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ETHEL “SALLY” BLAINE MILLET 
US ARMY 1940-1947 

Editor’s note: much of this story is taken from an interview with Sally as part of an Oral 
History Project for the Admiral Nimitz Museum of the Pacific War in Fredericksburg, Texas.  
The interview was conducted by Floyd Cox on 24-APR 2000.  Other portions of this story is 
excerpted from, We Band of Angels by Elizabeth M. Norman, copyright 1999. 

 

Ethel “Sally Blaine, In Her Own Words 

Sally was born in Bible Grove, Missouri on 19-FEB 1915.  Her 
father was William Blaine (1850-1914) and her mother was 
Sindarilla Stice (1848-1920).  Bible Grove is an unincorporated 
community in Mount Pleasant Township, Scotland County, in 
Northern Missouri.  Ethel lived in Mount Pleasant through 
1930 according to the U.S. Census.   

Sally was the 10th of 13 children. She had six brothers: Otis, 
Oren, Cecil, Carl, Mayhue, and Millard; and seven sisters: Celia, 
Bess, Jessie, Agatha, Madeline, and Maxine.  

Sally graduated from Bible Grove high school in 1933 and immediately entered nursing 
school because, it was the only option available to a young woman in that time and place 
for getting away from home.  She graduated from nursing 
school in San Diego, Calif in 1939.  In November 1940, she 
entered the US Army at Letterman General Hospital in San 
Francisco.    

Sally recalled, “at the hospital, there was a constant list for 
volunteers willing to go to the Philippines.  Three times this 
list went up and it was right there in the hall where we went 
up to our rooms at night.  And every time I saw that list, I 
put my name on the list.  I had noticed there was always a 
pencil hanging there but the last time there was no pencil, 
so I signed my name with a pen, and it stood out and looked 
like a ‘John Hancock signature.’  The chief nurse called me 
in and said, ‘you want to go to the Philippines?’  I said, ‘yes I do.’  She said, ‘do you have 
any idea of what it is like over there?’ I said, ‘not really.’   She said, ‘honey, you’re going 
to have to work very hard if you go to the Philippines.’  I said to her, ‘has anyone told you 

Sally is front row left, with big smile 



2 
 

I was lazy?’  She said, ‘no, I just want to assure you it’s not going to be easy if you go over 
there.’  She had served in the Philippines and knew it wouldn’t be easy.   

Sally continued, “they were building up the Army in the Philippines and sending out a 
couple of ships per week.  I went out the end of May; it was 17 days on the ship to the 

Philippines.  I was happy to go.  I was delighted!  I was told later 
after I got home in 1945, in the 5th grade I told everyone I was going 
to go to the Philippines.  I don’t remember saying that but 
apparently, I read about it somewhere.  I remember reading after 
1948 they wouldn’t be under our flag, so I decided I wanted to go.  
So, I did go when we were in control, but it turned out we were only 
in control for about six months. When I got there, I was immediately 
sent to Stotsenberg Hospital at Clark Field in Luzon, the Philippines 
in June 1941.   

“Stotsenberg was like a picnic.  It was the old regime still in full 
force.  At 6:00 in the evening all women had to be in long dresses 
and men had to be in white uniforms their formal attire.  In 

November, a lot of men began coming in and I noticed the men never bothered to get 
white uniforms.  Even I was smart enough to know something was stirring up.  But nothing 
was ever said to us, we were never briefed what we were to do in the event of war.  Not 
one word was ever said about it (the buildup).  We talked about the buildup only the last 
time when we were having an alert.  I asked our chief nurse if it wouldn’t be a good idea 
to get some heavy clothing together in case we were sent to Manila and had to bivouac 
on the way down.  She was from Canada and said, ‘we will do no such thing without orders 
from headquarters.’  Sally said, ‘the first orders we got from any headquarters was from 
the Japanese headquarters that we are being bombed.’  That was December 8th, 1941.  I 
had been gone all that weekend.  I was in my bed asleep from midnight until 6:00 AM.  I 
was in Manila and rode a train back to Stotsenberg.  I was tired.  One of the nurses came 
in and said, ‘Sally, get up.  Pearl Harbor has been bombed.’  I thought about that for a 
moment, and said to myself, it took us twelve days to get from Pearl Harbor to the 
Philippines, I guess I can probably sleep another week and I went back to sleep.  She came 
back a little later, jerked back the mosquito netting and said, ‘get up out of that bed!  
Camp John Hays has been bombed.’  Camp John Hayes is only about 100 kilometers north 
of the hospital, but it was pretty quiet around here.  We had dinner and the next morning 
a lot of fliers went up around 10:30 to check out what was going on. They knew the Japs 
had bombed Pearl Harbor, but I don’t think they knew they had bombed Camp John Hays. 
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“I remember hearing our pilots land and it sounded pretty good to me.  We had lunch at 
the nurses’ quarters where about twenty of us lived.  I went upstairs preparing to go on 
duty at 1:00.  When I went upstairs, I remember vividly I put up my foot on an ottoman 
to retie my shoelace and then I heard it; all that bombing at Clark Field.  (Editor’s note: 
Clark Air Base is a Philippine Air Force base on Luzon Island in the Philippines, located 3 
miles west of Angeles City, about 40 miles northwest of Metro Manila).  I walked to the 
head of the stairway; all I could see was a black cloud like a tornado would make, billowing 
smoke, real dark gray, black and it seemed to be a mile wide.  It was a terrific amount of 
darkness I saw.  I had seen tornados in Topeka, Kansas that looked about the same.  I 
knew this was the beginning of war for us.  Our chief nurse, who was standing at the foot 
of the stairs, was waiting for orders and I looked at her and said, ‘This is it, isn’t it?’ She 
said, ‘I guess it is.’  Then I went to duty.  Before I went on duty, I packed my cosmetic bag.  
That’s always been my thing.  I had to have my lipstick, my comb, and powder with me to 
the hospital.  We had to walk only about fifty yards to the hospital.  And it was all quiet 
for a while.  Then about 15 to 20 minutes later, the Japanese came back and strafed Clark 
Field with their little fighter planes.  I went to my duty stations preparing for whatever 
was going to happen.  In a few minutes, about 10-15 minutes after the strafing, we began 
to receive patients.  Our chaplain came in with an ambulance.  He made about five or six 
trips in.  He was the only person I knew in this group.  We had so many people coming in 
so fast, we had to put them on litters on the concrete floor. We had them lying outside 
the building until we could make room for them inside.  We received about a hundred 
casualties which does not sound that great, but we were a tiny hospital with not that 
many beds.  It really did stress us.  They emptied our wards of all the walking people, 
those that could walk had to get up and leave.  We put our sick patients or severely 
wounded in those beds.  We didn’t receive any more patients that day, but the Japanese 
came back and bombed us every day.  This was on December 8th.   

“By December 24th, we had to leave.  We left Christmas day.  I remember Ann Williams, 
who was one of the nurses from Stremmer Hospital in Manila, came over to help.  We 
had about five that came up to help.  I remember, I had been showing Ann around and a 
couple of officers wanted to take Ann and me swimming.  The only swimming hole was 
about ten miles away.  Remember, this is the 24th of December!  So, Ann and I went 
swimming.  The next day, we were ordered to Sterberg Hospital in Manila to help patients 
that were being sent out, and all the medical people.  I thank my lucky stars that we were 
not away swimming the day they ordered us out because our chief nurse could not have 
appreciated that.  They were pretty rigid in those days.”   
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Manila to Bataan and the Jungle Hospitals 

“Then we got on our bus, and we went down to Manila with no trouble at all.  They took 
all our patients on the train and the Statsenberg Hospital was closed after that.  There 
were no people left there.  We left all our belongings.  I can remember that I had so many 
pretty evening dresses in the closet.  I never saw them again.  We managed to bring a 
barracks bag of stuff and that was all we could take with us.  And my cosmetic kit.” 

By the end of the month, Manila was falling to the Japanese army. Sally and 88 Army 
nurses were ordered from Manila to Bataan at the end of December 1941.  Sally 
continued, “We thought we could stay in Manila a few days before moving again.  But 
then the Japanese started bombing every day.  I remember the last thing I saw at 
Statsensberg Hospital in Manila when I left.  The last person was our cook.  The Japanese 
were bombing on the post, and we could hear the bombs dropping not too far away. I 
mean if it’s 100 yards from you that’s still too close.  We all had to take cover.  The spot 
for me was a culvert that had a drainage pipe about 12 inches in diameters.  I know 
because I had on my riding boots and they got stuck, and crawled in. As I started to get in 
that culvert, there was a big lizard.  They called them iguanas. It came out of the culvert, 
he wasn’t going to share his culvert with no human being.  But I was happy to get inside.  
And I got in, but I could not get out because my boots were stuck!  After a while, I got 
myself dragged out of the culvert and stood up and there stood the Filipino cook and he 
was wringing his hands and saying, ‘Oh Missy Blaine, Missy Blaine, Missy Blaine.’  I 
couldn’t help but laugh at him.”   

Upon arriving at Bataan, most of the nurses thought they would be assigned to a hospital, 
but soon figured out they were the about to become the first group of American military 
nurses sent onto the battlefield for duty.  There they tended wounded soldiers in outdoor 
hospitals, under battlefield conditions, with supplies and food dwindling.  The hospital 
they were assigned was a “jungle hospital;” a hastily cleared spot in the jungle infested 
with mosquitos that officials called the “worst malarial breeding grounds in the area.”  
Besides mosquitos, there were other critters typically found in jungles. Nearly one 
hundred Army and Navy nurses, including Sally, were the first group of American women 
ever sent into combat. They were armed only with their nursing skills.  The women quickly 
learned the ways of the jungle, often falling asleep amidst the chattering of monkeys 
overhead.  The rats were the worst.  At night in the quiet and calm, they would visit in 
force crawling over bodies asleep in the open under the trees.   

The conditions continued to deteriorate.  Many of the nurses very sick with malaria or 
dysentery, including Sally.  When Sally became bedridden with malaria on Bataan, she 
“set herself up on a cot in the middle of her ward and directed the work of her staff from 
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there.” With Japanese bombers overhead, supplies could not get through. There was little 
food left.  There was no longer talk about a relief column, and most thought of themselves 
as expendable.   

