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This is an excerpt from LEGA-
CIES: Stories from the Sec-
ond World War, compiled and 

edited by Tom Swope.  The book is 
available at www.amazon.com. For 
an autographed copy with a CD of 
an award-winning radio show from 
the LEGACIES series, phone (440) 
255-7410 or e-mail: swopetunes@
juno.com 

Richard Francies enlisted in the 
Army in 1937 and joined the Army Sig-
nal Corps, specializing in the operation 
and maintenance of radios. When he 
completed his training, he had to choose 
an overseas assignment. The other side 
of the world sounded good to him.

The Philippines was “The Pearl 
of the Orient” and it was the play-
ground for the Army. There were lots 
of bars, lots of places to go visit, and 
ah, lots of girls. It was real good duty. 
The playground of the Pacific.

On December 8, 1941, I went up 
to the radio station and watched an 
operator copy what was going on in 
Hawaii. He said, “The planes are fly-
ing over.”  Then there would be si-
lence for a while and then he would 
come back on and he said, “They just 
dropped some bombs around here.”

We stayed on the outskirts of 
Manila for a week or so. I installed 

some mobile units in the trucks 
and we provided radio communica-
tions for the convoys going back into 
Bataan.

April 8th (1942) came along. Dur-
ing the night, there was a lot of noise 
outside; there was one of our French 
75mm guns. They had moved a group 

of them back and one of our officers 
said, “You belong at the front line.”  
They replied, “This is the front line 
right now.” The next morning we 
were surrendering.

Our officers told us to walk 
down to Mariveles. It was probably 
five miles or something like that.  

We finally got down to the bottom 
and they said to fall in with larger 
groups. The Japs came down and 
surrounded us there and told us to 
put all our arms down. But when we 
left the signal depot, we took them 
apart and threw the pieces in the 
jungle, so we didn’t have any. 

The Japs left us sitting there for 
three days – no food, no water. 

Then we just started on the 
march. There were a lot of artesian 
wells along that road and we’d go 
through the different villages and 
some of the fellas – when they were 
out of water – would break out of line 
and run for the wells and the Japs 
would shoot them, just for going 
and getting water. Well, finally we 
decided if five hundred of us go for 
water, somebody’s going to get it. So 
that’s what we did. A whole bunch 
of us would go for water and at least 
some of us got water. The Japs just 
didn’t shoot randomly. What they 
did was put a big ring around us and, 

with their bayonets, forced us back 
on the road. 

And as for food, they kept saying, 
“Food next town.” There was never any 
food when we reached the next town. 

Women and children were stand-
ing alongside the road looking for 
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Dominion Resources, parent company of Dominion 
East Ohio, has received national recognition for 

its Troop Support Program. Over the past five years, a 
team of more than 100 employee volunteers in Ohio, 
Virginia and other 12 states, has written letters, raised 

money and collected donations, assembled boxes and 
mailed care packages to support active duty troops 
deployed in Iraq and Afghanistan.

Earlier this year the Army National Guard presented 
Bev Robinson, Dominion’s Troop Support leader, with its 

Civilian Bronze Star Award, its highest award given to 
civilians. In 2008 the company received the Employer 
Support of the Guard and Reserve Freedom Award.

Currently, Dominion is supporting two battalions 
in Iraq, and one battalion and a hospital in Afghani-

stan, plus 45 Dominion Family soldiers – employees 
or employees’ family members and friends. Since 
2006, Dominion’s Troop Support program has em -
braced more than 6,000 soldiers deployed in Iraq and 
Afghanistan. 

See Bataan Death March, page 6
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      Enjoy “Bonus Rounds” All Season Long! All you 
have to do is play golf to earn! Sign up at any of the 
courses & play any or all to earn your Bonus Rounds.

       24/7 Tee Time Reservations
Call 216-635-3673 (FORE) (Open May 2011) or online:  
www.clevelandmetroparks.com 24-hours-a-day, 
7-days-a-week – It’s never been easier to book a tee time!

www.clevelandmetroparks.com

18-hole, par 72 
35501 Eddy Rd., Willoughby Hills
440-942-2500

18-hole, par 71 & Driving Range 
9445 Brecksville Rd., Brecksville
440-526-4285

18-hole, par 71, a Par 3 Course & 
Driving Range 
18753 Egbert Rd., Bedford
440-232-7184

18-hole, par 72 
4811 Valley Pkwy., Fairview Park
440-331-1070

Two 18-holes, par 72 & par 71
975 Valley Pkwy., Broadview Hts.
216-348-7274 (Open May 2011)

9 hole, par 34 
18599 Old Lorain Rd., Cleveland
216-941-9672

9 hole, par 31 
19900 Puritas Rd., Cleveland
216-267-5626

9 hole, par 29 & Driving Range 
3841 Washington Park Blvd., 
Newburgh Hts.
216-641-1864

Buy-One  
Golf Round,  

Get-One Free  
at any Cleveland 

Metroparks  
Golf Course! 

Present this coupon 
to get one free round 
of golf with a paid 
round at any of the 
eight Cleveland 
Metroparks courses: 
Manakiki, Sleepy Hollow, 
Shawnee Hills, Big Met, 
Seneca, Little Met, Mastick 
Woods,  & Washington. 
Valid: Monday – Thursday, 
11a.m.to 3 p.m., and 
weekends and holidays 
after 3 p.m. Not valid 
with any other discount 
or promotional offer; 
or league, outing or 
tournament play. Power 
cart rental required where 
available. Coupon requires 
two golfers to redeem. 
Free round given for round 
with the least value.  

Expires 12/01/11.

24/7 Tee Time /Information 
216-635-3673 

clevelandmetroparks.com
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t ry as I might, 
I cannot imag-

ine being a prison-
er of war. Winston 
Churchi l l  sa id 
you’re hoping the 
guy you were trying to kill is nice to 
you. For many combat troops, being 
killed in action is thought to be bet-
ter than taken prisoner.

As with any incarceration, you no 
longer have any control. As a POW, 
the people who do have control lose 
no sleep if you die. Rules from the 
Geneva Convention are nice, but not 
much more than that. Food, medi-
cine, decent clothes and quarters for 
POWs are at the bottom of the camp 
commandant’s list.

War and death are intimate part-
ners in history. Dying in the arms of 
a medic, staring into eyes of a mor-
tally wounded troop, and yelling, 

“It’s gonna be all right! You’re gonna 
make it! Stay with me! Stay with me!” 
Dying instantly when an artillery 
round finds its target. Or a malarial 
fever burns its host to death. 

Dying as a POW is slow, painful, 
and preceded by the loss of hope. Try 
as I might, my imagination fails. 

That’s why I’m grateful to Do-
minion East Ohio for sponsoring 
the first installment of Legacies: Sto-
ries from the Second World War, the 
fascinating and important book by 
Tom Swope.

Our next issue, November/De-
cember, is dedicated to women and 
the excerpt from Legacies is from a 
WWII nurse who saw it all.

John H. Tidyman is editor of 
DD 214 Chronicle, a newspaper 

for military veterans. He fought 
with the 198th Light Infantry Bri-

gade, Americal Division, in Vietnam.

