caves, which really were boring.  That night we met the real enemy, mosquitos, 
small but very aggressive and outnumbered the Japanese we were soon to see.  
The second day was more of the except by that time we expected more 
information an got even less. I spent my time sightseeing. That eveibg rumors 
began flying and some of us were given an opportunity to volunteer to go on our 
first patrol.  Our Patrol Leader handed me a bar and a Browning automatic rifle 
and ask if I knew how to operate it.  I told him I did if someone showed me how to 
accurate the bolt. They gave the bar to someone else.  We went out and came 
the point, where it was rumored some Japanese had come ashore. Nothing so 
we start back, our imagination keeping us very alert, all to no avail. Having done 
my duty I retired to do battle with the ever dangerous mosquitos.

Sleep comes to everyone eventually, no matter how terrified.

We awake on the morning of 10 December to the sound of Naval gunfire, and 
more rumors.  The good fight was being waged in downtown Agana.  Guam was 
under Naval Government.  The Governor of the island was a Navy Capt. 
McMillan.  Marines on the island assisted in the administration of Guam, Agana 
and all the villages were loosely tied together by this dual control.  The 
Guamanians had their civilian governmental hierarchy and things, at least on the 
surface went smoothly.  At each village in the outlying area a marine acted as the 
law and a Corpsman served as Health Director.  There was a Marine Officer in 
Agana who was the Chief of Police, a Sergeant was The Brig Warden.  A small 
force of Marines served under their direction.

The only organized resistance was the Guamanian National Guard.  It was a 
constabulary force.  A Navy Chief Lane was their organizational and tactical 
leader.  During the Defense of Guam I had always hoped that someone who 
knew the overall picture would tell the story.

It is estimated than no fewer than thirty Japanese ships ringed Guam and five 
thousand troops were landed on the first day.  All I really know is that somehow 
as the morning progressed, I noticed Marines were forming into a long file of 
which I became a part.  We moved, we hit the deck, a stray shell from a cruiser 



or destroyer some say.  We arrive at a point overlooking the road which was the 
approach from Agana, leading to our compound and the little village of Sumay.  I 
cannot remember if I could actually see anything or not.  The word passed to 
strip our weapons and throw everything as far as we can, into the jungle.  It is 
over and rumor has it that we would have really trapped the Japanese in the 
classic ambush if the marine gunner who was to sprang the trap could have 
gotten his weapon to fire.  Seems that before that could happen it was noticed 
that the lead vehicle carried one of our Marine Corps Officers who carried a white 
flag.

The long file reversed its route and we returned to our base.  The colors were 
brought down for one last time at an emotional ceremony.  We returned to our 
quarters and it was not long before the Japanese arrived.  Our quarters were old 
Officers homes and they were really tropical houses located on the golf course 
which surrounded the compound.

We could hear sporadic rifle fire and could see that Marines were emerging from 
their quarters and being directed to sit down on the ground.  The rifle fire 
discouraged anyone from wanting to leave from our building so I volunteered.  
Never will I forget the look on the little Japanese soldiers face, whose bayonet 
looked bigger than his rifle.  I found myself walking around this little fellow rather 
than by him.

They stripped us and had us sit in a group.  Somehow bottles of Four Roses 
Whiskey showed up and were passed around.  There was nothing orderly about 
the surrender.  Although I have mentioned Marines, there were more than one 
hundred and fifty Navy Personnel on Guam.  We had a complete Naval Hospital 
and Dental Support.  A small Naval vessel was anchored in the bay.  Every 
individual has a different story to tell.  Most managed to be captured without 
incident and it would be thirty days before almost everyone turned themselves in.  
The main group of Marines which I was apart experience a few tense moments 
on more than one occasion.  That first afternoon while sitting on the ground some 
ground fire broke out.  Shortly after that a Japanese war plane flew over and our 
captor’s waived their Rising Sun Flags with a great deal concern out of fear that 
the aircraft would return the fire from the ground.  It turns out that one of our 
Marines decided not to end the war without firing a few rounds for The Glory of 
the “Corps”.