Corregidor  

On 7-APR 1942, at Hospital #1 word came down that Bataan was surrendering.  Three 
battalions and the nurses were ordered to Corregidor.  Colonel James Duckworth, the 
Medical Commanding Officer, summoned nurse Lieutenant Edith “Shack” Shacklette to 
his office and told her of the upcoming surrender and said, “We’re going to get the nurses 
over to Corregidor.  We don’t want to have women around when the Jap soldiers come 
in.  Stop what you are doing and take what processions you can.  A bus will be here in 
about thirty minutes.”  Shack briefly protested saying, she “had 1800 defenseless men in 
her wards,” but the Colonel sternly repeated the order.  
“Leave!”  (Editor’s note: Edith Shacklette (1908-1991) was born 
in Kentucky and graduated from Kentucky Baptist Nursing 
School in 1939.  She immediately entered the Army at Fort 
Benjamin Harris.  She was on duty at Sternberg Hospital in the 
Philippines when the war started.  Like the other “Angels of 
Bataan,” she was imprisoned at the camp at Santos Tomas.  
After the war, she resumed her career at Oakland Regional 
Hospital in California.  She married Kenneth L. Grimes (1911-
1977), whom she met while interred in Santo Tomas.  He 
attained the rank of Lieutenant Colonel.  She later married 
Robert McGavock Haynes.  Edith died on 22-JUL 1991).   

Bataan 

Sally and the nurses were moved north to Bagguio and then they set up hospitals on 
Bataan.  On Christmas Day, the first nurses were sent over to Bataan.  At this time, they 
began to set up the “Jungle Hospitals.”  “It was a place we called Jungle Hospital Number 
Two.  There was another hospital we called ‘Little Baguio.’  I believe it had a building and 
double-decker beds inside that hospital.  But in Hospital Number 2, we had our beds on 
the ground and no chairs.  We had nothing.  Just patients and a bed for them.  It was the 
most bleak affair I ever saw in my life!  We had to draw water from a creek.  To get the 
water, we carried it up in buckets and then poured it into a wash basin to bathe our 
patients.  The nurses, of course and the officers to had to bathe in the stream.  There was 
no hot water,” Sally said. 

“This affair went on for us for all through January until April 8th.  We were then told we 
had to leave our patients.  We had by that time eighteen wards in Hospital Number 2.  

Edith Shacklette 
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They were strung out all along the Reall River.  Every time you needed a new ward, the 
bulldozer would come up and cut a pathway through the jungle.  There were a lot of trees 
there.  Beautiful trees and so much underbrush or over brush, or whatever you call it.  It 
completely obliterated our view of the airplanes flying over or their view of us.  They 
couldn’t see us.  We were in shadow from this overbrush, underbrush.  I loved it.  I felt 
completely protected because you couldn’t see the airplanes flying over and I guess what 
you don’t see doesn’t hurt you. 

“I felt secure under those trees, I truly did.  But it was not a pleasant place to be, because 
food got less and less.  In the beginning we had ham, tomatoes, and rice.  The ham and 
tomatoes were something that irritated my stomach and I was upset when I had malaria.  
I couldn’t eat it.  It was horrible for me because it upset me so much, so much.  I remember 
since my birthday on February 19, I was sick with Malaria in my bed where the nurses had 
our little encampment.  I was so sick I couldn’t eat anything.  Some man came through 
there, he was a Navy officer.  I will never forget him.  It was okay for him to come into our 
area during the daytime and he was coming to visit someone.  He looked at me and said, 
‘My, you look like a sick cat.  You look like you could use some food.  Could you?’ and I 
weakly said, ‘Yes, maybe I could.’  He came back the next day and brought me cheese 
crackers and candy.  I can’t remember what else, and I never saw this man again.  I never 
saw him again until April 19th when he got on that airplane that was to evacuate to take 
us down to Mindanao for a further trip to Australia.  Here this man was out of that 
airplane and helping me on the airplane.  He looked at me and said, ‘Hi kid, fancy seeing 
you here!’  Of course, he didn’t know who was going out on that airplane, but he was 
going out on it too.  That was a big deal for us.” 

Evacuating to Corregidor 

On 8-APR 1942 Chief Nurse Josephine “Josie” Nesbit was ordered to coordinate and 
evacuate her American nurses to Corregidor, as Bataan was about to fall.  At Hospital #2 
Josie reported to Colonel James O. Gillespie, the medical commander who told her, “Tell 
your American nurses to get down here to my office by 20:00 hours and take only what 
they can carry.”  Josie asked, “What about my Filipino nurses?”  The Colonel, cutting her 
short said, “Only the American nurses.”  Josie Nesbit had made the Army her life.  She 
obeyed orders and respected authority.  But now, perhaps the first time in her career, she 
challenged the chain of command.  Josie, said, “If my Filipino nurses don’t go, I’m not 
going either.”  She was not going to leave them behind.  Colonel Gillespie called 
headquarters and got permission to evacuate all the nurses – Americans, Filipinos and 
civilian women working in the hospital.  Nurse Lieutenant Sally Blaine, said of Josie, “She 
was a tiger.”   
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Sally continued, “April 9th, we had to leave hospital number two and that was one of the 
most stressful events of my life.  We were upset to have to leave our patients and by that 
time we must have had 4000 patients in that hospital, which was set up to accommodate 
2000.  All the American women on Bataan evacuated to nearby Corregidor Island the night 
before the Army surrendered 9-APR 1942.  But we’d find out, things were bleak on the 
island too, where nurses worked in an underground hospital tunnel.   

“We went down to the motor pool to await transportation.  I was ordered into a sedan 
and there were five nurses, I believe.  One girl couldn’t get a seat inside and said, ‘Well, 
I’ll stand on the running board.’ So, she stood on the running board and the rest of us 
crowded in back.  We didn’t get very far when we ran out of gas so that car stopped, and 
we started to walk.  All of us nurses started walking.  We walked only about 50 yards or 
so and another sedan stopped for us and said, ‘Hey, we’ve got room for some of you.  
Can’t take you all maybe, but some of you can ride with us.’ So, there they took four of us 
and one girl said she would go ride on the running board.   

“So, the rest of us were waiting for transportation to Mariveles pier, which is six miles 
away.  It took us all night because we got in the next car, it had to stop because they were 
blowing up an ammunition dump.  They didn’t want it to fall into enemy hands.  Our 
ammunition was exploding, and the shells were flying over the road.  They had thought 
everyone had already passed because they knew the nurses were ordered out of their 
place at 8:00 in the evening but the transportation was so slow, you just crept along at a 
snail’s pace.  There, we waited about three hours.   

“I was inside with 2 or 3 other nurses.  I remember I had my barracks bag and that was all 
the belongings I had.  It fell off the fender of the car.  My barracks bag was there because 
there wasn’t any room inside.  It fell off and went tumbling down the grade into a ditch 
and I begged them to stop.  ‘Please, please stop.  That’s my clothes.  Let me get my 
clothes!’  Well chivalry is dead!  The guy up front didn’t offer to get my clothes, he guessed 
he was doing enough, he thought.  Every time he stopped at a little stream, he got out 
and got a bucket of water for the engine radiator… it leaked and we could only go maybe 
five miles or so.  He filled it up three times on our way down to Mariveles, but he didn’t 
offer to pick up my clothes.  But I got my barracks bag and pushed it back in place and it 
stayed there until we got down to the pier.  It was seven o’clock in the morning, when we 
got to the pier and there was no one there for us.   
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”The older nurse in our group was Hortense E. McKay. Hortense was born on a farm, 
northeast of Harmony, Minnesota and had been working on the ward with me. Hortense 
said, ‘Sally, see that man over there with the Red Cross on his arm? 
Go ask him if he knows anything about a boat for the nurses.’ So, I 
went yelling across the sand. I remember vividly this tall man with the 
Red Cross on his arm and I yelled at him I said, ‘Hey you. Do you know 
anything about a boat for the nurses to go to Corregidor?’  He said, 
‘Oh, yes. It came and went a long time ago.’ (Editor’s note:  In 1945, 
Hortense E. McKay helped to reorganize the Army Nurse Corps and 
graduated from the University of Minnesota in June 1949. Later she 
became director of the department of nursing at the Brooke Army 
Medical Center, Fort Sam Houston, Texas in 1953 and until May 1956 
as Chief Nurse in Orleans, France, Chief Nurse at the Fort Eustis VA. 
Army Hospital until May 1957, and as assistant chief of nursing at Fort 
Ord, California until her retirement in June 1960).  

“Well, my heart sank! I went back to report and this man came back 
and followed me. Hortense knew him. They’d come over on the same boat together in 
the Philippines the year before. It wouldn’t have mattered of course, whoever it had been, 
he would have helped us. He said, ‘I have a boat out here that can take five of us, l guess 
we could get in it.’  So, Hortense, Beth Veley, me, and another girl went down to ride in 
the boat with him.  (Editor’s note: Beth A. Veley served from November 1940 to December 
1945. Beth went on to serve with the 130th Evacuation Hospital in France.  She was one of 
eleven nurses rescued from Corregidor and delivered to Australia.  She was awarded three 
Presidential Citations for Heroic Actions while participating in two theaters of war.  Beth 
attained the rank of Captain.  Beth died 23-JAN 1981 in Santa Clara California.)   

“He took us on the boat to Corregidor and we got over there about 7:30. It’s not many 
miles across to Corregidor. A little boat can skip across there fast. And I remember how it 
looked that morning. It was silvery gold, the sky and the water.  You couldn’t tell where 
the sky ended, and the water began. It was a beautiful looking morning, but I honestly 
wondered if I’d ever see another morning. 

“The boat was so low in the water, that the water kept flipping over into the boat. Not 
enough to sink us. And we saw a boat ahead of us. It was a group of nurses who got off 
one boat ahead of us. We’ve never been able to keep that story straight how many people 
got over there and how many boats did it take to get them over there. But I know that 
Alice Hahn went on one small boat with someone alone, and I think there was another 

Hortense McKay 
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group that got on a boat that got over to the Philippines just about thirty minutes before 
we did.  And when we got over there it was about 7:30 or a quarter to 8:00 in the morning. 

“But the big group of nurses did not get there until about 12:30 or 1:00 PM because their 
chief nurse wasn’t sure that she was doing what they told her to do. She couldn’t believe 
that everything was so fouled up and she stopped to reaffirm her orders. I think that 
delayed her quite a bit. But eventually they did get on the boat.  They loaded the nurses 
first on that big boat, but Japanese planes came and were strafing the water and the 
nurses had to get off the boat and go back to shelter.  The next time, I guess, they put the 
bags on first, then the nurses.”   

Escaping Corregidor 

“Everyone arrived on Corregidor; no one was injured, but they were so tired looking. It 
was really something, but they were staunch. They were marching in there just as firm as 
could be. They looked haggard a bit, but they were chin up!  They weren’t giving in yet. 
We were run off Bataan, but we weren’t whipped yet.  So, we stayed in Corregidor until 
April 29th.  

