
 
TOWARD OFLAG 64 

 
 At Spoleto I was first taken into the office of the German commanding 
that particular facility at the time. He was a Captain and I was much more 
inclined to show respect to him than I was to the Italian Major. He asked me for 
identification. I stated that I had none, that my dog tags had been taken away 
from me at the jail in Italy. I stated to him that it was only my obligation to 
state my name, rank and serial number, which I then proceeded to do. He stated 
to me that anyone could respond in that manner. Incidentally, this interrogation 
was done with an interpreter whereas the one at Rieti was without any 
interpreter. He stated that since I had no identification, he needed something 
more in order to be assured that in fact I was really military rather than a 
civilian. A thought occurred to me at the time that if he thought that I was a 
civilian, he should turn me loose. I said to him "If you think I’m a civilian, then 
you should turn me loose." He responded, but in a courteous manner, "If you 
were a civilian, we would need to take you out and shoot you as a spy." I 
realized that I was in a rather precarious situation and that rightfully he was in a 
position to expect more from me. He had explained to me that he already knew 
that I spoke some Italian and that I should supply some additional information. I 
was aware of the restriction as to what I should be able to respond, and 
therefore thought of things that I could say that would both be protective of 
my life on the one hand and without prejudice or jeopardy to anyone else or to 
any objective that our country might have. Accordingly, I related to him that on 
the date of November 10, we had been shot down, being part of a bombing 
formation with the target being Bolzano. I stated to him that the things I was 
relating were all things that would be verified by German official records. I 
stated to him that 8 parachutes had opened and that the aircraft had blown up 
in the air and suggested that for any verification, he should check with his own 
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German military headquarters. That seemed to satisfy him and I was then taken 
in to the camp. I believe, to be accurate, I had already been taken into the 
camp, and had perhaps some hours later, been taken back out for the 
interrogation. 
 There were a goodly number of American troops already there, both 
officers and enlisted men. As I came among them, I did not realize immediately 
the cause of their apparent lack of camaraderie with me. However, in 
retrospect, I presume that my coming among them in an Italian military 
overcoat and civilian clothes and carrying a large concealed loaf of bread was 
sufficient basis for them to be dubious as to my real identity. Additionally, I was 
not from one of their units, and they had no way of knowing who I really was. 
Nevertheless, I shared with them the loaf of bread that I had. That night, I 
climbed up on the ends of a double-deck bunk to try to look through a barred 
window to evaluate possible means and directions of escape. The window was 
barred by two timbers, perhaps three inches by ten inches or a foot, and 
perhaps six to eight feet long. As I tried to move one of the heavy boards, both 
of them fell with a lot of racket on the ground outside. At that point, the lights 
went on around the camp and I’m sure that the guards were alerted to try to 
stop any escape that might be in process. The officers with whom I found 
myself were very perturbed and in anger asked me what I was trying to do, get 
them all killed. I had arrived at this camp, probably on January 30, and at this 
point was beginning to feel that in reality I was a prisoner of war, though I had 
been captured on the 24th of January, a week earlier.  
 On January 31, we were called into a roll call formation at which time the 
German in charge, called out persons by name who were to go in separate 
groups to the railroad to be loaded into the infamous forty et eight railroad cars 
for transportation into Germany. Each soldier had an individual card with his 
name and designations as to whether he was from the ground troops or flying 
personnel, and also with the designation as to whether he was an officer or an 



enlisted man. As the names were called, I noted that my card was not like that 
of any one else, that is a question whether I was ground or air personnel and as 
to whether I was officer or enlisted man. Nevertheless, I was counted with a 
group of American officers with whom I walked to the train and was loaded into 
the car. I do not know how many personnel were temporarily captive at Spoleto, 
but I know there were enough to put forty men to the car in a fair number of 
railroad cars. 
 That evening the train pulled away from the place where it had been 
waiting for us to be loaded. There was not room for forty men to lie on the floor 
of the car, which was covered with a thin layer of straw. As a result, during our 
transport to Germany, during the night forty men could not all sleep at once. 
One of the officers stood, as nearly as I knew, all of the way from Spoleto to 
Muhlberg, Germany which was a little south of the German capital of Berlin. Our 
only toilet facilities were a small keg and the straw on the floor of the car. There 
was a small oval shaped window along one side of the car about head height. 
Barbed wire was fastened in both directions, vertically and horizontally, across 
the window space, and was fastened securely on the outside of the car. The 
sliding doors on both sides of the car were securely locked. 
  To discourage escape attempts, our shoes were taken from us and 
retained by the Germans. The ground troops had shoe liners that provided some 
warmth for them and which were a general issue for those in combat troops in 
the area. By contrast, I had nothing but thin sock between me and the cold 
floor. I was convinced that an escape at the earliest possible time would be 
advantageous. Accordingly, I looked around to see what possibilities there were 
of escaping. I first tried the crossed barbed wire at the window space and was 
aware that it would take considerable effort to break that wire loose. I then 
noted that there was an iron bar fastened horizontally across a wooden beam at 
approximately the center of the car. I thought that perhaps if that bar could be 
broken loose, it could be used to batter out the barbed wire, opening up the 



possibility of escape. I asked for help in getting at that cross bar, since it was 
too high for any one of us to reach. I was able to enlist the help of two 
American officers, one being Leonard Cheatle, a man weighing perhaps two-
hundred twenty-five pounds and perhaps six feet and an inch tall. I was also able 
to get the assistance of Hisei Shimatsu, a Japanese American from Hawaii, who 
incidentally was the first Japanese officer in the American Army taken prisoner 
by the Germans. With the help of these two men, we were able to break the iron 
bar loose from the wooden cross piece at the same time splitting out that 
wooden rafter. The iron bar broke at a bolt hole but was adequate in length for 
us to pound away at the window. At this time, again, some of the Americans 
were very perturbed at me, feeling that I was endangering their lives. I took the 
iron bar and batted vigorously against the barbed wire and continued doing so 
for some time but without any apparent effect whatsoever, and eventually gave 
up, concluding that such an effort was futile.  
 In another railroad car were a number of British soldiers, incidentally also 
in civilian clothes, who had been in camps in southern Italy at the time that 
Marshal Badoglio had tried to get Italy out of the war, capitulating to American 
troops. They had escaped from camps in which they had been held at that time, 
and had evaded capture, receiving help from Italian people the same as I had 
done. One of these English fellows had decided on a device which would be very 
helpful in escape efforts. He had concealed a pocket knife up his rectum. As the 
train moved northward, he retracted the knife and literally carved out a hole in 
the end of the car large enough through which the English soldiers would be 
able to escape. It was probably during the second night of travel that the train 
slowed down. At that time, some of the British, I knew not how many, were able 
to jump from the car into a wooded area alongside. At the time they made the 
jump, the German guards on the train began firing their rifles and whether or 
not any of the English escapees were hit, I do not know. The train, rather than 
stopping, then picked up speed presumably fearing that others would be ready 



