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EATEN BY THE JAPANESE

The Japanese...
been received from Tokyo for the ki
in New Britain.

at down to a sumptous meal... approval had
ing and cating of Indians

~From Euten by the Japane: Tre Memoir of an Unkonaen Didian

Prisoner of War

Koga the Devil, Torture Island, rthe Torture Ship, cannibalism...

this shocking and poignant story of the Second World War, and of

the Indian actors in it, has never been told before!

Here are the memotys of a simple soldicr from Mangalore, swept
up in the hovvors of wav: A classic in military history, telling
the story of men trapped in aworld of torture, starvation and
death, A must read for the student of World War 11

—Roger Manscll; Tameme Magozine

JOHN BAPTIST CRASTA was born in 1910 in Kinnigoli, near
the port town of Mangalore in Southwestern India. He joined the
British Indian Army (later the Indian Army) in 1933, serving in
Quetta,  Ka
Bangalore, Jammu & Kashmir (war service), Bombay. Panagar,

achi,  Singapore, New  Britain  (involuntarily),

Caleutta, and Bareilly, and winning the Indian Independence
Medal, the 1939-1945 War Service Medal, The George VI 1939-
1945 Star, the George VI Pacific Stargand the Jammu & Kashmir
Medal. He was appointed as a Viceroy’s Commissioned Officer in

1946, and a Junior Commissioned Officer in 1948, He and his
wite Christine (affectionately called Kirry) have three sons and
one daughter. He lives in a quict Mangalore Jocality in a house
that is inaccessible to most cars. This is his first book, and he may
be the oldest Indian first-time author ever.



Praise for Eaten by the Japanese

Strtleingy and v, an antidote to mveh. Something to be treasired.
Ths is the kindd of vecord that this genevation is losigy fast, and we
need 1o hold on to this. It has made wie think of what had bappened
to my onn father’s memons. which were lost.

=Barry Fruchrer,

rha.,
Protessor of Literarure, New York

The theater of the absurd . . . way as seen from the smoleinny trenches.
Weitten without vancour or hatved, of aychival vatuc to bistorians.
Bloodcurdling refevences to acts of cannibalism. Crasta’s menoir
should find a cherished place in all major livavics.

=Dr. Kumar Arunachalam,

Author, in Morning News

RICHARD CRASTA, the son of John Baptist Crasta, and
contributor of three essays to this book is the author of The Revised
Ko Sutvia: A Novel and Beauty Queens, Childven, and the Deathy of Sex,
acolleetion of essays. His books have been published i Tndia, the UK,
the ULS.,and in German rranslaton, and will shortly be translated into
Polish, Slovak, and Hebrew. He lives in New Yark.

BOOKS BY RICHARD CRASTA

The Revised Kama Sutra: A Novel

“Exuberant, unabashed picaresque novel.indefatigable good
humor transcends the personal to stand for the contradictions
and struggles of India as a whole, Considerable, irreverent

charm.”

~Publishers Weckly

“Very fimny.™Kurt Vonnegut

*lereverent, unputdownable .. has a comic timing never seen in
any Indian novel to date.™Indian Express

=Time Out, London

“A verbal craftsman.hilarious

“Delighttul...unpretentious...such pleasurable reading” ~Financial
Express

“A different India, a surprising and refreshing one. The book is



clever, funny, lighthearted, readable and sexy rampant,
riotous, Rabelaisian. An utterly original voice..” —John
Saddler, Transworld Publishers

«Hilarious contemporary Indian novel shot with some s
undercurrents. A rich and multi-facered novel ..oanindictment of
colonialism and the colonial legacy on which we depend. A
surrealist vision of [ndia..important.” —The Hindu

rious

“A hilarious and heartbreaking exploration of whar happens
when the Tibido falls in love w ith Language —or with the power of
language to evoke an idealized Eros!” —Kurt Moyer, author of
Tumbling

“A  Dickensian tale and 4 modern Joyeean  ant-novel.
Rabelaisian.” —Times of Indin

“The Revised Kama Sutra could be the story of your life. An
important find. The author’s approach to sex is warm, sensitive
and very, very funny.” - Business Standard

“Delighefully wirry .. brilliant..anputdownable. ™ —7The Pioneer

Beauty Queens, Children and the Deatl of Sex
HarperCollins India

“His subjects inspire the sparkling best in him and his fine prose
is as sparkling as ever with wit, racy vet eefined. “—Indian Express

¥ £

“Pungent, witty and incisive.. Jeaves  the reader surprised,
provoked and sometimes outra;
ss Trust of India.

wed, Guaranteed to make a good

read."—Pre

“Refreshing candour, enjovable. A landmark of its genre.”

— Mangalore Today

“After his best-sclling The Revised Kama Sutra, Richard Crasta is
back with another enjovable book.  Elippant and tull of
satir
contemporary Indis

full of subtle humor, the hook takes a highter look ar

elling it like it is=no holds barred. Not
your average humour but a classy, welcome change. Ger i
—Femina






In loving menrory of
athalia Crasta,

my mother, my saviour.
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INVITATION TO THE READER

R

suggestions, or stories related to the events narrated in this book.

ders are dnvited  to share their thoughts, memories,

These will be considered for inclusion or mention as appropriate in
the next edition of the book: a tribute to the common soldicer and his
view of war. Please send these or any correspondence to 100
Riverside Drive, Rockville Centre, New York, 11570, U.S.A.




A LIST OF *OTHER RANKS™ IN
THE INDIAN ARMY, WITH THEIR
BRITISH AND AMERICAN EQUIVALENTS

BRITISH INDIAN AMERICAN

Private Sepoy Private

fanee Corporal Lance Naik Lance Corporal

Corporal Naik Corpordl

Sergeant Havildar Sergeant

Company Quarter Company Quarter

Master-Sergeant (CQMS)  Master-Havildar (CQMI1)

Company Company

Sergeant- Major (CSM) avildar-Major (CHA)

Regimeneal Regimenral Regimental

S ant-Najor Havildar-Major Sergeant-Major

(RSM) (RHM) (RSM)

(A warrantofficer, (The highest

assisting. the Adjutant of ranking non-

4 Regiment ar Battalion) commissioned
officer)

Viceroy's Commissioned Officers (VCOs) (World War T1)
& Junior Commissioned Officers (JCOS) (Post-Independence )

BRITISH INDIAN AMERICAN
RSM Jemadar (WWIT) RSM
(Warrant Officer) or Naib Subedar  Present)

Subedar

Subedar Major (SM)

NOTE: VCOs/JCOs are also OR (Other Ranks i, the definition of
“Other Ranks™ being “soldiers other than commissioned officers.”
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INVISIBLE BEGINNINGS
A Short Early Hisrory of John Baptist Grasta
by Richard Crasta
But we mustn’t go too far back, must we, we mustn t g0 too far
back in anybody’s life. Particularly when they're poor.

~Martin Amis, London Frelds.

M\' father. John Baptist Crasta, was born on 31 March
1910, in Kinnigoli, India=a remarkable achievement,
because nothing has, does, or ever will happen in- Kinnigoli.
Luckily for it, the village has a road connecting it 1o the larger
port-town of Mangalore, in the monsoon-drenched S¢ uthwestern
pocket of India where little of carth-shaking importance has
happened s

of this century, tigers still roamed the surrounding villages and

nce the beginning of time, and where in the first half’

occasionally strayed into town, snacking on domestic animals
and people, once biting off the fingers of a man preoccupied with
¢ father

answering the call of nature in an outhouse at night. My
was the firstborn of eight children, the others being Luey,
Anmny. Aloysius or Louis, Ignatius, Bonaventure or Bonu,
Margaret, and Gerald. Make thar eight #hin children. “We came
from a family of thin people,” said Uncle Louis recently, himself
pretty thin despite ascending in mid-carcer to the world of
medium-

a cars.

The Crasta children may have been thin in body, but their
lives were thick with rosaries, the repetitive prayer 1o the Holy
Mary said by Catholics while counting beads. *No rosary, no

rice,” was their mother’s domestic diktat (and ri

was what passed
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for food in her houschold). Religious picty was a staple among,
efu-

these Konkani-speaking descendants of converted Catholic
gees from the Portuguese Inquisition in Goa of the lite seven-
teenth century, and survivors of Tipu Sultan’s persecutions over
a century later. I this verdant corner of a country where life was
nasty, brutish, and often cur short by snake bites and other arbi-
trary acts of nature, religion possessed an awesome power over
its rembling adherents.

His own father, Alex Dominic Crasta, was often absent from
his lit'c, \mrl;inu md In'inu an inac cm’l\lu seventy miles from

time, he owned four or I|\LJ1/11J:11{/].\ |t nhl_\ shops|,” UmIc Louis
remembers. I my father’s fuzzier memory, it is his mother who
gets the credit for shaping his childhood. “My mother, my sav-
jour,” he characterized her recently in a quavering voice while
gazing at her photograph, tears welling up his eves.

Her name was Nathalia, and she was both a housewife and a
provider. She would feed all her children first, and then cat the

lefrovers, it any (a not uncommon habit among, Indian mothers;

my mother often did likewise). One day, a she was massaging

~old second

Baby Louis according to local custom, her two
son, Antony, had toddled oft into an open well and drowned,
despite her jumping, in after him to save him. Later, still another
son, Ignatius, succumbed to the bite of a rabid dog, there being

no effective medicine for rabies at that time, at least none ac
sible to the indigent citizens of Kinnigoli.

“They took me away and didn’t let me see the body.” Uncle
Bonu recalled later. “But [ could hear them weeping loudly; in-
consolably. Then they Killed the dog.™

“He was sado—simple and straight, never spoke ill of any-
body, never got into fights,” my uncle Louis says of my father.
When it came time to enter high school, my farher walked the
wooded and hilly twenty miles to Mangalore and lived there as a
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INVINIHLE HEGINNINGS

private boarder while attending Saint Aloysius High School. One
day; when his mother he
o afford the bus fare, carried Baby Gerald onher arm and walked

d that he was sick, she, being too poor

I the twenty miles o Mangalore to see him,
1t is harder for a rich man to enter Heaven than tor a camel

sve of a needle, or so the Bible savs; bur it was always

o enter the
try casy for ar
high school, and o escape the whipping the padres gave to the

h man to enter St. Aloysius College and its

fiscally and morally unlucky. Atter all, the college rowered over
property donated by the local squire, its chapel being a magnet,
every Sunday, for the town’s cream of socicry. My father, though
by no means one of India’s wretched poor, was consigned by his
family income to its struggling lower middle class. And often,
because he had not paid his two-rupee monthly school fees on
time, he was kicked out of his St. Aloysins High School classes
by the Iralian Jesuits who were then in charge (1 have no reason
to believe any of them were related to Sonia Gandhi).

Thanks to a last-minute loan, my father paid his exam fees

and obrained his high school diploma. Mangalore still being a

one-hundred-huillock-cart, fifrcen-horse-carriage. seven-Model-
TFord town with limited employment opportunities, most local
high school graduates would head for the nearest metropolis,
Bombay, to find a job. Thanks to the invitation of a family friend,
Tgnatius, my father hopped on to Karachi instead. Afier five vears
of assorted labor in Karachi, he joined the Army in 1933,

The next vear, he learned of the deahy of his father. On Easter
Sunday, 1934, my grandfather caught pneumonia, and it was
decided to take him to the nearest hospital in Mangalore twenry

miles away. The mode of transportation? The bullock cart of @

friend. However, the cart’s owner did the Christian or
Mangalorcan Catholic thing: he decided not to miss his Easter

Festive

revels of booze and delicious pork and mutron curries.

meals, which occurred about four or five times a year at Christ-
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mas, Faster, the parish feast, and wedding celebrations, were not
to be sneezed ar in those lean times. Tr was nightfall before the
cart started for Mangalore with its human cargo. When it reached
Father Muller’s Hospital the nest morning, Dr. L. Fernandes
lifted the sh
no point admitting him. He is dead.” My grandfather’s body,

t, checked my grandfather’s pulse, and said, “There’s

having joined The Dead shortly after the time that his fiiend
celebrated Jesus Christs rising from it, was upgraded to taxi ¢
ard.

silly end to my grandfacher’s Jife make my

on the return trip to his Kinnigoli grave
tly
father resolve that he would not easily become Death's vieim?

Did this pert

Possibly, for he narrowly escaped a devastating carthquake the
next year. And then, six years later, he found himself in a war, bur
survived, against all odds, to write this memoir.

At this point [ will let my father, first published at the age of
87 3/4 in a limited edition sold only in his home town, take over

the narrative.




IN SINGAPORE,
LIFE WAS GAY

‘ N Then Britain, fighting the Second World War, began to

mobilise irs Indian resources of whatever kind—
vegetable, mineral, or animal—my unit, 12 FB, was mobilised
at Ambala carly in 1941, In March 1941, orders were received

to proceed overseas. Although the destination was a secret, on
the day of the move, 13 March 1941 T came to know that it

would be Singapore. At that time, any man who gota posting
to Singapore was considered the luckiest: and naturally, I was
overjoyed. We left by a special troop-carrying train and

arrived in Bombay on 16 March. On the same day, we

embarked on the H.T. Neurithor—a fine trooper of maybe 12-
14,000 tons. With us w
making a total of roughly 15,000 men. Tn the same convoy

was another transport carrying the 9th Indian Division,

I was allotted a sccond class cabin. The accommaodarion,
food, and recreational arrangements were excellent. After a
few hours of zi

wzag sailing, our convoy headed southwards,
thus confirming my previous information regarding our
destination. Along with me was a tellow-passenger who had
lived in Singapore before. He started his cock and bull stories
about the fascinations of Malaya and the amusements in store
for us. As we sailed, we could sec in the Indian Ocean huge
fish—dolphins and  other  forms  of  sea life—curing
somersaults in the blue waters, diving and coming up again.
Sometimes, one of these monsters would race over the surface

of the water, and others would follow. We also saw huge
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whales, as big as mountaing, moving casily. It was a grand
sight.

We reached Singapore on 26 March and disembarked, We
were taken to No.7, M. R.C., Bidadure, abour 8 miles from the
harbour.

Our first impression of - Singapore  was that of a
dreamland—picturesque  scenery, beautiful tiled  buildings
against a green background, wide cemented roads, trams,
buses, and cars.

Arrangements in the M.R.C. were not satisfactory. We
were provided with tents to be pitched on uneven ground
covered with grass, We had to level the around ourselves.
Also, the full scale of rations was not issucd. For instance,

meat, which is authorised for personnel in the field,

er

was not issued for several days unil after our arrival. The

reason was that the camp staff was quite itresponsible and was

only trying to make a fortune, The camp Subedar Major, Head
Cle
all in cahoots.

A month passed and no orders of posting were received.

. Quarter Master Jemadar, and Jemadar Adjutant were

On mppmulmm our Administrative  Headquarters (HQ
1250C), we were told to wait for a few days more. Orders
were subsequently received for the despatch of a subsection

(roughly 13 men) to Kuala Krai. The rest of 12 FB was moved

to Buller Camp, a place seven to cighr miles away.

Buller Camp was on the tip of' a small hill—a quict place
amidst trees. We were attached to 35 LMC for discipline and
were given rental a ommodation near this unit. Our bakers
were o work in the RASC [Royal Army Serviee Corps|
Bakery at Alexandri

This bakery was machine-firted and clectrically run. It

a mile away.

turned out thirty to forty thousand loaves daily, kncading and
baking automatically. The loaves turned our were not as sty
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_and finc as those hand-kneaded and baked in field ovens. Our
bakers worked rwo shifts—one dav and one night,
| 1 had little work to do. Twas in the lines tor the whole day,
and when the Jemadar was ill or out, 1 was supervising the men
in the bakery. This idle life did not please me as 1 wanted a
mponsih]c job in a big office. Lapplied for a transfer o the
2nd Echelon HQ 125 'S However, they did not agree, and
transferred me to 202 SPS on 10 Seprember 1941,
Life in Singapore was very gay. Money was casily carned

and spent. A Singapore dollar (worth ane rupee cight annas in
Indian currency) was worth nothing. The mghtlife of
Singapore presented  several artractions. One could see
Chinese rickshaw-wallahs moving to and fro with their
passengers, and neatly dressed men and women making

ttowards cabarcts and c¢inema hous

- Crowds waiting in front
of soda water fountains in Chinese shops decorated with
coloured lights, and men having tea in horels—all were out to
spend a carefree evening after the day’s work. Particular
mention may be made of amusement halls named New World,

owds started

Happy World, Grear World crc., to which huge
flocking after 8 i . The entrance ticker was 10 cents. Within
the enclosure, howev

one found beer shops served by
Chinese girls, cinema shows, drama, ballet. dancing, and the
Malayan dance pageantry.

It was a peaceful crowd. The Chinese who formed the
majority were a peace-loving people, as were the Malays.
Malay music is sweet. Houses of il fame and prostitution were

I rampant in Singapore. In a locality called Jallai Bassa, Chinese
pros' would line up looking as attractive as possible with

rouge, lipstick, and face powder, waiting for clients o choose

1 My father's coy ward for prastitutes
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them. After having been chosen, the girl would lead the man
to her apartment.

Things were not too dear, although money was spent as
casily as carned.