“Not everyone escaped Corregidor, as you all know, but a few did escape.  There were 20 
of us selected to leave Corregidor.  In the last week of April, General Wainwright was 
informed that two Navy PBY seaplanes were going to going to slip through the blockade, 
drop off some supplies and take out some passengers such as civilian dependents, staff 
experts and cryptographers requested by MacArthur and many other older officers that 
Wainwright felt ‘were in no physical condition to take captivity.’  The general also decided 
to include in the group twenty of the island’s eight-five Army nurses.  Early on April 29th, 
Wainwright received word that the PBY’s would arrive that night and asked his Chief 
Medical Officer for a list of women to get out.  Colonel Cooper met with Captain Maud 
Davison, chief nurse of the nursing corps of the Philippine Department, to decide who 
would stay and who would be given chance to escape.” 

Among the first picked were women in their forties and fifties who were already wilting 
under the duress of war.  Next, she selected a few women that were extremely ill from 
tropical diseases, wounded from the bombings at hospital one, or judged emotionally 
unable to continue.  Sally Blaine one of the sickest, suffering continuing bouts of malaria 
and dysentery, was chosen to leave.  

At 6:00 PM the Army nurses were told to report to the dining lateral at sunset.  Maud 
Davison handed them orders that said they are being “relieved from present assignment 
and duty and will proceed by first available transportation to Melbourne Australia 
reporting upon arrival to Commander in Chief, Southwest Pacific Area, G.H.Q. for further 
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disposition.”  She ordered the women not to discuss their departure with anyone else.  
There were no farewells or goodbyes.  Each nurse was allowed one bag as long as it 
weighted less than ten pounds.  The PBY’s would arrive shortly and they needed to be 
ready to go.  Despite the order, news of the evacuation of twenty of the nurses spread.  
Few of the women left behind complained about the old, sick, and wounded being 
evacuated.  But some complained that on the evacuation list were a half dozen of young 
and most attractive nurses in the outfit.   

“There were two PBY airplanes.  That was where I met this Colonel Bridget again, the 
commander who gave me the food. There he was, helping me on the plane and we got 
off at midnight, approximately. It was the emperor’s birthday and Colonel Wood was the 
American officer in charge of the group of women that was on this plane. We had three 
civilian women who were wives of officers.  I was on the plane, one of thirteen women: 
an unlucky number. Colonel Wood knew the ways and minds of the Japanese and he had 
told them ahead of time that April 29th would be a good day to have us evacuated, 
because it was the day they celebrated the emperor’s birthday.  I don’t know if they 
celebrate it like the British do every day. No matter when the queen’s birthday, they 
celebrate a particular day hoping for sunshine over there.   

“But Colonel Wood said they won’t be fighting all that day; and at noontime the bombing 
stopped on Corregidor and all the fighting died down. Colonel Wood and I have met 
several times since then and I know that we’ve talked about it; and he knew that it was 
going to be that way. And of course, he was involved in going out on those planes, so 
naturally he was interested in knowing when the bombs stopped. I think we can say we 
knew what was going on.   

“We boarded our planes, and we went down to Mindanao where my plane safely landed, 
and we got off.  We were supposed to stay overnight.  We got over there in the morning. 
a quarter of five in the morning when we got there. See, we left Corregidor at midnight.  
It’s about 500 miles down there, so we got there about quarter of five in the morning and 
we were tired and were offered beds in a hotel to sleep.  So, we rested a little bit, but we 
were so exhausted we couldn’t sleep; I was.   

“We had an opportunity to go up to a local market and that was where I got acquainted 
with this commander, the pilot of the plane, Greasy Neil. He was in our group that went 
to the open market. It was, well, we don’t have anything like that except in Los Angeles. 
They have a Farmer’s market with a little bit of shelter over it but not much. In the 
Philippines there was no shelter, but we went up to this market and I remember it was 
the first time I had been able to be out in the daylight without being under gunfire. The 
Japanese were not doing anything much. They had air superiority but what did they have 
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to fight?  We had nothing to oppose them with, so they were not doing much strafing and 
they watched airfields. They knew if there was any activity, it would be at the airfields. 
So, the Japanese didn’t bother us.” 

Leaving for Australia 

”We got on that plane at night after dark and we were towed back by a boat into the lake. 
This was a freshwater lake. The other plane got off before we did and when we got towed 
out into the water, our boat hit some rocks and tore big holes got into the bottom of the 
boat. One of the nurses, Rosemary Hogan, who had been wounded in Little Baguio 
hospital, took her tennis jacket, which was made of 
terrycloth, put it down in one of the big holes and tried to 
stop the water.  (Editor’s note: Colonel Rosemary Hogan 
Luciano was born on 13-MAR 1912, in the tiny farming 
community of Ahpeatone, Oklahoma. Too small even for a 
school, she completed her studies in Chattanooga, 
Oklahoma, where she graduated valedictorian of her class. 
Her hard work and academic excellence caught the eye of a 
local doctor, who sponsored a nursing scholarship for Hogan 
to attend Scott-White Hospital in Texas.  As one of ten 
children to a recently widowed mother, and to a girl who had 
always dreamed of being a nurse and the adventure of the 
military, this opportunity was well received. After completing 
her training, Hogan joined the U.S. Army Nurse Corps at Fort Sill in 1936.  When the war 
ended, she would stand as a colonel and “one of the most honored and decorated nurses 
of the war.”  She was among the first four women to attain the rank of full Colonel. She 
was the recipient of the Asiatic-Pacific Medal, Pre-Pearl Harbor Medal, Philippine 
Liberation Medal, American Defense Medal, Purple Heart, Bronze Star, Presidential 
Citation with two oak leaf clusters, and six Overseas Stripes. awarded the Purple Heart, 
Bronze Star and Presidential Unit Citation). Rosemary held it there until the water got up 
to her neck. Honestly, her shoulders were covered, and she was just sticking up with her 
head out of water. And the water was as high as the seats on the plane. They must have 
been, well, I don’t know how high, 27 inches high.  We ultimately stood up in the plane 
and the water came up to our ankles, to give you an idea of how much water was in that 
plane.”  When asked if the bottom of the plane hit the rocks, Sally replied, “Yes, because 
we took on some gasoline and I guess it overloaded the plane. Just think, maybe a few 
inches only and we would have been saved.  We didn’t get saved and had to get off the 
plane and then we ran from one place to another that morning.  

Colonel Rosemary Hogan Luciano 
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“This would have been May 1st by the time we saw daylight again.  We ran back and forth 
from one place to another seeking safety from the Japanese.  Finding a place that could 
put up thirteen women and find someplace to feed us.  We stayed at Lindsey air strip for 
about three days hoping a plane would come in. I think they did actually try to send a 
plane from Australia too, but they never made it all the way to us. They had to go back.   
Our airplane that had the accident was repaired with Elmer’s glue and Army blankets and 
boards and whatever they could find. The men worked for hours getting the plane 
repaired. And it went on, but we lost all our luggage that was on there. 

“I had only a musette bag by that time. I left Bataan with a musette bag, not with my 
barracks bag. That’s the big one. I left Corregidor with a musette bag that had my orders 
and two-hundred dollars that was to buy air mail stamps for the air mail that I was carrying 
to mail in Australia for people in Corregidor.  An air mail stamp was expensive then and I 
had two-hundred dollars that had been given to me by one of the priests in Corregidor 
and a whole bunch I tied up in a silk handkerchief that I held on my lap. I kept that and 
got out with that, but I lost everything else. I had a sweater and that was all I had when I 
got off the plane. But we didn’t get any, well, I didn’t have my hopes up that we would 
ever get out of there. I just thought this is the end of it and we will be captured here.  I 
was right!   

Captured by the Japanese 

Here might be the cruelest twist in Sally Blaine’s story. She was on her way home, being 
rescued just days before the surrender of Corregidor, and subsequent capture of the 
remaining 54 army nurses. The two small planes carrying 20 nurses landed on Mindanao 
Island for refueling, the last stop before Australia. One plane took off again, but Sally’s 
seaplane was damaged on take-off, stranding the passengers on an island.  Japanese 
forces invaded that island the very next morning. Sally and the other nurses were 
captured and eventually sent to the prison camp in Manila where they joined their 
comrades from Corregidor at Santo Tomas Internment Camp.   

“The next morning Colonel Wood came to me.  I was sick again with my usual malaria and 
I was in the dining room asleep on a governor (couch). We had a place where we were 
billeted that we called Governor Fortig’s home and I was in the dining room on the floor.  
I heard these two men come in the middle of the night and I spoke to them saying, ‘Is 
there a plane in for us?’ They said, ‘No. Not yet.’ There was no more talking because you 
didn’t talk if everyone else is on the dining room floor sleeping, you didn’t disturb them. 
So, the next morning at a quarter of five, it was just barely daylight, I heard an airplane. I 
hadn’t slept very much but I got up and went over where these two men were, Colonel 
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Wood and the transportation officer. I said, ‘Come outside.’ They went out with me and I 
said, ‘I hear an airplane. Is that the one that’s coming in for us?’  And they said, ‘Well, Sally 
we’ll tell you something if you promise not to tell and not to cry.’ Well, I knew that was 
good news, didn’t I?   So, I promised. 

“At 10:30 that morning, Colonel Wood told us we were going to be captured formally by 
the Japanese. That we would have to go up to a hospital. They called it Force Base Hospital 
Number 1. It was a USAFE organization that had a staff of Filipinos and one American 
doctor.  There was a hospital barracks for the nurses, and they had a lot of room for all of 
us, thirteen women. Some of us shared a room. I shared a room with one of the nurses, 
but we were billeted in their quarters.  That was the May 11th, the day the Japanese 
formally captured us. 

“We stayed there until in July and then they moved us again. I’d have to go back to my 
orders to get that (information). We were moved in July from that place to a little town 
where they hoped to find a ship. The Japanese were going to ship us to Manila.  We were 
taken from Cagayan, and we went to Davao by a dirty tittle boat. 

“We had a bunch of missionary women join us by that time and I was thankful for them 
because they knew how to get along in these back woodsy (sic) countries and we didn’t. 
They were really a help to us, and we liked having them in our group.  And we had a male 
missionary. His name was Mr. Downes. He had lived in Japan for twenty-two years and 
he spoke the language fluently. He knew the Japanese mind. He was a great deal of help 
to us. It really made it easy for us to be prisoners as long as he could interpret for us.  It 
was really very helpful.” 

Dirty Little Boat Ride 

“We were on that boat for about four days.  It was a dirty, filthy boat.  The Japanese had 
fresh showers.  We had fresh water to drink but we couldn’t shower. I took a bath by 
using my share of a canteen of water, a girlfriend gave me her share of water and one of 
the men gave me his canteen.   I put it in my helmet and went down in the hold of the 
ship and took a bath. No one else was down there. It was too dark and too hot. That’s 
how I had a bath on that dirty boat. 

“We got into Davao the 26th of August.  The Japanese told us that a few of us we were 
going to be repatriated to the United States.   They did take twenty-five of this group into 
Manila. And this time we went on a nice, clean boat.  We arrived the 26th of August to 
Santo Tomas prison camp. 