STAnD AT EASE  By John H. Tidyman, Editor

“Dying as a PoW is slow, painful,  
and preceded by the loss of hope”

The Unimaginable Sadness of a POW
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MAIL CALL

Thanks very much for publish-
ing the article on Will Largent 
in your July-August issue. For 
information about Will’s wartime 
adventures and his book on the 
training of WWII RAF pilots in 
Florida, please see this link: 
http://home.comcast.net/~thorsdag/
WINGS.html.
Kind regards, 

Tod Roberts  
(son-in-law of Will Largent)

An idea comes from a program I 
do for the local libraries: the 
stories tombstones tell. We hit 
the graveyards and we mark the 
stones, but we miss the history 
right before our eyes. Case in 
point, in Mound Hill (Seville, 
Ohio), lies the body of a Civil 
War bugler. Like many warriors, 
he was just a kid. But who, once 
you go through the records, was 
sitting outside the Wilmer McLean 
house at Appomattox Court House 
when Lee arrived and then Grant. 

He was an eyewitness to the sur-

render of the Army of Northern 
Virginia. He never wrote a book, 
never went on the lecture tour, 
and almost got away as just an-
other vet. Thousands of eyewit-
nesses to history waiting to be 
found, don’t you think? All right 
there in the back yard.

Eli Beachy 
Chippewa Lake, Ohio

Recent news reports have told of 
Civil War re-enactors “duplicat-
ing” the First Battle of Bull Run 
150 years earlier, in July, 1861, 
outside Manassas, VA. For the life 
of me I cannot understand the 
thinking, or lack of same, of men 
who re-enact Civil War battles. As 
a drafted Vietnam veteran who 
lost a lieutenant during the Tet 

Offensive, lost a Miami University 
classmate when his Navy jet went 
down over North Vietnam, and lost 
the husband of a cousin. He was 
killed in an ambush in Vietnam. 
I am confounded why men would 
replicate pain, misery, maiming, 
and death during an “entertain-
ing” re-enactment of a battle. One 
news story told of a re-enactor 
admonishing a fellow “soldier” to 
“suck it up” in having to deal with 
excessively hot temperatures while 
wearing a wool reproduction of a 
Civil War uniform. Try “sucking 
up” the memory of excessively hot 
mortar shrapnel blasting into the 
head of Lt. Billy Joe Blacksten, 
of Versailles, MO, three days af-
ter his 23rd birthday in February, 
1968. I’m going to take a wild 
guess here. None of those re-en-
actors are combat veterans. Shame 
on them for glorifying, romanti-
cizing and — worst of all — trivi-
alizing war with their enormously 
stupid, childish games.

Louis Pumphrey
Shaker Heights

n ick Scibarra’s post graduate study 
took six years and he enjoyed 

every minute of it. The communica-
tions major from Kent State joined 
Jo Vann’s Tobacco Shop in Mayfield, 
and kept right on learning. 

“When I get interested in some-
thing, I get a little obsessed with it,” 
he said.  He not only sampled every 
cigar he could, but he read every-
thing about cigars. Cigars have an 
interesting history. Urban legend has 
President John F. Kennedy loading 
up on Cubans before he ordered the 
blockade and worried about staring 
a nuclear war. Gen. Ulysses S. Grant, 
another president who left the bat-
tlefield for the presidency, puffed a 
dozen and a half a day. (You have 
to love his quote: “I know only two 
tunes: one of them is Yankee Doodle, 
and the other isn’t.”) 

Between reading and smoking, 

plus work at Jo Vann’s memorable 
shop, Scibarra was fast becoming 
over qualified.

So he opened his own cigar shop, 
where he would also learn about 
marketing, purchasing, rent, staff-
ing, municipal ordinances, and one 
million other important items. 

Presenting Port Royal Cigars, at 
33540 Aurora Road, in Solon. His 
shop has almost 400 boxes of cigars. 
Two features stand out: a 400 square-
foot, walk-in humidor, where your 
smokes are kept in perfect smoking 
condition, and the lounge, which fea-
tures leather furniture (be careful!), 

air cleaner and exhaust system, high-
definition television, and handsome 
cigar ashtrays. 

One of the longtime customers 
makes Saturday morning a ritual 
stop. After a visit with the proprietor 
and chat about cigars, he takes a cou-
ple sticks to the lounge. He kicks off 
his shoes, opens his coffee, goes over 
the front page of the New York Times, 
trims and lights his cigar, turns on 
the Golf Channel, and relaxes. It is 
that rare place in which he turns off 
his cell phone and enjoys himself for 
an hour or so.

That’s what a cigar store is for.
Scibarra’s  favorite sticks are, 

“Anything from Perdomo, Pepin Gar-
cia, and the new Berger Argenti. The 
trend is toward Nicaraguan cigars, 
which are probably starting to beat 
Dominicans. It’s a richer, more com-
plex tobacco. It’s in the soil.”

It’s in Scibarra’s walk-in humi-
dor, too.

ToBACConIST

One Man’s Obsession Equals the Same  
One Man’s Business  By Harry Besharet

the thursday night crowd at port royal.
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The Veteran Student Success Program assists veterans, guardsmen, reservists, and others receiving military  
benefits with making a successful transition into the CSU community while helping veteran students pursue  
their educational goals and attain their degrees.

RESOURCES AVAILABLE TO CSU VETERAN STUDENTS INCLUDE:
•	 HELP WITH ACCESSING VETERAN BENEFITS
•	 VETERAN ONLY CLASSES
•	 VetSuccess ON CAMPUS – VA COUNSELOR SPECIALIZING IN  

BENEFITS ON CSU CAMPUS FULL TIME
•	 VA READJUSTMENT COUNSELOR ON CAMPUS EVERY WEEK
•	 STUDENT VETERANS OF AMERICA CAMPUS CHAPTER
•	 THE DAY ROOM DROP-IN CENTER AND LOUNGE FOR CSU  

VETERAN STUDENTS

TO EXPLORE VETERAN SERVICES AT CSU:
Visit www.csuohio.edu/studentlife/vikingvets. Or call 216.875.9996 
or E-mail vikingvets@csuohio.edu to schedule a visit.

TO VISIT OR APPLY TO CSU:
Regular twice daily or first and third Saturday visits can be 
scheduled on www.engagecsu.com. See “Visit Campus/Admissions 
Events” tab.  

Veterans may also request a personalized “Green & White” visit with 
a CSU Admissions Counselor that include a visit to the CSU Veteran 
Student Success Program. To schedule a visit, call 216.687.7416. 

VETERAN STUDENT
SUCCESS PROGRAM 

AT CLEVELAND STATE UNIVERSITY

WELCOME TO YOUR NEXT MISSION - YOU

CSU is an AA/EO institution. ©2011 University Marketing  1100243_pk/

Paralyzed Veterans of America
By Sharon Moster, Executive Director of the Paralyzed Veterans of America, Buckeye Chapter.

sixty-five years ago, Paralyzed Vet-
erans of America was founded by a 

band of troops returning from WWII. 
Their spinal cord injuries meant re-
turning to a grateful nation, but also 
to a world with few solutions to the 
challenges they faced. 