L d.
Electrified huts were provided for accommodation. There was

¢ for the troops in Malaya left nothing to be desir

plenty of water and good: scenery. Food was ample and

wholesome. Beer and liquor were made available in moderate

quantitics in canteens, and other amusements such as camps,
cinemas and pienics were arranged. Discipline was not 100
exacring,

Even in the topmost circles, war was not expected in
Malaya, especially after the commencement of the German-
Russian hostilities. Would Japan be so foolhardy as to wage a
war against the might of Britain (India auromatically
included) and her allies, the Australians and perhaps the
Americans, when she was already engaged in a war with
China? Tt was improbable, and so the civilians and the military
continued in their revelry. In the middle of 1941 Japanese
troops and navy began their southward advance, occupying

tions in Indo-China. The

Saigon and other strategic pos
French authorities, tor obvious reasons, were L'umpc]lcd o
yield.

In SPT, T had a very busy time. The section comprised
roughly of sixty men. In addition, a POL [Petrol, Oil and
ants| section, a Bakery section, and a Labour Detail had

Lubric
to be administered. Captain NNK was the senior of
Lt. 1.G.B. Fleming and Lt. Allen, who were later relieved by
Lt. D. McCarthy, as istants. As Head Clerk, 1 had 1o

reorganise the whole office, which was in a complete me:

er with

due

to a lack of rrained clerks. 1 was, therefore, forced to work

nearly sixteen hours a day. The function of our section was to

supply rations to the whole of 11 Division and certain non-



PN SINGATORE. LIE WAS Gay

ivision units in addirion to performing the duties of Station
rransport Officer. The Depot was situated in the thick of
L trecs, a mile or two from Division HQ. Our staff was
worked.

e cnemy was making feverish preparations for the
whercas our indifference to the imminent danger did
diminish. The gav life of the cvilians and the military

ued.

nitaries of the neighbouring State, Thailand, to Malay.
gentleman, as  the represenrative of a friendly

ndent power, was given a royal welcome and taken
the defences of  Singapore. He expressed  great
ction at what he saw. Thailand  reiterated s
ination to maintain absolute neutrality and to re
utmost any power who might encroach on her territory.
assurance gave great satisfaction 1o the Brinsh General

o

who counted on Thailands neutrality and resistance
en in the “doubtful probability™ of the Japanese invading






THE JAPANESE
INVASION BEGINS

¢ the end of November 1941, iv appeared that war was
minent. “Degree of Readiness™ orders were issued.
Japanese started pouring into Thailand with the active
speration of the Thai Government. The Military Command
d the moving of certain units into Thailand. These units
ted nearly twenty
mber 1941. Another invasion party tried landing in a sea
ar Kota Baharu. On the 8th morning at about 7 Ay, a

¢ miles, and hes starred on 7

explosion was heard near our Depots and on seeing the

saying that our RAF was practicing; whereas, what had
y happened was that the SRT acrodrome was being
nmered by the Japanese bombers! The telephones started
g. Only then was it officially announced that war had
declared.

No words can describe the confusion that prevailed. T was
ered to move to Bukit Mertajam, where Caprain NNK had
dy gone to startan Advance Base Supply Depor, The days
followed were of high nervous tension. We saw lorries

d motorcyeles moving at top speed, conveving defeated
:n, both Indian and British, retreating. They had apparently
doned their armies. Groups of soldiers were retreating on

d and torn, ThL\ appeared badly shaken. th\ had only
few words to say, words like: O, the Japanese ave tervible. We
gone. There is no hope.
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Each day that passed, saw more and more troops
retreating. We in Bukit Mertajam stood calm. Thousands of
tons of stores were being received by rail from Singapore and
had to be cleared and stored. Penang, about twenty miles from
Bukir Mertajam, could be heard being mercilessly pounded by
Japanese bombers, We had no air foree to give them combat.
The Japanese were determined to take Penang at any cost and

so bombarded it mercilessly, killing thousands of civilians.

The military, hardly a brigade, retreated to the mainland

13

without loss, leaving the civilians 1o their fate, By
December 1941, Penang was taken, and on the morning of 16
December, the enemy arrived at SPT, Our troops, after giving
and

a hard battle at Alor Setar, retreated. Invthis the Leiceste
Gurkha Barralions gave a good fight but were nearly wiped
y., our Administrative

out. The same morning, Col. Ak
Head, came to our depot and ordered us to retreat after
destroying all suppl A dera
ordered to burn down a dump of 600,000 gallons of petrol

il of Sappers & Miners was

and we got ready to move by 9am, Just then, the Commanding
Officer, RIASC |Royal Indian Army Service Corps| 19th
Division, Lt. Col. G, M. Lytton, came there and wanted three

days’ rations for the whole Division. He was not aware of the
OC RASC’s [Officer Commanding Royal Army Services

Corps’| order to move. This showed that there was no liaison

berween the two. Each of the services was trying to override
the other.

We started atabour 10 am (Capr. NNK and myseltin a car,
last of all) and arrived in Ipoh the same afternoon to find the
town being heavily bombarded by the Japanese. We staved
with the personnel of 205 SPS (Captains D.J. Mellon and
P.W. Howell) for two days. Great confusion prevailed owing

to frequent enemy raids whereas our own air force was never

seen giving bartle.
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After the enemy planes® had completely vanished, we
could, however, see a couple of Brewster Buffaloes® cutting
somersaults in the air, only to disappear again in the evenr of
ay sign of approaching Japanese planes. The personnel of
8PS and troops who had come to draw supplics would,
en the air raid signal sounded, run helter skelter: some into
trenches and some into the jungles as far as their teet could
them. Ar later stages, the Air Raid Precaution systent
letely broke down. The volunteers, apparently having
red of the whole business, threw away their whistles and
sked for shelter themselves.

On 19 December 1941, we left for Kuala Kubu Baharu
we opened a Ration Dump with the cooperation of the
ct Officer, Perak. The troops holding positions in the
were being catered for by us. One of the most decisive
es was being fought on the banks of the Perak River, For a
k, nothing untoward happened.

nese planes
ginally an Amencan Navy fighter, also used by the Royal Air Force dur-
World War |






THE QUICK MARCH
TO SURRENDER

-t the end of December 1941, more troops could be seen
retreating south every day, some from the castern coast
they had been holding an acrodrome. Our own ration
was gradually being reduced daily, with the result
.by 5thoor 6th January 1942, nobody came o draw
s. Where had they gone
body had retreated, were w

nd what was the matter? If
the only men to be left; and
y didn’t we receive orders for our move as well? These
hts struck me and [ mentioned these to my officer, Capt.
K. He, however, seemed least perturbed and replied that if
situation was really dangerous, we would be ordered 1o
ate. In any case, unless we heard from the O.C., Royal

identally, telephone conneetions had also broken down.
could we getin touch with Kuala Lumpur, or they with
2 On 7 January, 1 became restless and again prevailed upon
y Commanding Officer thar something must be done, and
oo, immediately. He, therefore, agreed to send me and
liceroy's Commissioned Officer to Kuala Lumpur to get
s from the OC RASC

The OC was very glad to see us

s sorry he could not send us a message
ng to breakdown of communications, but he blamed the
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Commander. RIASC 11 Division, who according to him
ought to have issued us movement orders.

The Viceroys Commissioned Officer returned o Kuala
Kubu Baharu with these instructions, but now there was no
time to burn the radons. The civil authorities had evacuated
the station a week carli
distributed 1o the Chinese civilians and the rest handed over to

So. a portion of the ratons were

ikh Gurdwar with instructions to-hand ov

the Kuber of the &
the rations to the military in case anyone called.

The section then moved to Kuala Lumpur. A complaing

was lodged, that because of the failure of the administrative

authorities to instruct us to evacuate, we had nearly fallen into

enemy hands.

On 10 January 1942, we moved south to open another
supply dump. The town was being heavily bombarded by the
enemy. More soldiers, motorbikes, and soldier-laden jeeps

were moving south at top speed. We left Tampin on 16

Janua
south) in Johore State. We camped there until 24 January and

v to open a Supply Dump at Rengam (cighty miles

arrived in Singapore on 25 January 1942, Our convoy was
apparently noticed by the enemy. We had hardly  travelled

twenty miles when half a dozen bombers appear d as if from
the clouds, dived low, and dropped a couple of bombs. One

fell just a few yards in fronr of our first lorry. The driver

panicked and fled the vehicle without applying the brakes; as

a result, the lorry capsiz

s, Fortunately only two of our men

received minor injurics,

On 27 January 1942, 1 was ordered to report to the DDST
[Deputy Direcror Supply & Transport, Movement Control |
Office for duty, The DDST was an Imperial formation with

abour 25 British clerks including lady typists. Indian clerks

were attached to it for RIASC personnel work only. The office
was located in HQ M.C. Fort Canning.
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1 February our troops, having blown up the causew,

Singapore to the Mainland, retreated ro Singapore
id which was then declared to be under sicge.

next few days saw heavy shelling and bombardment of
The bombers would swoop down, hit
v. Our
tor fear of disclosure of position.

\gapore fortre
as they wished, and 1
craft unit did not fir
Were we so helpless thar the enemy raiders could come

back into the sl

]

‘The situation was very rense during the first week of
nary 1942, The fate of Singapore, the “invincible”
ess with its tloating docks worth cight million pounds,
- The enemy had taken up positions

et a landing in Singapore any day.
was confined to exchange of artillery fire on the
ing of 8 Februa
barrage, the Japanese succeeded in landing in rubber
s. Casualtics in their ranks were heav:

ry 1942 ar 1 am. Under cover of heavy

3 bur as they were
rior in number, this did not matter to them. At the same

more landings were effecred on the West coast of the
s by soldiers travelling part of the distance by ribber

and then by swimming. Heavy

bombing and shelling
wed, making confusion worse confounded. The Japanese
ded in capturing acrodromes in Tengah and Changi.

On the nights of 10 February and 11 February 1942, 1

des only two or three miles from Alexandria, and our
s fifteen-inch guns located there were firing inc
sing a deafening roar and shal

ng our barracks ro the
tions; this noise affecred my cars for a long time,
ng severe ache,

On 12 Febru v 1942 all the 12 SPC personnel (about
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1100 men) left Buller
building in the heart of the city. 1, too, went with them,

mp to take shelter in a huge civil

although the chiet clerk of Deputy Directorate Supply &
Transport had no objection to our moving there. Several
bombs fell near our building, but apart from  splinters
breaking windowpanes, no casualties occurred among us. The
C-in-C of the Japanese forees (Lt Gen, Yamashita) demanded

an unconditional surrender, failing which he threatened the
stoppage of water supply and the complete annihilation of the
city. Leaflets were dropped advising the civilians and Indian
troops to take cover.

With a view to dispersing units in the event of a
concentrated air

raid, my section (202 SPS) and cerrain others
were ordered to move to 55 Godown. The senior officer ther

told us that he could not accommodate us; whereupon, we

were taken to Ferrers Park. This place was under heavy
shelling. We could see barracks burning and sentries dying.
W

sufficient to accommodate hardly ten men. Fort

e did not know what to do. There was a small covered trench

of us

into it.

squeezed ourselves Shells began falling all around. We
nearly got sutfocated inside; and, added to this, the blast and
fumes from burst shells entered the trench. Our men—all boys
not more than twenry-one years old—were very scared. To
remain inside a linle longer would mean cerrain death. 1
thought it better to die outside than to be choked inside. So 1
came out. Ar a distance, I could hear an Australian dri

asking our Caprain whether he would like to escape, leaving
the Indians th
went to the Caprain and rold him that all of us would 1i

. This, T thought, was too much. 1, ar once

run away from there. He reluctantly agreed and looked for the

lorry which had brought us there. The Malay driver had taken
to his heels leaving the vehicle there. Our Officer

Commanding then prevailed upon the Australian driver to

18




THE QUICK MARCH 1O SURRENDEK

us his lorry. He agreed and drove us back to the building
m which we had come. Thar was the night of 14 Febru,
£2. The 15th saw another da
shelling. The enemy, having pushed forward, was
ging on the heart of the city. The General Headquarters

¢ of the heaviest bombardment

under sicge. In the afternoon, our force commander
eputed a staff officer with a white flag o surrender. The statf’
en by the Japanese to General Yamashita, who
ated the British General and the Governor themselves to

Unconditional surrender was signed ar about 4 rm in the
d Factory ar Bukit Timah, and the ccase fire order w
en. But owing ro the dispe of troops, firing did not
until 7 pm.

We were informed ol the surrender at 8 . This news
as a great relict to everyone.

We heard thar some British officers and other vanks had

d to shoot themselves racher than fall into the hands of
lapancse. A rumour had it that the enemy would not aceept
h currency. Many of the British officers and soldiers,

ly Gurkhas, burne whatever currency notes they had.






SURRENDER
AND SEDUCTION

n the morning of 16 February 1942, orders were issued
that all Indian prisoners should gather av Ferrers Park
the British at Changi at 9 am on the following day. We
d now sce the Japanese soldicers driving triumphantly into
city to the reluctant cheers of the civilians.

The next day, we marched 1o Ferrers Parke where over
000 prisoncrs had gachered for the surrender ceremony, Li.
L W.R. Hunt informed us that we were their prisoners and
being handed over to the Japanese, and were 1o be
to their discipline, Then, on behalf of the British

ers, left. Major Fujiwara spoke to us in Japanese (his
h translated into English by Lt. Kunizuku) atlength as to
the mighty Bri

sh forces in Malava and the invincible
s of Singapore had been destroyed in such a short time.

added that they were fighting the common Anglo-$
y of the Asiati

xon
s, and that theirs was a noble cause. The

- The Emperor had commanded that all Indians be
d like their brothers, and he hoped thar Indians would
selves try to throw off the
us over to the command of our officers, and had released

oke of slavery. He would now
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Captain Mohan Singh for that purpose. We must carry out the
latrer’s orders as it they came from the Japanese themselves,
Amidst thunderous applause: “Caprain™ Mohan Singh
mounted the rostrum and spoke for over two hours. He rold
us that British Imperialism had reduced India to a state of

es of the

abject pu\ur ', degradation, and humiliation in the ¢y

world. Even a much smaller narion like Japan had taken up
axon might. They

were succeeding because the spirit of unity and self-saerifice

cudgels and was out to crush the Anglo-

was imbibed by them. The Japanese soldier led a very simple

life; his pay was only a meagre sum of four to seven rupees a

month, His discipline and honesty were of the highest order.

Caprain Singh mentioned an incident in which a Japanese
soldier was caught stealing a warch from another, The culprit
was brought before the Officer Commanding who made him
stand in the sun, and slapped and kicked him violently. When
the officer got tired, he would retire, rest awhile, come back.
and again proceed with the slapping and kicking. This
continued the whole day, but the soldier would not move or
ery. He stood there like a post until his officer dismissed him
ening. This was only

one

late in the ev

mple of the Japanese

soldier’s high sense of discipline, Captain Singh said.

He wanted Indian soldiers to emulate the Japanese, They
were our Asiatic brothers, he said, and they had promised full

support to drive out the British from India. Many Indians had

¢ in the carl

helped the Japane ¢ stages of the war, but even
without Indian help, the ].\pmun would have conquered
Malay.

week, “We are going to start a national army which every

although their victory would have been defayed by a

Indian must join. And with the help of the Japanese, we are
going to drive out the British,™ he said. Brotherly treatment
would be mered out to those who joined. He would look after

our comforts. This, however, did not m complete
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mption from manual labour!

He then asked the prisoners o raise their hands if they
shed to join the INA* All the men assembled there put up
hands (some even two at a time). Cries of “Inquilab
stan Azad!™ rent the air. The Japanese
is. No sooner was this over that [ could
ad. One person (H.1..) started
s for

Vscvo:ra] faces becoming
like a child, murrering, “1 ha
ty-five years. What will T have to do now? What will

served my maste

come of my family? Oh God ....” This only goes to illustrate

ar anti-British fecling.

So the crowd dispersed with orders to colleet av different
isoners of War camps according to groups of units. We were
gned to Bidadare B camp, In-charge L. Col. J.U. Bhonsle.
Ve had a total strength of 1,100 Royal Indian Army Scrvice
rps personnel (senior officer being Capr. NUN.Khosk) and
fighting units. The Japanese demanded cent percent”
e7, excluding only the sick and the kirchen staff. The
c hours lasted nearly twelve hours. Our men had w

over 8 miles, clear debris caused by the bombing and

g, also clear the streets, et cetera.

The Indian National Army, an organization dedicated to Ireeing India from
the British throlgh armed means. |t was started by Subhash Chandra Bose,
@ charismatic nationalist leader who disagreed with Gandhi's strategy of
\using only nonviolent means. Jalled by the British, he escapesd 1o become
the founder of the INA. He dled in a plane crash in 1945, but rumors of his
Survival continued for decades. See Notes for further commentary.

Long Live Freedom! Independence to Indial’

English meaning 100 percent
- Fatigue duty: a military term for labor of a nonmilitary kind done by soldiers.

o
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The ration consisted of warranty-expired atta® and rice
preserved in lime, which  caused  dysentery  among  the

prisoners and exacted a toll of over five thousand lives in

couple of months. Medical facilities were nonexistent. The
Japanese seemed unconcerned, and it was a long time before
Indian doctors organised medical relief.

On | March 1942 we were ordered 1o move to Kranji,
near the Johore causeway. From there our men would go daily

to Tengah to build an acrodrome, marching nearly ten miles

to work. It was, therefore, thought more convenient to move

the men to Tengah itself; so we moved to Tengah on 15 April
1942, The accommadation thar we got there was not even fit
for animals. A sleeping span of cight spaces” per man was

allotted. The thatched roof of the barracks was torn and

rartered, allowing insects and worms inside. There was hardly
enough water to drink; and as the men were overworked, they
had no time ro bathe or wash clothes, which caused further

stench. Unril then nor a single cent had been paid to us by the

Japanese for our labour. On repeated representations being

made, they agreed to pay ten cents per day only to those who

actually did fatigue.