“I remember the day I left Davao with this group of 25 Americans on this nice clean boat. 
The boat wasn’t loaded so it was high in the water. We were on ‘D’ deck and it was very 
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high. They had a rope ladder strung down from ‘D’ deck all the way down to the ground, 
to the pier. I had to climb up that ladder with my 103-degree fever. I knew that if I looked 
down or looked up it would make me feel sick.  So, I just looked straight ahead at the ship 
as I crawled up.  I was carrying my blanket with me then. We had a blanket roll in which 
we carried all of our possessions. I didn’t even have the musette bag. I had nothing. We 
carried our bath towel, soap, and a washcloth and whatever toilet articles we had.  And if 
we had a change of clothing, I guess we did, rolled up in this bag in our Army blanket.  It 
was tied shut.  I carried that in front of me and I crawled up the side of the boat. 

“Well, I got there. While I was on that boat, something happened to me that was very 
good.  l was so sick I could not get up to go get my meals and my fever was very high. I 
was lying on the deck and one of the nurses that had been taking care of me all along, her 
name as Evelyn Whitlow (later Greenfield). She later married a man named Greenfield 
who had been in prison camp with us.  (Editor’s note:  The Whitlow family of Leasburg in 
Caswell County saw six (four sons and two daughters) of their twelve children in military 
service during World War II. Evelyn was born 17-APR 1916, the 
daughter of Robert Norwood Whitlow and Ruth Carolina Stephens 
Whitlow. She was educated in the Caswell County schools and 
was trained as a Registered Nurse at Memorial Hospital in 
Danville, Virginia. She joined the Army Nurse Corps May 1940 at 
Ft. Bragg, NC. She was the first of the family to join the military. 
In May 1940 she joined the Army Nurse Corps (ANC) as a second 
lieutenant.  She was sent to Ft. Oglethorpe, GA and later to Ft. 
Benning, GA for training. In November of 1941 she sailed on the 
USS Coolidge and landed in Manila, Philippine Islands, where she 
served first at Sternberg General Hospital. After the war, she left 
the ANC, married a fellow POW from Santo Thomas, and moved 
to California. Evelyn Whitlow died at the age of 78, in 1994). 

“Evelyn was by my side and a Japanese medic came along and looked at me. He said, ‘Oh! 
You very sick.’ He took my temperature and touched my head He said, ‘Hot! Very hot!’ I 
don’t know if he said ‘very’ or ‘velly.’  Anyway, he got it out that I was very hot.  He said 
to this girl, ‘I got ice. You got ice cap?’ She happened to have an ice cap and he said, ‘Come 
with me.’ He took her to the galley.  Is that what it’s called on a ship? He took her over 
there and he told those people to let her have all the ice she wanted.  So, she kept ice on 
my head all the time which helped my temperature. And he came back with some pills 
for me.  As I recall, they were two little black pills. He lilted my head, he gave me the pills, 
and he carried some water and gave me a glass of water.  Now I call that being humane. 

Evelyn Whitlow 
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I wasn’t expecting him to hit me. I wasn’t afraid of that, but I didn’t expect him to take 
care of me. But he did.  

“I was too sick to get up and go the kitchen to go out to where they got their meals. There 
was an American woman who had a little baby about six months old that couldn’t crawl 
yet. It was left on a little blanket by my side when they all went to eat. This woman left 
her baby on this blanket when she went to eat. She couldn’t hold her and carry the dishes 
that she went to get her food with.  The baby began to cry. This same medic walked by 
and patted the baby a little bit and the baby stopped crying. Then he backed away and 
watched it for a few minutes and it cried again. He went over and patted it again. It 
stopped crying and he walked back to see if he had put her to sleep. The baby cried again. 
That time he picked the baby up and he held it in his arms. And I remember its head was 
in his left hand and he reached over and down and walked back and forth and kissed that 
baby on the head. Maybe 75 times.  I’m not exaggerating!  He kissed it constantly as he 
walked back and forth with it.  When the woman came back, the mother took the baby. 
He reached into his hip pocket and pulled out his billfold. He pulled out a picture and he 
showed her the picture.  You know what it was, don’t you? It was his own baby, and if 
that doesn’t make you cry, this will, He said, ‘That was the age my baby was when I left 
home eight years ago.’ He had not seen his baby for eight years, so he was kissing his 
baby.  I always had that feeling that they’re not all bad. It was the nicest thing I ever 
experienced in that camp. I didn’t take very many chances, but I mean that to me was a 
lovely thing. 

“The Japanese love babies. That’s what Mr. Downes, that man, that wonderful man that 
had lived in Japan for 22 years said.  He said those people had been so nice to him. He 
had a little blonde girl going to school and he was going to take her because she was going 
to have to ride on 3 different busses. He took her for three days and the third time he 
showed up at the bus, the driver said, “Sir. It is not necessary for you to go to school with 
your little girl. We will see that she gets transferred to the proper bus.” And he said he 
never worried about it again because he said the Japanese bus drivers, or whatever she 
rode on, took care of it for him. Never again did he have to go. You could trust the 
Japanese people completely. So, I felt relaxed after I heard him tell a few of these stories. 

“When we got up to Santo Tomas, Don Manning, one of my friends said, ‘Now Sally, when 
you get to Santo Tomas look for Bert Holland and tell him Don’s okay and all the rest are 
too.’  I asked him, ‘How will I find Bert Holland? There are maybe four thousand people 
up there.’  Don sad, ‘Sally, everyone will know Bert Holland. Just ask for him.’ And when I 
got off the bus when our ship docked and we were taken by bus to Santo Tomas the bus 
driver was told where each of us were to go, I heard them call off the names, ‘This one so 
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and so, this one...’ and when my turn came the bus driver said, ‘Take this one to the 
hospital, Bert.’ That triggered my mind that I had a message for Bert Holland.  And when 
I got down on the ground, this man said, ‘Do you want a wheelchair?’  I said, ‘No, I can 
walk.’ But I could barely take a step, but I was going to walk. I wasn’t going to be in a 
wheelchair. So, I said then. ‘I have a message for Bert Ho...’ I didn’t even get his last name 
out. He said, ‘I am Bert Holland.’  And I had a message for the man whose arms I stepped 
into when l got into Santo Tomas. The only person I had a message for was Bert Holland.  
He greeted me.  He was a nice man.  Really a wonderful man. He was always busy. He had 
been an efficiency expert in the Philippines someplace where he worked.  So, you know 
he had to be an efficient kind of guy. He did a lot of volunteer work in the hospital. 
Incidentally, he developed tuberculosis in our hospital.  Santo Tomas, with tuberculosis I 
remember him vividly.   

“When we arrived in Santo Tomas I went to the hospital as I was very sick. The other 
nurses were billeted with the other nurses in the main building. They had just been in 
those rooms a few weeks, I guess. But they had been in those rooms because the group 
of nurses from Corregidor had gone into Santo Tomas in July. About July 2nd I think they 
went into Santo Tomas.  The Japanese took them across. 

“And that’s another good story I could tell about the Japanese. The captain in charge of 
the group collected all of the nurse’s jewelry and their watches and everything the nurses 
had that he could see. He took down their names and listed what they had. They just 
kissed it all goodbye. They never expected to see it again and sometime later he came 
into Santo Tomas and l think he searched Josie Nesbit and gave her all of the stuff for the 
nurses.  He didn’t keep it.  He was afraid, I guess that the Japanese soldiers or sailors on 
the ship might take it away from him. This is what I think. He took it and listed it, and they 
got it all back. 

“Incidentally, he served tea and crackers or something on the boat, they told me.  I was 
told this by different people on the boat from Corregidor to Santo Tomas.  This was a big 
group of nurses; about 59 of them came across.  By the time we all got into camp we were 
about 69 nurses and there were three other women that were not nurses. They assigned 
a dietician and a physical therapist that worked with our group all the time. We also had 
a Red Cross worker, a woman, who stayed with our group. When we left Santo Tomas all 
these left with us. We always say there were 69 nurses, but these five other women were 
with us all the time. They were with us on Bataan, and they were with us all through Santo 
Tomas. 

“In Santo Tomas our duties were just like duties in any other hospital. We didn’t have very 
many up-to-date facilities but if you worked 4 hours in a day, you could have a noon day 
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meal.  And more nurses were needed to work the morning shifts so there’d be four nurses 
put on duty to work the morning shift in the main hospital where most of the nurses 
worked. 

“In Santo Tomas we had more than one hospital. We had a mother and children’s hospital 
and there was a hospital in the gymnasium for the old men because they had nurses on 
duty all day long. l never went to that building. I never saw it but I’m sure they had facilities 
for caring for those old men that were so old they could not walk to the main building to 
get their food.  Everyone came to the main building twice a day to what we call ‘the main 
line.’ You are not supposed to mistake that for the Philadelphia Main Line, (refers to 
Philadelphia Pennsylvania railroad). It’s entirely different! 

“We did get food if we worked in Santo Tomas hospital. Catalina was the name of the 
hospital. Whoever worked over there got an extra meal at noontime. The rest of the 
people did not get a noon day meal. If I did not work 4 hours a day, I did not get a noon 
day meal.  Everyone was supposed to work that was able-bodied.  There were a few 
people who would shirk and not work. But most of the people would work and do their 
share.  And the work that was to be done made you think about 3500 people always in 
the camp. Those people need our services. 

“For example, someone is going to have to work with their shoes. We had a shoe 
repairman in there for a while.  We had one man who washed the mosquito nets. It was 
too difficult for women to wash mosquito nets.  We had a man who was a banker who 
washed mosquito nets for us. He washed them all day long. He liked being out in the 
sunlight.  All day long he washed mosquito nets.  I later met his son about five years ago 
at one of the reunions and I reminded him of that, and he said, ‘Yeah, I remember washing 
mosquito nets. One old woman asked us, if she gave us 75 cents or whatever the coin 
was, if we would wash her mosquito nets.  So, we took them down and gave them to my 
dad and he washed them, and we got her money.’ He didn’t tell his dad, naturally. Kids 
are kids. 

When asked by the interviewer how they washed the nets, Sally replied, “They threw 
them out in the water and hung them on the line to dry. But you had to have a net or you 
would be eaten up by mosquitoes. Mosquitoes were terrible and bed bugs were in the 
camp just like ants are in Kansas. In Texas you have all kinds of ants. We had bed bugs and 
we had pigeons that roosted on the top of the main building where the nurses were 
billeted.  My roof had a corrugated roof right outside the window. The pigeons roosted 
up above and they dropped their ‘calling cards’ down below. And when the sun shines on 
it becomes slightly ‘odoriferous.’  We had to scrub that thing every day. And if you were 
not on duty, and you lived in that room, you had to scrub that corrugated roof.  You had 
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to crawl out through the window to get it scrubbed clean. It took 3 or 4 buckets of water 
to wash it clean. 