These veterans made a decision 
not just to live, but to live with dig-
nity as contributors to society. They 
created Paralyzed Veterans of Amer-
ica, dedicated to veterans’ service, 
medical research, and civil rights for 
all people with disabilities. For more 
than six decades, Paralyzed Veterans 
of America and its 34 chapters have 
been working to create an America 
where all veterans, and people with 
disabilities, and their families, have 
everything they need to thrive.

The Buckeye Chapter, one of 34 
in the United States, was founded 
in 1972 to represent the State of 
Ohio.  Headquarters are in Euclid, 

Ohio with offices in Dayton, Cincin-
nati and Chillicothe.  

Our Mission Statement is:
The Paralyzed Veterans of Amer-

ica, Buckeye Chapter strives to im-
prove the quality of life of honorably 
discharged veterans who have spinal 

cord injury, dysfunction or illness 
including but not limited to multi-
ple sclerosis and ALS (Lou Gehrig’s 
disease) through advocacy, medical 
research, sports and recreation, edu-
cation, and communication.

In order to fulfill our Mission, the 

Buckeye Chapter:
Fights for quality VA health care 

and ample military benefits.
Promotes and provides wheelchair 

sports and recreational activities.
Leads the charge to make Amer-

ica more accessible. 
Empowers paralyzed veterans 

with the tools they need to secure 
good careers, at a time when the un-
employment rate for veterans with 
severe disabilities is 85 percent.

Invests in research to find new 
treatments and a cure for paralysis.

Provides our services to all veterans 
and their families free of charge. 

If you or someone you know could 
benefit from our services, please 
contact our office at 216-731-1017 
or 800-248-2548 or e-mail at info@
buckeyepva.org.  You can also visit 
our website at www.buckeyepva.org 
to get the latest information about 
our Chapter.

the World War II memorial stars in  Washington D.c.
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o n Tuesday, August 23, the aging 
radio hosts held a trivia game 

on the air. One of the questions was, 
“How many members of the military 
committed suicide in 2009?”

How John Lanigan, Jimmy Ma-
lone, and WJMI 105.7 came to be-
lieve that suicides suffered by U.S. 
veterans is a trivial matter is un-
knowable. Also unknowable is why 
the trio thought their indifference to 
suffering would be entertaining.

To make light of the pain and suf-
fering of American troops is uncon-
scionable. It is shameful.

The veterans who found suicide pref-
erable to life suffered horrors most of us 

will never know. They left behind ques-
tions that will never be answered.

Many of those questions come 
from their broken-hearted survi-
vors: the families that reared and 
loved them, the wives who prayed 
and hoped they would recover, their 
children, their friends, and their 
comrades-in-arms.

It is fair to say each was hurt by 
the callousness of the question.

Now comes Keith Abrams, the 
operations manager there, to ex-
plain. Nothing malicious intended, 
he said. Quite the opposite. Lani-
gan, according to Abrams, strives 
to keep the war current with his lis-

tener. Judgment was absent, but the 
thought was there. It was the wrong 
segment to ask the question, but no 
harm was meant.

Abrams did not know who wrote 
the question and didn’t know if 
Lanigan and his sidekick are veter-
ans. Abrams added he understood 
the reaction from the many people 
and organizations who contacted 
the station.

But what remains is that it hap-
pened, and that perhaps, for some 
it is a symptom of a nation that is 
indifferent to the price paid by our 
veterans of wars now and in the past. 
Lest we forget.

WMJI 105.7’s John Lanigan and 
Jimmy Malone Think Veterans Com-
mitting Suicide is a Trivial Matter By John H. 

their husbands, their sons, their 
friends. And they saw the shape we 
were in. So they started throwing us 
food wrapped up in banana leaves. 
The Japs would go over and beat the 
women and sometimes shoot them 
or bayonet them, just for throwing 
us food. 

I got malaria and I felt an attack 
coming on and I was getting dizzy 
and I knew I had to step out of line. 
I had to get someplace where I could 
sit down. I was real reluctant to do 
it because when you fell out of line 
or you fell and couldn’t get up, your 
friends weren’t allowed to carry you 
and the Japs would either shoot you 
or bayonet you. As we were round-
ing a curve, I saw a fence. There was 
a lot of shrubbery growing and was 
an opening. I didn’t see the guards in 
either direction and I slipped through 
that opening and sat down on a log. 
I was dizzy and just a disaster. All of 
a sudden, I felt a tap on my shoulder; 
here was this elderly Filipino man. 
He didn’t speak English. I made a sign 
with my hand like a mosquito came 
and landed on my arm to show him 
I got malaria. He understood that. 
He motioned to stay right there. He 
came back with a Jap corpsman. I 
thought, oh boy, now what am I going 
to do?  I did the same thing to show 
him I had malaria and he nodded his 
head and he pulled out a hypodermic 
needle and put some medicine in it. 

He could have been putting acid in 
it, I didn’t know. He handed it to me. 
He wanted me to give myself the shot. 
I said, “Uh-uh. You.”  So he gave me 
the shot. After that, he stood there 
for ten minutes and I started feeling 
much better. He motioned for me to 
get back in line. I motioned for 
him to write a note because if 
I just walked back out there – 
bang!  He wrote a little note 
and he went back out to the 
line with me. Sure enough, one 
of the Japanese guards saw me 
and came running up. I hand-
ed him this note. He looked at 
it and he jabbered something 
to the corpsman. The guard went 
on his way and the corpsman went 
on his way and I went back in line.  

t he whole march for our group of a 
thousand lasted 11 days. We got up 

to San Fernando, near the train depot, 
and we just sat on the ground. When 
the train came, they pushed us into 
boxcars. It was a 35-mile train ride 
to Capas. We were packed so tightly 
that if somebody died – they would 
die standing up. When they let us out, 
there were bodies in the cars.

When we got to Camp O’Donnell, 
the Japanese camp commander gave 
a speech saying, “You are my prison-
ers and you will be treated as such.”

After three or four weeks, they 
called for a communications detail 

and the officers picked out 15 of us. 
The Japs took us down to Manila in 
trucks. They had taken over Fort 
McKinley, which was on the out-
skirts of Manila. All of the barracks 
were intact and they had put all of 
our captured radio and telephone 

equipment in one of the bar-
racks. They showed us all the 
equipment and said, “Fix it!”  
They wanted to use it.

While we were repair-
ing the radio equipment, I‘d 
have a receiver upside down 
on the bench – testing equip-
ment and reading a meter – 

with earphones on, listening 
to KGEI, San Francisco. We had 

all the news reports. The Jap who 
was in charge of us was an elderly 
man. He wasn’t military. He was 
more like Civil Service. One day, he 
came over and tapped one of us on 
the shoulder and said, “San Francisco 
no good. Tokyo, okay.”  So we fixed up 
a receiver for him to listen to Tokyo. 
And he was happy. We still listened 
to KGEI, so we had our news from 
the States and we were aware of what 
was going on.