I'his amount, roughly $3 (four rupees and
cight annas) a month, was hardly sufficient to buy even soap.

The meerings of senior officers were being held almost
daily in Bidadare, which was the Supreme HQ of the INA, bur
unanimity never existed. “Captain™ Mohan Singh was the
Supreme Commander [General Officer Commanding in
Chiet] of the INA forces with unlimited powers over the
prisoners, He had, along with all the men of 1/14 Punjab

Regiment, joined hands with the Japanese in the carly stages

of the war in Thailand and ca

ied on incessant propaganda in
Indian lines. He exhorted Indian soldiers not to fight the

8. Wheat flour
9. One Space equalled about 4 inches or about 10 centimeters
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e but to put down arms and join him. The Japanese
their brothers and would treat them well. Tr was no use
g as the Japanese could never be defeated. If they
they would be put to death. This propaganda.
er, failed to have any effect on certain units.

Jast, the four Bidadare resolutions were passed; and
cers Commanding various units were instruered to colleer
It was apparent that many of the senior

es of volunteers
s did not wish to collaborate actively with the Japanese
war against the British; but in view of the delicate
mation, they could not get out of it alrogether. That would
an bringing on the wrath of the Japanese and endangering
ir lives. Caught berween the devil and the deep sea, they
to fashion a compromise which would saristy the
anese for the time being and ar the same time not offend
British, The four Bidadare Resolutions were vaguely
rded and suited their  purpos
sumably assured the  Supreme  Commander  of  the

The  senior of

cers

hearted  cooperation of all the ranks under  their
pective charges.
A vigorous propaganda campaign was car

ed our for
ment; but out of a toral of sixty-five thousand prisoners.
about twenty-five thousand accepted. Non-volunteers
threatened wirh hard fatigue and being taken to distant
s which might mean their end. The powers were aghast
ponse. Inwhat way could the “Supreme
the Japanese, whom he had assured of the

" sati
port of all the Tndian troops? Somchow or the other, he
St succeed,

Thus, “Caprain” Mohan Singh goran idea. Near Bidadare,
p was created to torture non-volunteers, Although given
innocent name of Separation Camp, it was actually a
oncentration camp where the most inhuman atrogities were
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committed by INA men on their non-volunteer  Indian
brethren. Subedars Sher Singh and Fateh Khan were put in
charge of this notorious prison. High ranking officers who
refused to have anything to do with the INA were thrown into
it withour clothing or food, made ro carry heavy loads on their
heads, and to double up on the slightest sign of slackness. They
would be beaten by sweepers', the infamous Nimboo having
been put in charge of them. They would be caned, beaten, and

kicked. Various other devices of torture, perhaps copied from
the Germans, were introduced. Many people died in that
camp. Others were removed to a hospital only to die a slow
death. Some others, not being able to bear the hardships,
agreed o “sign” and were released. Sher Singh and Farch
Khan stood unmaoved, still thirsting for blood.

Capt. NNK lecrured ro us ar length thar the four Bidadare
resolutions meant nothing and that, if at all a chance oceurred,
we could still come our of it. And so he marched offwith cight
hundred RIASC men who agreed to the resolutions. Three
hundred RI/
notably Mysore Infantry, Hyderabad Infantry, 2/10 Baluch,

SC men, and a large number of other units,

9/19 Hyderabad, were left at Tengah. We were running short
of rations and a rumour was spread that we would be starved
to death; however, we were much relieved o find supplics
(only rice!
was carried on for another few days. On 1 June 1942, we were

arriving after a few days. The acrodrome fatigue

ordered to move to Buller Camp. Lt Ajmer Singh was the
h Chand.

camp commandant, later relieved by Lr. Col. Parka
Ar Buller Camp, fatigue was not so hard. Accommodation

and food were satistactory, The Allies had suffered numerous

defeats and the Germans were nearing Alexandria, Lr.

10. A class of persons, very low in the Indian social hierarchy, whose func-
tion was 10 sweep floors and latrines. To be beaten by a sweeper would
be. 1o a caste-conscious Indian, adding insult 1o injury
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came to us again. He said it was no use holding out
r. Alexandria would fall any day and the Axis would

sh a claim for posts in the future Government. he
we joined, the better; otherwise, we would lose our

and those who had already joined up: would

¢ Buller Camp came to be noted for its anti-INA
. Once, when an INA dramaric troupe proceeded with
and a drama in the midst of which words such as “Azad™
e uttered, the mern, suspecting that propaganda was being
on for INA cnlisrment. pelted the dramatic party with
, bricks, and so forth, In this camp too, fatigue money

5

not being paid. It was rumoured that the INA was
ppropriating the amount handed to them by the Japanese
s purpose. The 6/1 and 8/1 men went on a hunger strike
the intention of bringing their promises to the notice of
Japanese. Among others, their grievances were (1) No
pulsion to be used in enrolling for the INA; (2) Payment
fatiguc money; (3) Distinet Prisoners of War Flag.
On 1 October 1942 an order was issued that those who
refused to become volunteers would move to Seletar. We
oved. The General Officer Commanding paid a visit o the
a final warning, saving that the British were our

St enem hd this was the time to crush them. He
alled the mutiny, Jallianwalla Bagh, the imprisonment of
ploitation. The Japanese were

Boing to help us. If we joined them, we would be treated like

rothers. 1f we refused, God help us—he could not say what
ight become of us. We would be treated as sympathisers off
enemy. One thing he was sure of was that we would be
made to do the hardest possible labour, with pracrically no
food, medicine and clothing, and perhaps taken to some

-
1



FPALEN By L0E A PARESN

distant places from which we would never rerurn. Te would be
dying a dog’s death. He would see to it that not a single non-
volunteer recurned to India when peace came. If one did not

join, let him remain passive, and not influence others. Anvone
found influencing others would be sent to a “pleasant home™

'y
single INA man killed, a hundred non-volunteers would be

(he obyiously referred to the concentration camp). For ev

killed. We too had been laughing at his venture. But now, we
could see thar his army was ready and fully equipped for rhe
task, et cetera, ete.

INA - Intelligence men would roam about the camp
incognito to find the slightest excuse to pounce upon their
victim, Any word uttered by men against the INA was at once
reported to camp commanders who were of course INA men,
well trained and noted for their ability ro do the job.

Indian - Commissioned  Officers  deprived of all their
belongings—even badges of rank—were removed one by one
to the Separation Camp, where they had to pay the penalty for
their non-cooperation. Then the Viceroy’s Commissioned
Officers, and even senior Non Commissioned Officers and

civilian clerks, were thrown into the torture camp. Some died:

same were removed o hospitals; and others, unable to bear

further torments, agreed to become volunteers.

On 25 December 1942, we were again transferred to
Rive
by Australian prisoners. This camp was o be purely a
P
Japanese. All the men were overjoyed at the thoughe thar here

Valley Road Camp, which had previously been occupied

oners of War camp under the direet control of the

ar least they would be free from the INA shadow. The

boundaries of the camp were marked with barbed wire
entanglements, with sentries posted. Nobady could go our
without a Japanese pass, except for fatigue, which was led by

the Japanese. The administration of the camp was handed over

28
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aptain G. Shenov. an INA man, whereas the actual
nand rested with a Japanese licutenant who was putting
a bungalow close by, All the available men were being
on fatigue. But, as there were amenities such as canteen
tigue money and exemprion from work in case of illness,

‘men were not put to great hardship. The quantity of rice
ied was quite ample. No INA man was allowed to enter
camp. The men were paid nwenty cents a day fatigue

amissioned Officer category and was given fatigue once
week or five days, As T was in-charge of a parry of fifty to
ed men, | was getting fatigue pay of $10 per month.

In the INA, a tug of war was going on berween Rash
ari Bose, President of the Indian Independence League,
East, and Mohan Singh as to who was to be the head of the
A. Mohan Singh had sent some units to Burma without the
or authority of the Tndian Independence League and had
ed to send them where the President wanred. It was also
d that Mohan Singh refused to despatch INA troops to

a and certain other war areas, as demanded by the
Rash Behari Bose had immense influence in Nippon. He
d escaped to Japan thirty years ago and was on the British
acklist for political activities. He had married a Japanese
voman and one of his sons, Nakamura, was in the Emperor’s
orces.

Owing to this disagreement, Rash Behari Bose ordered
arrest of Mohan Singh. The Jatter had already left
ctions to all his officers to the effect that in the event of
arrest, the INA should be considered as automatically
solved and all records pertaining o it destroyed. The INA




EATEN BY THE [APANENE

soldiers were at liberty to revert to their Prisoner-of-War
status.

Col. INRB was appointed “General Officer in Command™
of the second INA, Rash Behari Bose himselt being the ex-
officio Supreme Commandant. A pamphler was printed
Roman-Urdu seript derailing the causes leading 1o the
dissolution of the First INA. A mention was also made
regarding the concentration camp, which existed without the
knowledge of the Japanese or Mr. Subhash Chandra Bose.
Mr. Bose was aghast to hear of the arrocities committed on
fellow-Indians there, and ordered the immediare closing

down of the “separation camp.” He gave instructions that no
coercion should be used and that those who had joined the
First INA were at hiberty to leave it if the conditions of the
Second INA did not suir them. The conditions of the Second

INA were to “volunteer for service unconditionally, to free

India, and to carry out the orders of superior officers.
In February/March 1943, enlistment in the Second INA
d this time, but it was more or less

started. No coercion was s
made clear that those who did not volunteer would be taken

away by the Japanese out of Malaya for fatiguc purposes and
put to extreme, life-threatening hardship.

The only Red Cross amenity we received during our entire
and six ounces of milk on 1

captivity was a peg of brandy
January 1943, The brandy issued by the Japanese was of the

Chinese type, a very inferior liquid evidently substituted for a
good quality one ‘from India. Only one letter written in
October 1942 was received by me in April 1943, It was

rumoured that Red Cross comforts were received in sufficient

quantity but were eaten up by the hungry Japanese—and what

was left, by the INA men.



SHIPPED OUT
OF MALAYA

he first batch  of approximately five hundred men for
farigue overseas w lected from Adam Road and Paya
Road Camps. This batch, along with a large number of
ese, left in early December 1942 and was torpedoced and
1k by an American submarine off the North Coast of N
Guinca. The  men had fortunately been provided with life

lts, and floated in the water for nearly three days. The
bmarine would appear on the surface and machine gun the

ting men, who shoured “Indian Prisoners!™ [t was hardly
that the submarine’s personnel heard this, since the
ubmarine came up again and again o machine gun the
unfortunate victims.

Many dicd from machine-gunning, exposure, and fear. On
d up the

third day a Japanese cruiser appeared and pick
ancse first, and then those prisoners who were able to swim
ving the rest to their fate, The

fo the cruiser, and made off—|
ien who were fortunate cnough 1o get into the cruiser were
en a severe thrashing by the Japanese for shouting out that
y were Indians. Out of five hundred, more than half the
mber perished in the Pacific Ocean. Mr, Shivimal of Bantwal
among the victims, as were some bakers of the 12 FB
otu, Abdul Rashid, cre.).
f The crew landed the men at Pilan, where they were
tained for treatment for about a month, arriving in New
tain in February 1943
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The second barch of one thousand men comprising
remnants of miscellaneous unies left RVR Camp during
January 1943 and arrived in Rabaul within rwenty days. They
were given the work of unloading and stacking supplies from
steamers. [t appears this party was treated compararively
better. Although pur to hard work, they were given sufficient
rations including rinned fish, milk, and so on. This party was
harge of Jemadar Gomal Singh of Mechanical Transport.

The third barch (*San Churai™ in Japanese) 1o £0 out was

s. Some Japanese officers came to our camp in carly March
1943 and wanted a fatigue party. The destination was not
known. Seme thoughe it might be for Formosa, or Java-
Sumatra for sugar manufacturing work. Excitement ran high,

and cv

ryone who got a place in this batch was considered

lucky. Anyhow, all those who did not join the INA had to
leave Singapore, and so why not leave carlier? Five hupdred

¢ handed by the Camp Commandant, 1.t

and thirty of us w
Kesar Singh, ro the Japanese officer Lt. Yokokaw.

and

clothing was issued. A last warning was given that anyone
des

volunteering for the INA. At the handing over ¢ remony,

rous of getting out of chis dewil could do so by

Resar Singh crudely put it chat we would be given “civil

work™ Did this mean we were to be set fice and given the

status of civilians or asked to run the civil government in any
Japanese occupied territory? Anyway, it appeared that we
could be better off: The men were overjoyed at getring out of
the clutches of the INA even if it meant an unknown fate.



THE TORTURE SHIP

e were marched oft from the camp on T April 1943,
and rested in the harbour godown. We saw a very large
mber of Indian prisoners already collected there, ready to
we Singapore. So, after all we were not alone, This thought

eved our temporary dejection. At midnight, we were
dered to embark on Cargo Vessel No. 369, of hardly 800 -
tons. Each hold was divided into two by planks fitred ro
hold, so that two compartments—cach three feet in height
—were made of one hold; one could enter or come out of the
‘compartment only by crawling. We were packed inside like
attle. The space available to cach man was hardly three fect
and one foor broad so thar it was impossible to sleep
there. Approvimately two thousand men including about two
dred Japanese, were squeezed in, although the Japanese
picd the top holds and did not suffer like us. Other troops
ompanying us were the Ist Hyderabad Bartalion, Indian
rate Forces, The Hong Kong Singapore Roval Artillery, and
Che Bahawalpurs.

 Added to the congestion inside was the intense heat from
nearby boiler—and sutfocation, darkness, and stench.
ould Inferno be worse? The engines rattled and the “Torture
Ship’ crawled our of the harbour at midday on 2 April, 1943,
Slowly and more slowly it sailed on, heading for the south,

d our ordeal worsened as hours passed. Heat, suffocarion,
nch, thirst. We were allowed a handful (hardly two ounces)
cooked rice and a little dry fish and a cup of water twice
I&hily. The Japanese said if we ate more in the ship, we would
fall ill as we were not doing any fatigue. We did nor worry

33
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much about the quantity of food, We would nor have minded
even if we were not given any; but with the two cups of water
supplied per day, one might die of thirst. We tried to go on the
deck to have a breath of fresh air for which we longed so much;
but the moment we climbed up the staircase, we would be
kicked down by the Japanese sentries. There was no question
of a bath or wash, although plenty of sca water was available
on the deck. Why were the Japanese treating us like this?

Because we had not joined the INA? The Japanese would
tortire us to death in this manner, then throw us into the deep
scas.

Our ordeal was enlivened when, on 4 May 1943, the

Japanese issued envelopes to cach man and asked for stools.

Owing to lack of food, water and air, it was hardly possible for

even the healthiest man to pass a free motion. Therefore, to

colleet within a few hours envelopes from two thousand men
o whom only half dozen latrines were allowed, was
impossible. As the envelopes were not handed over at the
prescribed  hour,  the Japanese got cenraged and  started
thrashing the medical officers. Finally, the envelopes were
collected by the Japanese, and as some confusion occurred in

numbering  or recording  the results, the scheme  was

abandoned that day; and our medical officers were ordered o
ger envelopes filled again the next day. To a sensible man, it
would have been apparent that it was quite impossible for a
normal individual to pass stools within the next twelve hours
Bur there was no

after starving from hunger and chir
arguing with the Japanese. So, our officers had a brainwave,
They asked the men to pay something to the sweeper, who
would be quite willing to fill up their envelopes in a couple of
hours from the stools in the latrine. And the Japanese were
well pleased as the envelopes were handed to them in time.

When the carrier rest was conducted however, some men who
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were quite it were declared to be suffering from dysentery,
and those who were actually dysentery cases were declared fir
as the sweeper had kindly enclosed a fir man's stools in their
envelopes. And so, the “unfit’ men were derained in Sourabaya
and the *Ait’ taken.

On 6 May 1943, we arrived in Sourabaya, Java, and before

noon we w

¢ asked ro disembark. We camped just near the
harbour and were allowed to bathe in the swimming pool
(Sourabaya Zwembad-Haven). To be free again, ar any rate
for the time being, to have a good bath and inhale as much
fresh breeze as we wished, was like being in heaven. The
Javanese brought fruit and eggs for sale at exceedingly cheap
an dollar (Re.1/9 annas)

rates. I hought 30 cggs for a Mala
and four plantains a cent.

Would we be kept in Sourabava? If so, we would think
ourselves well compensated for our troubles. We were Iving in
the open; the blue sky and the charming scenery around made
us forget our troubles for the time being. Malay soldiers, who
had previously formed part of the Durch Army in Java and
Sumatra, catered to us and were very kind.

The next day. the Japanese called some of the senior Indian

Officers and asked whether Indian Prisoners would like ro join

the Japanese and fighe the British. Malay soldiers were helping
them; but if we did not, all of us might be shot.
Our officers replied that Indian prisoners would be quite

willing to do any kind of manual work, but would not under

any circumstances fight the British. On hearing this, the
Japanese are said to have bearen the colonel of the 1st

Hyderabad Regiment. We were then issued Duteh army

uniforms—green coat, trousers, hat, “puffics.” Mess tins cte.

The Japanese insisted that we wear that uniform, but our
officers agreed o the use of the Dutch green coat only, since

they suspected that the Japanese were trying to enlist us,



THE SECOND VOYAGE
OF THE TORTURE SHIP

n the morning of 8 May 1943, nearly 500 Maliys,
natives of Celebes who happened to be former soldiers
e Dutch Army. embarked on our ship; after which, all

were ordered to board. Our hopes were again dashed

not stopping in

the ground. So, after all, we w
urabaya. Where could they be taking us? Perhaps the Malay
diers would be able to give us an inkling.