to make their escape if the train were to slow down or stop. The train continued 
till after daylight the next day and did not stop until it arrived at a substantial 
opening, and by which time the German guards could position themselves in 
various locations along the length of the train with their rifles ready to shoot 
any prisoners trying at that time to make an escape. 
 At that time a search was made of the train to determine the conditions 
and the likelihood of further escapes. I had moved the splintered timber and the 
iron bar and put them behind me as I seated myself at one side of the car and 
with others of the fellows seated by me trying to conceal the broken pieces. 
Again, at the time that this search was made, some of the American fellows 
were cussing me again asking me if I was trying to get them all killed. I have no 
ill feelings for these fellows because they had been until days before on the 
battle line facing artillery and rifle fire, much of it at close range, and with a 
goodly number of their companions becoming casualties of the battle. I felt that 
they were saying in effect to themselves, "Thank God, I’m alive." I have never 
held any ill feeling towards any of those fellows for what seemed perhaps an 
adverse attitude.  
 When they searched our car, of course they found the pieces that had 
been broken, and they placed two armed German soldiers in the car with us and 
from there on, the one door of the car was opened all the rest of the way to 
Muhlberg. The German soldiers were warmly dressed and of course wore their 
shoes or boots, while in contrast, we Americans were without shoes.  
 Before we left Spoleto, an American fighter pilot was brought in, and I felt 
that he would perhaps be a good escape companion. When we were being 
prepared to leave in our various groups to be taken to the railroad, I had gone 
to the kitchen area and picked up a couple of pockets full of raw potatoes. I had 
already obtained an English-Italian, Italian-English dictionary, which had been 
very helpful to me up to that point. As we traveled, I spoke to this Lieutenant, 
whose name I do not recall, and he was agreeable to attempting an escape with 



me. I gave him the dictionary, being of the opinion that if we were separated, he 
would have much more need for it than I. I also shared with him the potatoes. 
As we traveled, we did not know when or where we would be fed. To the best of 
my recollection, we traveled the first day and first night until the afternoon of 
the second day without the Germans stopping to provide food for us. When we 
did stop, we were allowed out of the car, but surrounded substantially by 
guards, and Italian civilian personnel. Whether they were from the International 
Red Cross or not, I did not know, but they did provide for us some hot stew. 
However, there were no utensils for it, and the stew was poured into helmets, 
and our choice use of utensil was that military piece of protection. In short, we 
drank the stew from Army helmets.  
 It was probably during that very night that the train stopped somewhere 
in Austria and the train commander came to the door of the car, which was 
opened, and called out this Lieutenant fighter pilot of whom I have spoken. As 
he was taken, I said to the train commander that if he was being taken from the 
car, I should also be taken because I was also a flyer. The train commander, who 
was incidentally the same Captain who had interrogated me in Spoleto, stated 
yes that he knew, but that I was staying on the train. The question in my mind, 
is, whether anyone up to that point was really satisfied that I was an American 
flyer. So, we proceeded on from there up to Muhlberg at which point we were 
let out of the cars.  
 I believe that we left Spoleto on January 31 and arrived at Muhlberg on 
February 4. After we had jumped out of the car, we were marched under guard 
perhaps a couple of miles to Stalag IVB. The senior American officer among us 
was a Captain Eben Bergman. I consider him an excellent soldier who exercised 
appropriate precaution as we traveled together, since neither he nor any of the 
others knew whether I might be a German "plant", that is an English or 
American-speaking German who was put among them for the specific purpose 
of acquiring any information that might be useful to the Germans. As we walked 



from the train to the camp, the group sang a number of songs that American 
troops would likely have known. Some of the songs I knew, because they were 
popular prior to the time I had been shipped overseas. There was one particular 
song, however, that I had never heard. That song was "Mairzy Doats". The song 
was interesting to me but I suspect that it did absolutely nothing to help the 
Americans assure themselves that I was who I purported to be. Captain 
Bergman, then decided on another device to see whether or not I might perhaps 
be identified a little better. Since these were all ground troops, and I was 
supposedly a flyer, Captain Bergman suggested that I step out of the formation 
and count cadence so that all would be able to march in step. That presented 
no problem to me and I did count cadence for a distance while we were 
marching towards the camp. I even did a little syncopated trick in counting 
cadence which was a very common thing done among American troops in their 
camps in the United States. As the person counting cadence proceeded, he 
would say one, two, three, four and then with the next series of numbers would 
say one, two, (pause), three-four. Apparently, however, that was still not 
enough to be considered sufficient identification for me. 
 We stayed at Muhlberg for perhaps three or four days, during which time, 
among other things, we were deloused. I, of course, had become infested with 
lice, and it’s very possible that some of the others had as well. As is known, 
body lice are able to carry the disease of typhus. The Germans, of course, were 
concerned for themselves that typhus not become rampant and infest their own 
people. In addition to being deloused, we had an opportunity to become 
showered and those who needed medical attention were able to be seen by 
German doctors. Some of the American fellows, had open wounds, and some of 
the German doctors were considerably less than gentle in some of those cases, 
for example, prodding an open wound with an ungloved finger into the wound. 
However, the treatment that we received at that point was not extreme, and we 
were able to have some suitable food.  



 At Muhlberg, we were loaded into forty and eight cars to be transported 
to a destination at that time unknown to us. In this occasion, the car was 
divided into two sections separated by a barbed-wire fenced area with the 
German guards being on one side of the area with a heating stove there while at 
the opposite end of the car were the Americans. The American end of the car 
was divided into two levels so that the forty of us who traveled together were 
able to all lie down at the same time, though on different levels. As we traveled, 
the American fellows, to their credit, were of sufficient good cheer that from 
time to time some would start singing. As time passed by, we even were singing 
Christmas carols. Among other songs, we sang Silent Night in English. My 
mother was a first-generation American, with her father having come from 
Germany. I had learned from her the words of Silent Night in German. As the 
Germans responded to American singing with their own German version of Silent 
Night, I believe that I even sang in German with them. If that is so, I can see that 
it would probably have done nothing to endear me to the hearts of the rest of 
my American companions. However, they took out no revenge on me for what 
was done. Within a matter of a few days, we then arrived at Sczubin, Poland, 
near which town was Oflag 64, being the camp specifically for American ground-
troop officers. 
 Shortly after arrival there and having been assigned to barracks and 
unloaded such items as we were carrying, we were called out in a sort of roll call 
formation, at which time we were addressed by the German commandant of the 
camp, one Oberst (Colonel) Schneider. My own impression of him was that he 
was an honorable man, a professional soldier, but one who did those things 
which he had to do. He addressed us and told us among other things that he 
had been a soldier for forty years and that during that time he had never done 
anything for which he was ashamed and he intended to go to his grave being 
able to say the same thing. Though I did not know it at the time, he had lost a 
leg, and wore an artificial leg under his uniform, the leg having been lost during 