“I remember I had that duty more than anyone else because I was sick so much with 
malaria. I couldn’t work four hours, but I could scrub the pigeon dung. If anyone needs a 
dung scrubber, I’m ready. I’m well qualified. But it was so funny the things that happened 
there.  Men took duty, like the man that washed the mosquito nets, the man that swept 
the floor in front of our rooms, swept the corridor. The men could not go inside our room, 
mind you. We only had a curtain up at the doorway, but a man could not step inside our 
room. Not at all. 

When asked if the Japanese would enforce that rule, Sally replied, “No the Americans did. 
The Americans really kept us pure.  l was carrying my bucket up the hallway one day and 
the man was sweeping the hallway in our corridor.  I knew him very well because he dated 
Evelyn Whitlow and later married her.  Evelyn was the girl who was so good to me on the 
ship when I was sick. And here Milton looked at me and said, ‘What the hell are you 
carrying that water for?’  I said it was my week to scrub the pigeon dung off the roof and 
he jerked the bucket out of my hand. ‘Give that to me.’  So, he got another bucket and he 
went down to the women’s bathroom. I guess they would let him in there to fill the 
buckets with water.  But he went down to carry the water. I had to carry it a long way. It 
would have been sixty steps going and fifty another way to carry this bucket of water. And 
I had a big surgery on my abdomen about six weeks before and I wasn’t really strong 
enough to carry that water. So, Milton, a multimillionaire carried the water. How about 
that?  Pretty good, huh, to have a multimillionaire carry my scrub water for me? Well. 
that was the way it was. 

“You’d see the people going around doing duties and some of the most menial duties like 
get on the garbage detail.  They’d haul the garbage out and dump it in the big bins they 
had. And these men had been businessmen in town, and they were riding the garbage 
truck! I can remember seeing so many men. You wondered what they did in private life.  
Now they are out doing the most menial labor. 

“And the food line is worth talking about in Santo Tomas. Everyone wants to know about 
prison life. In Santo Tomas there was the main building. In the center of the building was 
an airway, big hallway, and the bottom floor was called the patio.  As you go up the 
stairway there would be a wide landing on the stairwells as you turn because it would be 
at the front of the building. One big wide stairway and then you turn left and right. People 
would bivouac, put up their beds on these areas on the first floor, and the food was served 
on the back of the building. The people could come from each side of the patios to get to 
the food, or they could come from outside in two different lines.  It was… (pause), it’s 
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easier to diagram it. You see, a group of people coming in from that side, and the main 
line was in here, and they had two sets of service You could get the same set of service 
up halfway and then you were finished.  And you could either go up here if you want to 
but there would be another line of people coming this way. There would sometimes be a 
line of people coming from there and a line here. And this was the food service, and the 
food service people stood back here. 

“You had all these people milling around.  It was more than at Lata Cockerell’s theatre 
downtown. Milling around in there with their trays of food and I tell you, I remember not 
ever hearing anyone turn a cross word in any of this milling around carrying their tray of 
food or whatever they had to carry. No one ever got angry with all of this mishmash going 
around. It was bedlam. Can you imagine?  Some of the people didn’t want to go back the 
way they came, they could go outside and eat on big benches with a corrugated roof on 
top That’s where a lot of people ate because they didn’t want to go back in their rooms 
to eat in the hallway by their rooms. Maybe there was not space. So, it was a big mess 
but always everyone was courteous, I thought. 

Sally was asked, ‘What type of food did they serve you?’  Sally replied, “Bad basically!  Oh, 
wormy rice. Lots of worms.  Breakfast was horrible because breakfast was a meal that 
was just only one thing. At first, they offered us sugar with our rice but eventually no 
sugar. The internees had lots of ingenuity. They would grind up the coconut and squeeze 
the milk out of the coconut. That was sold to us if you had money. Anyone who had any 
contact at all could buy coconut cream for their cereal of a morning. But even that got 
‘iffy’ toward the end. But you ate the rice.   It was never good enough to eat the worms.  
It was never good. We had cracked wheat which to me was tasty, but it had more worms 
than the rice. And then for noonday meal I don’t think they ever served even a soup to 
anyone. But at evening time we’d have rice again. Always rice. We never had, as I recall, 
cracked wheat at nighttime.  You would be given rice. The meat was caribou meat. 

“The meat would float around in a broth, and we never had a knife. I didn’t even need a 
knife. I used a spoon to eat with because the meat was not big enough to cut. Caribou 
meat was cut up and put in this stew. I don’t think they even thickened it much with flour, 
or I don’t believe they did. It was just an awful thin stew that they put over our rice. We 
had a vegetable that grew there. It was called tallenum. It was slimy, it looked like spinach 
but was slimy as okra. And it always was slimy. You’d pick it up and that stuff would just 
slide off of it. It was bad but you ate it.  But it was good raw. Tallenum wasn’t slimy, like 
okra isn’t slimy when it’s raw.  If you don’t know how to cook it it gets slimy.  But they 
may never learn how to cook tallenum, but it was boiled like we boil spinach.  It looked 
like spinach except it was stringy. And those were the two main things we had to eat.  I 
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can hardly remember another vegetable ever, just tallenum. It grew, I suppose, profusely 
in the fields. 

“I don’t think the Japanese ate much better than we ate because I ate with some friends 
whose cooking area was right by the Japanese kitchen. The guards had a place where they 
cooked their food. This friend that invited me to eat had the cabin right there which was 
a dividing wall between the Japanese kitchen.  They ate little cakes, little, tiny rice cakes. 
They didn’t have very many of those cakes. You never saw them have very much to eat. 
One day they did get caribou liver. The Japanese did. And there was a well. And my friend 
had a place he could cook. They usually cooked outside. You didn’t like to cook inside your 
shanty, but you could.  My friend had a little pot he used to cook. They looked like 
flowerpots or what was out at the top and then it’s concave and you can put charcoal up 
there and down below there’s a little eagle looking opening.   You put some wood down 
in there to burn to get your charcoal to burn and your charcoal will hold the heat for a 
long time. But you have to put something down in the deep below it and then you get 
your charcoal going.  After you do that, you could put a grate on top of your hibachi. I 
think that’s what it’s called.  You put the grill across that and that is the way we cooked 
our food. 

“Well, this friend of mine was quite a guy. He saw that the Japanese cook had left a 
caribou liver in a big dishpan right at the water spot. There was a pump where you pump 
water.  The Japanese used it and that is where my friend got his water for his cooking.  So, 
the Japanese left the liver. Oh, my, that was too much for this guy. He couldn’t contain 
himself.  He ran out and grabbed the dishpan in the daylight and ran away with it to his 
cousin, who was a girl, and her husband who had a cabin that was about maybe 400 yards 
away. He ran with that liver to that cabin, and they hid it. 

“Eight-thirty at night this girl, Sis Knox. came to me.  She slept in the room next to me, I 
think. She came to me, and she said, ‘Come with me.’  I’d already gone to bed.  We were 
not supposed to be out in that area at all.  She said, ‘Dick got the liver from the Japanese, 
and we want to cook it in our shanty, and we want you to come over and help us.’  They 
could have done it without me, but I guess the more the merrier, huh? I said, ‘I can’t get 
over there. There’s a guard.’  ‘Oh,’ she said, ‘I’ll give you one of my aprons. I go through 
there all the time. I have a white coat I’ll give you.’  She gave me a white coat that she 
wore like a doctor’s jacket or something, or a patient gown. She said, ‘I go to the isolation 
hospital to duty. You just come with me and you wear a gown and you get a slip like you’ve 
got a pass to go to the hospital. You show that to the guard.’ I happened to have a pass 
that gave me a dental appointment and you had to show it to the guard as I go to the 
hospital. So I just took out my dental appointment and showed it to this guard as if I was 
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going to the isolation hospital He looked at me and he said, ‘Huh, huh.’ And I went on 
with this girl. 

“It took us about two hours to cook the liver.  We got it all cooked, put it in jars and this 
man gave me two jars of it.  It was mostly broth and he said, ‘You take these two to my 
friends who are up on the 3rd floor.  They don’t know how to boil water and they are 
really starving. Give this to them and tell them it came from Dick.’ Then, he gave me some 
more and he said, ‘Do you have anyone you want to give some liver to?’ And I said, ‘Yeah, 
I’d like to give it to our doctor who works in the clinic with me.  She has two little boys 
and I’d like to give them some liver.’  So, he gave me three pieces of liver. And when I 
went to give it to her, I said, ‘Listen doctor, I have a gift for you, but I don’t want you to 
ask me how I got it.’  I wasn’t accustomed to stealing and I really felt like a thief.  I said, 
‘Don’t ask me any questions.’  Later I thought she could have thought I had gotten it from 
the Japanese some other way. But anyway, Dick had given me this liver and I gave it to 
her. And 1 said, “Don’t tell where you got it.” She said, “I promise “ The next day I met 
her in the clinic in the afternoon and before I could ask her how she liked the liver, she 
said, ‘I want to tell you about the liver. In my cabin I share it with three adults and two 
children and that liver would not have made any difference to any of them.’ Now, she’s 
the doctor. She said, ‘As the most valuable person in my group. I thought that I should 
take the liver and eat it myself because I need to keep my strength up to help take care 
of the people in the camp.  So, I stopped in the women’s bathroom on the way home and 
ate it all myself.’ 

“That’s a shocking story but, that’s her kind of triage and it was right. She did make the 
right choice. Hard for people to understand but she had to work every day, she had two 
little boys she had to stay well for and that must have given her a terrific boost. I don’t 
even remember eating the liver, but it must have been good.  The Japanese came back 
that day and the fellow that lost it.  He was highly excited.  Everybody was very excited. 
Dick invited them in to look in his cabin.  Dick went out and looked around for them to 
see if he could find it.  He couldn’t find the liver either.  I think that’s one of the neatest 
stories! 

“Another time the other man that helped cook the liver, his name was Dee, came to Dick’s 
cabin at four o’clock in the morning and he said, ‘Come with me. Come with me. The 
bodega is open where the sugar is.’ It was just across 15 feet from Dick’s shanty and about 
20 feet from the Japanese kitchen.  But someone had gone in and the lock on it was not 
like a lock. It was an easy thing to turn.  It was too good for this Dee guy to miss. He said, 
‘Get some containers. Let’s get some sugar.’  So, they got some sugar, and they rushed it 
across to Dick’s cabin. Dick had a hole cut in the floor of his shanty and he had it covered 
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somewhere down below so that no one could see what it was.  He lowered, I don’t know 
how much sugar, down into his den inside his shanty. Then, early morning, he came to 
me over in my room and asked me if I would come over and help him.  He said, ‘I’ll tell 
you when you get over there what I want you to do.’  He wanted me to help scrub the 
floor of his shanty to get the sugar off the floor. He was afraid he’d have grains of sugar.  
So, we put a lot of water over the floor of the shanty, and he had sealed the sugar so it 
was airtight down below and it wouldn’t get wet.  They never even missed the sugar 
because it was in a big bin in this bodega.  We all had a lot of sugar after that.  Everyone 
stole from the Japanese, if they could. 