‘The steamer sailed south again. The Malays are 2 nice
ple, very polite and sociable. They piticd the Indians. The
ays were given better rations and accommodarion. They
us we were nearing, Bali ]\I.\mi \'nmv ul' them were

ing at the waves, After a two-day run muth the steamer
nged its direction to north-northeast. Were they taking us
lebes or to the Philippines? The Malays said this could
be, Celebes was their home.
The pangs of hunger and thirst again seized us; heat and
nch increased. Owing to the intake of the Malays, it was
ly with the greatest of difficulty thar we could get a cup of
er. For twenty-four hours cach day, we were confined in
cells to suffocate and sweat. 1 would often go o the
ays for a cup of water;

and if T got one, T would consider
At nighrtime, T would thirst as i in the
and then lift the wate

bottle to my lips.

0 a drop that trickled down was so precious. e soothed my

ched lips for the time being.

a7
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Could humanity be degraded o such an extent? Could
Providence be as cruel? The steamer had only one kirchen
from which water was being rationed, and the two thousand
men had to come one after the other, in a line, for that cup of
life-preserving liquid. The rush began at 6 as. My turn came
at about 10 am, after four hours of waiting. only to be met
with the curt words, “Water finished!™ Heavens, what was [ to

do until next day: Who knows? Betore T eould reach the front

of the line, water might be exhausted again next d. Death

was certain. I went round with a cup to my Indian friends, to

Malay
I have very little.” That day passed.

The next day T got up carly, bur the crowd had already

y

throat was entirely dry. 1 could not speak. I sat on the deck at

ceven to Japanese, and was met with the reply “Sorry,

collected. Tt would rake three hours before my turn cam

a distance with my water bottle and a cup in hand thinking to
myself s [ hear that in this way many ships have been sunk. Why
does not an Allied submarine or plane come and sink this votten ship
too? My payehed body would fecl cool in the blue wate
if only for-a moment, and then my sufferings would be over—onve
and forall ... While 1 was in thi
sprang a leak and warer sprouted. 1 rushed to the spot and

of the ocean

mood, a pipe in front of me

tasted a drop. It was fresh warer. Oh God, it was so sweet! At
once T filled my borttle, and with the cup drank as much as my
stomach could hold, going away satisfied and contented. T felt
sure Providence had come to my rescue and saved me from
death, T thought this was one of the happiest days of my life.
By this time, a large crowd had gathered and was struggling to
collect the wasting water, The man who could collect one
bottle of it was considered very lucky.

At this time, another calamity overtook us. Dysentery
broke out on the ship. The few latrines were being used by

both unfiv and fit men. [n our own party of one hundred and
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three or four deaths oceurred daily. The corpses were
d in a worn-out blanket and lowered into the deep
unwcpr for and unsung. 1 could sce hardy men
unable to move, withour any

empt made to evacuate the
Tnsanitation and squalor increased. There had been cases
men dying from dysentery within a day of getting sick.
otion increased. Whar was going to happen? Our
requested the Japanese that the suffering men might
sembarked at one of the neighbouring islands, bur they
d action by s
ng in this cont

ving, “Mo Sukoshi™ [*a little more™,

ve patience for just a little longer |,
pt for separate accommodation  being allowed, no

atment was given to the men, and the dise spread
way. The scene was pitiful and hearc-rending. Brave, virile
oldiers who would have defied anybody in battle were now
elpless like babics and were groaning and rolling naked on
Afloor presenting a weird specracle. 1 eould not bear it and
started trickling from my ¢ves as nothing in my life had
ved me to that extent. Was this the penaley we were paying
or being honest and principled?

The torture ship continued carcening nonchalantly north,
cast, north, northeast, unmindful of the tragedy that was
enacted in its own bowels. Was it possible we were

“maybe perhaps ]‘lhu Thc_\‘ were right, To our left
to our right we could see ar a distance islands abounding
s. On 22 May 1943, the thirteenth day of
g from Sourabaya, we reached Palau''.

- A Western Pacific island east of the Philippines and north of New Guinea

iy
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This was a Japanese base. We could see a large number of

€ruis

rs, destroyers, submarines, and transport vessels around,
This island had originally belonged to the Germans, but was
handed over to the Japanese after the First World War for their
service to the Allie

To our great relief, our ship anchored there. We thought

our troubles were over ar last. But this was not to be. A week

passed withour any news. Dysentery patients were  not
disembarked:  deaths occurred  daily. We were again in
suspense, We hoped we might be allowed more fresh water
and berter tood, bur were soon distllusioned.

On the twelfth day of our arrival, we were ordered to ger
ready  for disembarkation.  The HKSRA [Hong Kong
Singapore: Roval Artillery] was the first to reccive these
orders. Over nwo hundred of our men had disembarked when
we were ordered to stop disembarkation and told that the men
already in the island would be rerurning, The two hundred
and returned to

menwere allowed ro have a bath on the island

the ship after one hour. They told us the island had good

roads. Indian prisoners were al

dy there, including 400 men

of the Ist Hyderabad Regiment. They said they were given
hard fatigue but sufficient food.

Another week pa

:d, I scemed that the Japanese had no
definite plans for us and were awaiting instructions. Corpses

of men who died on the ship were now allowed to be taken o

the island for burial.

Another request was made to the Japanese to disembark
the ailing men, but was met with the same reply “Mo sukoshi
- tu nichi - jotho kai kai” meaning “Ten days more, and vou
will be given good food™.

The steamer now ook the southern direction—south,
southeast, south, southeast. Were we going to New Guinea?

Australiaz The Malays came to our rescue again. “Rabaru,”
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said. Where the hell could this bez We had never heard of

a place before. Rabaru? Tt turned out the Malays were

again. We were being raken to the now famous Rabaul,
of New Britain',

s tme however, we were allowed thre

yand were also allowed 1o goon the decks for tresh air. We

cups of wat

given a scawater bath by having a hose turned upon us:
was a great boon, a bath after one and a half months! But
ordeal of the journey was already relling on us. Two or

e men died daily, and their corpses were unceremoniously
wered into the deep waters of the Pacific.

On the 26th morning. we arrived in Kokopo, a port 30
from Rabaul, and were ordered to disembark, The

er touched at the docks, and we climbed down by means

a rope ladder hanging steeply at the ship’s side, We w
half a mile away to a place thick with bushes and jungle

s and were asked to build our own accommodation.

~ New Britain is the largest island of the Bismarck Archipelago. in the south-
Western Pacific and east of the island of New Guinea, Palitically a part of
Papua New Guinea al present, the island of New Britain was mandated o
Australia after World War |, and taken by the Japanese in 1942

a1
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n New Brirain, there is no tixed rainy scason. The average
annual rainfall is abour ¢ighty inches. It may rain at any

e on any day of the vear. So we were at a loss to find

case, until the huts were

aterials for our huts; and, in any
It, we had to have some protection from the rain, The
ese did not give us any rentage. So we made use of

we were all drenched, our clothing, bedding and
hing. Added to this was the damp ground on which we
d. On disembarkation, we were not allowed to rest. We
made to unload the ships cargo, which took us several
urs. The next day, we were building huts from coconut
ms, bamboo, and grass. Men who had never climbed a tree
re compelled o climb coconut trees

L and were severely
vaIen on being unable to do so. Rice was cooked by the
panese themselves and rationed; and although the quanrity
was sufficient, no curry was given, excepr for some salty soup
some black Teaves. These leaves, already dried, bloated on
mmersion in water, and were then cut into picces and e wked
With salt. They were quite tasteles
ow the Japane
Owing 1o

s, and we started wondering

¢ could relish it
in, wet clothing and bedding, and
mosquitoces, an acute form of malaria broke out. Even the

atients, although kept separately, were left in the open
thout a roof over their heads. There they lay shivering and
ncared for, only quinine being given to them and a little rice!

43
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The Japanese said patients must cat lirtle as they were nog
doing farigue.

I had an attack of malaria in the first week of July 1943, 1
could not get even a drop of hot water. There on the ground
I lay, shivering, helpless. The thin cotron blanker given to me
heing inadequate to protect me from the cold, T waited for the
sun to warm me. I would shiver like a leaf. Then, scized by

—T would become

fever, my body would turn as hot as fire
unconscious, thenawake only to find myself perspiring. There
ven cold warer, | eould

was not a soul who could give a sip of

not blame them as all the fitmen had been away taken for work
and the ailing left to their fate.
Our “Senior Medical Offic

abrute of a man. He had not an iota of merey. He would shout

1,7 a Subedar Raja Singh, was

and growl at the patients for no reason ar all. One day it
happened thar the crowd ar the Medical Inspection Room was
too large. My condition was such that T could neither stand

nor sit. [ lay down, and as T had high temperarure, [ become

unconscious. In half an hour, I regained consciousness and
remembered the sick parade. T dragged myself there to find my
name had already been called out.

“Why are yvou late?” growled Raja Singh.

L explained to him that I had had high temperature, and
had fallen down unconscious; that was why I had been late. e
“You

seem to be all right now. You can go for fatigue.” And so

then asked me whether 1 was a “Madrasi™s. 1 sa

d yes.

saving, he sent me away. Owing to my powerless condition, 1

could not answer him. But the thought passed my mind that

not even the Japanese would have been so cruel.

13, A derogatary term used by many North Indians to describe all South Indi-
ans, numbering a lew hundred million in all, most of wham do not and
physically could not come from the sinale city of Madras
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Raja Singh harassed several others too, especially educared
. The Japanese had sclecred the right tvpe of man, 1

hought. This gentleman could only do one thing, and that
s exempt the sick from fatigue. Even this he did not do in

case. More will be written abour him later.

‘The construction of the hurs proceeded. The Malay

pldiers were quite smart and had specialised in this tvpe of

ek, Three huts were constructed, one for each section.

were built in such a hurry thar when we got into these,

fhe roofs were leaking, the ground was moist, and at high tide,
 water would  enter. Ants, mosquitoes,  flies. and
thworms became our companions. This was the rest and
e good food promised to us by the Japanese.

Out of five hundred and thirty prisoncers, nearly sixry had
from dysentery during the voyage. And of the remaining,
least two hundred were suffering from malaria and
ysentery.

On 21 July 1943, the fit men (roughly two hundred and

) were moved to Rabaul thirty miles from the camps. We
taken there in launche
Rabaul was the capital of New Britain. In pre-Japanese

ays, it was administered by the Australian Government,
having been mandated to them by the Allies after the Firse

nd is known as the “Naples of the East.”
At this place, too, the problem  of accommodation
ented itself: “Build vour huts as vou go.” The Japanese
ere a practical people. They never worried about food or
ccommodartion.
ere is place,” was their slogan. A space of three spans was

“at whatever you get and sleep wherever

ailable for cach person.
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The next dav, heavy fatigue started. Cargo ships mrr_\'ing
supplies and ammunition were arriving and had 1o be
unloaded. Our barch was unloading. Party Number 2, which
had arrived in January, were stacking. Hand carts were used
for the purpose. The Japanese soldiers loaded the carts; we
carried them to the dump; and the other party stacked them
methodically, We heard from them that they received
sufficient food, although fatigue was hard. The Americans had
been bombing them often, and now they were used toit. A big
air raid had raken place in April, destroying warships and
several buildings in the rown. A section of theirs (about two
hundred men, mostly “Madrasis™) had o proceed o New
Guinea for fatigue, but hardly cighty men returned alive. The
rest died on account of disease and hunger. The in-charge of
the N.G. Party Mr. M. Raghavendra Rao, RIASC, died of
malaria in New Guin

Our unloading work continued in shifts, day and night.

Food was the same type as before, We were given
sufficient rice twice daily, whereas the Malays and the Japanese
got it thrice, In September, we were also given rice thrice, but
the trouble was with the curry. The same thick black leaves,
Nobody
are it. We were fecling hungry after hard work, but how to

soaked in warer, cut, and boiled, formed our curry,

swallow the rice? We boughe chillies and along with chilli-
water or coconut, we ate the rice.

This continued for nearly two months, On 12 October
1943 ar about 8 am, while we were at work, sirens and
repeated alarms of approaching enemy planes were given'.

“Kekaikeho™ was the signal given as a warning i’ the

planes were thought to be in the vicinity, “Khushu™ meant

14. By "epemy” the author now means the Allies—who, ironically, have now.
become “the enemy" to be feared for one’s life
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al danger™ and was given when' the planes were
oaching the island. To often happened  that, after

yme other direction

cho was sounded, the planes ook

. Khushu was not sounded. On this occasion, however,
dly had the echoes of the first warning died down when the
d alarm was given! Panic ensued. The Japanese started
aning helter-skelier, the Malays and Indians following. We
for our lives as fast as our |uv\ could carry us. A Malay

er who was with me wanted to take shelter ina huge
upply dump.

1 abused him s
t o be hit and so we ran and ran until we
fa hill a mile or two away, where we sat down exhausted.

ving that the dump would be the firse

ached the top

The raiders came in large numbers, about three to four
dred 1 should think, and started pounding the town, the
arbour, the dumps, the wy
ir bombs on. We could clearly see the bombs drop and hear

hips, and anything they could lay

terrific explosions. Some dumps of petrol and other
iflammable material caughe fire, sending clouds of smoke
nto the skics, The carth trembled, even the hill on which we
ook  shelter
approaching? We waited patiently. The raiders disappeared

trembled. W,

s the Day of  Judgement

a while, another batch came and cantinued pounding, a
ird one appeared relieving the second, and so on. The
ombing continued for an hour, after which the planes flew

We then made for our lines to find everybody in the heat
Fexcitement running here and there like madmen, their faces

orror-stricken. I asked them whart the matter was, and if there

e casualties, They simply muttered, *Our men are buried in
" 1 went to the spot to find men feverishly digging a
ench whuh had collapsed, burying the unfortunare men
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taking shelter. A huge bomb had fallen a couple of vards trom
this trench: some corpses had already been dug our, their eyeg

glassy, mouths open with mud inside, presenting a ghastly
sight, They had tried to scoop our the mud with their hands,

feer and mouth in an attempr to free themselves, but had died

in extreme agony; more bodies were dug our bringing the

toral to twenty-seven to thirty men. Rescue work could not

proceed until the planes had actually vanished, and then it was
o lare.

The specracle outside was equally gruesome. Warships and
transport vessels had disappeared into the sea, some leaning
on the waves as if drunk. Supply dumps were burning,
skelerons of godowns and sheds were lefe. The town was
burning. Huge bombs had made craters as deep as ten feer and
30-40 feer in diameter, water sprouting from these craters.

Some cargo ships were sull left standing, so the unloading
continued the next day

Anair raid alarm was again given, and

the men ran, The raiders this time pounded the acrodrome ten

to fifteen miles away and lefr. When the “all clear™ signal was
given, work was continued—unloading, clearing  debris,
repairing  roads, and salvage. This routine  continued,
American planes appearing punctually every morning, hitting
targets here and there, then disappearing. The Japanese air
strength was too weak ar this time to oppose the Americans,
who were left a free hand.

On the carly morning of 5 November 1943, Japanese
ments of troops known as

transports brought fresh reinfol

the “Taiwan Brigade,” and disembarkation commenced. The

American  Intelligence Service had apparently  been too

vigilant, for formations of bombers appeared from nowhere.
Incessant air raid alarms were given and everyone was ordered
to rake shelter. The new arrivals, following the Indians, rushed

r trench was available, I took shelter in one of the
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o trenches adjacent to our hats. The Ameri

an: planes
raining bombs everywhere; our huts were aflame.
could we get out and salvage our things? The raiders
still active. Alter they had gone, we rushed o our
ks to find all our belongings reduced to ashes. One
b had dropped cxactly over our trench, collapsing the

nd trench only three (o four yards away. Other trenches

wn below had also collapsed, also the two trenches involved
the first disaster,
Rescue work started.

“veryone who was dug out had died,
men standing outside the trench were mortally hir by
nters and dismembered, some losing arms, Jegs, and
‘w their stomachs ripped open. Some breached their lse
er being dug out. The Taiwanese dug our hundreds of their
mrades but finding it impossible to take out every one. left
rest in the collapsed trench, Nature's own grave.

This disaster was even more terrible than the first. We lost
ty-five men. The Taiwanese, who had arrived  char
orning only to die in Rabaul, lost several hundreds. We
ied the Indians quictly, bur the Japanese went away,
aving the corpses strewn on roads. There they lay for nearly
ur days. We had to pass by them every now and rthen. The
anese didn’t even care for their dead. The decomposed
pses were at last removed.

We were now faced with the problem of accommaodation

lapnnmu issued us with one blanket cachy and some
paulins for the purpose of erecting shelters, These
were badly torn and could not protect us from rain.
Until now, the Japanese had prepared trenches without
its. The mud being sofit, the mrenches collapsed, entrapping

men completely. From then onwards, men were afraid to
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the construction of long trenches with an exit at the opposite
side. Coconut tre

trunks and planks were firred 1o prevent

them from collapsing.

Heavy fatigue started: building trenches and huts, laying
underground cables, transporting ammunition and supplies.

At this time, an uleer developed on my right leg, and so
being unable to walk, T was despatched to Kokopo Hospiral
for Prisoners (under the charge of Dr. Naul Chand) for
treatment. The barracks were by now all dilapidated, and only
those who had ground sheets could keep themselves away
from rain. I had nothing with me, and my plight was bad. The
floor was moist and infested with ants, erabs, rats cte.