We heard so many rumors that first afternoon that you could take your pick.  
Even after we ere allowed (to) put our uniforms on, there was great concern what 



the Japanese planned to do with us.  They finally gave us our first rice ball with 
the sour center.  They loaded us on trucks and put a couple of guards in with us.  
The only problem was they fixed their bayonets.  Our driver lost control of our 
vehicle and jumped a water pipe line which almost tipped us over.  The soldiers 
bayonets were the most dangerous during that wild ride lucky no casualty’s.  We 
arrived at the Naval Hospital in Agana and for a couple days life was almost 
normal. Then we were moved to the Catholic Church and that proved to be our 
last address until we boarded the Argentina Maru on 10 January 1942.  For about 
twenty eight days we were given a ringside seat to the spectacle of how the 
Japanese occupations forces operated.  They paraded the same troops around 
and around the square until we recognized the same units marching by.  They 
marched is to a demonstration area and gave us a look at small until tactics 
Japanese Army style.  Actually some of their troops were from the Imperial Navy 
including the initial landing force.  There were horse mounted cavalry, drawn 
artillery units and mechanized units.

Perhaps their objective was to establish some credibility.  They lost no 
opportunity to draw our attention to how our position in life had changed.  Early 
on we were sent on searches to find the weapons and parts which were 
unceremoniously scattered in the jungle.  There were burial parties of those who 
had been killed during the assault.  Ask anyone about those days and one of the 
first topics might be food.  The rations we received during that twenty eight day 
period were inadequate to say the least.  I learned a lesson or  two during this 
time.  One if you fee prisoners a little on a regular basis they will become so dark 
that they are not the physical threat which would require a large contingent of 
guards.  Two, food becomes an obsession and you begin to plot and plan on how 
to get it.  The situation was not bleak, many Guamanian friends were permitted to 
bring food to the POW’s.  What a strange sight to see this scene played out.  The 
reality was not to be ignored, Japan had kicked our ass and there was nothing 
we were going to do about it.  The time for bravado was over and the time for 
perseverance was upon us.   The ironies of war are seldom subtle.  They are 
embarrassingly noticeable.  The Japanese might be small and wear glasses, but 
there seems to be nothing wrong with they ability to wage war.

Rumors has it that we are leaving, the Japanese are no better keeping secrets 
than we are.  To confirm all the speculation some of our Sailors and Marines turn 
themselves in.  They tell us that we were being removed from Guam and any 
Americans found on the island after we departed would be decapitated.  The 
western mind is a practical mind. Better to surrender than to take a chance that 
the Japanese are bluffing.  We are glad to see them, their stories breathe new 



life into us.  Things happen fast now, the rumor is true.  The short launch trip to 
the small Japanese luxury liner places us on her port side.  Now we are all mixed 
together, civilians, Marine, Sailors we climb the ladder, cross over to the 
starboard side.  The sight of her main salon with tables set and crystal 
chandeliers handing down is a short one, we keep moving aft.  Our fantasy about 
sumptuous quarters is dashed.  We are placed in steerage not to unlike the 
accommodations my Grandparents had when they came to America from 
Palermo, Sicily.  To the non world traveler it takes only four days by a fast ship to 
reach the Inland Sea.  My Marine Corp Recruiter promised travel adventure and 
no bed of roses.  His promise has remained in tack.  I never knew that the Navy 
fed better than the Army until our first meal aboard the Argentina Maru.   White 
rice and a light gravy with onions.  To this day it remains the best meal I have 
ever had.  Over the years prayers have been most apparent during times of 
stress involving fear.  The thought of one of our own torpedoes exploding against 
the hull caused me to consult with God several times during our dash to the 
Islands of Japan.  When you are stowed like cargo below a hatch your 
imagination does you no favors.  You can imagine our relief when the sensation 
of high speed on open waters disappears and is replaced by the calm, gentle 
motion of a large ship in quiet waters.  We have arrived at tour destination the 
Inland Sea.  The anchor is lowered at a point close enough to the little town that 
will be our first solid ground belonging to the enemy.  There will be no rescue 
here.  Our first look at Japan is an unforgettable one.  The coast is gray and 
foreboding to match the equally somber sky.  The Japanese have a flair for the 
dramatic.  Sometimes of course an inept person can be responsible for the 
drama.  Whatever the reason the decision to debark us after dark was bad 
enough but to overload the little ship assigned was almost fatal to take us 
ashore.  Our numbers made the little ship top heavy. Nothing is more frightening 
than the feeling of complete helplessness to prevent a ship from capsizing.  If we 
were not already number with cold from the wind and chill factor, a disaster might 
have followed.  Some how the Skipper reversed his engines in time to back away 
from the larger Argentina Maru and our small vessel moved away.  

