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MEMORIES FROM WWII

The Supply Room Raid

From Zach Ebaugh

In 1945 after the war in Burma was winding down, I
was sent over the Burma Road to Kunming. China and
was made the leader of an OSS Team Code name COW
whose mission was to train a group of Anamese (mix-
ture of Chinese and French) for a long range penetra-
tion of French Indo China. After training we were to
parachute into Indo China north of Hanoi and were to
do everything we could to hinder the Japanese with-
drawal from Thailand and Indo China.

Our HQ in Kunming consisted of a walled in com-
pound of about ten acres. Within the wall were the HQ
buildings, the motor pool and tents where the men
slept and ate. Also, within, there was a smaller walled-
in place which included the supply building. On the
ground outside of the supply building were wooden
pallets of supplies covered by canvas. These supplies
were waiting to be parachuted to the teams in the field.
Each had a flag with the code name for the unit for
which the items were to be packed and parachuted.

When we drew our supplies the person in charge
would only give us one magazine for each of our 12
Bren guns. I tried to reason with him saying that it was
extremely difficult to load magazines while the Japs
were shooting at you. He would not yield.

That night we planned a raid on our own supply
room. There were two Chinese guards, one at the gate
where you entered the compound, the other was a rov-
ing guard who walked around inside the compound.
BOB RODENBERG was a Ist Lieutenant and my 2nd in
command. He engaged the guard at the entrance gate
in conversation pretending he was trying to learn
Chinese. The rest of us, MIKE MELEHES, ARTHUR
SKIATHITIS, NORMAN FRANKLIN, WALLACE WOOD
and I climbed over the wall. I had a sock filled with
sand, and after stalking the roving guard. I hit him over
the head with my sock. We tied him with adhesive tape
and covered his eyes and mouth so that he could not
see or give an alarm if he regained consciousness.

We easily entered the supply room and took the

magazines we needed for our Bren guns. There was a
case of Delsey, Chartreuse toilet paper and since I had
amoebic dysentery we took the entire case. The only
other thing that we requisitioned was a 32 Colt
Automatic for each of us and a supply of ammo. We
placed the magazines, the toilet paper and our auto-
matics under a tarpaulin on a pallet near, but not next
to our supplies. We then climbed back over the fence.

We made one mistake. We talked. The guard I had
knocked out came to and heard us talking and said we
were Americans. An inspection was made among our
sleeping quarters and of course nothing was found.

Two days later I had a trip ticket to enter the Supply
Area with a 2% ton truck which was to transport us to
Posch. It was 6 o’clock in the morning when we loaded
our supplies and the requisitioned supplies on the
truck.

Until this day the people in Kunming did not know
who made the midnight raid. Now Rhodenberg.
Skiathitis, Melehes and Wood have all passed on. Only
Franklin and I remain alive.

From AL BALFOUR'’s conversations with Kathy Long,
his daughter-in-law

Philosophy:

e ['ve enjoyed my life, and I thank the good Lord for all
the wonderful opportunities.

e When I die and you come out to see my grave, be
sure you tell them I had a wonderful life and enjoyed
every minute of it and wish to God I could be back in
Kunming.

Army Life:

e I wentin the Army. Those were the best times of my
life. We went to Calcutta, then by truck into Burma,
up the Burma Road into Kunming, China. I had a lit-
tle dog...in the Army I got put in a special unit (OSS).
... Most of the guys wanted to get home, but it was
a very good life. I have no complaint. Kunming.
China: cordial Chinese, very nice to us.

e [ was in Burma, too. The most amazing thing in



Burma was the Irrawaddy River coming out of the
mountains. It was gushing along, you could stand by
the river and sweat!...and you could take two steps
into that river and freeze your you-know-what off!

Kathy also writes that “on Al's behalf, I acted on Mr
Roger Hilsman's request to solicit for the Burma School
Project. I sent out requests to the local VFW posts in
Northern Delaware and two in Kennett Square PA, only
six or so miles over the border, noting it was on Al's
behalf.

“TI've also sent dues to Mr Dennis Klein for the 1999
year as I am interested in how the school project
evolves. Unfortunately. Fred and I are still caring for his
Mother, Al's wife of 45 years, who suffers from stroke
effects and cannot do more for the project.”

From ERIC DROWN's conversations with his sons.

ERIC became qualified as a Chartered Accountant in
London and chose to seek adventure in Burma. He
became a partner in an auditing firm based in
Rangoon. During this period, he studied and became
fluent in Burmese. He encouraged the local Burmese to
study accounting and a number became Chartered
Accountants. This kindness was repaid many years
later in 1970 and several times in the 1980’s and 1990’s
when he returned to Burma to be given a wonderful
welcome by many of his former clerks and colleagues.
On his most recent visit there, in 1996, when he was
82, he was featured in the Rangoon newspaper.