To add to my misery, at high tide, sea water would come
right into the barrack, again dampening the ground. 1 had
only a torn picce of blanket, which could not even protect me
from mosquitoes. Hardly had my wound healed, malaria
scized me again. T lay there shivering like a leaf] lefe to my fate.
I had such a longing for a cup of hot tea, that I would have

even bartered my very for ity but [ could not get even a cup

of hot warer. At 11 am, two thin rotis of rotten wheat were

given, with no v cgctable. On some days, sweet potaro lcaves
were boiled without salt and given. That was something to
satisty our hunger. Not a grain of salt was available.

The Japanese had by now mustercd their air force and
were giving combat 1o the Allied planes. The dogfights in
which one or two planes would fall into the sea were worth

: American.

seeing. The Japanese said the w ed planes wi

We thought otherwise,



THE BOMBS OF
SANTA CLAUS

TYhe 25th of December 1943, being Christmas, we thought
perhaps the Allies would rest, bur no. As if to greet us.
py formations of fighters were seen approaching Rabaul
in the morning, and a big battle ensued. As usual, a few

fell into the sea. An hour’s display, and the planes

At the end of December 1943, 1, along with some less
ous patients, was transferred to Rabaul.

In Rabaul. the few cargo ships that still survived were
ng unloaded, but owing to rains and consequent damage to
e harbour arca. the hand carts would not work. The supplies
d to be carried to the stacking place. They were loaded in
ies and transported to camouflaged dumps in the interior,

| cruis

In January 1944, a huge convoy of | Tapane:

troyers, torpedo boats, els

ships and transport v
trrived in New Britain ware

Some cargo ships had touched
docks. The Allies gor wind of this. Wave after wave of
dombers arrived on a fine morning and started dive-bombing
vessels. Guns barked incessantly, but no hit was scored on
raiders. The latter pounded the vessels and made for the
3 only to be relieved by another formation, which having
e its job, was followed by a third. The number of planes

00. The whole sky was darkened by the presence of these
Monsters. The planes departed after hours of bombing, being
foud that they had achieved their object. Their pride way
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entirely justified for, as we surveyed the harbour, hardly

single ship was visible, and rthe few that could be seen were
partially capsized as it morrally wounded.

Tears rolled from the eyes of some of the Japanese officers.

They made a touching reference to a huge vessel which had
brought tanks just the previous day, and was now at the

bottom of the s

We were proud and very much encouraged ar this, The end
of the Japs was not far.

During these months, air raids were concentrated mainly
on Japanese acrodromes in Rabaul, which were being bombed

inch by inch. Safer trenches had now been constructed here
and there, As soon as the planes appeared, we would disperse
and return on the “all clear” signal.

At the end of March 1944, the raiders did not appear for
nearly a week. By that time, we had new barracks built on the
ashes of the old ones. Why were the planes not coming? Were
negotiations for peace going on? One fine morning (2 April

1944), a large formation of raiders approached us at very great
. The planes flew

ran forour lives and hid in trenche

speed. W
very low and passed our barracks. No explosion was heard. A
lirtle later, a rumbling noise was heard, our barracks were
aflame, but we did not dare to come out for fear of being
detected.

When we felt certain that the planes would not return, we
came out of our hiding places to find everything reduced to
ashes! What a fate! The Japanese did notissue us any clothing.
As ouwside fatigue was heavy, huts could not be rebuilt
The

us or spread under our bodies, at the mer

quickly. L we lay in the open, withour anything to cover

of the elements.

All day we worked; and at night, being mul we would try to

sleep ina crouched position. The raiders would come roaring

and drop their deadly load here and there.
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Well! By now we had become aceustomed to the bombers.
no longer scared us, Our only grievance against them
that they disturbed our sleep. Otherwise, they were
me. Their planes were our only hope of deliverance or
end, cither of which was desirable. The greater their
umber, the prouder we felt. They were our only salvation. A
of us (notably Harbans Lal, Sen Gupra, and 1) never ook
aids

er during the air but gazed at the manoeuvers in the

.
] If, on any night. planes did not appear, our friend Rain
sade it a point of visiting us: which, to us, was far worse. We
e all drenched, but where could we run? How could we
p? The words trom the Seriprures came to mind ; “The
d has his nest, and the beast his den, bur the Son of Man
ows not where to lay his head... "™

Were nature and the elements conspiring against us?
Work hard all day, car meagre rice, then go to sleep without a
d sheet, to find vourself awakened by the planes or rain. The
torn and tattered clothes on our persons, whether wet or dry,

our only possession.
The day and night raids continued. It had become a
tine. If onany day the planes did not appear, we wondered
hy. Was peace nearing? Were the Allies contemplating a
nding?

One night in May 1944, Rabaul town was heavily shelled
Allied submarines. This time, we all got into the trenches,
whole island shook. The deafening roar of the artillery

5. The last two phrases were crossed aut by the author in the original manu-

- script, as if he were unsure of the actual quate.
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or gone. Either option was good. Only a couple of days more,
E: & ) I Y <

and our suffel

ings would be over, We planned to run aw ay and
hide in the wild jungles until the Australians rescued us. Never
mind about food; by now, we had been well trained to starve
and would be able to carry on withour food for several days ar

a strerch by cating dry coconuts or raw papavas. Water w.
available m the streams.

Another thought struck us. There were Kanakas in the
jungle who were acting as Japanese spies. Would they not
betray ust And il we w

apprehended—which was not
unlikely—rthe Japanese would behead us. And so, we gave up
the idea of escape. We would rely on Providence.

The nextday, no shelling rook place and the Japanese were
going about their business as usual. After all, the submarines
were mainly plaving stunts. No landing had taken place.

No steames
destroyed. The Japanese would have to ration supplics, as

came now, Huge dumps of supplies had been

further importation was an impossibility. There were nearly
100000 troops to be fed and clothed in the event of a
prolonged siege. The situarion was gloomy. The Japanese

authorities now issued orders for cultivation of the land.

Tapioca was the main item. Large arcas were turned into
tapioca gardens. Besides, attempts were made o grow rice,
maize, and vegerables. Our daily ration was reduced to hardly
cight ounees of rice. At
papayas, wild brinjal'® and any kind of edible grass which was

L some of us went in search of

boiled with or without salt, and caten along with the meagre
quantity of rice.

From January, three or four batches of forty to fifty men
had left us o places forty to eighty miles away for garden
fatigue or construcrion of trenches. Only about one hundred

16 Eggplant
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fifty of them were left in the main camp. By chis time, we
lost nearly one hundred and twenty men,

Planes did not raid in large numbers. Now, usually four
-engined bombers visited us every morning punctually at
. Then they would disappear, leaving one on guard. We
ed them the four Marx Brothers. The fourth reconnoitered
whole island, preying upon any sea camp, road raffic, and
o on. Sometimes, one more would join him. By lunchtime

oth of them departed, unloading their deadly contents cither

n a lorry, a hut, a dump, or in the jungle. Two phnc\ would

n in the afternoon and disappear in the evening, with two

thers relicving them for the nigh.

On 5 July 1944 stll one more tragedy occurred. Our
trine, hardly ten yards from the barrack, was overcrowded ar
Am; and after a few minutes only three men were inside —
Land
k Sundar  Singh, 22 Mcchanical Transport

adar Harbans Lal, RIAS 1. Sen Gupra, Postal Servic

It transpired that somebody i the Japanese Barralion
ommodation nearby liv a cigarcrre. The lone raider in the
above was alere and noticed this, He threw a grenade
(some say a light bomb) on the Japanese, one on the
Hydcrabad Infantry, and a third one right in frone of the

ine. The latrine was complerely blown off, and the bodie
f poor Sen Gupta and Sardar Singh were scattered in
agments 30-40 yards away. Tr was pitch dark ar that time, so

0 scarch could be made. A Titdle later, what remained of the

ims was collecred.
Sen Gupta’s head and thighs had been severed, Sardar
Singh discmboweled, and poor Harbans Lal’s skull had been
cracked, his body thrown into the steel tub. These gentlemen
died the most cruel death imaginable.

A pit 2 1o 3 feer deep and 5 to 6 feet in diameter was visible
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in front of the latrine. A splinter of the bomb Hew towards me
and came to reston my bed as Twas trying to jump out. My lefe
middle finger came i contact with it resultng in a slighe
burn. I had had a narrow escape, but my friends had not. These
men could very well have stayed back in Singapore and saved
atigue party 1o be away

their own lives, but came with the

from the INA influence in vindication of certain principles.
Dark gloom was cast over the entire camp. They had been
quite hale and hearry the previous night: Harbans Lal, Sen
Gupra, and I had been ralking il late that night, planning our
w

postwar schemes, and now my only friends th e no

more, I could not restrain myself, and tears rolled down my

cheeks.
The realisation dawned upon us that our lives were now

not safe. On any day atany time, we too mighe be killed. But

time is a grear healer. Tna formight, this tragic experience was
almost forgotten, and we went about our business as if
nothing had happened. The gravevard where our comrades
were buried was only a few vards from our huts. Now, a
strange feeling came over us. We thought these men o be
lucky, They were dead. but their troubles were at an end.
There they lay, resting in peace, quite unconcerned about the
holocaust and destruction going on in the world. They died
brave martyrs to their cause, having done their dury well. And
we envied them!

In August 1944, planes came by in larger numbers. They
approached from the south, flew over us, and disappeared.
Early one morning, [ awas working ona garden close by with
a party of ten men when a huge formation ol bombers was

seen approaching, All the rest ran away, but 1 stood still and

watched the planes. Hardly had th wd over my head, that

the dry grass all around me was Jﬂnnu with clouds of smoke
rising. T ran to a safer place; and on returning, saw that “fire
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eles™ had been thrown down. One of these bottles, had it
in contact with a man, would have been sufficient to kill

body.

On 12 August 1944, [ was taken to a place called Naga
30-40 miles from Rabaul in order to replace a
ady, fifty
condition was weak owing to prolonged malaria and

asualty.
four men had gone there for fatigue, Although

ical wounds, I was not spared from work. We were taken
to the Daisan Hombu Bartalion Headquarrers'™ two

away, who ordered us to do road repairing, dugouts for
ol bunks, and gardening. Although they exacred hard
ork, their treatment of us was not bad. They did not beat
wone, and those suftering from malaria or any other disease
given rest,

Our huts wer

ituated ina nullah®or fear of detection by

onuts and chillies. The Japanese commander’s name was

i Gunsou | Staff’ Sergeant Oorani|. He was not a wood

- He forbade Indians to leave the hut ar any time or to

g in coconuts or papavas, Scarch of our belongings was
e frequently. We had also about ten Indonesian soldiers
us. He treated them berter. Ootani was, hawever, kindly
osed towards the sick. He dressed wounds and gave our
ine. Our men had a strong dislike for him, which I think
S not justified to that exrent,

On 25 August 1944, commotion prevailed among, the

3rd Divisian HQ
A ravine. a watercourse, not necessarily dry.
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Japanese. Through an Indonesian, we learned that Palan hag
been caprured by the Americans. All fit men of our party were
ordered to move to a place called Kitayama forty to fifty mileg

aw

near the sca for the purpose of constructing gun
||l|p|unu|l\ L, along with seven others, was left out. Our party.
of eight was in the charge of a sepoy named Harai Joutouhej
| Privare First Class Harai]. He was the kindest of all the

Japanese I had met. He was a young fellow, hardly thirty

old, good-natured and considerate. He used 1o send two or
three of us by turn on fatigue which consisted of five to six
hours of light garden work near the Dai Tai Hombu
(Barralion HQ). The Japanese in-charge of the fatigue was
also a kind man, with an amiable nature. He never ill-treated
1. The Japanese officers from the HQ used to visit the garden
hey had a kind word for us,

and themselves do some work.
i

which we very much appreciated. An Indian’s nature is such
that he can easily be pleased. Tt is not necessary to give him
things. A few kind words and courteous treatment—and he is

quite satistied. He is sentimental.




FISH AND FOWL

uring these months, very little rice was being given to
us—not more than six ounces daily, T should imagine.
ore we went out on fatigue, cooked r

was given to us for
morning as well as noon. Papayas cooked without salt
dished our as curry. [ would cat three or four spoonfuls;
hen, being alarmed ar the disappearing quantity, muse to
self whether to cat all of iv. 11T are i all, nothing would be

the whole lot and go to work without anything.

11 am was lunch time. My Japanese commander asked me

ere my food was. T replicd thar the quantity was so small

t I ate the whole lot in the morning. He then asked me to
search  for any coconuts.  Going quickly 1o the

ighbouring Kanaka garden, I lifred a fallen coconut, broke

with a pickaxe, and are it.

This routine continued for a few days until no more dry

onuts were lefr. So T did not catin the mornings and kept

the wholc lot of four ounces of

for the noon meal, so that
could have one “good” meal at least, After a few days, this
ocedure was reversed.

One day, I had caten the whole quantity of rice in the
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in search of coconurs for the fowls. We wandered for three to

four miles, succeeded in collecting twenty coconuts, and
returned. The JTapanese scraped two, mixed in some sesame
leaves (Doilori pappa), and asked me o feed the chickens. As
I was feeding the chickens, my heart sank. For, I was feeling
hungry. too. 1 wished T could have caten the feed myselt,
would have done so had the Japanese not been watching me,
In the middle of Noyember, a lorry-load of condemned
tinned tish was thrown near our garden, the intention being to
use the fish as manure for the garden. That day, one of our
men brought home two tins. We opened them. Although old
and unfit for consumption in the normal course, to us it tasted
just fine. Our companions said there was a huge dump of them
near our garden. Hurrah, our joy knew no bounds! An oasis
had been found in the wilderness. We would now not starve.
Providence had come to our rescue. Whether good or bad, it
mattered lirtle. We might die of food poisoning, bur not of
hunger, the former being preferable. The nexr day I brought in
a sack full of the:

¢ tins. We opened them and are the contents.
Some of them had turned sour. T'knew well that it would harm
us. My companions asked for my opinion. 1 told them the fish
And so

was quite good, only that the sauce had turned it sour!
we consumed four or five one-pound tins daily. Tt did not
matter now whether the Japanese gave us any rice or not.
More quantities were brought in daily and consumed. Ina
month’s time. the Japanese supervisor noriced that the dump
had receded. He asked me who might have taken the fish. 1

made him understand we never touched it as we knew it was

bad and sure to cause dysentery. I suggested perhaps the
Kanakas who were passing by might have stolen them. He did
not suspect us and told me to shift the remaining tins right
inside the garden, so that the Kanakas might not steal.

The Japanese then asked me o cur open the tins and

6o
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collect the contents ina drum, This was the type of work [ was
nging for. While opening the tins, 1 hid a few, which 1
ought to be edible, in the bushes close by, Most of the tins
ve horrible smells indicating  that the contents had
teriorated, When the Japanese had gone for Junch, 1 placed
hidden tins in my mess tin and took them home in the
evening.

Not a grain of salt was available anywhere. Our curry of

apaya and jungle leaves was cooked without salt, bur with the
sour fish mixed in. it tasted delicious.

T wish to record the names of the people who gave me
rable help as regards food, vegetables, and so forth
ring these months: Suraj Din, Givat, IAOC [ Indian Army
‘Ordinance Corps |, Francis, IAOC, Ramaswamy and [illegible|
MT. T had my Christmas dinner on 25 December 1944 with
these gentlemen. A small anacmic fowl had been cooked in
‘coconut milk with brinjals and tapioca.
At the end of December, a further bateh of fifteen men

We got a bone each.

he quantity of rice was now reduced to hardly four
s da said they could not help it

sleep and oblivion,
On the moming of 5 January 1945, five of us wer

Ordered o go to Kita Yama for tapioca farigue. This batch of

ared something worse was going to happen.
We were taken in 4 lorry with one month’s rice ration.
ing to the vigilance of the reconnaissance planes, our lorry

s driven slowly, halring at the sound of a plane, To make

ol
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matters worse for us, rain came and drenched us as the Ie wry
was uncovered. We had no change of clothes, and even the
torn picce of blanket that I had was wer. We shivered in the
lorry, but the driver said nothing could be done. One of my
companions developed acute malaria. Seill, nothing could be
done. On the rthird day. we were taken to a place where ten
Japanese soldiers were staying. We were introduced to them,
They said they were expecting us. No spare accommodation
was available, so we must build our own huts! What, again?
With their help, we erccted four pillars and a roof’ of
coconut leaves within a couple of hours. A sort of platform
two feet from the ground was erected with trunks of small
trees on which we were to sleep. Rain came and drenched our
The roof could nor protect

already wer clothes and our shelte
us.

The next morning, we were taken to the tapioca gardens
by a Japanese soldier. He was educated and knew a little
English. We were given carving knives and asked to clear grass

plants grown in the gardens. Wild grass, plants, creepers, and
touch-me-nots had to be eleared. We went there at 6 am and
were asked to work till 8 am. Wewere allowed 20 minutes’ rest
and then started again. This was a hard job, bending all the
time to the level of the ground and cutting the wild growth till

our backs ached. We asked the Japanese soldicr to give us more
rest. He said it could not be done as large arcas had to be

cleared.



KOGA THE DEVIL

he next day, another Japanese soldier, Koga Hugcho, was
put in charge of us. I call him Koga the Devil. 1 sall
ot forget his Satanic face nor forger his atrocities. If

anyone deserves to be hanged first for the illtrearment of

soners, it is he. A man of about 30 years, quite well-built,
vith slant cves and an ape’s mouth with a gold tooth, he
looked like a misture of Japanese and Chinese, a most
unprincipled and inhumane brute. Although he said he
belonged to Tokyo, [ am inclined to think he was cither a
‘Taiwanese or a Manchurian. The next three months that we
passed with him were the bitterest of our lives. Our daily

routine was: ris¢ at 4 am, go to the surrounding jungle and
fetch two or three loads of firewood; breakfast (rwo spoonfuls
‘of rice) at 5.30, off to the tapioca garden ar 6 av, cut grass till
11 with half an hour’s break, return for lunch; half an hour’s
‘break, again off to the garden, back by 4 vy 5 fill a fifty-five
*gallun drum with water and boil it ready for our master’s bath;
again collect two or three loads of firewood. Thus we were
kept busy from before daybreak to sunset. In addition, ¢ach of
us was called upon by him to help the Japanese cook. in

¢ required

_Preparing the morning food—in which case, we w

‘togetupar 2 av, Fire had to be lit to boil rice, curry and warer.