The shore line loomed heard and were were soon tied up and ordered ashore.  It 
is around midnight and the billing we are in offers some shelter from the cold and 
wind.  There are some who would say the shelter hardly helped. Five days before 
the coldest day might be sixty five degrees, the temperature the night we arrived 
in Japan was lower than that.  Our first meal was bread and soup.  The bread 
was cold as the night, very doughy and delicious.  So far our mode of 
transportation had been better than our accommodations. Consistent with that 



observation our short ride from the sea coast to Zentsuji proved to be better than 
our night in our new home.  

Zentsuji was the perfect place for a POW Camp. Situated on the Island of 
Shikoku and facing the Inland Sea.  We were located within the compound of an 
Army Calvary Recruit Training Center.  We were right on the edge of the camp 
and next to a shrine.  

The Marine Corps had taught me something about regimentation and discipline.  
My tour with the Japanese Army would hone those skills, to a sharper edge.  The 
Japanese taught us how to bow.  That is the final surrender of civilian ways. A 
salute carries with it a form of mutual respect.  Bowing is the act of giving in.  The 
town of Zentsuji was large enough to be on the map and over the years to come 
it became a (illegible???) town of sorts.  Some of us adjusted quickly and with 
ease.  Others fought it long and hard.  In the end all accepted their situation with 
a certain dignity which gave us a new identity.  When you surrender your left with 
little self esteem. 

The first morning was the last morning anyone slept late.  We had arrived so late 
that we were allowed to get some rest.  This is as good a place as any to say if 
every Prisoner of War had been treated like we were treated at Zentsuji there 
would be no horror stories.  The working parties provided diversions for us and a 
source of information for those who remained inside the camp the entire war.  We 
were given a glimpse into the past.  Things were primitive but not unlike rural life 
anywhere deepening upon our origins we Americans found agricultural Japan a 
strange combination of ancient and modern oriental methods and culture.  If you 
were not fascinated by what you saw you were in danger of missing a great 
adventure.  We had the four seasons.  We looked forward to the changes. Life 
settled down to a routine that we hoped would continue.

Part 2

For those who knew how or thought they did, Poker served as a major pastime, 
during non working days or off hours.  I would like to know how much money was 
won and lost, yet never collected.  The promise made to so many was when we 
get to the “states”.  It is hard to imagine anyone innocent enough to believe that 
their old gambling buddy would pay off.  Who knows?  There were other ways to 
pass the time.  We had some books and there were other card games, hearts 
and bridge were very popular.  A good friend of mine taught me how to be his 
partner in bridge.  Poor “Slick” Slocum had to have the patience of Jobe.  I was 



always trumping his winners in spite of me, he was good enough to win and 
winning often had a sweet reward.  The Japanese love (sweets) sugar to be 
exact. The Army bakery next door to us allowed our own Marine Corps and Navy 
bakers a change to continue with their trade.  When they started making 
doughnuts everyone seemed to gamble on the their ration of doughnuts.  Slick 
and I would play for doughnuts and we would win more than we lost.  You would 
have to appreciate our preoccupation with food to understand the lengths we 
would go to obtain and prepare food.  The results would hardly make culinary 
history but make high marks for innovation and imagination.  I cannot forget 
sugar.  Sugar was like gold.  It was highly marketable item. If you could get more 
sugar than you needed or could store, you had power.  Like cigarettes, you could 
use these items to get your laundry and mess gear cleaned by the month or just 
sell or trade.

Corporal Newton, United States Marine Corps knew the value of sugar.  He 
risked everything to get it and almost lost everything.  When they caught him, he 
was stuck underneath the fence.  His discovery by the patrolling Japanese sentry 
created a night to remember.  The lights came on, in the barracks and the loud, 
gruff voices of the guards brought us out of our sound sleep.  “Stand by your 
bunks for roll call.”  Our Room Leader commanded “Bango” or count off!  
Ichi - Nee - Son - Shi and on down, all accounted for!  Then the guards came up 
to each of us and felt our bodies.  Some not in our squad bay, but a few 
elsewhere in the building were hot and sweaty.  The clever Oriental’s mind 
figured it out.  Those people must have ben the ones who got away.  Corporal 
Newton spent a long time jail learning a new trade, how to weave sandals.  When 
we were finally reunited, Corporal Newton had not lost his defiance or sense of 
humor, just the ability to talk fast.  Seems they did not allow prisoners to speak 
while in civilian prisons.   The same thing happened to Baggett.  He slapped the 
guard who had slapped him first.  He could barely speak when he returned.  
Newton and Baggett should have started a shoe factory when they were 
repatriated.