Right next to the barracks was a 
smaller building and some Filipinos 
set up something like a PX for the Japs. 
After a while, we were allowed to go in 
there. It was run by four Filipinos and 
when we started talking, we found 
out they were actually four guerrillas, 

running the PX. They said they knew 
what we were doing – fixing radios. 
They had these little passenger carts 
pulled by horses and they always had 
a basket hanging underneath for the 
horse’s food. Underneath the basket 
went our radio parts. We kept that up 
for quite a while.

if the Japs knew what we were 
doing, they would have used us 

for pincushions. 
I went on sick call one day. I 

thought I had appendicitis. Two Japs 
came in and sat down beside me and 
after a little while, I looked at this 
one fella on my left. I asked, “Do you 
speak English?”

“Yeah.”
“Where’d you learn English?”
“Well, I went to the University of 

Southern California.”
And finally I asked him – I didn’t 

know if I should or not, but he’d been 
in the States – I said, “You know how 
this is going to end, don’t you?”

And very dejectedly, he said, “Yes, 
I know.”

After about a year on the communi-
cations detail, Francies was sent back 
to a prison camp. Several months later 

– in 1944 – the Americans were closing 
in on the Philippines and the Japanese 
decided to move many of the able-bodied 
POWs to their homeland. The ships that 
took the prisoners to Japan were known 
as ‘Hell Ships.’

It was a pretty rough trip. There 
wasn’t a whole lot of food. We did 
get some water every day. A couple 
of times we were allowed up on the 
deck and they sprayed us with salt 
water and we got some fresh air. 

For toilet facilities on the Hell 
Ship, they had a great big wooden 
bucket in the center of the hold. 
Every once in a while, they would 
lift it up and dump it overboard. That 
was the toilet.

We were going to a copper mine – 
a Mitsubishi copper mine – at Hana-
wa, Japan. They took us up to these 
new barracks. It was a nice building, 
cold, though – no heat. In the win-
tertime, snow was measured in feet. 
They had little pot-bellied stoves in 
the barracks. We would steal any-
thing that would burn and bring 
it back. Sometimes, when the Japs 
found out about it, they would come 
over and put the fire out. 

When the Japanese were finally con-
vinced they could not win the war, an 
order was issued about what should be 

Continued from Bataan Death March, Cover

See Bataan Death March, page 15



 DD 214 chronicle   september/october 2011 7www.dd214chronicle.com ✩

(Editor’s note: Steve Esrati is an author 
and former Cleveland Plain Dealer ed-
itor and columnist. From his home in 
Dayton, Ohio, he maintains an e-mail 
correspondence with many former re-
porters. When he offered his recollec-
tion of a column on the atomic bombs 
dropped on Japan in WWII, a number 
of colleagues added their own thoughts 
and memories. P.S. Here’s how you can 
tell it’s an old newspaperman writing: 
he still hits the space bar twice at the 
end of a sentence.

I was working on the Daily Stan-
dard in Celina, Ohio, on this date 
in 1961, the 16th anniversary of the 
day we dropped an atomic bomb over 
Hiroshima.

For my “Behind the News” col-
umn, I described how Sgt. MacDon-
ald had seated his second platoon in 
basic infantry training at Camp Croft, 
S.C., and amazed us with the tale of 
hundreds of thousands of “Japs” being 
killed by a new weapon and that more 
were still dying. We, who had been 
scheduled to invade Japan after basic 
training and who had practiced on 
“Japanese villages,” let out a cheer. 
We had considered ourselves sure-fire 
casualties of an invasion of Japan.

When the paper came out that 
afternoon, I noticed that my editor, 
Joe Lerskey, had removed the phrase 
about cheering. He told me he found 
cheering for an atrocity distasteful. I 
have learned since then that the Unit-
ed States expected 500,000 casualties 
in the invasion of Japan. Thanks to 
Hiroshima, I was not one of them.

Steve Esrati

I had a World War II Army infantry vet 
work for me as a free-lance writer dur-
ing the 80’s. A national controversy 
arose over the Smithsonian’s “revi-
sionist wording” about the necessity 
of dropping the A-bombs during a dis-
play of the Enola Gay, the B-29 Super-
fortress bomber. I asked my writer 
friend, Jim Larkins, if he agreed with 
the dropping of the A-bombs.

For background:   Larkins had 
been an 18-year-old  infantry pri-

vate who had survived the bloody 
campaign against the Japanese in 
the Philippines.   After the battles 
ended and before boarding a troop-
ship for Okinawa, he visited the 
massive cemetery for those killed 
there, so he could say goodbye to his 
friends who had been unlucky and 
not made it through safely.

 In Okinawa, his division trained 
six days a week for the upcoming in-
vasion of Japan.   He said his divi-
sion was set to land on one of the 
Japanese islands in January, 1946.  
One night after training, he and some 
friends went to the base movie.  A lit-
tle while into the movie the screen 
went dark.  The troops began whis-
tling and shouting to get the movie 
going again.  Then the house lights 
came on, a major walked to the cen-
ter of the stage, and announced that 
the war was over.

Okinawa went crazy. The party 
lasted two days and nights, Larkins 
said. In the joyous celebration, guns 
were fired into the air.  (A falling 
bullet hit a master sergeant, killing 
him.) But Larkins was overjoyed. “I 
knew I was going to be able to cele-

brate my 19th birthday,” he said as we 
sipped coffee. So I asked him about 
the decision President Truman had 
made to drop the bombs.

“Let me tell you something,” he 
said, suddenly very serious.  “If  I 
ever had a chance to meet that little 
son-of-a-bitch, I’d have kissed him 
smack on the lips. ’Cause he saved my 
life. ‘Cause I knew that somewhere 
in Japan there was a bullet waiting 
for me with my name on it. We all 
felt that way.”

A day or two later I wrote an Op-Ed 
Page piece for the PD about Larkins 
and his opinion about dropping 
the A-bomb, using all the facts I’ve 
mentioned. About two weeks after 
it ran, I got a call from another WW 
II vet.  He wanted to say thanks. He 
had been in the Army Air Corps, sta-
tioned in the Pacific. He wanted me 
to know that, “We all felt the same 
way,” and that the A-bomb had 
saved enormous numbers of casu-
alties, on both sides.

Then he added an aside.   His 
brother, also in the Air Corps, was 
stationed on another island with a 
strategic planning unit that desig-

nated targets for bombing through-
out the area. After the war he told 
his brother, “There was one airfield 
in our area we didn’t have any control 
of. They seemed to operate indepen-
dently of everyone. We always won-
dered what went on there.”

The island was Tinian, where the 
Enola Gay  and  Bock’s  Car, the 
two B-29s that dropped the bombs, 
were based. 

Jim Cox

In June, 1945, four of us high school 
pals had enlisted in the Navy. We saw 
the war was heading toward the end, 
and we wanted in on the action.  We 
were in boot camp when the bombs 
dropped and Japan surrendered.

 After graduating boot camp, we 
got a lesson in logistics: The inva-
sion task force under way was too 
big to stop. Any aspirations for Navy 
schools were dashed and we found 
ourselves aboard troop ships head-
ing out of San Francisco.

Not a complete waste; we were 
relief for sailors who had enough 
“points” to qualify for going home for 
discharge. (Returning troops came 
home based on the point system: So 
many points for time in service, time 
in grade, etc.)