the first World War. I believe that he tried to be in full compliance with the 
terms of the Geneva Convention which was an agreement made after WWI 
dealing with the treatment of Prisoners of War.  
 We came to understand that when the German High Command wanted a 
wrongful order imposed upon the prisoners, because of his objection and 
opposition to the imposition of such orders, he would be sent out by the 
German High Command on an inspection tour of facilities or troops away from 
the camp. Among other German personnel was a Hauptman (Captain) 
Zimmerman. He was the German security officer charged with the responsibility 
of among other things preventing escapes and sabotage. Basically, we disliked 
and distrusted him. However, a man who served under him and who later was 
helped by American officers to immigrate to America and who attended 
Princeton and Harvard, getting a Doctorate there, informed us that while 
Captain Zimmerman seemed to be harsh, he was really a rather kindly gentleman 
and felt that he must be rigid in order to protect Americans. He feared that if 
he were not rigid, the responsibility of camp security would be taken over by 
the SS, who were really Hitler’s own choice people. He further feared that if the 
SS took over the security responsibilities that the same thing might happen to 
Americans that happened to those who escaped from Luft III, which was 
portrayed in the book and later made into a movie entitled "The Great Escape." 
Those were shot and their bodies cremated before an investigation could be 
made as to the manner of their death, whether for example in simply escaping 
or whether lined up and shot in the back of the head.  
 Two other members of the security staff whose names I do not remember 
were given nick names of "the weasel" and "the ferret". They customarily made 
a number of trips around the interior of the camp and inspecting the barracks, 
looking for any signs of possible escape efforts being commenced. In general, 
we as prisoners, were very alert to the presence of these two security people 
and precautions were always taken to make sure that neither they nor any of 



the guards would be able to observe anything going on that had to do with any 
escape attempt. 
 An officer that we all really rather liked, and who apparently was very 
sympathetic to American interests, was a Captain Mehner. He was the appell 
(roll call) officer. Our roll call formations consisted of being lined up in regular 
manner and in the same place each day in groups of fifty, ten men side to side 
and five men deep. Thus the roll call officer could merely walk down the line 
before the groups making sure that all fifty were in each group and then when 
he got down to the last group which was perhaps an uneven number less than 
fifty, he could rather specifically count those. He would then also check at the 
infirmary to find out how many and count those there to come up to the total 
number of prisoners which were known to be in the camp. After escape, it is my 
understanding that Captain Mehner was protected by the Americans to keep 
him from being possibly killed by the Russians who were overtaking the 
marching troops. On an occasion when the German High Command imposed an 
order for the confiscation of all uniforms in excess of one uniform per man, all 
blankets in excess of one blanket per man, and all food in excess of one day’s 
food per man, resistance was made by the American staff and in short it was 
ordered that the confiscation search would be conducted at bayonet point. 
During the time of the confiscation search, the prisoners were all called out in 
roll call formation. Between the time of posting the order and the actual search 
being made by the armed German troops, we had time to conceal additional 
clothing by putting on multiple layers of clothes. We also were able to conceal 
blankets by folding them and looping them over our belts. We were also able to 
put substantial amounts of foodstuffs in our pockets including overcoat 
pockets. Captain Mehner dutifully fulfilled his responsibility in taking count of 
the prisoners during the time of the search and the accompanying roll call 
formation. He later remarked to one of the American officers that he had never 
seen so many fat American officers that were counted that day. We were 



certain that he understood exactly what had happened, but he did not relay 
that information to assistant commandants who were present at the time of 
that illegal confiscation search. One further comment in regards to this search--
it is related to what actually happened sometime thereafter. We know, and 
record has been substantially verified, that Germans in American uniforms often 
times misdirected American military traffic into ambushes and wiped out a 
considerable number of American troops in that manner. Such was portrayed in 
the movie "The Battle of the Bulge". Also it was considered probable that some 
high-ranking Germans were spirited out of Germany or occupied territory by 
being in American uniform.  
 One last German guard that I would like to mention was a man who had 
lived in the Philippine Islands for some time and who spoke English very well. I 
had previously referred to Hisei Shimatsu, the Japanese-American from Hawaii 
who was with us on the train from Italy to Germany and from Germany to the 
camp in Poland. The German High Command did not completely trust their 
Japanese allies in the war. For that reason, Hisei was taken to Berlin for a special 
interrogation. Two guards accompanied him so that one could sleep while the 
other stood guard. The purpose was to try to determine whether or not the 
Japanese were quietly switching over to help defeat the Germans. During the 
trip, Hisei asked this guard who had lived in the Philippines why Germany 
continued to fight since it was obvious that they were retreating on all fronts, 
and had no possibility of winning the war. He asked if they didn’t realize that 
they were just bleeding out a lot of good blood of their own people as well as 
that of those fighting against them. The guard responded, "Yes, we know, but 
there is nothing that we can do about it." And the guard had so responded with 
tears in his eyes. At least the conduct of some of the German guard personnel 
was such that we knew that they felt the war was wrong and that they would 
be happy if all could be concluded.  
 Of course, there were numerous other guards on duty and with various 



assignments around the camp. There were a number of guard towers and by 
soldiers with machineguns trained on the areas that would be the possible areas 
of likely problems.  



 
THE AMERICAN STAFF 

 
 The Senior American Officer at the time of my arrival at the camp was a 
full Colonel Thomas Drake. He fought in the First World War at which time he 
was commissioned. He was not a large man, but he was very much and every bit 
a soldier. He was an excellent organizer and maintained exceptional discipline 
among the American camp personnel. He had a staff of subordinate officers who 
were also excellent men. These will be spoken of later under individual 
circumstances.  
 Colonel Drake saw to it that the camp was well organized with a number 
of various activities or responsibilities which I shall mention. First, was the 
security staff. At the head of this was a Lieutenant Colonel John K. Waters. He 
was also Colonel Drake’s adjutant. All escape plans were to be submitted to a 
committee headed by Colonel Waters. Another of the leading officers at the 
time of my arrival was Lieutenant Colonel James D. Alger. He served with 
Colonel Waters on the security committee and had other responsibilities as well. 
These three men, in particular, had backgrounds of training in the Army Military 
Academy at West Point. Notwithstanding their rigid military training, they were 
all very human and well balanced and not in any way overbearing. Responsibility 
was given to other leaders to head up a program of education, one of physical 
activity, one of entertainment, and one of service-oriented activities.  
 The educational program was very broad. Within the camp were persons 
who were well educated in their respective fields. Some even held doctorates in 
their professional lines. Others had considerable experience in their professional 
fields. Classes were held in various languages, including French, Italian, German, 
and Russian. Also classes were given in law and various business classes and 
accounting and health. These classes that were given often times provided for 
application of the accumulated knowledge in camp activities.  