The firewood was invariably damp and gave our clouds of
smoke, completely blinding our eves. It the fire was nor
lighted, the Japanese cook would curse us and cven beat us.
Food had o be ready before daybreak so that the raiders might
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not notice the smoke. By now, the planes had no targets left,
They would watch for any signs of smoke and let go their
deadly bombs,

During fatigue, it Koga thought our speed wis not up to
his expecrations, he would beat us with sticks, fists, and kicks.,
He said that Indians, like the British, were lazy and were not
fit to five. They knew only to enjoy. That is why they were
being defeated. He rold us the Allied Navy had  been
completely annihilated near Formosa and in the Philippines.
Land fighting was going on in the larter place, and the
Japanese were winning. There was no chanee of our returning
to India. We would remain there in New Britain and cultivace
tapioca,

In the evenings, even in heavy rain, the Japanese made us
boil water for their bath. This was almost an impossibiliry as
the fireplace and firewood became wet. But there was no
argument with our masters,

Our hut was more like a pandal’™. Even in a hight rain,
water trickled inside, Tr was infested with ras, mosquitoes,

ants, lizards and snakes, Had the Japanese given us half a day’s
rest, we could have improved it, but even on our so called
holidays, they made us colleet coconuts and extract ol for
them!

[had a relapse of malaria. Koga allowed me rest, as long as
my temperature was ong but as soon as he felt my forchead
cool, he would ask me to work. To make matters worse, an
uleer appeared on my right foot. The wound broadened,
giving out pus and a horrible smell. The leg swelled, and 1
could not walk. No arrangement was made for dressing the
wound, Not even a piece of linen was given. T tore my

19. A temporary structure, usually erected for weddings and ceremonial vecasions
with @ rool ol thalched leaves and bamboos




KOGA TIE v

goti™, dressed the uleer in filthy water from the nullah, and
daged it in a dirty rag. Flies swarmed around the wound.
lood trickled down sometimes. The Japanese saw this, bur
¢ not moved with compassion. Koga said it was a trifling
hing and asked me to go on fatigue. L could only walk with the
Ip of crutches Other Japanese who saw me on the way

thoughr 1 deserved rest.

Owing toagonising pain, my temperature did not subside.
1 and the four others requested Koga to shoot us as it was
better to die than to remain as their prisoners. He jokingly
and spades, asking us to prepare our own

gave us shovel
graves so that we might be shot the next morning,

Basanta was the one most cruelly mistreated. For some

s and when

trifling offence, he was tied with live batrery wire
the unfortunate man cried for mercy, all the Japanese laughed.
He fell down. They kicked him and made him ger up, again
tying him up with the torturing wires. Besides Basanta, there
ikh, Kartar Singh, with us, Koga ordered them

was another
to shave off their beard
them ill. For disobeying him, they were beaten.

One day, Basanta was standing by. Koga, like a dog, came

as, according to him, the beards made

upon him and passed urine on him. On another occasion,

Basanta was spar upon.

We again pleaded with Koga to shoot us all. He warned us
not to repeat this request. We were their prisoners and must
obey them. Even the British General Percival was being
ordered about by a Japanese soldier. We had been defeared in
the war and must not speak anything out of the way.

Koga delighted in making us work in the rain. Sometimes,
he would ask us to bring grasshoppers for his fowls. 1 we

20, Loin cloth or underwear, Indian Style.
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failed to ferch the

squired number within the specified time,
he would punish us.

Foolshal caught malaria while on fatigue one day. He had
high temperature, I requested Koga to give the man rest. Bue
Koga was Koga. He made Foolshah stand in the sun with arms
outstretched and kicked him until he fainted.

In February 1945, the Ginso | Srafl” Sergeant] of our
Burhai paid us a visit and was apparently moved by our
condition, His party was only two miles away, and he asked us

to come o him for medicine,. We went there during the

afternoon recess. Our uleers were being dressed weekly, burt as
for malaria, a decoction prepared from some strange leaves
was given to the patients.

My phys

body had become very thin, When I walked a tew vards, 1 fele

cal condition at this stage was extremely bad. My

giddy and close to fainring. My weight then could not have
been more than 100 pounds,

My companions and 1 were now very dejected. Was
Providence planning to kill us slowly? Why did not we die like
the others, from bombardment or disease? Our troubles
would have been over. This was the limit of human endurance
and degradation: hard work with practically no tood or
clothing, no medicine, and torture on the top of it. Of one
thing, we felr certaing things could not go on indefinitely at
this rate. Our deliverance or end was nearing.

In the middle of March, we were relieved and asked to join

the Youchutai (two miles away). Our deliverance had come at

last. We did not mind what ¢lse was in store for us. We had

gotten out from the clutches of these brutes, anvhow. We
thanked God for this mercy.

The new place, although not to be called comfortable,
seemed so when compared to the hell from which we had just
w0

escaped. Sufficient rice was given, and suffi
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jents. The barracks, as was the case cvery c, were
ng. Hardly had we passed fifteen days, when five of us
ere taken to a place called Ditappan, thirty miles away, and
rached to an Indian party of twenty-five men in-charge of
Mieena Gunsou | Staft Serge and his assistant Ishida
utouhei |Private First Class Tshida .

Meena, like Harai, was an extremely considerate and

jable man. He knew how, when, and 1o whom 1o be
nient. He had a fair cducarion, knew a smattering of English,
d had a liking for India. The Battalion HQ officers ro whom

her nasty. And Meena's

were attached for dury were
ds were therefore tied. All the it men were taken o trench
tigue, and the remaining, about ten persons including
elf, were given the work of coconut seraping. Our men
said trench fatigue was hard and the »upu\\sme stafl rude.
The Japanese Non-Commissioned Officer in charge of the ten
us was a nice man. He asked us to scrape as many coconuts
possible till evening and dismissed us puncrually at four, We

Our dat
rice mixed wirth 2-3 ounces of boiled sweer potatoes. Curry

ration now consisted of hardly 2-3 ounces of

as again of the jungle leat variety. boiled, of course, without
salt. We felt as hungry as wolves the whole day. T thoughe
myself extremely lucky to be included in the coconut fatigue.
T could car as much as I liked and satisfy my hunger. There

were days when T even finished four coconuts a day. Some

pcoplc said we might conrract dysentery. We Lmuhgd at the
idea.

The Japanese medical officer who inspected us frequently
now became strict. We were given rest only when we had a
temperarure. The next day, we had t go to work, No quinine
Was given. Instead, a decoction of boiled papaya leaves or
plantain tree pulp was administered. The Japanese said this
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was excellent medicine. Meena was helpless. He was obliged
to carry out orders from above.

Although  this  particular barrack did not leak. the
accommodation allorred ro cach man was less than three
spans, We were in all 50 men. The congestion inside was too
great. Added ro rhe squalor and filthy smell as a result of dirty
clothes and patients who never bathed, smoke was ordered to

be diffused to kil malarial mosquitoes. Dirty, old, and torn

mosquito nets, inwhich lice had made their homes, were given
to us, On one oceasion, the Japanese carried our mosquito net
nspection. The portion immediately facing the Japanese was
repaired, but the opposite side touching the side o the wall
was not. The Japanese could sometimes be fooled casily.
April, May, and June 1945 dragged on wearily, wearing

and tearing our bodics. The raiders were coming and going,

They were preving on transport vehicles and huts. Each night,
after going to bed, we would discuss the prospects of peace.
The war was completing its sixeh year, which was already too
long, The Japanese had no supplics lefe. Their ammunition

was becoming unusable. They, too, looked tired of the whole

business. Our own condition was getting bad. If the war did
not end by 1945, there was definitely no hope of our survival.
It would have been better to have died earlier like the rest, but
having undergone such a long ordeal, it would be most tragic
1o dic now. No, no, we would see peace and betrer days, God
would reward us. He had saved us from a thousand and one

deaths. He would help us now, to. We were filled with fresh
hope and a dogged determinacion to survive. It was a question
of only a few months more. The war must be over by the end
of 1945,

o8




PEACE, RIOTING, AND
THE GOOD AUSTRALIANS

ith these hopes and fears, we were passing our days. At
the end of June, a Sikh NCO brought a cyclostyled
flet dropped by an Australian airerafe. I was meant for the
anakas and conrained a few lines in the Kanaka language,
hich is a corruption of English. It went something like: New
suinca Bov. The Tseve man I finish. Hin and his soldiers I make
low I plenty ship. Fisishing Nippon. You now no helpm

Our joy knew no bounds. Germany had been defeated.
ank God. Japan was now suing for peace, or would do so in
three months’ time ar the latest, The brutes would not be able
to stand the combined might of the Allies. The Australians did
not effect a landing in New Britain for obvious reasons.
$urrcndcr would come from up above. Tr was all happening
for our good. Our patience was being rewarded. Our men felr
encouraged.

During these months, Rup Lal and Lance Naik Mohant
Ram of 22 Barralion were of great help to me. Rup Lal and 1
ate together, and he shared with me whatever he could manage
to get. Mohant Ram stitched our torn clothes and even
washed them-—something no one would have done in the
circumstanc

- Tdid not belong to their unit, nor was of their

place or caste. Yer they, 1
what they could ro make me comfortable.

alising my helpless condition, did

During my illness and anxiery, Rup Lal comtorted me and

0y
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was my constant companion. I can never forger these two
gentdemen as long as T live, and pray to God thar He may
amply reward them.

Thefts of things in general and ration articles in particular
We heard thar

were being severely punished by the Japane
in the Hyderabad unit two men were beheaded for being in
possession of half' a sack of rice cach. In our party, a sepoy
(Mulla, we used to call him) stole a few seers of rice and was
caught. He was given such a severe beating by Meena Gunsou
[ Staft Sergeant Meena] that a weaker man would have died.

Salewas more valuable than gold. For nearly a year, we did

not have it. The man who g
was considered a wealthy man—on an equal status with the

anged to possess a couple of seers

Ruler of a State. Everybody respected him and tried to

befriend the lucky man. With a pinch of salt, even the few
picces of cold sweet poratoes that remained could be caten, or

a piece of raw papaya or coconut. Without salt, the siruation

looked gloomy. I would have parted with anything I possessed
for a few ounces of this precious seuff.
from the

eded in stealing a few se

Our men su
Japanese. Their worry did not stop at this. Their grearest
problem was how and where to hide ir, for spies were alert
warching our movements and would steal it. The owners filled
the salt in boteles and buried them in pitch darkness. In spite
s, one or two bottles were invariably

ol these seerer manoeuv
tound and stolen. When the owner came to know of this, he

would acquaint everybody present with the incident, warning
the thief to replace them on pain of abuses and curses being
showered on him. The thief did nor mind these abuses. Whar
he wanted was salt and he had got it, by fair means or foul. The
owner would then shower a string of abuses on the thief, his
tather, sister, and when he came to the point of abusing the

mother, the drone of a lone bomber—wou-wou-wou—would
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‘be heard. The other comrades would warn him of the
approaching raider and entreat him to stop his abuses, as
otherwise everybody might have to face death
for the sins of one man. And so, the man would be silent and

a punishment

‘begin his prayers. “Oh, Lord, save us from this impending
calamity cte. ere. .7 The
succeeding night all over again. And in this manner, the days

ne would be enacted  the

passed.
The Japanese soldicrs who took work from us were
ssometimes hinting to us about the war situation:
“Indo wakaruka? Ima na Irari Senzo Owari. Mussolini Na
Number 10. Doirsu wa Ima Finish. Hitraru Kothai Toushou.
Mo Sukoshi senzo owari. Mo Sukoshi Senzo Owari Indo
Kang.™

Do you know, Indians? Italy is defeated. Mussolin is a useless
man. Gevmany is now finished. The assistants of Hitler ave no jood.
I a shovt tine, the war will be aver and you will be able to return
to India.

These remarks, although urtered at random, meant much
to us and confirmed our beliet in the contents of the leafle

The Japanese officers, having come to know of rhei

subordinates” indiscretion, gave them a severe warning nor to

talk anything regarding war with Indians! After this an
artificial silence was noticeable.

On 16 August 1945, an unusual panic pervaded the

atmosphere. The Japanese were seen murmuring here and
there, shouting nervously. Our two Japanese supervisors were
also summoned o Battalion HQ. Something unusual had
taken place. Had peace been declared? 1t would be too good to
be true. Then why
fatigue was nor given. The men were asked to return without
assigning any reason. We few were however busy with ol
extraction.

¢ all this confusion? The next day, wench
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One thing, however, was significant. There had been no
bombing since 15 August 1945, On the 18th, a whisper wene
around that peace had been declared, This was casually
announced by a Japanese nursing sepoy. But we could not
Dbelieve it unless we heard officially. On the 19th as usual we
W

summoned for roll call. Meena Ginsou appeared and
with solemnity uttered these words:

“America Englishu Nippon Senzo Owari. Matta Indo
Kaero. India Jothona”

Meaning: Peace Had Been Declared.!

That was the happiest day of my lite. A second birth, a
resurrection from death, I thought. Now I would be returning
to India, the India whose shores T left four and a half vears ago
and to which T never hoped to return. 1 was free again after

three and a half vears of capivity. T thanked God that he gave

y was now he up with a bright
smile. We went about joking, laughing, and singing, whercas
our former captors cut a very sad figure. Our troubles had
ended while theirs had just started, Meena—the good Meena®,

our Japanese supervisor—said he would like to accompany us

to India. He would not mind performing any type of job,
Most of us were in torn and tattered \]U(hgs some with
only a langot, barefoor and barcheaded. with long beards,

thin and emaciated bodies grown dark on account of three and

a half years® hard toil, wrinkled forcheads, and drooping, eyes.
With the majority of us, the hair had turned grey or fallen off

due to increasing worry and care. This spectacle presented a

striking contrast to that in which we first landed in Malay
full of vigour and fine specimens of manhood. Three and a half

21 A more literal translation, | believe, is the following' "America England and
Japan have ended the war. You go back to India. India 15 a great country.”

22 My falher cauldn't recall why, bul it Is worth noting that he named his only
daughter Meena. Was it in horiar of the “good” Meena?
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years of captivity under the Japanese had turned us into
‘complete physical wrecks.

The next day we were supplied with the best of clothing
available with the Japanes
and other medicines. They told us the Emperor had

< shoes, hats, also plenty of quinine

‘commanded that all supplies and comforts be shared equally
by the Japanese, Indians, and the Kanakas. The Japanese told
s that Australians would be arriving soon and that until we
were handed over to them, we would formally be under
Japanese discipline. We didn’t mind that.
Japanese soldiers were now seen busy dumping arms,
transport vehicles moving to and fro with ammunition, We
surmised the Japanese had surrendered unconditionally.

On 22 August 1945 we moved to Tabuna—S8 miles from
- D Lappan. A Japanese Lt (Shukulta Chai) visited us.and told
us the Aussies might take a long time to arrive, and that we
would have to obey the Japanese orders, o fatigue and
economise. We had, however, heard that the Australians had
already arrived in Rabaul and refused to do any type of fatigue.
(Here I must give credit ro the tactful leadership of a Havildar
Kartar Singh.) Our men roamed about in the vicinity
pillaging Japanese gardens.

On 27 August, we were taken to Romali, about thirty
miles from Rabaul, to be “handed over.”

Romali turned into a collection point for all Tndians in the
vicinity, The Japanese left us there and departed—for good.
Our three-and-a-half-year connection had finally ceased.

The Japanese who were in charge of our group HQ were
stationed in Romali. Among others, they included Hiroshima
Thai, Oobayashi Juni  [Warrant  Officer  Oobayashi],
Nakamura Socho [Sergeant Major Nakamura], Kabutha
Chuui [First Lt. Kubora|, ¢t al. As an old revenge, Indians
robbed their belongings and beat them up, The Japane: fled
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in fear of their lives, bur as they had nothing to car, they
returned on the third day. They pleaded with the Indians to
spare them, expressing profound regret for having ill-treated
Indian prisoners. They were again beaten, but before they left,
they were given food and assured that in furare no harm would
be done to them. The Japanese, having no clothes, bedding, or

food, visited us again and again. Indians were by now moved
to pity, and treated their former enemies with hospirality.
We were now quite comfortable. Our men went about
ransacking Japanese dumps and bringing food stuffs such as
fish, mear, sugar, and clothing. We gave them to the Kanakas
in exchange for green vegetables
Old feuds ook the form of communal roting in the camp.
Mohammedans were the aggressors. Under the cover of

darkness, they bear their Hindu or Sikh victims and called it

“settling accounts.” Mr. Ganapathi, a nursing Sepoy, was
beaten, the charge against him being that he had carried tales
to the Japanese about Indians.

The Dutch Malay soldiers had brought in a pig and killed

it. Some Mohammedans batrered a Malay o such an extent

that he had o be carried to the hospiral. The Malays expressed
protound regret, saving they never knew it would offend

Mohammedan religious sentiments and felt sorry thar one of

their comrades had been beaten merciles

warning.