Things were far enough along by 
the time we got to Japan. There was 
a bus that took us to see Hiroshima. 
I can still see the millions of acres 
of flattened cities, all the way to the 
horizon.

Dick Ellers

I was a 12-year-old on the home front 
when the bomb was dropped on Hiro-
shima. Everybody I knew cheered. We 
thought the war was over, which it 
was in a few days. As far as I remem-
ber, there was no controversy about 
whether the bomb should have been 
dropped for about a decade. I still 
think Truman did the right thing. 
Having said that, I am a pacifist who 
believes we should never be in a war 
unless the U.S. is attacked.

 Bob Dolgan

Hiroshima, Nagasaki, Bock’s Car,  
and Enola Gay: Perspectives

See Hiroshima, page 14
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e ddie Senko was a medic attached 
to the 101st Airborne in Vietnam. 

He has always been on the lean side. 
Good cook, too. Every year or two, he 
invites a few Nam vets to his house, 
fires up the grill, and serves as host 
for his Veterans Dinner.

Next time, I’m going to suggest 
we enjoy SOS, the infamous staple 
known in polite circles as chipped 
beef on toast. Mmmm.

Prepared properly, it’s a wonder-
ful, flavorful, stick-to-your-ribs dish 
that is perfect before heading over to 
a high school football game.

A simple dish to prepare, the only 
secret is high quality ingredients. 

Ground sirloin, kosher salt and fresh-
ly grinded pepper, whole wheat flour, 
and distilled water. Pumpernickel 
bread is the best for this plate.
Easy shopping list, not that Eddie has 
set foot inside a grocery store since 
Dien Bien Phu:

½ pound of ground sirloin 
¼ tsp. kosher salt
¼ tsp. freshly grinded pepper
4 tablespoons whole wheat flour
1 cup of evaporated milk
1 cup distilled water
2 tablespoons salted butter
Fresh pumpernickel bread

On the Menu for Eddie Senko’s Veterans Dinner: 
Chipped Beef on Toast! Mmmm! By Joey Ebenger

Directions 
Into a big, cast iron skillet, toss a spoonful or 
two of bacon fat. Once it melts and starts to 
spit, bust up the ground sirloin and toss it in. 
Sprinkle lots of salt and pepper and brown 
the beef. Take it out when it’s browned. 

Here’s a tip from my Mom: in a jelly jar 
put the flour and half the distilled water. 
Put the lid back on and shake it more vig-
orously than you shake dice. Pour it into 
the skillet, which has the leftover fat. Low 
flame, stir. See? No clumps. Keep stirring 
as it thickens and nearly browns, probably 
five minutes. 

Now the rest of the distilled water, the 
evaporated milk, the butter. Keep stirring, 
soldier. It will thicken, blend nicely, and at 
that point, the beef goes back in. 

Keep stirring until it’s well blended. 
Allow it to cook for ten minutes and that’s 
it. While waiting, slice and lightly toast slices 
of pumpernickel.

You can figure out the rest.
Suggested potables: Chilled Iron City or 

Stroh’s.

Join the clean plate club.
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(Editor’s Note: Tina Mathis is one of two, 
new columnists at DD 214 Chronicle. Jan 
Steenblik is the other, and his column will be 
on the outdoors. A hook-and-bullet writer. 
Both will begin their columns in the Novem-
ber/December edition.)

Tina Mathis is committed to the 
work being done by the Joint POW/
MIA Accounting Command (JPAC), 
which seeks the return and identifi-
cation of American military remains 
in foreign countries. Its work rarely 
makes the news. It is constant, dif-
ficult, and tedious. For families of 
troops killed but not recovered, it 
provides hope that often accompa-
nies them to their graves. When JPAC 
is successful, families can grieve for 
the last time, knowing their boys are 
buried in the land of the free and the 
home of the brave. 

If Mathis and JPAC were to have 
an anthem, it would have to be, “Bring 
Him Home,” from Les Miserables.

Any military connections in your 
family? 
My 5th great grandfather, Squire Wil-
liam Littell, served in the American 
Revolution. His son, William, my 4th 
great grandfather, served in the War 
of 1812. During the Civil War, his 
son, John Smith Littell, my 3rd great 
grandfather, was a Brigadier Gener-
al, and his son, Richard Warren Lit-
tell, my 2nd great grandfather, served 
as a drummer in the same unit. My 
grandfather as well as three uncles 
served in the Army. My sister served 
in the National Guard and my neph-
ew served in the Air Force. A long line 
of service to the country that wel-
comed my ancestors from Ireland.
 
What was your introduction to 
PoW/MiAs? What was your college 
major?
 I returned to college a few years ago; 
it was easy to choose a major. I have 
always been drawn to the human as-
pect of history, not famous or histo-
ry-altering people, but real, everyday 
people. While at Kent State, I had the 
opportunity to interview a woman 
who spent her childhood in Nazi Ger-
many, as well as a man who arrived 
at Pearl Harbor four days before the 

attack. Amazing,  heart-wrench-
ing, and human stories that I will 
carry with me throughout my life. 
They lived through what I have only 
read about.  
 
Did the size and scope of the situa-
tion daunt you?
No, not initially, it was never my in-
tention to take on the POW/MIA 
cause. Last January, a friend sent me a 
list from the Korean War Project web-
site ( HYPERLINK “http://www.kwp.
org/” \t “_blank” www.kwp.org). The 
list contained the names of 146 Ohio 
men classified as POW/MIA with no 
next of kin or family DNA on file. I re-
alized why the list was forwarded to 
me; one name immediately caught 
my attention, Thomas Eugene Lit-
tell, Franklin County, Ohio. I have re-
searched my own family for nearly a 
decade and while Littell is my maiden 
name, it is not a common surname. 
How hard could it be to find one of my 
own?  I didn’t give it a second thought; 
I was determined to find the family 
of Thomas Littell. 

 I felt an obligation to Thomas Lit-
tell, even if our connection turned out 
to be in name only. However, I never 
anticipated the impact these men and 
their families would have on me.  

how did you come to believe one 
woman in ohio could make a 
difference?
As I researched, I began finding stories 
of repatriation. Each new story brought 
tears to my eyes and a hope that some-
day these Ohio men would be brought 
home. However, without next of kin 
or family DNA on file, there is little 
to no chance of that happening. As a 
nation, we still have an obligation to 
these men and their families. I cannot 
change the circumstances surround-
ing their loss nor can I reach out to 
the parents who lost their sons, but 
maybe I can help bring one of these 
men home. If  one man is identi-
fied and returned to his family for a 
proper burial, did one person make 
a difference?  

“As a nation, we still have an 
obligation to these men and their 
families.”

I spoke with the sister of a 1st Di-
vision Marine, killed at Chosin Res-
ervoir; as we talked she began to cry. 
She thought she was the only person 
who remembered her younger broth-
er’s sacrifice. One sister holding on 
to her brother’s memory, one neph-
ew remembering his uncle’s bravery, 
one cousin recalling childhood memo-
ries, one JPAC scientist confirming a 
DNA match, or one person connect-
ing families; one person does make 
a difference.  

 
since you joined this effort, which 
seems to operate under the radar, 
unfortunately, what impressions do 
you have of your fellow searchers 
and volunteers?
 I keep in contact with two people who 
also do this research in their spare 
time and although we each have dif-
ferent reasons for our commitment, 
we have a common goal. We share 
information  to prevent duplicat-
ing research as well as our successes 
and disappointments. 