 Another officer and I had a certain amount of previous training in 
meteorology. We were assigned the responsibility of observing and making 
reports on the weather. Very specifically, it was desired that we have good 
information on wind direction and velocity. The purpose for this was the 
possible future need for American troops to make parachute landings in the area 
or, under other conditions, to drop supplies and/or equipment to us there as 
the same might be needed.  
 By way of physical activity, sports programs were organized for team 
competitions. Among our prisoners were officers who had played university and 
professional-level sports including football and baseball. We had one all-
American who played pro-football and Captained a team on which I participated 
in the camp all-star football game. This was Eddie Berlinsky, I believe from the 
state of New Jersey. In the all-star football game, I played end opposite a West 
Point end, Major John Dobson, who eventually became a Brigadier General. In 
basketball, there were a number of fellows who had played university ball. Also 
even in volleyball, there were quite a number of excellent players. Among other 
things, of course, these athletic activities helped maintain good physical 
condition but were also significant morale builders.  
 Another way of helping maintain good physical condition was the 
requirement that all campers were to walk around a trail, the inside perimeter of 
the camp, at least three or four round trips each day. Finally, we even had a 
track meet. I had recently badly sprained an ankle, and had been unable to 
compete in the long jump, and had to use a different style of jump for the high 
jump, taking off from the leg opposite my customary take-off leg. We had one-
hundred yard dash, in which I probably made a mistake in the final run-off 
against the only other one remaining from preliminary trials. I decided to run 
bare footed, thinking that perhaps I would have better traction than in wearing 
gym shoes. Right or wrong, I was not the winner in the finals. The winner was 
Leo "Bambino" Farber. We also had a relay race, in which I ran the anchor leg for 



my team and Jerry Sage ran anchor for his team. Jerry’s team won, and I do not 
know how exactly I would have matched him, but his team was too far ahead of 
us already when it got to the anchor leg.  
 Just by way of comment, Jerry was the real-life character from which the 
part taken by Steve McQueen in "The Great Escape" was copied. Jerry had 
spent considerable time in Luft III from which that escape was made, prior to 
being transferred to our camp. In Luft III, Jerry was known as "The Cooler King", 
because he had been sent to solitary confinement there fifteen times for 
attempted escapes. Jerry was a very unusual fellow. He was an OSS agent, who 
at the time of capture was on assignment behind the German combat lines in 
North Africa. On one occasion, Jerry had a co-prisoner kick him violently in the 
chest to break a rib so that he would be transported by ambulance to a German 
hospital. He had information that the ambulance had a defect that would 
probably be helpful to him in making an escape. He did escape from the 
ambulance, and was free at that time for a period of a week or so before being 
recaptured. It was really something.  
 The YMCA brought in musical instruments from Sweden along with 
musical scores. An orchestra was formed, and played some very fine music. A 
number of three-act dramas were presented. Most of these had been Broadway 
shows, and included "Three Men On A Horse", "The Man Who Came To Dinner", 
and others that I cannot recall by name at this time. The scenery was made out 
of almost nothing, but was really very effective. One character was a female for 
whom a very slinky dress was made. The character was really quite convincing 
notwithstanding the fact the officer portraying the character was larger than 
most females, but all went very well. The set designer was a fellow by the name 
of Lou Otterbein. Lou was very inventive, and how he came up with something 
from nothing is almost beyond my imagination.  
 His skills were otherwise very helpful to us. We had a tunnel project going, 
of which I will speak later, but an occurrence created what potentially could 



have been a real problem. At the particular time, I had just recently suffered a 
very badly sprained ankle, and was temporarily off from the project. My 
responsibility on the project was stacking dirt in food parcel boxes, above the 
ceiling of the barracks from underneath which the tunnel proceeded. The follow 
who substituted for me, fell through the ceiling and landed on the top of some 
lockers underneath. Lou did such a clever job of restoring the ceiling, that 
although there was obvious defect, it did not attract the attention of the 
German guards. We did not have materials by way of plaster or that sort of 
thing with which to patch the broken area. Lou had gathered up the broken 
pieces and with nails and pieces of string pulled all of the pieces back into as 
close a fit as he could. With what remained after gathering and using the larger 
pieces, he crushed that plaster and mixed it with a little water and put it back 
into place so that there would be no visible cracks. He then took handfuls of dirt 
and tossed the dusty dirt at the ceiling so that it would look like perhaps 
someone just playing around with a basketball had broken loose some of the 
surface plaster, but that it had been done quite some long time before. We do 
not know whether or not the German guards ever noticed the ceiling but they 
were unable to find evidence of anything other than perhaps an apparent defect 
caused by a ball bouncing off the ceiling. 
 A variety show was put together. I do not remember specifically the 
numbers of the program, but I do remember something that was very 
impressive because it occurred June 6, 1944, the day of the Normandy landing. 
As has been indicated, we did have a hidden radio in the camp which received 
the BBC broadcasts daily. During the day, we were informed through our system 
of the landing, but our people were not able to say anything to the Germans in 
that regard. During the day, we became aware that the Germans had also 
received word of the Normandy landing and were somewhat tense and upset by 
it. Finally, as evening approached, the Germans did make the announcement of 
the landing. Nevertheless, until that time, the Americans had been silent on that 