When asked by the interviewer, ‘You stole to survive, didn’t you?’  Sally replied, “Yeah 
(sic). The Japanese guards like wristwatches and fountain pens, at that time they were 
fountain pens. Any kind of jewelry that you want to barter with them to get them to walk 
away and leave their post.  We had what we called ‘Over the Fence Delivery.’ The 
Japanese would walk away and there would be someone on the outside who was fencing 
stuff.  They brought whiskey into the camp all the time.  If they caught you fencing, you 
were put inside. The Japanese had a prison inside their prison. There was a prison and 
you got water and rice if you did things, you were not supposed to do and they caught 
you at it.  If you were AWOL, they put you on rice and water.  Any little thing like that was 
what their prison was for. This fencing thing went on with the guards. The guards knew 
it, but the guards profited by it.  The guards were very lenient until we began to win the 
war then everybody got very nervous, and things clamped down.”  

American Ingenuity 

“In the prison camp, we had a lot of entertainment. There was a lot of stuff going on. You 
got 3,000 people locked up, what are you going to do with them? You have to organize, 
and you know Americans organize right down to the little Cub Scouts, don’t they? The 
Americans, you know what they did?  l think they were foolish. Within a week’s time, they 
had Santo Tomas so organized, the Japs didn’t think any more about sending them any 
place else.  The Japanese, in the beginning of the war, Manila was made an open city, and 
the Japanese went around to the various homes of the people and told them, I think 
maybe the Americans had captains, precinct captains maybe. But they go around and tell 
people, ‘stay here and we will take you to Santo Tomas later.’  One time they told, it was 
ludicrous to hear, the Japanese came at 7:30 in the morning and said, ‘You wait here for 
transportation, and we will take you sometime today to Santo Tomas.’ These people 
waited, can you imagine, all day long. Waited for the Japanese to come and take them 
prisoner.  I thought that was so funny. A lot of people had that story to tell. 
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“Well as soon as these people got into Santo Tomas, the Japs said, ‘Bring clothes, food 
and clothing, enough to last you 3 days.’  So, everyone that went into Santo Tomas had 
an idea they were going for three days. Well, it was three years or more for them.  And 
when they got inside, all these people, you had to have facilities for them. Bathrooms, 
toilets, someplace to heat up water, and the Americans just took over and began to 
organize.  Get everything set up, and I suppose, I don’t know whether they had stoves in 
that building or not. It was a university building we were in. But by the time I got in there 
they certainly had big stoves set up, cooking in those places just like it had been there for 
20 years. 

The interviewer asked, ‘Did they have, from what you say, it was like a self-style 
government. Was there somebody elected?  Sally responded, “Yes, we had the central 
committee, we sort of thought they were Communists, I guess. The central committee 
had more ‘don’ts’ than ‘do’s.’  We had more restrictions than privileges, for sure.  And the 
Japanese had their little system. We had a Commandant and he had 2-3 people working 
under him. Then we had the camp government and we had a, what did we call them, I 
don’t know what we called him, our camp commander. I’ve forgotten what we called him.  
But we had our number one man, American man that helped negotiate with the Japanese. 
I think he spoke Japanese to them. And the Japanese gave us a few rules to go by, but the 
Americans, and we had a lot of missionaries in there, they carried a big stick. They really 
and truly did. We had so many restrictions that we couldn’t do this, and we couldn’t do 
that.” 

Baby Boom?   

“Of course, the Japanese don’t believe in showing affection publicly, so there was a rule 
that Americans were not to be affectionate. I think hand-holding might have been abided 
by. I don’t know if they allowed that, but no kissing in public. None of that.  And when 
they allowed people to have shanties, I haven’t talked about that. People could build 
shanties which were built out of bamboo and all those little things which grow in the 
Philippines that they have their native huts out of Nepa shanties. People could build a 
shanty in a day and a half time.  Shanties could be erected, and it was very cheap in the 
beginning.  Everyone that had money, had a shanty.  They could use it in the daytime, but 
at night they had to sleep inside the buildings. And that eventually became so crowded 
that the people were allowed to sleep in their shanties and the Japanese had before not 
allowed any physical contact. Well, when they began to allow people to sleep in their 
shanties, the birthrate increased!  We had a lot of babies born in Santo Tomas. And, in a 
way, I don’t blame people for being angry about it because we had only a certain amount 
of food allocated.  Every new baby meant another mouth to feed. And when the mother 
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was pregnant, she was given food. So, it wasn’t really quite fair. Women who got pregnant 
weren’t very popular, and the men who got them pregnant, if they found out who it was, 
were put on the rice and water diet for a while. They locked them up. That was humorous. 

“So many things, like school, were going on. We had entertainment, like musical 
programs.  Don Bell, who was a radio operator and announcer in Manila before the war, 
came with his ability to announce and entertain.  He entertained us over the loudspeaker 
with all sorts of little tidbits and news of the day.  New restrictions were put out nearly 
every day.  You could hear this news broadcast over the camp. You could hear it in all the 
buildings, what was going on.  They let us have three movies, I think l saw one movie, 
maybe there was only two, but I remember one of them.  I was sick and you know I had 
to be pretty sick to miss a movie! It was when I had my big operation. I was really sick.  l 
couldn’t go to the movie because I hurt so much and I was the first person operated on 
as an emergency surgery in our new operating room. The Japanese allowed us finally to 
equip surgery and it was with wonderful German implements. Their tools are really great. 
You know everything the Germans make is good. You had these good, heavy, German 
implements in our surgery, and I made the little quip, ‘l hope they don’t operate on me.’ 
And I was the first emergency! 

The interviewer asked, “Was there an American doctor that operated on you?”  Sally 
replied, “Oh, yes, the doctors allowed American doctors to come in. They were needed, 
they didn’t have enough doctors. Even our Commandant, Japanese Commandant, got 
sick. I think he just had the diarrhea.  He came into the camp hospital, and he was treated 
by our doctors. Dr. Stevenson was his doctor who was a young missionary doctor. And we 
had two wards in that Catalina hospital. One ward was for the men and one ward was for 
the women and there were about forty beds in each ward. I remember the story they told 
about the Japanese Commandant. He was feeling pretty good the last night he spent 
there. The doctor said ‘You’re pretty good and I think by morning you ought to be well 
enough to go. But, I’d rather see you in the morning before you go back to work.’  That 
Japanese got up and he dressed himself. He sat on his bed, had his sword by his side and 
waited for the American prisoner to give him permission to go back to duty.  They have 
great respect for authority.  They do, but they didn’t respect soldiers who let themselves 
be captured. There was no honor in that.  No honor at all!  So, they treated our American 
prisoners, the men, like dogs. They had no use for them.”  

Posing as Prisoners 

The interviewer asked, “Did you ever come in contact with any of the soldiers that had 
been captured after you went into Santo Tomas?’’  Sally replied, “Well, the only American 
soldiers, there were a lot of GI’s that passed themselves off as civilians and got in the 
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camp. Finally, one of them, I shouldn’t tell this story. This is not good to tell.  But anyway, 
one of these fellows that was passing himself off as a civilian had really been in the Navy 
or something and he did something that no one appreciated.  I guess he stole something; 
I’m not sure. But anyway, they got mad at him, and someone turned him in, and he turned 
all the rest of them in. That’s the way I got this story. A whole bunch of them were turned 
in.  And I only knew that one.  That was the only one I knew that had been a civilian. 

“I heard there were three British people executed.  That happened before I got in the 
camp.  They had escaped. The Japanese found them and made them come back and they 
took them out to some area. And they brought some other internees, prisoners, to watch 
this procedure. There was a hole dug, or they dug the hole, and these prisoners had to sit 
down, put their legs, feet down in the hole and the Japanese blindfolded and shot them. 
I read a story where one of them was the last to go.  Wouldn’t be horrible to be the last 
one?  

“At the end of our time in Santo Tomas, they beheaded three of our internees.  And the 
irony of that one was that a man named Larson was killed and they got the wrong Larson. 
There were two Larsons in the camp and they got the wrong one. They took out a man 
that was not on the internee board at all.  They took out the number one man and there 
were three American men taken out and killed.  Eventually the American men in the camp 
found out who it was. That was early January when they beheaded those men. They 
thought they were receiving information from the outside. the American troops.  They 
thought they were giving out information. They thought they were spies, in other words. 
I don’t know if they were or not. I certainly wouldn’t criticize my countrymen if they were 
spies. I hope they were. Just sorry they got caught.  And another interesting thing I 
thought, the Japanese asked us or told us or ordered us or whatever, to sign a paper 
agreeing that we would do no harm to the Japanese army. Well, now, what would you 
do? They had the guns, the saber, the sword, would you sign or would you not? What 
would you do? We signed. Not a one of us felt like we were signing away anything because 
there was not a one of us that would not have broken that. And I did. I stole from the 
Japanese, you bet. And I would have done it again. I mean anything! Everyone felt the 
same way. You didn’t care.” 

Last Days in Santo Tomas 

“About the 15th of January all the Japanese guards left our camp momentarily because 
something happened.  I really never knew what happened or if anyone ever found out.  
The Japanese apparently thought they were going to be overrun and they left our camp. 
We were without guards for a little while. Finally, the Americans came into our camp 
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February 4 and there were 77 Japanese guards back in camp at that time. But something 
happened. 

“The Japanese inspected our rooms for a while. Not too frequently.  I never had a real 
fear of the Japanese and I know it was because of that one guy that was so good to me 
on the boat. I really didn’t think they were going to cut our heads off!  I didn’t think we’d 
be hurt.  When they did search our rooms,  I was a little uneasy because I had money in a 
cigar box, American money, and I had some letters. They were letters my mother had sent 
to me. I had Hitler’s book, and that was on a list we weren’t supposed to have in camp. 
And I knew that, but those Japanese couldn’t read very well. I was so afraid they would 
get my American money. I pushed my cigar box up in front of him, just handed it to him. 
I said, ‘Here. Letters from home. Letters from home.’  I showed him this stuff. They didn’t 
bother me. They didn’t take the thing from me to see. If I’d tried to take it back or hold it 
from him, or hide it behind me, they would have reached for it, of course. So, I out-foxed 
them! 