When the Japanese invaded Burma in 1942, he
enlisted as a 2nd lieutenant in the British Army’s
Ordinance Corps, based in Myitkyina. He helped super-
vise the evacuation of women and children from
Burma. Eric was then forced to flee on foot from the
invading Japanese, along with 100,000 other refugees.
When it came time to leave, he drove his car — a small
Ford — over a cliff, and set off in a party of six with a
shotgun and his golden retriever, Penny.

What followed was one of the great tragedies of the
Burmese campaign —the walk out through the
Hukawng Valley to India. The route followed inhos-
pitable, steep terrain, over swollen rivers and along
muddy trails through jungles. There were no roads.
Few of the refugees had adequate food and clothing.
An estimated 40,000 people died on the walk out,
mainly due to disease and starvation.

Eric, along with his beloved golden retriever, Penny,
survived the thirty day walk. He had a few stories to
tell. Once, he came across a Hindu man who had col-
lapsed into a mud hole left by a passing passenger ele-
phant. Eric offered to help him up, but the man (who
was tired but seemed otherwise OK) responded that it
was his fate to die. Eric was furious at this defeatism
and he gave the man a hard kick up the rear end. The
man was so shocked that he leapt up to escape further
kicks. He survived the walk out. Another time, the party
was short of food and Eric was able to shoot a monkey
which was eaten with relish by the party. Later, they
encountered a group of local Naga tribesmen. The
tribesmen had collected quantities of army ration bis-

cuits which had been dropped to the refugees by Allied
planes, but which had gone astray in the jungle. Eric
bartered his shotgun plus shells for perhaps 20 Ibs of
these biscuits. That night, his dog, Penny found the stash
of biscuits and was so hungry that she ate about half!

When Eric and four of his companions (one had died
en route) arrived at the first Allied relief post in India he
had lost 60 of his original 180 Ibs.

After recuperating, Eric returned to Burma in
1942/43 as a captain in the OSS (American Special
Forces). He was assigned the task of setting up a spy
network behind Japanese lines in the jungles of
Northern Burma, using Kachin agents. He was to pro-
vide the Allied High Command in India with informa-
tion regarding Japanese troop movements. He was
flown into Fort Hertrz in the far North of Burma which
was still in Allied hands. From there he marched South
through the forests accompanied by his Kachin agents,
until he arrived in the “Triangle” in northern Burma. He
operated in the Triangle for more than 18 months set-
ting up an espionage network with the help of perhaps
a dozen Kachins and local tribes people.

Eric had in his medical kit a few of the new miracle
sulfur drugs. He told of a young man who was carried
in one day, having been mauled by a bear some time
earlier. His wounds had turned septic and he was
delirious with fever. Eric gave the man some drugs,
bandaged his wounds, and thinking that the man
would probably die during the night settled himself for
the night in his hut, in front of a small fire. The next
morning, the man had recovered sufficiently to get up
and walk back to his village.

Eric played a part in the rescue of an American pilot.
One day a tribesman notified him that an Allied plane
had been shot down over the Triangle and that one of
the occupants had survived. He had been found with
severe burns by some villagers, who had taken him
into hiding. The Japanese were searching for him and
he needed medical treatment urgently. Eric sent out a
party of his men, equipped with the inflatable mattress
which he used for a bed. They used this to improvise a
stretcher, with which they brought the pilot back to
camp. Eric treated his burns and he recovered. He was
later evacuated safely. About 50 years later, Eric
tracked down the pilot and visited him at his home
near Miami.

An incident of which Eric was less proud occurred
one day when he and a group of Kachins, being short
of food, went down to the nearby mountain streams to
fish. Lookouts were posted to watch for Japanese
patrols. Eric was after Mahseer, which is a predatory
carp and is good eating. He had with him some rudi-
mentary fishing tackle. He spent several hours trying
every type of lure and bait —no success. Finally he sta-
tioned his men downstream and threw in a stick of
gelignite. There was a muffled ‘crump,’ the water
boiled up and stunned fish appeared everywhere. His
men were able to fill perhaps a dozen large baskets
with fish. Eric felt this was unsporting and never
repeated the experiment, despite the encouragement
from his men, who thought it very efficient.