On another occasion a
Mohammedans who disappeared after beating him in the

kh Havaldar was sct upon by two

dark. This enraged the other Sikhs who were present on the
spot. They abused the Mohammedans and challenged them to
a straight fight. The former, although excclling in number,
were unwilling to face the enraged Sikh Lions.

Indiscipline broke out. The senior, being only a Subedar
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of a Labour Corps, was not ractful enough to handle the
situation.

In the middle of September 1945 a Prisoner of War
Recovery Team had arvived from India. Major S.G. Rose was
the Commandant. All RAPWT [Repatriated Allied Prisoners
of War (Indian)| were ordered to concentrare at Karnakia by
the seaside (about thirty to forry miles from Romali) to await

repatriation. We left for Karavia on 29 September 1945,
There, too, no accommaodation had been built; and so, “Build
your own home as you go™ proved too true till the end.
Mohammedans were accommodated in-one camp, and
Hindus, Sikhs and others in another. Tt transpired that the
Australians were quite willing 1o give as much comfort and

rest to Indians as possible. Bur owing to the shormsighredness,
I may even say meanness or racial prejudice of Major Rose, the
offer of Japanese labour was turned down. Indians were

ordered to build their own huts, without being provided any

material. The Major feared “incidents™ between Indians and

The Chinese ook advantage of this, and, with

the Japane
the help of the Japanese, had their huts constructed.

The Australians were prepared to gift £5 (Rupees 55/-) o
every Indian immediately. This offer was also refused by
Major Rosc.

As a
deprived of most of the concessions and amenities offered by
the Australian staff.

The Australians were ansious 1o do as much for the

sult of this anti-Indian policy, our men were

Indians as possible. They gave us more than what we could eat,

¢ gave their own

ungrudgingly, and better things than th
soldiers—clothes, drinks, ctc., cre. Australian soldiers would
mingle freely and dine with us, disregarding all codes of
eriquette. They hated the Americans and the British.

We love the Australians, They are simple.






WAR CRIMES AND
THE RETURN HOME

Ar the end of Seprember 1945, we were permitred to cable
our next-of-kin in India. Airmail letters were also
allowed.
On 1 October 1945, 1 was taken on the staff of the War
Crimes Investigation Committee. Capt. McLillian and Capr.
(India)  Force. Capt. Munro, st
and 1, comprised the staff, We were

Foster of  Auxiliar
Hyderabad Infant
asked to investigare charges against the Japanese under the
oll
cetera and submit the proceedings to 11th Division HQ. This

tevidenc

et

War Crimes Act, hold courts of Enquiric:

work kept me busy the whole day.

About one  hundred and  sixty proceedings  were
submitted, the most notable among them being a case of
cannibalism. T give a precis. In April 1945, two men of the
13th Pioncer Company (Budhu Misery,  Giana Mistry)
complained 1o the Japanese. of illness, whereupon the men
were given an injection. A couple of hours later, they died and
were ordered o be buried. In the evening, a party of Indians
was ordered to dig out the bodies. The Japanese cut out the
arms and thigh muscles of the corpses, took out the livers, and
placing these in tour trays, carried them to their kitchen. The
Indian batman was ordered o cook the flesh, which he
refused, saving he would not cook human flesh, The Japanese
thr.
fl

down to a sumpruons meal.

shed the Indian for disobedience of orders and cooked the

sh themselves, after which, the officers, NCOs, and men sar
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A few days later, a Japanese was heard rems king to the

senior VCO of the 13 Plroon, that approval had been
received from Tokyo for the killing and caring of Induans in
New Britain. Bur the local HQ were not enforcing this, which

in fi

:t had caused dissarisfaction among the Japanese ranks,

Another peculiar case which came to our notice was that of
a Gurkha Viceroys Commissioned Officer and an Other
Rank. They were observed looking at a leafler dropped by the
Australian planes and were taken away by the Japanese Kempe
Thai (Military Intelligence Police) on information given by a
New Guinea Boy. The next day, they were seen hanging from
atree.

There were several other cases of beheading, shooting,
and gross brutalities committed on prisoners. American and
Australian airmen, on landing after being shot down, were
immediately put to death.

The prisoners in New Guinea had fared a worse fate, Out

of a rotal of three thousand men, only two hundred had

survived. Most of them died of starvation, fatigue, and discase.
Some had been caten by the Japanese. In New Britain, out of
atotal of eleven thousand men, five thotisand three hundred
were alive, including nearly one thousand hospital cases.
The first batch of one thousand men left New Britain on
20 October 1945 by the aircraft carrier HMS “Formidable™
The second batch left by HMS “Highland Chicftain™ ar the

end of October, also Hospital Ship “Dorsetshire,” which

rried five hundred patients.

23, Japanese cannibalism duritig World War 1l is also mentioned in The Rape
of Nanking by Iris Chang
Among other referenices o cannibialism is an e-mall from Roger Mansell,
a reviewer of milllary books, to' Brooklyn poet and publisher Harry Smith,
saying that cannibalism was practiced upon American Gls during the bat-
fle for the liberation of Luzon, Salpan and Okihawa. He says, 'If was not
about starving. but a way 10 tolally demean the enemy. 1o wit, the Ameri-
cans.
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The third batch to leave on 14 November 1945 was ours—
nearly a thousand men, on M.U. “Highland Brigade.” Taking
into consideration the situation then prevailing, arrangements
on the ship were comfortable and satisfactory. The O.C.
Troops, Lt. Col. Gregory, was very obliging, as was all the
staff. 1 was acc
reserved for Viceroys Commissioned Offic

immodated ina second class dormitory

Our accommodation, although congested compared 1o
‘that when we left India, was sufficient, and the food was
satisfactory. Cinema shows and entertainment by ENSA were
regularly given. The other ranks also seemed to be satisfied.

On 19 November 1945, we passed by Morator, which
presented a beautiful sight. On the 21st we halted for owo
hours at Kuching, Sarawak (British Bornco), and from our

own ship’s caj

ain obrained  directions regarding further
movement.

1 passed most of my time reading books and playing
bridge with some army doctors. The voyage did me good. The
rest, food, change of environment, and cheerful company
improved my health. T was beginning to forger my previous
life.

On the morning of 25 November 1945, the steamer
touched Singapore harbour, 1COs and VCOs could go our
into the city and return by midnight,

Three to four doctors and 1 left the ship after lunch and
roamed about. Singapore was not even a tenth of what we had
seen before.

Big shops had disappeared. There was no more of the
gaiety and carefiee life which had characterised Singapore.
The small shops stocked a few things, “Capstans™ cigaretres
were sold at $ 4/- (Rupees 6/+) a packer, a cup of rea for 30
cents. Hotels were almost empty. We could not get a meal
anywhere.
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In the evening, we visited New World. My eves could not

believe it was the same place. New World, which was the
centre of attraction for people wishing to spend carefree
evenings, was not entirely deserted. Those scenes of Chinese
pageantry, plays, dance halls, and gambling, were now no
more; but as if by habit, people flocked there still; and withoue
remaining long, went away,

The Japanese in their greed had devastated every place

which came into their possession, leaving poverty and misery
as a legacy

At Singapore, some RAF details and members of the
ENSA joined us. We passed by Colombo on 2 December
1945 at noon and were disappointed to hear that the steamer
would not make a hale there. Our vovage had already been
long, and the ship's authoritics decided we must reach

Bombay as carly as possible. So, speeding up, we reached
Bombay on the morning of 4 December 1945,

We were having a glimpse of India after five years. Our
teamer berthed ar No.2

happiness knew no bounds. The
Dock. Repres
ieutenant. Colonel came aboard the ship and read out

ntatives of the Indian army, two Brigadiers and

a L
messages of appreciation and welcome  from the King
Emperor, the Viceroy and the Commander-in-Chief.

At 11 am, we were entertained with refreshments by the
Bombay Red Cross Committee. Sweets, cigarettes, and tea
were served and a bag containing Red Cross gifts was
h of us.

We found Bombay and India in a much better condition

presented to ¢

than we feared we would.

In the evening, a “military special™ train carried us to the

Kalyan Rest Camp. This camp accommodated over 2,00,000
troops.  Accommodation  and  food arrangements  were

satisfactory, We were told we would be dispatched to our
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respecrive depots as and when rail accommodation became
available.

Days passed. Other units were being dispatched, but there
was no news of when our turn would come. The camp
authorities said they could not help i, as it all depended on

priority arrangements. We were getting restless as we wanted

to reach our homes

s quickly as possible.

On 21 December 1945, at noon, we left for Ferozepore by
a special train. The journey proved tedious as we got nothing
On the night of 24 December 1945,
Eve, at 10 ey, we arnived in Ferozepore,

to cat on the way
Christma







KILLING TO EAT
by Richard Crasta

Claudius: Where's Polonius?
Hamlet: At supper, my Lorl. Not where he eats, but where
he is caten.

Hamler, William Shakespeare

l ke my father, 1 grew up imbibing the "Christian” precepts
(rarely

ively "Christian” Republicans towards President Clinton):

specially by ag-

¢ practiced in the West these days,

¢

Forgrive those that trespass against s, Love thine enemy. Tuin thy
other cheek. So why have 1 chosen for my father's war memoir a
title reflecting a terrible moment in Japanese history rather than

the peace-loving people who now inhabit the country of Japan?
Isn't Japan, the only country to have two atomic bombs tested
on its people, a much-beaten nation deserving of delicate han-
dling?

“This thought has weighed on me for some time. along with

ionate

the thought that 1
fan of Japanese food, and that this love, not excluding brief flir-

ave for the last few vears been a pas

rations with tac kwon do and ka

ate and a youthful appe:

ance
in Gilberr and Sullivan's The Mikado, has been a vehicle for my
love of Japan, which [ visited bricfly some vears back.

Also, just before this book went to press, when the past and
the present had begun to loosen their grip on my father—ir be-
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ing a struggle for him o name the country thae had dropped the
atomic bomb, or the island where he had been held captive—he
had vielded up a touching story:

ized the heart of Na-

When the second atomic bomb vapor
gasaki, and the order came from the Japanese High Command
to my father's caprors to lay dowin arms and free their prisoners,
my father's Indian colleagues, being suddenly on the victorious
side, wished 1o exace revenge upon their former caprors and tor-
mentors. And my father tried to stop them with the words, “Now
that we have the power, we should treat them well.” It was not
just his charitable spirit triumphing over the hatred in his heart,

ct for the rule of the law. How evil his former

but his resp
caprors, he believed, they deserved justice under the process of
the law.

This spiriv of magnanimity being of a picee with the
memoir itself, it was only after much reflection and debare
thar T decided to stick to my original inspiration for the title,
Eaten By the Japanese.

Thar original inspiration had resulted from a son's anguish

at veading of his father's rraumatic experiences. Tt was strength-
ened by my sorrow at Japan's continuing, refusal to apologize or
make reparations for its use of “comfort women.” the rape of
Nanking, and other war crimes (Iris Chang, author of The Rape
of Nanleingg, whose book 1 had the ghastly misfortune to look
through during this period, was quoted in a newspaper as saying

that this refusal of the Japanese constitutes the second rape of
Nanking). And it was rounded oft by the thoughe that even if my
father in his most charitable moments wished to put his past
behind him, was it necessary or right that his nightmare be hid-
den from history? That was unthinkable, because the story was
now at least somewhat bigger than my father, having begun to
behalf, And

his son's belief thar justice is sometimes achieved by assertiveness

ice-on his fathe

cncompass his son's quest for jus

84
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and passion-the squeaky wheel syndrome, which applies 1o the

titles of book:

as much as to their contents—rather than by bash-

fulness and disengagement, and that the writing of history, cven
personal histony (for all history is ultimately personal), is a sa-
cred act that must not make compromises with the truth.

My father was traumatized, humiliated, starved, and deprived
cars, cut off from contact

of his freedom for three and a hall” y

with his family and mother, not knowing it she was alive, with

she in turn not knowing it he was, He never forgot that during
his absence, she refused to attend any form ol merriment, any
wedding or celebration, mourning him as it he were her third
son to be chimed by Death. While he was a prisoner of the Japa-
nese, his colleagues in India were quickly promoted to fill the
newly ereated vacancies, and he never caughe up, While Britain
and Japan rose from the ashes of 1945 to become two of the

richest nations on carth, my father lived the nexe five decades of

his life struggling to feed and educate his family.
But there was also another current and continuing injustice,

which resonated with the darker passages in my father's memoir.
1 remembered a poignant remark by my fellow-Indian writer,
Pico Ty

Japanese woman and living in Japan was a difficult fare for him,

He had said, in an interview, thar being married to a

because in Japan today, "Indians are the lowest of the low." In
other words, to the Japanese (and no doubt this is an impertect
generalization ), many of whom revere the Buddha that India gave
to the world, we Indians are so low-down in the food chain, so

picayune that it does not appear to matter, to them or to the

world, that thousands of us were caten, tortured, killed, and cn-

slaved during World War 11, Tt simply is not a part of their con-
sciousness, and while they greatly respeet Americans roday, bend-

ing over backwards-but mostly forwards-to imitate their culture

and impress them, they are often dismissive of India. In fact,

about a year ago, Japan felt morally superior enough to be one
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of the first countries 1o cut off economic aid to India atter qrg

May 1998 nuclear explosions.

"Most of all, T think it is important that this book should pe

read, especially by the Japanese,” said my American friends Dave
O ateract atten-
ton, and contributing a Jewish perspective: that of remembrance

and Faye Cohen, arguing for the title's pow

and the power of speaking out. "The Japanese who think them-
selves so superior should be able to face the fact that they de-
scended o such savagery.”

And though all of us have within us a dark side, and in a
profound sense are also the Other, it is also important, in the
illusory everyday world that we call Reality, that we remember,
of the weak and the

le is imporranc that we append the storic

voiceless to the histories written by the mighty and the once-
mighty, and that cach us of register our horror, our individual
foomotes, to the often-sanitized Official Story. Any lingering
doubts about the ritle disappeared after T met Roger Mansell, a
writer who had been ¢ examining, the Japanese record in World
War 1L Mansell was horrified by the lack of remorse in a recent,
much-publicized Japanese compendium of World War 11 recol-
lections. He explained thar American G.Ls had been cannibal-

ized simply as an aet of demoralization; these acts had nothing
to do wirh the nurritional needs of the Japanese. So T decided to
retain the title for this second, public edition, even allowing in a
moment of optimism that the book might receive artention in

Japan and persuade the Japanese to confront and admit to their

widely observed racism and stare a national campaign to tackle
it, making it less possible for a future Pico Tver to say, "In Japan,
an Indian is the lowest of the low.”

Besides, why should it be so hard for the Japanese to issuc
an apology to all the Indians who were so abused and manipu-
lated, and to their children and descendants? Or ar least to the

Chinese and the Koreans, and not just the powerful British? Will
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not that hasten the process of healing and forgiveness? And, 1
dare hope, perhaps the descendanes of the Mistry brothers, and
the descendants of the other Less-Important-Country Eaten,
could be acknowledged with a tiny memorial at Tokyo or at Hi-

voshima: To the mentory of those wha weve Eaten By the Japanese ...t
It wa
dreamed. For only the rruth will set us, and the souls of our

a consummarion devoutly to be wished. Or at least to be

deceased and digested brothers and sisters, and of the Japanese

themselves and of their ancestors, free.







FATHERS AND SONS
A TALE OF LITERATURE, REINVENTION AND REDEMPTION

by Riclard Crasta

In late 1997, nearly fifty-two vears after he had written his
memoir of being a POW of the Japanese during World War

"
don't know, I think it is lost," he stammered weakly when I asked

11, my father had nearly forgotten the manuseripr's existence.

him where it was. His wrinkled and sunbaked skin draped itselt
loosely around his frail bones, which he dragged about uncer-
tainly in the small, dark rooms of the tiled mud structure he called
home. In the previous three or four years, cach time [ visited him
on my annual trips to India. T feared thar ic mighe be the last time

T would see him. Now, he was sleeping at odd times in the dav,

rarcly

caving home except to tip his hat to the Big One during
the obligatory Sunday Mass. He walked slowly and hesitantly,
first one short step, then another. He was not the defiantly active
man | had known, the man with a contempt for death.

I had already lefr the iey winds of New York for the endless
December sun of Southwestern India, séeretly planming to sur-
pris
the first edition of his memoir and my humble wish that, just as

my father with an unusual fiftieth wedding anniversary gift:

his body had cheated death countless times in the cighty-seven
years past, his spirit and his book would triumph over it for many
more decades.
What made me do this, considering 1 had still not read most
of the manuseript—of which 1 had surreptitiously and protectively
it

made a Xerox copy during the previous vi
To answer this truthfully, T must take vou back to my child-

=
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hood, or perhaps to that universal state called childhood. I began
b
mnocence. But when [ reached thae awkward age when T was

being proud of my father, as all children are in their age of

exposed to the materialistic judgements of the world, I was em-
sed thar my father rode a bicyele rather than drove an old

ily into his

barras
Austin like my uncle, that his shirt was tucked une

pants, that one leg of his rouser was cutfed higher than the other,
that he looked like someone an upper class Mangalorean could

dismiss and boss around. We had not learned to love our father

simply for what he was-our father. As the products of a damaged
cducational system in which damaged human beings creared more
damaged human beings, we played immature "My Daddy can
whip vour Daddy" games. And sometimes, to overcome our per-
ceived disadvantage, T and my brother would reinvent our father,
telling friends that he was an Army "Major" rather than the
ally
significant promotion four levels above his real rank.

is. For most of his adult life, my

Subedar Major he re was—in other words, by giving him a

He would have no part of th
father's main mode of transportation was a one-gear bicycle so
oy

basic and close to the original invention that its only acc

was a bell. He was our man on a bicyele. He rode a bicvele in the

sun and in the rain, in the day and ar night, a "market bag" con-
raining fish or vegetables usually suspended from its handlebar.
Nothing could persuade him to abandon this humble vehicle,
much scorned by Indians obsessed with middle class respectabil-
ibsility that
he might puncrure the ballooning cgo of his son, the Indian Ad-
financial

ity, for a loftier mode of transportation: not the pos

ministrative Service officer, not an improvement in his
position late in life, and not even his children's offer t pay for
his autorickshaw fare or to buy him a scooter (a car was beyond
tives. He rode his bicycle till
vears old, whercupon a four-month trip to the

our means) on being taunted by
Iy-5IX°Y
United States of America understandably disoriented him and

he was

9o
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rendered hin incapable of resuming his bicyeling career.