 The Joint POW/MIA Account-
ing Command has been extremely 
helpful. They maintain several data-
bases on their website that contain 
the names of men needing next of 
kin or family DNA on file (www.jpac.
pacom.mil/” \t “_blank” http://www.
jpac.pacom.mil/). JPAC is committed 
to recovery operations and the iden-
tification process.

The Korean War Project website, 
hosted by Hal and Ted Barker, main-
tains extensive Korean War informa-
tion. Their personal commitment and 
dedication to the men that served in 
Korea is amazing. With a section de-
voted to finding families, the web-
site has a page devoted to each man 
still needing family DNA, searchable 
by state or surname.         

thoughts when you discovered the 
width and breadth of the searches?
 Each search is different; some are as 
easy as finding a newspaper article 
while others require a major time in-
vestment. The most difficult search I 
have done required birth certificates, 
marriage  and divorce documents, 
obituaries, and death certificates. 

Each piece of information brought me 
one step closer to finding a family DNA 
donor; I consider it time well spent. 
 
you are a de facto recruiter to the 
cause. have others joined you?
Believe me, I have tried. I have con-
vinced my sister to research a few 
men. For those who have never at-
tempted any kind of research, how-
ever, there are so many resources 
available on line, and people who 
are willing to help, that anyone can 
be successful.
 
What are your hopes or goals? 
I know it’s unrealistic to hope for 
a DNA donor or next of kin for 
every man on the JPAC list, however, 
I would like to see the number great-
ly reduced. The more DNA samples 
available, the more repatriation pos-
sible of the 750 servicemen currently 
unidentified, as well as any future 
recoveries. 

Additionally, my hope is that this 
effort is not forgotten and we continue 
to spread the word. There are people 
who are not aware that the Joint POW/
MIA Accounting Command is working 
to identify 750 sets of remains and con-
ducting ongoing research and recovery 
missions on foreign soil. 

 
Which countries are the best at find-
ing and returning remains? What 
about the countries that are reluc-
tant, unhelpful, or even hostile?
 I don’t know. But here’s how JPAC 
answered this question:

“It’s tough to define what coun-
tries are best for finding remains. 
Each locale is unique, presenting its 
own set of challenges. Southeast Asia 
for example can be difficult because 
the acidic soil there will degrade re-
mains and material evidence quicker 
than locations in Europe. Mountain-
ous terrain is for obvious reasons 
much more difficult to excavate than 
flat land. Also, each country has its 
own processes and procedures for 
our teams performing our missions. 
We are extremely fortunate to have 
excellent working relationships with 
the countries where we are currently 
operating.”

An Interview with Tina Mathis,  
a Most Remarkable Matchmaker Interview by John Cantrelle
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bill Booms is the first to 
admit he lives in the past. 

He loves music and memora-
bilia from the 30s and 40s. 
“Everything since,” he says, 
“who cares.” Bill was just 
a kid then, growing up on 
the near west 
side of Cleve-
land, but was all 
too aware of the 
tense situation 
brewing around 
the world. 

It was 1943 
when Bill en-
listed in the U.S. 
Navy. He was a 
few months shy 
of high school 
graduation, and 
a little shy of passing the Navy’s eye 
exam. He managed to get a hold of 
the eye chart and memorized it, fool-
ing everyone and thus beginning a 
25-year career in the Navy, spanning 
WWII, Korea and Vietnam.

Bill departed from Pearl Harbor 
on board the U.S.S. Knox. His first 
job was picking up shell casings with 
“oven mitts” and dumping them over-
board. He was promoted to storekeep-
er for supplies and spare parts, and 
then to 20mm gunner. By far, the 
worst job Bill had to endure during 
the War was that of bow hook. When 
a ship approached shore, a ramp was 
lowered from the front of the LCVP 
(landing craft vehicle personnel), a 
boat used to deploy Marine troops and 
vehicles. With tears in his eyes, Bill 

remembers when his ship approached 
Iwo Jima, off the coast of Tokyo. 

“The Japanese were ready,” he 
says. “All of the crew knew it.” Bill 
lowered the ramp for first group of 
Marines to depart; some were frozen 
in fear. This group, made up of the 
youngest, least experienced Marines, 
would never survive the battle, but 
they had to go first to engage the Jap-
anese and allow the trained Marines 
to fight. With officers yelling, other 
soldiers had to “prod” the Marines to 
get them off the LCVP. Many more 
boats would have to face that hor-
rendous fate for the United States to 
stand a chance in the battle.

Once ashore, tanks and other ve-
hicles would forge ahead, plowing 
over bodies and pressing them into 

the ground. Only 20 years old at the 
time, Bill still can’t shake the memo-
ries of those teenage warriors. Like 
the many burials at sea he participat-
ed in, they leave him distraught. He 
says, “I’m looking down at this body 
bag and there’s probably a 17-year-
old kid in there, who has a mother, a 
girlfriend, a sister, and I’m thinking, 
‘What am I doing here?’”

What followed was one of the 
bloodiest battles in history, during 
which almost 26,000 U.S. person-
nel were killed or wounded. The U.S. 
used the island as a base to provide 
an emergency landing site and allow 
fighter cover for the heavy bombers. 
Bill was there the day of the famous 
photograph of the flag-raising atop 
Mount Suribachi. “That photo was not 

staged,” he says defi-
antly. “That’s exactly 
what happened.”

Bill retired from 
the U.S. Navy in 1968. 
He had just made Mas-
ter Chief Petty Officer, 
but turned down an-
other tour of duty be-
cause he did not agree 
with the war in Viet-
nam. Now, at age 83, 
Bill is retired from the 
banking industry and 
spends some of his 
time volunteering at 
Hospice of the West-
ern Reserve. Before 
she passed away, his 
wife, Margaret, was 
under the care of hos-

pice. Bill is grateful for the kindness 
she received and wants to give back.

Hospice of the Western Reserve 
launched an initiative to better serve 
seriously ill veterans and their families. 
Military service colors the way veterans 
face death, however, veterans are under-
served by hospices and would benefit 
from holistic, patient-centered care.

Through the Peaceful & Proud pro-
gram, staff members learn about the 
comprehensive needs of veterans and 
their families in order to provide the 
highest quality of care when they are 
nearing the end of their lives. Bill Booms 
agreed to be interviewed as part of the 
education component of the initiative. 
Through his personal story, and oth-
ers like his, we better understand the 
unique life experiences of veterans.

Bill Booms Was So Eager to Join the Fight,  
He Cheated on His Eye Exam

When grief overwhelms us, 
the grace of flowers reminds us of the beauty of life.

15241 Triskett Road, Cleveland, Ohio 44111
(216) 671-5600

Affordable  
F lorals

At Affordable Florals, our customers include VFW Posts 387 and 2533,  
the Cleveland Police Patrolmen’s Association, and the FOP.  
We would be honored to serve you, as well.