In late 1944 he returned to England after recuperat-
ing from malaria and amoebic dysentery in India. He
met our Mother, Irene, while out riding on the Downs
near Worthing, Sussex. They were married after a two
week courtship, which we children considered scan-
dalously short. Thereafter he returned to Burma to
rejoin the war. He was ready to go back behind
Japanese lines again, this time by parachute, when his
flight was canceled at the last minute. Two other
agents had gone in before him and both had been
betrayed to the Kempetai and had been executed. Eric
remained in India until the end of the war, helping train
Burmese officials. He left the British Army in 1945 with
the rank of Major.

Remembering Ray
Richard Morse

It was particularly effective in editing the 101
newsletter to put TOM LEONARD's interview with COL
PEERS on the same page with the article and photo
reporting the latter’s selection to represent the Army
Value, Integrity. The interview and article bring out two
of Col Peers’ qualities I personally experienced; his
belief in direct talk and his courage in resisting pres-
sure. Both qualities contributed to his successful chair-
ing of the My Lai Commission.

I served under Col Peers’ command from July 1944
to July 1945, in Nazira, Myitkyina, Shwegu, Bhamo and
with Red Maddox’s field unit near Lawksawk. My job
was as one of a dozen or so cryptographic clerks, cod-
ing, decoding and at times paraphrasing messages to
and from field units and Washington. At Nazira
Headquarters. RAY PEERS and MAJOR WILLIAM CUM-
MINGS, Operations Officer, would often come to the
message center at around 9:00 p.m. to read the daily
traffic. They would stand talking over the dispatches,
Peers drawing on Cummings’ longtime knowledge of
Burma. Often they would call one of us to clarify a gar-
bled message, or engage us in the conversation. I soon
realized that this was Peers’ way of getting acquainted
with, and sizing up, each person in the organization, so
far as possible. He always combined dignity and
respect in the way he talked. He also encouraged those
of us at HQ to get out where the action was, as volun-
teers in air drops from C-47s or L-1s, and driving 6 X 6
trucks from Bhamo to Lashio as the road was being
rebuilt. As CO, he truly knit this diverse group together.

A test of Col Peers’ integrity and decisive courage
came during this period. Hostility against Japanese mil-
itary units was understandably high among some of
our guerrilla teams. In one case this went to an
extreme. Work reached us by radio from the field that
an enlisted man had tied dynamite to a prisoner and
blown him up. Immediately, Peers sent a radio mes-
sage to the officer in command of the unit, ordering
him to take the soldier into custody and bring him to
the nearest operational air strip at an appointed time.
Peers flew there in a light plane, interrogated those
involved, brought the enlisted man out, and sent him

under Military Police escort back to the States for court
martial. He then sent a ringlng message to all field
units spelling out the rules of war on prisoners, and
warning that anyone violating these rules would meet
immediate punishment.

What a preparation for the My Lai Commission.
three decades later! His decisive act, holding men in
combat situations to a high international standard, was
obviously among his credentials for selection to head
the inquiry. Honest in speech. Resistance to pressure.
Sources of his words as Presiding Officer to William
Calley that ring on into history: “Don’t bullshit me,
Sergeant.”

Ray Peers: source of 101 morale.

Needs Title

Kenneth W. Thomas

I received (and responded to) a notice from Roger
Hilsman regarding the excellent idea of a school for the
noble Kachins in that land we had barely heard of-and
had the privilege of seeing during the ‘40’s years. It is a
great idea-and I pray for its success.

[ had a very interesting experience while there-and
Roger suggests we just might get an answer from the
OSS participants if we publish an anecdote in your
newsletter. The anecdote follows-and I most sincerely
hope there is at least one of the participants that will
read it out there!

I believe it was approx. March of 1945. We of the
80th Fighter group (P-47's) had been flying cover over
the building of the Ledo road; as well as bombing and
strafing specific “knots” in the advance as the OSS
called in the targets for us. In many of the instances,we
were able to conduct a running conversation of our
successes (and/or failures) with an OSS man on the
ground. I well recall the requests to “move a few yards
to the right"-or of the discussions which would help us
locate the EXACT spot they wished us to hit.

In this instance; our “D” flight got the early morning
mission for the “target”. When we arrived and viewed
it; we saw a rope and bamboo span across a gorge.
The span was barely four feet wide and spanned a dis-
tance of approx. 100 feet. My first thought, “that’s a
TARGET?” and followed very closely by my next
thought, “HOW DID THOSE SPIDERS BUILD IT?” We did
not have the ground contact on this one, so the flight
leader formed a pattern between the canyon walls,
which made us a target of four feet width EXACTLY
ACROSS OUR FLIGHT PATH, for our aiming point. True,
the recovery path nearly dictated such a pattern, but
neither our bombs, nor our abilities were that good!
Dropping the bombs one at a time we scored an exact
eight misses and returned home.