I mention these details simply to underscore the simpliciry
of the man, the humble position he occupied for most of his life,
and the fact that life was not too casy on hiny except, thankfully,
in granting him life and allowing him 1o cling on o it for almaost

as long as imaginable for a resident of a country where life doesn't

count for much: given that its possession of the world's second
largest population-or one-sisth of humankind-does not even
entitle it to a permanent voice in the United Nations Sceurity
Council. The b

rusty, creaky, vet indestructible symbol of his contempr for the

le, at firs

AN CCONOMIC NCCCSSILY, Grew into a

shallow status consciousness of Mangalorcan society, where
upperclass persons living just next door to the church would drive
to it rather than risk the shame of being spotred walking like the
not-blue-blooded middle class—who in turn would walk long dis-
tances rather than endure the shame of being spotted on bicy-
cles, the convevance of the decidedly lower middle or janata class
or the lower castes.

Mangalorean upperclass society returned his contempt with

compound interest. The callous Plymouths, Fiats, and Ambassa-
dors of the rich drove dangerously close to him, often making
him scamper off the road onto a stone-littered sidewalk to save
himself. Tt it is true, as the nuns and priests assured me when [

or certam individu-

was a child, that God shows his special love
als by sending them gift parcels of suffering, then God loved my
father a little more than He should have. Forunarely, it was not

just God, but Life, too, which must have had a soft

father, for he survived it all, and saw many of his social, financial,

and military superiors to their graves.
And, while some trace of that childhood desire to reinvent
my father, that embarrassment about my father, the man on the

bicycle, perhaps survives in me, T remember, on the day of the

book's presentation, that it was superseded by humiliry, as well as
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the pride of being the son of an author, a gentleman, and a survi-
vor-a man who, it there were to be an award for survivorship,
would deserve one,

Consider the odds my father had overcome. What were the
chances of an Indian born in 1910, when the Indian life expeet-
ancy was about 37, reaching the age of 882 About one in a thou-
sand. In addition to which he narrowly escaped the 1935 carth-
quake that nearly wiped our Quetta in today's Pakistan, having
lefi the ciry the previous night onan Army transfer order. Finally,

he survived innumerable bombings and three and a half years as

a Japanese prisoner of war.

After returning from the war in December 1945, gricvously

weakened and il my father was granted six months of sick leave,
which he spent recuperating slowly in Kinnigoli, where he was

gradually nursed back to health by his

simple mother.

“He looked really sad and terrified,” my uncle Louis remem-
bers. "He was worried. in a bad mood. He would sleep a lot, and

Unele Lows didn't understand the reason:

nor talk to anyone.
PTSD or posttraumatic stress disorder hadn't yer become fash-
jomable, and my father was reliving his wartime nightmares by
writing about them; or perhaps he was simply exorcizing his
ghosts by consigning them to paper.

He returned to his lite under proud, demanding, and feudal
Army officers in an independent India that had no soft spot for
veterans of their former Masters' Army or its wars. He kepr his

memory of hell on earth bottled up for years and years, never
revealing to us more than a few stray snippets about his wartime
deprivations. And we, young and full of life, our heads full of the

Beatles and of girls, didn't really listen, didn't really care.

Thirty-cight vears after he penciled his war memoir on the

o Foorwear Co., Kinnigoli, his

cllowing stationery of the May
bmrhux foorwear store in Kinnigoli, my first novel was pub-
lished in India, and dupm- its prohibitive price for my pension-
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carning father, he went unprompted 0 a bookstore and bought
it with his own money. and read it within two days.

“T'his brought me closer to him, as did his age, and his grow-
till

ing weakness, which made me feel protective towards him.
another was my experience of paternal love for my own children,
and an understanding of what a special thing fatherhood is. 1
have three sons; the sons are the fathers of the man.

Also, as T began to batele with my own too obyious human
limitations, my eyves were opened to his own special qualities-his
stoicism, his simplicity, his hard work, his sense of humor, his
disdain for superticial appearances and other people's opinions,
his need o do the right thing, his insistence on wor ing more

than thirty vears afier his official retirement, tortering precart

1 saw

ously to his office right untl the time he was nearly 87.
now that the man on the bicyele was having the last laugh at

status-conscious Mangalore. His bicyele had kept him healthy, at

least until the time that bicyeling i increasingly polluted
Mangalore became more hazardous than beneficial to one's health.

Belatedly, 1 tried to honor him in various ways, such as dedi-
cating my books to him. Dissatistied, untulfilled, 1 offered in
1996 to publish his memoir. He declined. Tr was simply his mod-
esty and his ditfidence as to whether the story would interest
anyone at all. He was also concerned that he might cause of-
fences perhaps the story should not be resurrected from its paper
gravevard?

I was disappointed, aware of my still-unpaid debr of love
and honor. For T hadn't really submitted to him with uncondi-
tonal and clearly expressed love untl his memory and mental
alertness, which hadn't deserted him undil the age of 85, began
to decline. Two years larer, 1 realized T would have to take the
initiarive. 1 decided ro "make” him an author (to the exent that
we can "make” anyone what they are not), even if it meant going

against his recently expressed intention. 1 decided, inother words,
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to reinvent my father-and on the grand battlefield of life 1o help
him outrank his fellow Subedar Majors and perhaps some sig-
nificantly higher brass.

I had 2 seerer, personal reason tor doing so. Once, in my
teenage years, when Ihad already sold my first few articles to a
newspaper and begun to think of myself as a writer, 1 had come
across the manuscript, judged its simple and straighttorward style

s falling below “literary” standards, and attempted to destroy it

Miraculously, it had survived, but the memory of my arrogance
had remained within me like a guilty seeret, making me even
guilrier when a few vears back I heard that the unremarkable and
nearly unreadable memoirs of a Kansas grandmother had fetched
a million-dollar advance from an American publisher

[ secretly started the publication process in carly December
1997, ractfully extracting his conditional assent: "If we found
the manuscript. perhaps it would be okay to publish ir." Not the
fullest permission, I grant you, bur when 1 regarded his entire
life in context, and distilled from it irs meaning and his true in-
tention, I fele that he really wanted the memoir to be published.
Because one writes to be read, even if one sometimes denies it to
oneself,

Besides, he made me. Whatever Tam, T would not be today
but for his escape from being caten by the Japanese or otherwise
killed in the war, and for his marriage to my mother, Christine.
S0 Lawe my very existence to the story detailed in this book. It
is therefore my story as much as his.

Furthermon
been lost to history, lost in the bellies of Mangalorean maggors.

s but for my risky decision, this story might have

As a writer, | believe so strongly thar something is preferable to
nothing, and that in conjunction with our art, our stories are our
planet’s most precious-and once written down, immortal-herit-
age, that I decided to rake the risk of assuming his full permis-
sion, He would then have the oprion of blaming me if the book

V4




FATHERS ANDSONS

didn't get a good reception, and of accepring the credit ifit turned
out fine.

History is most often written by the victors, but it I could
help it, 1 would let my father's voice be part of its truth. For |
now believed that history should never be whirewashed; or clse,
if as some say we are condemned to repeat it anyway, how much
the worse it would be to repear it withour even knowing, that we
were doing so. Only after the historical truth has been recorded,

in this view, is forgiveness or realistic acceptance a souk-cleansing

possibility tor all concerned; for how can we forgive an act whose
existence we are unaware of?

So [ plunged into the seeret production of Eaten By The Japa-
nes before my parents’ fiftieth anniversary celebrarion,
I caughe the airplane from sunny and cool Bangalore to steamy

The day

Mangalore, and presented myself a few hours later ar the par

like home of my friend, Dr. Kumar Arunachalam, a Mangalore
author, polymath, and nature lover. Presenting him with the
first edition just hot off the press, T requested him o read it the
same day. 1f he liked the book, would he speak briefly ar the

celebr:

tion mentioning his appreciation of the book? And it he
didie like it, would he kindly keep his opinions to himself and

decline the offer to speak=in deference to my father's age and his
understandable state of shock when he discovered that he had
become an author?

Dr. Arunachalam not only turned up the nest day at the
church hall, he spoke with such emotion that he couldn’t be
stopped even by noisy and fidgery children. He ended his long
onate speech by calling my parents his own parents (even

and p.
though he had never met them before that day), and by touching

their feet hefore one hundred and twenty people in a surprising
and dramatic gesture of respect and reverence. Dr. Arunachalam,
who as a renowned local speaker and Vice-Principal and Dean of
the local medical college wields considerable clout, explained later
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that the gesture had been spontancous, and that a spontancous
gesture of touching someone's feer— contrasted with the ritualis.

tic gesture, made at a wedding towards your parents or older

relatives—is an expression of total submission and a declaration
of insignificance before the greatess of the person whose feer
were being touched.

The man on the bicyele had come a long way. Tears misted
my eves.

The event ended in smiles. Unril the final moment, I had
"How
ion? T disown the book!"

feared an explosion from my father and even a public scene,

dare you do this without my permis

Instead, he looked around mystified for a few minutes, and then
smiled. Fifteen minutes later, 1 observed him autographing books

as if he had been doing it all his life.

Tt was one of the happiest and proudest moments of my life.
But I considered that moment 1o be a pure gitt, a bonus 1
didn't necessarily deserve. Because by then, T had accepred him
completely, as well as the lesson he had taught me: that to have
suffered, and to have had arough life, and to have smiled through

it and survived it, is to have been a hero.
ook %

Despite the book's launch before a large Mangalorean audi-
ence, and passionarely commendatory reviews in local papers by
Dr. Kumar Arunachalam and by local literary personality Louella
Lobo Prabhu, the hurriedly produced book had been marred by
printer's devils, inhibiting its national launch. 1 decided to bring
the book out properly before a national and perhaps even inter-
national audience, relling myself that my literary carcer could

not proceed unless 1 first did justice to my father.
Bur there was another, non-literary duty to be performed
before T could feel some degree of liberation from thar lingering,
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fecling of incompleteness in my relationship with my father, Dr.

Arunachalam'’s gesture of touching my father's feet, repeated later
by another Mangalorean T greatly respect, Konkani musician,
composer, and impresario Eric Ozario, had haunted me. Because,
having been an individualistic Christian too cut off from my cul-
¢ Hinduised Christian village roots, T had
in Am , I feared thar 1

tare and even from o

s feet. Bac

never touched my fatly
would never forgive mysell’il' T ever were to hear thar my father
had passed away from this world withour my ever having touched
his feet, while others-no doubt my brothers, kindred souls, and
cosmic, Brahmanic extensions of myself-had done so.

In October 1998, ten months later, T arrived in a monsoon-
lashed Mangalore and raced home breathlessly from the airport,
heading directly for my father's bedroom. He didn't come out to
greer me, because he was w caker than before, slowly losing his
once-solid grip on the world. I walked right in and hugged his
frail frame, paused a moment, and then bent my once-proud body

and touched his feet.






NOTES

The Indian National Army: I consulted with Brigadier Ferris and
Colonel Cyrus Dalal (both retived Army officers from Bangalore) for
information regarding military terms and about the Indian National

Army, After the war, the British regime tried three of the Indian
National Army tighters for weason on the charge of "waging war
against the King”, but the trial was controversial, given understand-
able Indian nationalist support for those who had risked their lives
for India's treedom, and the men were fimally acquitred. Once India
attained independence, Prime Minister Nehru tried to get the Indian
Army to absorb the former Indian National Army volunteers, Gen-
eral Cartappa, the Army's Commander-in-Chicl, is supposed to have
told him (in the Brigadier's words): "Can't do ie. Te will be the end of
|

1o the Brivish considered the INA men as violators of their supreme

the army in India." The reason? The soldiers who had remained loy

oath of loyalty to their officers, and therefore as rurncoats or JIES

(Japanese Tnspired Fifth Columnists). The induction of the latter into
the regular army might lower the morale of the others. Nehru ac-
cepted Cartappa's recommendation, and the former INA soldiers were
discharged.

The information about the torture of Indians by INA men was
contirmed by Colonel Dalal, who said his uncle had himself been a
victim (the uncle declined to comment, expliining that he was busy
said that the Japanese them-
fighter:

writing his own book). Brigadier Ferris

sel

hada poor opinion of the IN/ especially after a group

of them surrendered to the British without a fight, giving up a cache

of precious arms and ammunition, “Following thar, the INA recruits
were supplied with brooms by the Japanese, who claimed the Indi-

ans were only fir to be sweepers.” This observation, though possibly
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controversial and representing Tapanese racial prejudice, needs to be
mentoned if for no reason but a writer's duty to truthfully report
what he heard. Unlike my father, Lam not an army man drilled in the

importance of loyalty,

and Tean sympathize with Indian nationalistic
sentiment which decided, in ignorance of Japanese savagery during
the war, that your enemy's cnemy was vour ally:

Brigadier Ferris was one of the first Indians to be commissioned
into the British Indi:

1 Army, inwhich, before thar time, British com-
"By and large
ish, his colleagues. How-

missioned officers had commanded “native” soldic
id of'the Bri
ever, they did have some prejudices, he admirted. "Indiany can't fly
multi-engined aircratts.” the British said. Less than forty years larer,
these Indians or their descendants had managed a sizeable air foree

they were fair and square,” he s:

in three wars and had exploded an aromic device,

Editorial remarks have been made

Editorial Notes and Chang
in square brackets [like this|, in footnotes, and in these notes. Any
remarks within parentheses (like this) are the author's own. An at-
tempt was made o be faithful to the obviously unedited original,

and not to substitute the gentineness of the author's voice and idiom

with politically correct or Queens’ English, except in a few places
where “Japs™ has been changed o *Japanese™ (this has been done to
soften the tone most of the time, but has oceasionally not been done
so that the historical authenticity of the record is not crased), or
where an exact reproduction of the original manuscript might have
been contusing or incomprehensible to the reader. The chaprer divi-
sions and chaprer headings are those of the editor, and were devised

to make the narrative more ace

sible and digestible; the original

was an unbroken memoir.
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CHRONOLOGY OF IMPORTANT HISTORICAL
EVENTS RELATING TO THIS BOOK

1926
1931

1937

1938

1939

1940

1941

Hirohito becomes Emperor.

Sept. 18 : “The Mukden Incident™—Bomb explosion
under Japanese-owned express train in Manchuria.
An excuse created by Japanese secret agent for Japa
nese troops to occupy Manchuria.

July :*The China Incident™—a skirmish berween Japa-
nese and Chinese troops at the Marco Polo Bridge,
near Peking, sparks offa full scale invasion of China.

August : Japanese bombers make the first trans-oce-
anic raids in-history—from Taiwan and Kyushu to
Nanking and Shanghai.

December: The Nanking Massacre (Rape of Nanking).
December : Japan proclaims a “New Order in East
Asia”

Sept. 1: Poland invaded by “Blitzkr
Sept. 3 : England and France declare \\m on Germany,
May-Sept. : Chungking—remporary capital of China—
bombed day and night by Japanesc.

June 4 : Dunkirk falls atter 338,000 evacuated.
June 22 : Fall of Franee

Sept. : Japanese troops occupy northern Indo-China
Japan signs Tripartite Pact with Germany and Iraly,
May 9
Malaya.

Judy 25 : Japan announces Indoching protectorate.

apan-hailand treary threatens Burma and

Judy 28 : Japan begins military occupation of bases to
prepare for invasions of Malaya.

Dec. 6 2 President Roosevelr addresses a personal ap-
peal for peace to Emperor Hirohito,

Dee. 7 Japan raids Pearl Harbor, invades Sian, Hong
Kong, Burma, Norch Borneo, the Philippines and Pa-
cific Islands. Tnvasion of Malaya begins 25 minutes
betore first wave of Japanese bombers attack Pearl
Harbor. Britain and United Srares declare war on Ja-

pan.
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1942

1944

1945

PATEN BY TR0 TAPANEST

Jan. 1 : Japancse troops enter Manila.

Jan. 11 : Japan invades Dutch Borneo, Timor, Celebes.
Feb 15 : Fall of Singapore.

Map: 10 : Fall of Rangoon.

Burma Road closed—

ar of losing India.

April : Bataan Death March,

Japanese believed in bushido warrior code—to sur-
render is to be a traitor, a eriminal act. Japan had not
ratificd 1929 Geneva agreement on treatment of POWs
Apr 27 Japanese planes artack Ceylon, but find no
British ships

May 6 : Surrender of Philippines.

June ; RBartle of Midway—Japanese Carrier Force de-
feated oft Midway Island and the invasion abandoned.
April : U.S. forces land on Okinawa.

July ; Tssuc of Postdam Declaration to Japan,
August : Atomic hombs dropped on Hiroshima and
Nagasaki. Russia declares war on Japan and invades
Manchuria,

Japan surrenders.
Sept. : Surrender ceremony aboard USS Missouri in
Tokyo B
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