William r. booms
born: February 8, 1925 
in Cleveland, Ohio
World War II, Korea, Vietnam
Navy; Enlisted
Served 1943-1968
Senior Chief Petty Officer

Medals
• Asiatic-Pacific Campaign with four Bronze Stars
• Philippine Liberation with two Bronze Stars
• American Theatrical Naval Reserve
• Good Conduct (5th Award)
• National Defense Service with Bronze Star
• Armed Forces Expedition
• China Service
• Navy Occupation (Japan)
• World War II Victory Medal

“Veterans are underserved by 
hospices and would benefit from 
holistic, patient-centered care.”
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Takin’ Care  
of Business

Are you a veteran? Do you have 
your own business? DD 214 
Chronicle wants to carry your 
advertising message to the 

veteran (and all who love them) 
community in five northeast Ohio 
counties: Lake, Lorain, Summit, 

Medina, and Cuyahoga.

Even better, we want to provide 
you and your business with a 

special “Vets for Vets” discount 
and editorial support.

Readers, veteran groups, and 
consumers should know you not 

only served your country, but now 
serve clients and customers. 

Call John Tidyman,  
(440) 333-7644 or  

forgedirons@yahoo.com

Most veterans get asked at one 
point or another, “So have you 

written your story down?” and that’s 
not always an easy thing to consider. 
It can be difficult to revisit painful 
memories, and as time passes, so do 
some of the details. And you may ask 
yourself, who really wants to hear 
my stories anyway? 

There are many good reasons to 
document your memories in a more 
permanent way. The first one is that 
the very act of telling your stories can 
relieve some of the stress and pain 
of holding them inside; and regard-
less why you tell your story, research 
shows it can make a difference. 

Some veterans’ organizations 
even use storytelling as an alterna-
tive or complement to talk therapy. 
Hearing your stories, other vets who 
have gone through similar things 
can be helped by your unique ex-
periences; hearing how you dealt 
with situations during and after 
war, and how serving our country 
affected you. 

Sharing stories about the men 
you served with, especially those 
who didn’t return, is a meaningful 
way to honor them and their mem-
ories. Their families may not know 
all the stories about their loved ones 
that you know, and would appreciate 

hearing you fill in the empty spaces 
in their stories. 

As far as the “whom” to share 
your stories with, there are many 
who are willing and very interest-
ed in hearing what you have to say. 
Families often want to know what 
you’ve been through, but may not 
want to pry or bring up difficult 
memories. But sharing with them 
can be very meaningful. 

I have very vivid memories of 
my Uncle Joe telling a group of us 
kids about his service during WWII. 
His stories didn’t focus on the bat-
tles as much as the friendships, the 
personalities, and the humor they 
injected into serious times. It was 
his sharing and the time we spent 
together that I remember the most, 

not the battle details. Focusing on 
these kinds of memories can help 
you open up about your time fight-
ing for our country, without getting 
too deeply into stories that are just 
too difficult to discuss. 

Veterans’ stories are also very 
valuable from a historical perspec-
tive. The Veterans History Project, 
started by the American Folklife 
Center collects and archives war-
time experiences of veterans from 
every conflict, and provides all the 
tools to help you get your stories 
documented. Your powerful per-
sonal stories could be part of how 
future generations understand the 
realities of war. 

Their website www.loc.gov/
vets/vets-home.html includes re-
sources about how to conduct an in-
terview, as well as questions you can 
use to start thinking about what to 
share. Even if you just write your 
own memoirs, and not share them 
with a soul, it’s still an important 
process to go through, and perhaps 
even one that will allow you to pull 
out the good memories of your time 
in service. 

Natalie Bauman loves being part of 
creating personal documentaries for in-
dividuals and families with her compa-
ny, Sunrise Sunset Documentaries.
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The Power of the Story  
Only You Can Tell  By Natalie Bauman

of Women and War, soldiers and stories, and a brace of new Writers:  
the november/December edition is a Keeper

the upcoming November/Decem-
ber edition is special for lots of 

reasons.
First, it’s DD 214 Chronicle’s 

birthday. We believed veterans in 
northeast Ohio would enjoy a news-
paper dedicated to their service, 
their lives, their sacrifices, and their 
adventures.

We were right and our writers 
and editors were blessed to meet and 
talk with many of them. From WWII, 
Korea, the Cold War, Vietnam, and 
the War on Terror. They were sail-
ors, airmen, marines, soldiers, and 
Coasties. Men and women, young and 
old, of every political and religious 

stripe, bound together with a special 
cord: When America said, “We got a 
fight on our hands,” we straightened 
our gig lines, flipped the safety to full 
automatic, and joined the fight.

Second, the November/December 
issue is dedicated to women, in uni-
form and out, whose vital roles are, 
sadly, given short shrift. Sad because 
their contributions to the military 
are legion. We’ll take special care of 
women in the issue. What the heck 
— they have always taken special 
care of us.

Third, two new columnists join us 
to launch our second year: Tina Ma-
this, whose interview is on Page 10. 

The work she does, with quiet deter-
mination and no thought of reward, 
is the perfect example of a woman, 
out of uniform, whose contributions 
make a difference. 

Jan Steenblik is a writer, husband 
and father, hunter, wild game chef, 
pilot, bird dog trainer, and expert 
marksman, whether with long gun 
or bow and arrow. Pretty good with a 
canoe and a paddle, too. If Jan were to 
be lost in the Maine woods, he would 
pray to remain lost for an extra week or 
two. We’ve been asked by readers for a 
hook-and-bullet writer. Jan’s the guy.

Stand at ease, troops. And thank 
you.
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Visit www.SkylandGolfCourse.com 
for free golf on your birthday,  

to book you tee times, for rate information  
and exclusive online specials.

Skyland Golf Course
2085 Center Rd • Hinckley, OH 44233

(330) 225-5698

I take this all very personally. After some 
40 days of infantry combat in Europe 
in the closing days of World War II, we 
were put on troopships heading for the 
invasion of Japan, with a stop first at a 
staging area in the Philippines. We were 
all very well aware of what the General 
Staff had estimated would be in the cost 
in troops’ lives during perhaps a five-year 
campaign to secure all the Japanese is-
lands. We, the 97th Infantry, were in the 
mid-Pacific when we were told that an 
unimaginable bomb had been dropped 
on Hiroshima. We continued on and 
ended up in the occupation of Japan. On 
my troopship, Harry Truman instantly 
became everyone’s favorite president, 
and that we owed our lives to him. He 
still is my favorite president.

Whitey Watzman

Harry Truman’s courage cost tens of 
thousands of Japanese their lives, but 
ensured that hundreds of thousands 
of Americans came home safely.

History is far more than a game 
of sums, and it never comes out even. 
The patchwork of its blanket keeps 
growing. 

As an American and a product of 
Western civilization and culture, I 
have always believed Truman’s calcu-
lation was correct: Given the weapon 
he had at hand, how could he or his 
party ever have explained adequately 
a decision to sacrifice uncountable 
thousands more American lives just 
because the sword he had refused to 
wield was too terrible, too swift? 