We got our next mission assignment about 3:00 pm
(1500 hours) as the spring clouds were starting to form
up, which lowered the “ceiling” for our bomb runs. WE
WERE RETURNING TO THE SAME TARGET! This meant
that (so far) there had been 16 planes, 32 passes and 32



misses! It also meant that this small excuse for a bridge
was TRULY an important target! This was my 75th mis-
sion and experience had allowed me to discover the fact
that IF I could align with the target and IF not a SINGLE
thing crossed my line of vision during the dive-NO BUZ-
ZARDS, NOT EVEN A CROW, AND SUREDLY NOT A
SINGLE WISP OF CLOUD, I USUALLY scored a hit! Since
this was such an important target, it TRULY deserved
the best that I could offer! With the same ninety degree

Although we had no direct contact with the OSS by
radio during our work, the news of our SUCCESS
arrived home before we did! The photo in the lower
right was made by waiting cameramen the instance I
exited the plane. Among the congratulations there was
also news that I “needed a rest.” So, an R&R was
scheduled for the very next week at Darjeeling. As I
signed in at the hotel at this small mountain city that
had become a resort for the wealthy tea planters of the
area, I noted an OSS,

(directly across the
bridge) pattern I used
my “smart bomb”
technique and saw
my bomb go
DIRECTLY for the
very center of the
bridge! AND, IT HIT
THE VERY CENTER,
making a hole only
slightly larger than
the diameter of the
bomb (probably
twenty inches at
most) and continued
to the bottom of the
canyon, where the
solid bottom
exploded it nicely! I
watched three more
misses while figuring
out a “plan B.” I KNEW I could hit it and the hole smiled
up at me as proof, HOWEVER, to get the bridge we must
destroy an anchor. As we circled, I studied the problem.
The north (it seemed north to me) bank had too many
crags and rocks for a safe dive down its slope and the
direction of the canyon cut would be against me. The
SOUTH bank, however, was a different matter, fairly
smooth and regular in its steep fall-and the canyon cut
was going in the direction I needed for a delayed recov-
ery. I say “delayed”-the afternoon clouds had already
formed a soft blanket above the target, forcing the start
of our bomb run to an altitude considerably lower than
the practiced “book” bomb run.

As my turn for the drop of the LAST BOMB for the
flight came up, I requested permission to change the
pattern and try for the south anchor. The flight leader
questioned me at length as we circled, he asked that I
explain, in great detail, every facet of the intended effort,
right down to, “And HOW do you plan your recovery?”
“A hard right down canyon is in my favor.” “Well, it
MIGHT work, just don’t auger in.” I pulled the nose up
into the very bottom of the cloud layer, chopped power,
and awaited the “shudder” announcing a stall. By this
means, I could keep the wisps of clouds from interfering
with my “smart bomb” technique. IT WORKED! The
bomb went directly for the anchor and I had the extreme
pleasure of watching that spider web bloat to a hard flop
against the opposite canyon wall' I also watched, only
slightly alarmed, as the canyon walls narrowed to only
feet wider than my wing tips, as my speed built up to a
point of making the “escape” possible.

Det. 101 signature
immediately ahead of
me. I asked, casually,
if he just might hap-
pen to work with the
80th Group on occa-
sion. “Oh yes, all the
time. In fact, just last
week, some damned
idiot with a white
nose put a bomb
directly into a gun pit
for me.” Don’t know
how he managed it,
but he blew guns and
gunjners all over the
place.” Since 1 quali-
fied for at least two
of his descriptive
terms: I inquired
about the “gun pit”. "Oh yeah, a little bridge led across
the canyon to it-he blew it totally away!” I then intro-
duced myself as “the damned idiot with the white
nose.”

I later learned that he had an associate with him
dressed as a second Lt.; and signing in as “JACK ARM-
STRONG.” A fine young man! We saw each other sev-
eral times during the vacation-which ended all too soon.

The war wound down rapidly after our return and
August of the same year found us preparing to return
to the USA. As I debarked at New York I met “Jack
Armstrong” aligned on the deck for his exit as well.

I am including a photo of a painting I had made of
this mission and the artist reproduced it as realistically
as 1 can possibly remember. This anecdote is for the
purpose (hopefully) of finding either “Jack Armstrong”
or his sponsor-that we just might recover-confirm-or
totally discount as an illusion, this shared moment in
history. Needless to say, the painting caused an unin-
terrupted several moments of weeping, the color, the
terrain, the cloud formation and especially the plane
was so realistic I could almost feel the canyon walls
narrowing as the recovery speed built up!