matter. At the end of the variety show, a rather clever device was arranged. 
Lou had strung a tight wire across the front of the stage and above, sloping 
from one side down some few inches towards where it was fastened at the 
other side of the stage. At the close of the show, a V-2 rocket, certainly 
nothing but a simulation, was by hand force pushed from one side of the stage 
behind the curtains and traveled along the slanting wire to the other side. 
Underneath this simulated V-2 rocket was a banner which said in large print, 
"Let’s Go, Ike". My observation was that two or three of the German guards 
who were also watching the presentation were rather pleased and perhaps even 
happy to know that the Normandy landing had been made. This perhaps 
indicated that their hopes and desires for the end of the war were being 
anticipated. 
 I will mention only briefly that we also had a barber shop at which each 
man would schedule his time for a haircut by our own personnel, one being an 
enlisted man assigned to the camp as an orderly. We also had a tailor shop 
where clothing could be repaired, and a shoe shop where shoes could be 
repaired as necessary. Our Senior American Officer tried to take care of all of 
the possible needs of the American personnel there, even including spiritual 
needs. At the very first, there was only a Catholic Chaplain who had been 
captured during the fighting in North Africa. Later, an American officer who was 
preparing for the ministry conducted some Protestant services. After that, 
there were a number of chaplains who were captured in France who were sent 
to the camp and who took over the Protestant services. With all of the different 
interests, we were taken care of quite well. The morale of the prisoners was 
quite high and discipline must have been much easier to take care of and 
control than would otherwise have been if morale had been allowed to 
deteriorate because of inactivity. 
 Included specifically among very important American personnel in the 
camp were our medical people, all doctors (except one dentist who had a foot-



pumped drill) who were captured in combat situations. Though they had 
extremely little with which to work, they did an overall excellent job of taking 
care of the physical and health problems that arose from whatever cause. Real 
fevers were treated, artificial fevers were created (to kill some disease-causing 
germs). Accident caused injuries were treated. 
 The care and treatment I received was necessitated by severe frostbite to 
both of my feet, suffered as a result of the Germans making us remove our 
shoes for the train trip, during mid-winter, from the temporary camp at Spoleto, 
Italy en route to Germany. The toes of both feet were raw, though I tried to 
protect them by wearing my socks at night. Though so protected, contact with 
blankets kept me awake most of the night. During the day, I didn’t leave the 
barracks if I didn’t have to. 
 Finally, it was suggested that I be taken to the infirmary (our best 
substitute for a hospital). The only treatment available, no medication to be 
used, was soaking in hot water for endless hours every day for six weeks. As the 
water cooled, more hot water was brought to replace it. No more conscientious 
care could have been provided. Nevertheless, circulation in both feet was 
permanently impaired by the severe frostbite. 
 I have mentioned that my American countrymen did not know whether or 
not to accept me as one of them. Each new group of prisoners was assigned to 
an "isolation" barracks, at least for a time. This was done by American rather 
than German control. The purpose was one of security, to prevent the Germans 
from access to information that we didn’t want them to know. We did have 
access, for example, to war news reports from England. We did not want them 
to be aware of that access. The news reports were to be read in each "cleared" 
barracks each evening, keeping us abreast of current war news, which was often 
far different from the reports appearing in the German newspapers. 
 On our arrival, those of us who had come together were in a separate 
barracks by ourselves, for our isolation period pending our security clearing. Of 



course, we were not advised of the process or reason for it. Because of my 
frostbitten feet, I didn’t venture away from the barracks except for two 
reasons. One was to go to the "Mess Hall" to eat. The other was to stop at the 
library to get books that I could read, remaining in the barracks. 
 For several days different fellows would come down to visit with me. I just 
supposed that it was curiosity about every new prisoner, coupled with a friendly 
gesture. Admittedly, I wasn’t noticing that the same attention wasn’t given to 
the others. Each of the other flyers visited me and we talked of where we had 
trained, and such things. Then others from the western part of the United 
States came to visit with me. I did not realize that an effort was being made to 
establish some kind of a security profile of me. 
 Finally, one day all but Captain Eben Bergman and I were away from the 
barracks for a time. He came over by my bunk where I was sitting reading and 
asked, "What do you know about Gordon Berg?" (one of those who had been 
with us from Spoleto). I stated that I knew only the little bit that Berg and I had 
spoken of at Spoleto, which was practically nothing. Some way I must have 
indicated some curiosity as to what prompted his question. He stated that Berg 
was from a different combat unit from the rest of the fellows, and no one 
seemed to know anything about him. Whether this was so, I do not know. But a 
light turned on in my brain, and I realized the real cause of the visits made to 
me. I then said, "If you’re having difficulty pin-pointing Berg, you must be having 
a real problem with me. All I can say is that I’ll try to cooperate."   
 Eventually I was cleared and our barracks was then able to have the 
nightly news read as in the other barracks.  



 
ESCAPE ATTEMPTS 

 
 As regards escape, I believe that perhaps not as much was done here in 
this camp as was done in Luft III. On one occasion, five fellows pulled a fake 
drunken spree as a means of getting out of the camp. After lights were 
supposed to be out at night, they proceeded to leave the barracks, and ran out 
on to the open ground and started shoving around what was called a honey 
wagon. A honey wagon was a euphemistic term to describe the wagon into 
which human refuse from the latrines was pumped and taken to the fields and 
used as fertilizer. These five fellows began shoving the honey wagon around and 
boisterously cussing out our Senior American Officer and in general causing 
quite a rumpus. At that point, the guard tower lights were turned on and 
focused on them and the guards hollered at them to get back into the barracks. 
This they disregarded because it would have been counter to the purpose of 
what was being done. They responded in abusive terms and before too long the 
German guard personnel came into the camp and accompanied these five over 
into jail cells at the German headquarters across the road. This was exactly what 
had been intended. The prisoners were put in different cells, whether all in 
solitary or not, I do not remember. One of these, another Air Corps man, a 
young fighter pilot by the name of Billy Higgins, had some way learned how to 
pick locks. He picked the locks of his cell and was able to also free three of the 
other four, and those four were able to escape for a time. Within the camp, we 
were aware of what was going on and watch was kept through the night to see 
whether or not any of the escapers were recaptured and brought back to the 
German headquarters. As the night went on, one by one, those four were each 
returned. In the morning, the Senior American Officer was advised that an 
escape had been made, and he asked about whether or not the escapees had 
been recaptured. He was told that they had not been recaptured. But when he 