The interviewer asked, “How did you learn that you were going to be repatriated? Did the 
planes come over and drop leaflets?”  Sally responded, “Oh, you mean liberated? When 
Don Bell was our radio operator and something would happen that the Americans would 
win something, Don Bell had a way of letting us know.  One down, three to go, something 
like that you know. One place captured, three to go.  The night before we were released, 
he played Roll Out the Barrel, Santa Claus Is Coming Tonight, or something like that. This 
was the night before they came in to liberate us.  So, he did, he played that song and also, 
some American pilot who flew over had a note tied to a rock and dropped it.  I think right 
on the rock.” 

Entertainment 

“One of the ways they we entertained ourselves was baseball games.  We had seventeen 
Jesuit priests and they played as the ‘Padres.’ So, it was the Padres against the Internees.  
I heard a priest, a former internee, say much later in 1980, that that was the most carefree 
time of his life while he was in Santo Tomas. He didn’t have to preach any sermons.   

“Another way we passed time was sharing recipes.  We were all hungry and we all sat 
around and looked at pictures of food and copied recipes. You could see a man sitting 
down, and we had these student chairs with a little table out to the right. Men would be 
sitting in the hall looking at a magazine and writing. They copied recipes from the 
magazines they were so hungry. I was just as hungry. I read a story in How Green Was My 
Valley was the name of it, about a mining family in Ireland.  They described this stew, and 
it was made of mutton. I don’t like mutton, but they had new potatoes and lovely fresh 
peas in there and carrots. It sounded so good and oh, I longed for that! I didn’t copy it 
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down back then. I wish I had. Later on, I was a patient at Walter Reed after I was sent 
home and I thought about that food and I was curious. Would it be as good? I got the 
book out of their library and it was not nearly as good as I thought it’d be.   

“The men were just avid for food as we were.  A lot of them said they were going to go to 
school and learn to cook. And one man really did go to Paris and got his certificate from 
that school. He went there and he really became a chef because of his hunger while in 
Santo Tomas.  You just couldn’t believe how hungry you could be.” 

Our Angel 

“The nurses were fortunate in that respect, in two ways.  A lot of the nurses worked four 
days and earned an extra meal at noontime.  So, we didn’t get in as bad a shape as a lot 
of the people. However, some of our nurses did get very thin. But we had an angel that 
took care of us. Beth refers to it in her book. (Refers to book: We Band of Angels, Elizabeth 
Norman. CR 1999). I called her Mrs. Hughby, she called her a different name. But we had 
a woman that was I think, she was a German, and she had been in the American Army 
Nurse Corps. But later, she married a German man. I’ve gotten this mixed up, but anyway, 
Mrs. Hughby had been married to a German and she had also had an association with the 
Army Nurse Corps. 

“I didn’t mention that to you but there was a package line where people who lived inside 
the camp had servants outside who were loyal to them and the people in the camp had 
ways of getting money. This is probably not made clear to lots of people. People who lived 
inside Santo Tomas frequently had access to funds outside. Or they had someone they 
could borrow from. I was able to borrow money through our chief nurse. She had contacts 
and businessmen would lend money to us.  I believe she knew Josie Nesbitt. When she 
found out we were in the prison camp, she contacted our chief nurse and offered to give 
us food. She brought food about once a week, I guess, to us.  It was not a lot by the time 
it was divided, but it was enough. She was very kind to us.  The Japanese let her come to 
the gate and we had a package line.  Mrs. Hughby was very good to us in that respect. She 
gave us food and we were very grateful for it.” 

Liberation 

The interviewer asked, “when you found out that you were going to be released, did the 
Army come into the camp?”  Sally replied, “Oh, sure.  All afternoon of the 4th I could hear 
a rumbling noise. I knew it was tanks. I’d heard enough tanks, you know, that I knew it 
was the noise of the tanks.  There was nothing to drown out the sound. That night we all 
had to go to bed by dark.  We had to be in our rooms at 7 o’clock.  After things got tense, 
the Japanese really clamped down on us. We were inside and they came about 8:30 pm. 
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We had already gone to bed, there was nothing else to do. We couldn’t have lights on.  
We were in blackout, so we went to bed.  And at 8:30 I heard a noise and a commotion 
outside and I got up pulled on my coveralls to see what was going on. And we heard a 
little bit more noise and loud noises outside and I went downstairs and my goodness, the 
Americans had come in with a tank and someone yelled, ‘Who’s in there?’  And, I don’t 
know, somebody else yelled, ‘We’re Americans’ or something.  We didn’t even know for 
sure if it was Americans coming after us.  But a tank came down and one of the Japanese 
guards went out and threw a hand grenade at a tank. Of course, that couldn’t do much 
damage. Wouldn’t blow a tank up, I don’t think he had to do that. It was his way of 
showing his bravery. And then, our Commandant was killed.   This is sort of a sad story. 
He was killed and he was taken back in the emergency place where we treated all the 
other people.  And someone said that he was put on a woman’s bed, and she came and 
kicked him off the bed. I don’t know if that really happened or not. But another person 
came to me and said, ‘Come, let’s go see the Commandant.  He’s dead! He’s here in this 
room! Let’s go look at him.’  And I went and felt rather sick to my stomach. I looked at 
him, but I didn’t enjoy the sight. I had no feeling of joy at all looking at that man. It was 
very depressing, the whole mess.” 

When asked by the interviewer did, he commit suicide or did somebody shoot him?  Sally 
replied, “I don’t remember. I’m sure they must have shot him because he was very 
effective with his grenade.  Then one man that was on the tank was carried inside on the 
shoulders of the internees. It was just bedlam inside in the main building where I was.  
Absolute bedlam! Everyone was crowded around. Then in a few, an hour or two, we 
began to get wounded soldiers in.  There must have been a hundred casualties, but we 
didn’t put very many to bed.” 

Friendly Faces 

“On this first night of our liberation, there was lots of confusion.  We had maybe 40 
soldiers in bed.   When we got our soldiers in bed, I remember I was told by our chief 
nurse, Josie Nesbit, to ‘Empty out that room.  Ask those people to get out of their room 
and we will put the wounded soldiers on their beds.’  Well, they did, but at the head of 
every bed was a T-bar that the women hung their clothes.  Up here was this bar, like a 
cross and the women’s clothes were hanging up there and here was this pole down there 
that they had hung other things.  When you walked down the aisle, here are all of these 
American men lying in bed with women’s clothes!  What a picture! 

“I remember when we got them all quieted down and everything was calm, I went up and 
down the aisle just to look at them.  Then I was gloating! I was so happy, and they looked 
so wonderful. They were well fed, and their cheeks were full.  They had haircuts and they 
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looked wonderful.   Even though they were wounded they looked wonderful!  I went over 
to a sergeant in the first bed. They were in their uniforms, and I reached down and 
touched him on the shoulder said, ‘Sergeant, you have no idea how wonderful you look 
to me.’ And he reached up and he pinched me on the cheek, and he said, ‘You don’t look 
bad to me either.’ 

“A little bit later a sergeant came to me, and he said, ‘Nurse, my colonel’s out here and 
he’s injured. He’s in a lot of pain. I wish you’d come look at him and see if you could help 
him?’  I went out to see this man.  I remember the sergeant that said my colonel is hurting. 
And when I went out to see him, he had a gunshot wound or some type of wound in his 
leg, in the calf, but I didn’t have to undo it. It was freshly bandaged, and I didn’t attempt 
to undo it, but I gave him some morphine.  He calmed down and he went to sleep.  He 
was the colonel in charge of the outfit that had liberated us.   And this is shameful for me, 
but I don’t have that piece of paper to tell you what outfit it was. 

“Four hours later the sergeant came back, and he said, ‘The colonel’s restless again. Could 
you come and look at him again?’  And I went out and I gave him another shot and he 
quieted down.  About sunrise I thought I’d go out and see the colonel and see how he’s 
doing.  I went out and spoke to him.  I said, ‘I understand you had a pretty rough night 
colonel?’ I didn’t tell him what I had done. He said, ‘Oh, no, I slept like a baby all night.’ 
He never knew I gave him two injections of morphine. It was not until l wrote and told 
him two years ago. I thought that was so tunny.  I had forgotten his name.  It was Conner 
or O’Conner, was all I could remember. I kept asking people, ‘Who was he?’  And finally, 
they put it in their Saber, the monthly newsmagazine, and three or four people wrote to 
me and told me that his name was Conner. 

“He has broken a hip since then, but his wife has written to me a couple of times.  He is 
in Washington, and he said, ‘it was the highlight of his life.’  And so did this other man 
that was here from Tennessee.  He also wrote to me and told me where Conner was.  He 
said there’s bittersweet memories from that time.”  

Would You Like to Go Home? 

“When the invading troops came in then, and the officials who were going to set up their 
camp, there was an officer named Alexander.  When he came to me, I was walking toward 
the main building in my khaki uniform.  I guess the nurses who came in wore khaki too.  
This man said, ‘Are you one or our nurses that’s been a POW?’  I said, ‘Yes, I am!’  Then 
he said, ‘I guess you’d like to go home, wouldn’t you?’ And that was the first time I cried. 
I never cried any other time except once. I can’t remember what that was. But I cried and 
said, ‘Yes, I guess I would.’ They were tears of joy for sure. I went to sign my name and I 
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got leave in about two more days.  It never bothered me. I was tough.  I could do it. I could 
handle it. But not when I had those soft words... 

“We left February 12th on a C-46 (Editor’s note: a twin-engine transport aircraft). There 
were about 86 of us on that plane and two young pilots.  One was not even 21 years old, 
but he said he was going to be in two more days. We had a pilot who was not quite 21 
and his co-pilot walked up and down the aisle and took pictures of us. He was happy. He 
was on vacation. It was a lark!   

“But actually, the plane did have one engine that went bad. And I never found out if 
everyone had to get off the plane. I got off the plane. I think what they did was unload 
forty of us and I got on a different plane because we landed at Mindoro at San Jose. San 
Jose is the capital. And we landed there, and I got off the plane with a bunch of the nurses.  
Forty of us got onto another plane, a C-47.  We went out on a C-46, I thought, from Santo 
Tomas, then got on a C-47 and flew down to Tacklobun to Leyte where Gen. Eikelburger 
was in there. He had captured the island of Leyte. And we went to this base, Eikelburger’s 
headquarters, and we stayed there from Feb 12th until Feb. 24th. And they refitted us 
with uniforms and cleaned us up a little bit, you know; tried to. We looked pretty sad, 
even then.”   

When the nurses arrived at the 126th Army General Hospital on Leyte, many of the 
women were still seriously ill and needed immediate medical treatment and rest.  All the 
nurses had survived, despite the challenges and hardships they experienced.  Maud 
Davison, sixty years of age, was in the worst shape.  At least seven others were 
immediately admitted to a medical ward.  Sally Blaine had malarial fever, chills, and 
dehydration.      