I remained at Zentsuji until the war ended.  Some stayed, others were transferred 
out to less desirable addresses and employment.  Hokkaido the Northern Island 
with its coal mine, the larger  cities on the docks, stevedoring.  I would love to 
hear their experiences again.  Those of us who remained at sleepy rural Zentsuji 
would see three years and eight months pass us by before the almost 
unbelievable end.  No one thought we had a chance of surviving unless a miracle 
took place.  We had grown accustom to being Prisoners of War.  But not to the 
thought of what the Japanese would do to us as their final days approached.  



We all tend to paint ourselves a dark picture when we conjured up what could 
happen in times of stress.  It was a classic ending for those of us on the working 
parties.  

A Stevedore has in common something which transcends languages. Stevedores 
all like a break from working. Everything is moved in Japan by manpower except 
extremely heavy objects.  If it could be lifted by six Japanese and one person 
could get underneath, that person would become a human mobile floor lift.  While 
six others balanced the load.  The one person moved the load from one end of 
the loading dock to the other.  We also made up trains by pushing box cars 
together and then pushing the hooked-up box cars down the track.  This made 
sense to the Japanese because they did not have enough switch engines to do 
the job.

We did a lot of Stevedoring and learned, never say never.  At first when we talked 
about where we should draw the line and refuse to move war material.  No scrap 
iron, no ammunition, no military equipment.  We never even talked about 
submarine batteries and had we, it would not have made any difference. When it 
came right down to the tense moments of arbitration, we always lost.  We always 
found ourselves loading or unloading some war related material that was on our 
list.  Towards the end of the war I suppose the reason for not arguing with our 
captors was lack of interest.  

Anyone could tell the Japanese were losing the war, their will and their ass.  Our 
small fighter bombers were all over.  Striking targets of opportunity, like trains 
after dropping all their bombs.  Most large cities had already burned to the 
ground.  You could stand in the center of any town or city and see the distant 
hills.  Total destruction is a word that we learned would only be applied to places 
like Hiroshima.  For all practicality purposes the massive fire storms caused by 
conventional raids were destructive enough to qualify for total destruction.  For a 
short period of time we were not allowed to work in the coastal city of Takamatsu.  
The fire bomb raid that destroyed Takamatsu was our most personal experience 
with air power.  We had been working on the docks at Takmatsu for years.  

Our relationship with “Pee Wee” the Dock Foreman was almost affectionate.  He 
was such a little liar.  I don’t mean that in a derogatory sense.  “Pee Wee” was in 
the unenviable position of showing who was boss.  The cargo had to be moved 
on schedule. Time frames were critical.  If we made him look good, he was 
grateful even if he couldn’t show it.  Sometimes the pressure would become too 
much and everyone would lose their temper.  The promise of a break, after the 



next job, was just the “carrot.”  The wily little Dock Forman would dangle before 
our eyes, the American Sailor Boatsman Mate Blooma who usually lead our 
working party had the honor and distinct pleasure of dealing directly with “Pee 
Wee.”  I cannot tell you for certain, but I’m quite sure that when Pee Wee finally 
got home each night he was more exhausted from negotiations with “Blooma 
Son” than he was tired from his contribution towards the war effort.  It is important 
to realize that after victories Pearl Harbor, Philippines, Wake, Guam, Hong Kong, 
Java, Sumatra, Borneo, etc the average Japanese really believed that nothing 
could stop them.  No sacrifice was too great to support their new status in the 
eyes of the world.  

Our remote island of Shikoku, with its rail system connecting the towns around 
the island were vital.  Rice, Soy Beans and other staples were grown and 
shipped from the ports and loading docks.  Although we numbered hardly  a 
hundred on working parties, our efforts were substantial, sorry to say.

I forget the figures but we were divided into groups of ten, twenty, thirty men.  All 
of these arrangement were the responsibility of the Zentsuji Camp Commandant
and Chief Lane who conferred with the Senior American Officers. 

Story did not continue from here…. 
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