I was a babe of about six weeks 
when these decisions were made that 
fateful summer.  As such, I was part 
of that amorphous mass of Ameri-
cans in whose name the war for the 
future of our civilization was being 
fought. And for that good fight, I say 
thank you, and thanks to the millions 
of your cohorts and to the man from 
Missouri whose gutsy call brought so 
many of you home alive.

War is “all hell.” You fought it, you 
survived it. I can only hope, albeit faint-
ly, that your generation helped begin 
its end.

Jim Strang

When we read the yellow teletype post-
ed on our 26th Photo Recon Squadron 

bulletin board on Okinawa that an A-
bomb had been dropped on Hiroshima 
equal to 20,000 tons of explosives, we 
were stunned. It was with mixed emo-
tions. It was quiet among the squadron 
members. Surely this would end the 
war, but at what cost of lives?

We were on Okinawa, wait-
ing to invade Japan at Kyushu on 
D+1, Nov.2, 1945.

A larger invasion was set to land 
on the Japanese northern islands 
in March. We were not aware we 
were really “babes in woods” as to 
the catastrophe that awaited us. We 
didn’t find out until just a few years 
ago what Japan had to greet us with 
(besides their fatalistic fanaticism): 
10,000 planes held in reserve for ka-
mikaze attacks. The Japanese islands 
had millions of military and civil-
ians trained to defend their home 
land. We have photos of women and 
children in formations being trained 
to use sharpened bamboo poles as 
a last ditch effort. We were await-
ing infantry and other combat units 
that were en route from Europe and 
many already on the Pacific, but 
they would have to be trained for 

a different type of warfare, about 
an eight-week preparation. The Jap-
anese were so fanatical that it took 
six days after the second bomb hit 
Nagasaki before the Emperor made 
the war lords surrender. 

In late September, the rear ech-
elon of which I was a volunteer got 
caught in the terrific typhoon that 
lasted four days.

“A Big Wind” always saved the 
Japanese  home land from invad-
ers. This would have been a huge dis-
ruption as thousands of Navy ships 
in rendezvous would have had to 
abandon harbors to save ships from 
being washed ashore or being crashed 
into one another.  

The fleet at Okinawa had to head 
to open sea to save their ships. The 
war was over but six GIs were killed 
in the typhoon. We sailed for home 
from Inchon Harbor in South Korea 
Nov. 1, 1945, the D-Day set for the 
invasion of Japan.  We were a very 
lucky bunch as it turned out. I sus-
pect if the Japanese allowed us to 
land and set up, we would have lost 
90 per cent of the squadron.   

 Bill Wynne

Continued from Hiroshima, page 7
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built in the ’30s, Seneca Golf Course 
began life as a brace of courses for 

trunk slammers. And more. The tour-
ing pros played here. The two courses, 
A and B, spread out over more than 
300 hundred acres and included a 
farm where trees were raised.

The terrain gently rolled and 
streams cut across a number of holes. 
Greens were big and flat, sand haz-
ards were used sparingly. Around the 
edges, more oaks than Sherwood For-
est. While there was nothing unique 
about the design, both courses pro-
vided challenge. 

It was one of two, 36-hole golf 
ventures for the City of Cleveland. 
Seneca is in Broadview Heights, on 
Valley Parkway. The other is High-
land Golf Course in Highland Hills. 

Seneca was the site of the Carling 
Open, and plenty of great pro play-
ers teed it up here. Dow Finsterwald 
won it, beating Arnie and Jack. Note-

worthy because Arnie had played it 
before when he was with the Coast 
Guard here.

In this golf-obsessed part of the 
country, Seneca should have been a 
source of pride as well as revenue. 
With two courses, it should have been 
a leader in golf outings.  

How could Cleveland waste such 
a treasure?

Only three ways: misfeasance, 
malfeasance, and nonfeasance. Un-
less there is anti-feasance. Then there 
would be four.

For years, the sand traps have 

been sprouting weeds, fairways and 
greens have been neglected and the 
creaking clubhouse was better suit-
ed for a West Virginia mountaintop. 
If the courses were used for mortar 
training, the difference would be 
negligible.

Cleveland finally leased it to 
Cleveland MetroParks.

Morning Has Broken. Roll Out 
the Barrel. I’m Back in the Saddle 
Again. Good Morning, Star Shine. 
Happy Days are Here Again. 

Here’s the good news: Next spring, 
you won’t recognize it. You will play 

and enjoy. Invite friends for the next 
round. Schedule an outing. 

That’s because the City of Cleve-
land gave up. Whew! Wish it would 
have given up a decade ago. The deal 
is this: Cleveland turns over the land 
to Metroparks, where managing public 
golf courses is second nature. Over the 
next five years, Metroparks will pour $4 
million into the reclamation project.

Metroparks got a jump on it this 
season. New clubhouse, sand hazards 
trimmed and filled, fairways proper-
ly mowed, greens rolled, and a staff 
that looks, dresses, and performs in a 
professional manner. Each improve-
ment is worthy of celebrating, and, 
taken together, reason enough for a 
Toga Party.

Curb your enthusiasm, Metroparks 
management told me. There is lots 
more to do. That’s true; you don’t re-
vive a comatose course in the space of 
a year or two. Still, if the work pres-
ently completed is any indication — 
and it is — the Emerald Necklace is 
about to have another jewel affixed.
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I Died and Went to Golf Heaven: 
Seneca Golf Course   By John H. Tidyman
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done with the prisoners. Francies read the 
order:

2. The Method
(a) Whether they are destroyed individ-

ually or in groups, however it is done, with 
mass bombing, poisonous smoke, poisons, 
drowning, decapitation, or what, dispose 
of them as the situation dictates.

(b) In any case, it is to not allow the 
escape of a single one, to annihilate them 
all, and not to leave any traces.”

Richard later learned that the POWs in his 
camp were to be executed on August 29, 1945. 
Fortunately, on August 14th – several days 
after the second atomic bomb was dropped - 
the Japanese accepted surrender terms.

The Japanese commander told us that 
the war was over and he knew we were going 
to want more food and this and that. Our 
officers asked for cans of yellow paint and 
paintbrushes because we knew that someday 
the observation planes would be flying over. 
They sent some of the fellows up on a roof 
with the yellow paint and the paintbrushes 
and they painted: “Hanawa, 550 POWs.”

Sure enough, one day not long after 
that, an observation plane did fly over. We 
didn’t see it. We just heard it. The next day, 
Navy torpedo planes came back and circled 
the camp and dropped a message saying: 

“When the observation planes flew over, 
they took pictures. They developed them 
and saw writing on the buildings and they 
enlarged it. We came back to investigate. 
You’re in an unmarked prison camp and 
we can’t drop you any supplies now, but 
we have already radioed Saipan and your 
supplies will be up tomorrow.”  The next 
day, B-29s came up. We had never seen a 
plane that big. They dropped us food and 
clothes and medicine and everything.

Fifty-seven out of every 100 prisoners 
taken in the Philippines died in captivity. Like 
many survivors, Richard Francies asks the 
question.

Yeah, why am I alive? That has bothered 
me for a long time. Why am I still alive?

Perhaps he survived to tell his story.
©2010 by Tom Swope
All rights reserved. 

Continued from Bataan Death March, page 6