The “Ex-CBI Round Up” carried a story last year of
just such a bridge and gun position, which blocked the
new LEDO road and tied up fifteen miles of truck con-
voy. I wondered if it was the same bridge and if either
of you guys are out there. PLEASE write me for “the
rest of the story” on this bridge!

My address is: Kenneth W. Thomas, P.O. Box
580756, Tulsa, OK 74158.



Burma Crop Substitution Project
Continues Under Local Leadership
Lahpai Nang Ja Takes Hold

Local, indigenous Committees and village
Cooperatives, Kutkai and Namtu townships are carry-
ing on under the able overall leadership of Lahpai Nang
Ja, Supervisor-in-charge.

Twenty five villages, including some 700 participat-
ing farm units (about 1,000 inclusive of extras in the
co-ops) have brought in spectacular harvests of corn
and buckwheat and are now hard at work on wheat
and potatoes—all under the ‘live-in’ supervision of a
trained, paid Field Agent, one to each village.

Although there is leadership and employees, the
driving force remains Kachin. Our reach is becoming
steadily more diverse and is a healthy influence in this
polyglot area, but the majority of employees and partic-
ipants remain Kachin.

Da Ceu, a Chin, Supervisor in Namtu Township was
Pyinmana educated and former Namhkam Township
chief agricultural officer with many years of experience
in Kachin/Shan/Lisu/Palaung territory. The majority of
the Field Agents are Kachin, but now include Karen,
Shan, Lisu and Burman. Participants encompass all of
the above, Kokang and Chinese. In fact, as mentioned
before, the corn yield champion this most recent sea-
son was a Chinese.

But, for Kachins to occupy top levels in such a
diverse operation (and growing more diverse all the
time—even the Palaungs are lining up to get into the
picture) is a big feather in their collective hats.

Along that line, the son of a former big wheel in
Palaung Territory (his father was with 7th Bn AKR) has
stepped forward with the intention of bringing in all the
Palaungs we can handle.

All this is like a fresh breeze in a tense environment.
The stage is set to practically double operations in the
coming season - provided Burma Government obsta-
cles remaining can be cleared away.

To this end, many persuasive elements are working
endlessly. On both sides of the world, government and
non-government, multi-tribal; something has got to give.

Meantime the work goes on.

Can you help us find the following
members for which mail was returned?

ATTEMPTED/NOT KNOWN
Frank A Hanson William R Page
Susan L Lederman Merlin C Reese
William Manousos

NO FORWARDING UNDELIVERABLE
Robert Chappelet Wade L Larimore
Merlin C Reese RETURNED
Francis S Tindall Phylis Richardson

We Need Your%

B One of the contributors to our fund raising campaign
asks if someone knows where he might buy a 101
shoulder patch. He is Herbert Blum, 269 Hayward St.
Yonkers, NY 10704-2051. Let him know if you can help.

B Have you submitted your after-Burma experiences to
SAM SPECTOR? Here's a short message from DAN
GABRIELSON. “I would like to say Amen to Sam
Spector’s Plan to secure and print short sketches of the
lives of 101 members, and would like to suggest that
the newsletter urge the members to contact Sam and
contribute their synopsis. Just jot down a few lines
about their lives, careers and accomplishments since
leaving OSS. Sam and others will put all the submitted
info together into what should be a very interesting
document.” DO IT NOW!

B Each year we find missing members: JACK KNOLL,
EDWARD ] DANIELEWICZ, and ALEX MAC DONALD
will all be listed in the new Roster which is being com-
piled at this time. If you have other names, please send
them to Dennis Klein or the Editor so that they may be
included.

If your address or telephone number has changed in
the past few months, please let us know. Each time a
Newsletter is sent out the Post Office returns about 20
newsletters with address changes or incorrect
addresses.

From left to right—Front row: Calvin Tottori, Ralph
Yempuku, Tak (LA) Tanabe, George Kobayashi, Wilbert
Kishinami. Back row: Fumio Kido, Dick Hamada.
Shoichi Kurahashi. Missing from the group: Tom Baba,
Waimea, Kauai; Tad Nagaki. Alliance, NE

All members are from Hawaii except Tak Tanabe
and George Kobayashi from California and Tad Nagaki
from Nebraska

This photo was taken of our original OSS-
Detachment 101 (Burma, India) and Detachment 202
(China) members taken on July 6, 1998.

This is our first ever reunion of the original OSS
(Nisei) taken on July 6, 1998 after the AJA (100th Bn,
442th Combat Team, Military Intelligence Services and