confronted the German guard personnel with the information that our personnel 
had seen four of them being returned and indicating even the time at which 
they returned, the Germans were forced to admit that the captures had been 
made. The one officer whose cell had not been unlocked, was a Lieutenant 
Colonel Van Vliet. He probably would have been given additional jail time for his 
participation in the scheme except that he was able to convince them that he 
was lily white. He stated that he had tried to talk the other fellows out of 
making a break but had been unsuccessful at doing so. 
 At this time, I must relate another incident relating to Colonel Van Vliet. 
During the war, it was known that a large group of Polish officers and men had 
been taken to the Katyn Forest and there massacred and buried. These Polish 
officers and men were loyal Polish troops which would have resisted whether the 
enemy at the time were either German or Russian. Whether this information had 
come from Polish residents, or just the source of the information, is unknown to 
me. The Germans disclaimed any knowledge of this, and took Colonel Van Vliet, 
with the permission of the Senior American Officer, back to the site of the 
massacre and burial. Colonel Van Vliet was thoroughly convinced that the 
massacre had not been conducted by the Germans, but rather had been done 
by the Russians. In due time, the proof was completely established that the 
Polish officers had been killed by the Russians, as a part of their attempt to wipe 
out persons who might be able to create strong opposition to a subsequent 
intended takeover by Russia.  
 I remember one other attempt to make an escape, at which time I believe 
either two or three officers were able to cut their way through a barbed wire 
fence and get outside of the camp, but were captured shortly thereafter.  
 As a part of all escape attempts, it was necessary to have approval of the 
American security committee in order that any attempt not be in conflict with 
or able to endanger or impair the possible effectiveness of any other escape 
attempt. My friend, Willard Duckworth, was the master planner of the tunnel 



project. Bill and I lived in the same cubicle in our barracks during the time that 
we worked on the project. The plan was rather elaborate in detail in order to 
cover all possible matters of concern. Of course, one of the primary concerns 
would be a matter of security. Accordingly, personnel were assigned to do what 
was called Stooging. A stooge would be assigned to function in a particular area 
from which he could observe the movements of guard personnel that might 
approach that particular area. A selection of observation points was designed so 
that at the time any German guard personnel would approach an area in which 
any activity was occurring related to the tunnel project, timely warning could be 
given so that any project activity could be halted or modified so as not to 
arouse any guard suspicion.  
 The signaling from one point to another might be by means of hanging a 
towel on a string across an open window or it might be a matter of opening a 
window or closing a window or any one of numerous other types of signals. It 
was possible for an example to have one signal started immediately as a guard 
came through the outside gate and that signal would be relayed from one point 
to another until received by someone at positions working in, around and under 
the tunnel barracks site. There were the tunnelers themselves. As for the tunnel 
itself, a hole was cut in the concrete floor of what was called the washroom, 
being an area in common use by both ends of the barracks and which divided 
the two dormitory ends of each barracks. In the washroom was a large copper 
pot which was designed and intended as a means of boiling clothing perhaps 
among other things to kill lice that might be infesting the clothing. A fire box 
was underneath the pot and of course had to be eliminated or at least changed 
in such a manner that it would not conspicuously betray what was going on 
underneath. Underneath the hole cut in the floor, the first thing that was done 
was to dig and excavate and clear out a large enough space that it would 
constitute a storage space for accumulation of boxes of tunnel dirt. Since I 
never was down in the tunnel, I cannot describe from visual observation how 



large the storage room was but I know that it was sizable because of the 
number of boxes of dirt that I later handled from one day to another.  
 The tunnel itself proceeded from that point in a direction to the south 
and under a fence not too far from one of the guard towers, and which was not 
too far from a forest area outside. It was intended that the tunnel should slant 
downward till I believe it was either seventeen or twenty-one feet below the 
surface. Equipment had to be devised to provide air for the tunnelers, for means 
of retrieving the boxes of dirt, for lighting, and for shoring up the sides and top 
of the tunnel to prevent cave ins. All of these things were planned and carefully 
provided for.   
 I do not know the source or extent of lighting in the tunnel, but do know 
that it was taken care of. Neither do I know of the trolley system for 
transporting dirt from the face of the area back to the temporary storage area, 
but I do know that it was also effectively taken care of. Although I never saw 
the air-supply equipment for the tunnel, I know that some sort of a bellows was 
constructed which pumped air through a long tube which extended the full 
length of the tunnel to protect the tunnelers from losing consciousness by 
reason of lack of oxygen. The tube was made by cutting the bottoms out of 
powdered milk cans and then fitting cans together, top of one to the bottom of 
another, making the tube as long as needed. (Similarly, outside of tunnel use, 
milk cans were assembled, four or five end to end, making "Smokey Joe" stoves 
that could quickly heat water for instant coffee, or for other uses.)     
 The shoring up of the tunnel was done by the use of bed slats taken from 
the bunks in all of the barracks in the camp. As a matter of fact, the slats were 
taken to such a degree that several of the prisoners were falling through the 
slats onto the floors of their various barracks. At this time a request was made 
to the Germans for additional bed slats and surprisingly were supplied. It is 
presumed that the Germans felt that we had just burned bed slats for either 
keeping warm on the one hand or cooking on the other hand. Some of the slats 



were then returned to the bunks and broken up cardboard boxes were stretched 
and spread between the slats so as to give the sleeping part of the bunk more 
support.  
 During the daytime the boxes of dirt that had been accumulated in the 
storage area or room beneath the floor, were brought up and a human chain 
was created by which they handed box from person to person from the storage 
space up to the front of the barracks. If it were possible at that time to take 
the dirt on up above the ceiling, such was done in full daylight. If, because of 
German guard activity, the same had to be interrupted, the boxes of dirt were 
stored under bunks in the barracks themselves but covered by blankets that 
were just allowed to hang over the side of the bunk. On some occasions, there 
were some rather close shaves as regards concealing those stored boxes.  
 My own responsibility was that of storing dirt above the ceiling. We had a 
crew of eight, with one standing on a chair at the outside of the front door of 
the barracks. He would hand a box up to another sitting on the edge of an 
opening in the gable end of the barracks who would hand the box to another 
who was standing in the human chain of persons passing the box from one to 
another back to me where I would take the box and stack it on a platform which 
had been built there earlier. I had had nothing to do with the selection of that 
site, but it was probably the only sensible site for the dirt storage. It was at the 
midpoint from north to south of the barracks and at that point there were cross 
beams from one side to the other. These beams were probably two inches by 
eight inches by however many feet consisted of the width of the barracks. The 
platform had already been built before I ever took that part of the responsibility 
and the bed slats which had been used to build the platform overlapped only 
two of the four crossbeams.  
 One night, as we were storing the dirt, we had a signal from below that 
Germans guards were inside the camp and were approaching the barracks. 
Certain signals would be given to close up the opening in the front of the 



barracks and then a different signal would be given that all was clear. This 
particular evening the signal was given substantially before dark which was 
probably around 5:30 or 6:00 in the evening. We could hear the German guards 
walking down the sidewalk towards the barracks. They turned off at the barber 
shop which was separated from the barracks by a hedge perhaps seven feet 
high. The American prisoners were not supposed to leave cigarette butts on the 
ground around the barber shop, it being thought that such would give the 
guards an excuse to be inside the camp that much longer. During the time that 
these guards were approaching the barracks, we had had a couple of warnings 
to stop activity and wait for all clear signals. Finally, however, an all-clear signal 
was given but this was about between 9:30 and 10:00 at night.  
 The project commander, Lieutenant Colonel Doyle Yardley, was also the 
commander of that particular barracks. When we received this all clear, Colonel 
Yardley instructed us to hurry as fast as we could and with our clothes on get 
into the empty bunks in his barracks for he had sent some of his personnel to fill 
in our bunks in our own barracks. We were all able to get down and close up the 
hole in the gable end of the barracks before the Germans left the area of the 
barber shop. The guards entered the barracks and with their flashlight did a bed 
check. I was quite sure that the blanket was rising and falling as I was breathing 
rapidly from the exertion immediately preceding their entry. However, 
apparently they did not become aware of anything unusual. 
 The Germans had installed I guess what would be called seismographic 
equipment which was expected to be able to detect vibrations beneath the 
surface of the earth that would indicate that tunneling was going on. We knew 
from wires running down close into the earth where these pieces of equipment 
were located. The tunnel was so placed as to go between a couple of the posts 
and also at a depth that was considered to be too great to be detected because 
of the lesser depth of the devices. Nevertheless, the Germans assumed that 
maybe some tunneling was going on notwithstanding the fact they were unable 



to find clues to that effect.  
 An effort was made on their part nevertheless to cave in the tunnel if 
such were in existence. They brought in a piece of equipment that was rather 
primitive in design, and which had to be operated strictly by manpower. It was 
an auger with a shaft probably eight feet long and on which could be mounted 
four cross arms. As this auger was pushed into the earth at the beginning, the 
cross arms were located at a height that a man pushing on each arm, that is 
with four men pushing simultaneously, the auger would be turned and drill out 
dirt from the earth as the point of the auger was going deeper. After going 
around the perimeter of the camp in this manner, blasting charges were put 
down in each hole and were detonated, hoping that such would cave in the 
tunnels. However, as our plans were better than the German efforts to frustrate 
them, there was no cave in resulting from the blasting at these holes. 
 John Kader was one of the tunnelers. He had been at the temporary camp 
in Italy at the same time I was and we had traveled together in the same boxcar 
to Germany and to Poland and slept in the same barracks. John had been a coal 
miner prior to military service and was obviously one of the best qualified to do 
tunneling. He and I discussed the possibility of traveling together after 
departure from the tunnel. John was Hungarian by heredity, and still had 
relatives living in Hungary. He, of course, by this time very well knew of my 
evasion experience in Italy and the two of us felt that teaming up together 
would be advantageous after departure from the camp. Unfortunately, we were 
never able to test the effectiveness of our plans.  
 As time went on, but entirely unconnected to the efforts of the Germans 
to cave in the tunnel, a cave in did occur at a point considerably beyond the 
point of detonation of the charges. The problem really was one of not having 
adequate bed slats to shore up the tunnel. After the cave in, John examined the 
area and estimated that it would take an additional forty feet of tunneling to go 
out and around the cave in and back to connect up with the tunnel to finish the 



way outside of the fence. It was considered probable that our tunnel had 
already passed the fence line but should go another twenty to thirty feet to get 
to where there would be concealment in the forest.  
 I have mentioned that I was doing the storing of dirt above the ceiling. 
The question was rising as to whether or not the project should be terminated 
or continued. On a particular evening, as I was stacking dirt boxes on the 
platform, I heard a creaking and also noted that the ceiling timbers and the 
platform were descending somewhat. I immediately started handing the dirt 
boxes back along the line to those who had been handing them to me. At that 
point, the project commander had tapped the ceiling with the broom and yelled 
in his colorful manner that we were losing the ceiling. We were able to stop the 
destruction of that area of the ceiling, but Colonel Yardley told us that the 
ceiling had dropped at least thirteen inches before we started moving the dirt.  
 The next immediate question was what should be done. The committee 
with the input from myself and the tunnelers and the project commander asked 
what should be done and the decision was made that the tunneling should be 
discontinued since it was not possible to find other suitable storage spaces for 
the dirt without carrying complete boxes of dirt from one barracks to another. 
Nevertheless, the tunnel was still kept concealed and at the time we were 
marched from the camp a substantial number of men had concealed themselves 
within the tunnel until after the Germans marched the rest of us away from the 
camp. 
 After the Germans killed those escapees from Luft III, and before our 
tunnel project was abandoned, we were informed by the International Red Cross 
as to what had happened there. Within the next few days, we had fifty-eight of 
sixty project members resign. As near as I know, only Colonel Yardley and I 
remained. From the day of being shot down, I was committed to evading 
capture. And from the moment of capture, I was committed to escape. Our 
project ranks were filled again by men volunteering to help, but reserving the 



right to later make the decision whether or not to exit when the tunnel was 
completed. The project continued until after the cave in. 
 I am not mean nor critical of those who dropped out. They were ground 
troops who, before, capture, had been subjected to intense combat gunfire--
rifle and artillery, as well as being at risk of being blown up by land mines.  
 In the air, we weren’t under the same kind of pressure. Flak bursts, as 
you’ve seen in movies, the black puffs of smoke and so on, we saw around us. 
On these combat missions, there would be a lot of flak bursts, and not a plane 
would fail to get back. On my first combat mission, believe me, when flak first 
started coming up, my mouth got pretty dog gone dry. I cannot deny that I was 
nervous. I can’t deny that I was nervous on other missions when flak started 
coming up. It looked pretty dog gone close and when the flak bursts close by, 
you hear a straining as though the rivets were being pulled loose from the plane 
structure, or that you were being hit with a lot of shrapnel from that flak burst. 
 It was a little nerve-wracking. But we weren’t under the continuous 
pressure and stress that these ground troops were. 
 There were only three of us who were specifically combat flyers still in the 
camp at the time we were marched out by the Germans--Bill Korber, Billy 
Higgins, and myself. Others had been in Oflag 64 and then transferred out. One 
of them, Bob Dawson, of Portland, Oregon and I had thought of stealing a 
German plane from a nearby field at Bromberg and then trying to fly to neutral 
Sweden. In general, I think flyers were more committed to escape than ground 
troops for the reasons stated.  
 In the fall and early winter of 1944, we had what we chose to call a 
starvation period in camp. Ordinarily we had received an eleven-pound Red Cross 
food parcel on a weekly basis. These parcels did not arrive during that period, 
because our American bombers were too effective in bombing out railroad lines. 
The German ration was, according to some of our own doctors, approximately 
half sufficient in number of calories provided per day, to maintain body weight. 



As a matter of fact during this period, we had been given to understand that 
there was approximately a forty pound per man weight loss. I am certain that 
some lost considerably more than that, and I believe that I personally lost less 
than that. I knew of some who had lost as much as eighty or ninety pounds. I 
think that I probably had lost as much as twenty or twenty-five pounds by 
contrast. I had been very careful in my use of the food from the American Red 
Cross food parcels trying to save as much as possible of that for future escape 
purposes. That meant that I was certain to eat all of my German ration, which 
was something that many prisoners did not do if they had American food that 
would take its place.  
 During the time after the tunnel project had been discontinued, I got to 
thinking of other possible means of escape and one afternoon while my friend 
Bill Duckworth or "Duck" were alone in our cubicle, I asked him if he thought a 
person could fake insanity. Bill’s stepfather was a doctor and Bill was somewhat 
familiar with matters of a medical nature. He said that he thought that it could 
be done. Accordingly, we both decided to undertake insanity projects. That was 
probably not the smartest thing to do because two of us starting more or less 
at the same time and with the project originating in the same cubicle, it could 
very easily have aroused suspicion.  
 Bill decided that he would try to pass himself off as manic-depressive. He 
was able to play the harmonica very well, and in his manic stages, would get up 
on top of his bunk or a locker or something else and sit blowing as hard as he 
could into his harmonica until some of the others were telling him to shut up. Of 
course they were not aware of what was in process. I needed to completely 
subordinate my reactions so that rather than react promptly to almost 
anything, I had to control reactions. Demands of Bill’s project were such that he 
used a lot more calories per day than I. I needed to limit my caloric intake to 
help minimize my responses. Accordingly, I tried to help Bill keep up his strength 
by providing him with some of my stored food stuff, though he also had been 



quite careful to store foods. In our barracks, because of the cold, I had designed 
a stove which was built basically of bricks. Within the barracks were some very, 
very inefficient German heating devices that had a fire door on the one end with 
an ash door beneath it. We constructed the stove with the bricks and I found a 
couple of lengths of iron rod outside which I was able to have cut and bent in 
one of the shops in the camp. I removed the fire door and ash door from the 
German heating device and put them on the front of our stove. From the 
washroom, where there was an area originally intended to be something of a 
cooking area, I was able to remove some round iron lids which remind me of the 
old iron lids on the old coal stoves. If I do say so, I think it was quite an efficient 
piece of work. It was easy for us to put on food stuffs and heat them up and 
have some warm food.  
 Others in the barracks would come down and ask if they could use the 
stove. I observed that there was getting to be quite a bit of confusion from 
that, and I decided to make use of that confusion in that I had already 
undertaken my own project, which as indicated, required that I subordinate all 
my reactions to what would have been normal. In order to unobtrusively draw 
attention to myself, I decided that it would be well to make some changes. 
Accordingly, I talked to our barracks commander, a Lieutenant Colonel, and 
asked if it would be possible for me to exchange bunks with someone else in the 
barracks because the confusion in my cubicle was beginning to get on my 
nerves. I received the Colonel’s permission and changed with Jim Barry, taking 
the bunk in his cubicle a little ways down the corridor in our barracks.  
 At the mess hall, where we had one meal a day, I would sit on one side of 
the table and stare right through the person sitting opposite to me. I would 
raise a spoonful of food straight up from the plate, hold it out in the air in front 
of my face sixteen or eighteen inches away and just hold it there for a time 
before bringing the spoonful of food into my mouth, all the time staring through 
the person opposite me. I understand that this was quite unnerving to the other 



fellow.  
 Part of the condition of this project was that it be approved by a doctor, 
that if the doctor said "No", that was the end of it. Bill and I accordingly visited 
with Dr. Louis Tankin, who was also a prisoner, and among the other things he 
asked whether either one of us had any history of mental illness in our families 
to which we both gave a negative response. He said that if there had been a 
positive response, he would have said to not go ahead with the project because 
if the project were successful we would have to come so near the line that it 
would be enough to take us across into a true mental illness. The committee 
also insisted that we have a confidant with whom or through whom we could 
maintain liaison with the security staff. I selected Jim Lisenbe who also had been 
with us from Italy through Germany and into Poland. Jim and I did travel 
together from our barracks to the mess hall just as a matter of routine which 
had been going on all the time anyway, and therefore would not draw attention. 
Jim told me that if he didn’t know what was going on, he would have been very 
much concerned about my condition.  
 A Dr. Abrams bunked in the cubicle immediately opposite the one where I 
had first been at the time of commencement of this project. He was beginning 
to observe some things about me that caused him to ask me to go for a walk 
with him around the camp perimeter. He asked me if there was something 
bothering me and I was able to report to him things that didn’t really bother me 
but that if I were having mental problems, would be bothersome. Apparently he 
was convinced that I was having real trouble and referred me over to a Dr. 
Gruenberg, who in his practice had had some psychiatric experience. Dr. 
Gruenberg then visited with me over in a different building, and apparently was 
convinced that all was not well. Some time later, I was referred over to still 
another doctor who had been a division psychiatrist. After my visit with him, 
apparently the seal was put on the success of the project.  
 I must state at this point, however, that no one other than Bill and myself 



and a confidant for each of us and the doctor that we selected to discuss the 
matter with at the beginning were supposed to know that this was all an escape 
project. The reason for that was the fear that if American doctors realized that 
this was just a project, they might be more willing to say that they thought it 
would get past the Germans. In the final analysis, what would become of us if 
the project were successful, or if the situation was one of real mental illness, 
would depend upon the German doctors. 
 One day Colonel Waters, who I have identified as head of our security and 
escape committee, related to Jim Lisenbe that thought had been given to 
transferring me from our camp to a German hospital but that the Germans had 
made the decision against that because they felt that it would only make things 
worse.  
 As time went on, I needed to continue doing things that would draw 
attention to me. Among other things, I would stay awake at night and as the 
fellows would go down the corridor to the two-holer latrine at the end of the 
barracks, I would moan or cry or make some moanful plea for someone to leave 
me alone, that I hadn’t done anything to them. As time went on, also I 
undertook efforts to indicate that I was giving serious thought to suicide. I 
gathered up pieces of strings and shoelaces and whatever I could get hold of 
and started braiding a cord. Also perhaps I would stand for hours at a time with 
my back to a locker looking up at the crossbeams of the barracks, supposedly 
considering that I would hang myself. I cannot recall all of the things that I did 
to try to draw attention to myself but apparently it was ultimately successful, 
for one day when Jim and I were walking along the sidewalk, we encountered 
Colonel Waters coming from the opposite direction. He stopped us for just a 
moment and said "Ellsworth, apparently it’s all successful. You are scheduled to 
be sent to Sweden on March 17th (1945) to be returned to America on an 
exchange of prisoners".  
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