“And then we flew home to Quadjulan , I guess, and from Quadjulan to Honolulu.  Another 
place we were entertained in Honolulu, we went to Doris Duke’s home (Editor’s note: 
Doris Duke was an American billionaire tobacco heiress, philanthropist, art collector, 
horticulturalist, and socialite. She was often called the richest girl in the world).  It had 
been commandeered as the general’s headquarters, his bivouac.  And they took us out 
there that afternoon. It was a palatial place to be sure.”   

Returning Home, Stateside 

“Then I went surfing on a surfboard and there was some man surfing out there. I couldn’t 
surf and I certainly wasn’t standing on it. I mean I was clinging to it! I can’t even swim. 
And this fellow asked me, ‘Where are you from, where are you going?’ or something like 
that. I said, ‘I’ve just come home from the Philippines. I’ve been a prisoner of war for 3 
years.  I’m just getting home.’ ‘Oh’ he said, ‘I don’t believe it.’  I said, ‘Yes, I have.’ He said, 
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‘I don’t believe that at all.’  And he became angry with me because he had never heard 
that there were any women kept as prisoners in the Philippines.  I was afraid of him I 
paddled myself back toward the shore.  

“From Honolulu we flew to San Francisco, where another funny thing happened when we 
got home.  A sailor was riding with met me on a train.  It was mostly a troop train.  He was 
asking me, telling me about things that had been going on in the States.   He asked me if 
I knew a few people, I think they were movie stars I said, ‘No I never heard of that one 
either.’  He said, ‘Geez, you don’t know anything, do you?’ And then when he left, he gave 
me the creeps. He said, ‘Do you mind if I just touch you?’ That was spooky.  That happened 
several times and it really bothered me.” 

Like many of her comrades, Sally Blaine came home to troubles.  In August 1945, she 
learned her mother was dying, and rushed home to Bible Grove Missouri just in time to 
say goodbye.   

Learning to March 

“But here’s the best story I have for you. I must tell you this one.  When we went to Miami 
Florida, and the Army redistribution Center, we were told that we had to march for the 
Inspecting General.  The nurses that were in the Philippines never had basic training.  So, 
we never had been taught to march.  I met a very fascinating colonel down there.” Sally 
met Colonel George “Zip” Van Millett an Army officer who, like Sally, had been captured 
and interred by the Germans in Europe.  Zip was twelve years her senior.  Sally instantly 
took to him.   Sally would say, “He was a really nice man.  Nicer than 99% of the men I’d 
ever seen.” 

“We were told that we were going to have an inspection and we’d have to go out for 
formation and march.  I said to Colonel Millett, ‘I don’t know how to march. What will I 
do?’  He said, ‘You just stand behind me and follow me.’ And I did for about 18 months, 
and I caught him.  And I married him! That’s enough stories!  That’s the truth!  Editor’s 
note:  George “Zip” Van Millett graduated in 1929 from the U.S. Military Academy at West 
Point.  Like Sally, Colonel Millett was a POW after being captured near Amfreville, France 
just days after D-Day on June 9, 1944.  Like Sally, He was from Missouri.   

In May 1947, Zip and Sally were married. They had two children together.  Sally left the 
service and the couple moved to Fort Bragg, North Carolina.  Sally said, “I was sure there 
weren’t going to be any more horrible things in our lives.”  Sally still ached from malaria 
and dengue fever and started having horrible nightmares.  Nine years after they married, 
Zip was diagnosed with leukemia and died a short time later.  Sally moved her family to 
California and established a home for the boys. In the early 1970’s Sally became 
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reacquainted with someone she had known in Santo Toma prison, Dick McGrath.  After a 
brief courtship they married on 11-DEC 1971.  Soon Sally became convinced she had made 
a mistake and divorced.  In her later years, Sally settled in San Antonio, Texas near some 
of her old comrades.   

Ethel “Sally” Blaine attained the rank of Captain.  Sally likely was awarded the following: 

 Bronze Star 
 World War II Victory Medal 
 Asiatic Pacific Campaign Medal 
 Distinguished Unit Badge 
 Presidential Unit Ribbon 

 Philippine Defense Ribbon 
 Philippine Liberation Ribbon  
 Good Conduct Medal 
 Prisoner of War Medal 

 

Ethel “Sally” Blaine Millett, 90, one of the “Angels 
of Bataan,” Army and Navy nurses held captive by 
the Japanese in World War II, died 8-MAR 2005 in 
San Antonio, Texas.  Sally lived energetically, until 
90. Her son Van Millet remembers her with great 
respect and admiration, saying, “She was one 
tough lady.”  She is buried in Arlington National 
Cemetery, Virginia.   

Sally was a member of numerous military service organizations including the American 
Legion, Veterans of Foreign Wars, and Defenders of Bataan and Corregidor. She was 
honored and recognized on numerous occasions by the Army Nurse Corps. 
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The Angels of Bataan 

Sally and the Angels of Bataan is a story of heroism and devotion to duty despite chaotic 
wartime conditions.  Their story was told in the 1999 book “We Band of Angels: The 
Untold Story of American Nurses Trapped on Bataan,” written by Elizabeth M. Norman. 
When the book was published, only 18 of the 99 Angels were known to be alive.  

1st Lieutenant Mildred Jeanette Manning, (1914-2013) was 
the last surviving member of the group of U.S. Army and Navy 
nurses taken prisoner in the Philippines at the start of World 
War II.  Born Mildred Jeanette Dalton, she was raised in 
poverty on a north Georgia farm but was able to graduate 
from nursing school at Atlanta’s Grady Memorial Hospital and 
was working as an RN at Grady when she joined the US Army 
in 1939. She died 8-MAR 2013.  She was 98 years old.   

On Bataan, Sally Millett told Elizabeth Norman, there was a 
tent over the records but no tent over the patients in the field 
hospital where she worked.  “I guess the Army thought the 
patients would dry up quicker than the records.” In her book, 
“We Band of Angels”, the author quoted Sally’s stepdaughter, 
Nancy Zelenack of Escondido, California, stating, “when Sally 

was released from Santo Tomas, all her worldly possessions could be put in one pocket of 
her uniform.  They consisted of one well-worn comb and a very used lipstick.” 

After waiving all her rights as a POW, Ethel Sally Blaine Millett received one dollar from 
the U.S. government for each day - 1,003 - she was held by the Japanese. Years later, she 
was one of two lead plaintiffs in a class-action lawsuit seeking reparations from the 
Japanese government.  The suit, filed in U.S. District Court for the Northern District of 
Illinois, was thrown out by a judge who said it should have been filed in Washington.  It 
was not re-filed. 

  

Mildred Jeanette Manning,  
the "Last Angel" 
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This memorial TO THE ANGELS– In honor of the 
valiant American military women who gave so much 
of themselves in the early days of World War II. They 
provided care and comfort to the gallant defenders 
of Bataan and Corregidor. 

 

 

Capt Maude Davison Jackson 

1st Lt Josephine Nesbit Davis 

1st Lt Gladys Mealor Giles 

1st Lt Florence McDonald 

1st Lt Clara Mueller Fensch 

1st Lt Eleanor E. O’Neill 

1st Lt Edith Shacklette Haynes 

2nd Lt Adelle F. Forman 

2nd Lt Mollie Petersen Ruf 

2nd Lt Eleanor M. Garen 

2nd Lt Buelah Putman Robinson 

2nd Lt Helen Gardener Rozmus 

2nd Lt Juanita Redmond Hipps 

2nd Lt Leona Gastinger Sutphin  

2nd Lt Rose Rieper Meier 

2nd Lt Marcia L. Gates 

2nd Lt Mary J. Reppak 

2nd Lt Nancy Gillahan Baker  

2nd Lt Dorothy Scholl Arnold 

2nd Lt Peggy Greenwalt Walcher 

2nd Lt Mabel Stevens Fithian 

2nd Lt Nina A. Aasen 

2nd Lt Alfie Hann Powers 

2nd Lt Ruth M. Straub 
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2nd Lt Catherine Acorn  

2nd Lt Grace Hallman Matassarin 

2nd Lt Ruth M. Straub 

2nd Lt Earleen Allen Francis 

2nd Lt Eunice C. Hatchitt  

2nd Lt Helen Summers Campbell 

2nd Lt Lourse Anschicks Prudhomme 

2nd Lt Verna Wenson Hively 

2nd Lt Ethel Thor Nelson 

2nd Lt Phyllis Arnold Macobuggi  

2nd Lt Hellen M. Hennessy 

2nd Lt Madeline M. Ullom 

2nd Lt Agnes D. Barre 

2nd Lt Gwendolyn Henshaw Keiss 

2nd Lt Beth Veley 

2nd Lt Clara Bickford Bilello 

2nd Lt Rosemary Hogan 

2nd Lt Evelyn Whitlow Greenfield 

2nd Lt Earlyn Black Harding 

2nd Lt Willa Hook Suess 

2nd Lt Anne Williams Clark 

2nd Lt Ethel Blaine Millett 

2nd Lt Ressa Jenkins Curry 

2nd Lt Lucy Wilson Jopling 

2nd Lt Ruby B. Bradley 

2nd Lt Geneva Jenskin 

2nd Lt Edith Wimberly Patient 

2nd Lt Kattie R. Brantley 

2nd Lt Doris A. Kembe 

2nd Lt Anne B. Wurtz 

2nd Lt Minnie Breeze Stubbs 

2nd Lt Imogene Kennedy Schmidt 

2nd Lt Eunice F. Young 

2nd Lt Mary Brown Menzies 

2nd Lt Blanche Kimball 

2nd Lt Alice Zwicker McAlevey 

2nd Lt Myrna V. Burris 

2nd Lt Eleanor O. Lee 

2nd Lt Ruby Motley Armbrust 

2nd Lt Beatrice E. Chambers 

2nd Lt Harriett G. Lee 

2nd Lt Vivian Shriver Thompson 

2nd Lt Helen Cassiani Nestor 

2nd Lt Frankie Lewey Jerrett 

2nd Lt Brunetta Kuewlthan Gillet 

2nd Lt Edith Corns Lloyd 

2nd Lt Mary G. Lohr 

2nd Lt Dorothea Balley Engel 

2nd Lt Dorothy Ludow McCann  

2nd Lt Mildred Dalton Manning 

2nd Lt Winifred P. Madden 

2nd Lt Mande Denson Williams  

2nd Lt Inez McDonald Moor  

2nd Lt Katherine Dollason Hannigan 

2nd Lt Letha McHale Albrecht 

2nd Lt Susan Downing Callacher  
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2nd Lt Hortense E. McKay 

2nd Lt Sallie Durret Farmer 

2nd Lt Adolpha M. Meyer 

2nd Lt Bertha Dworsky Henderson 

2nd Lt Mary L. Moultrie 

2nd Lt Dorcas Easerling Kelley 

2nd Lt Frances Nash Dumas 

2nd Lt Magdalena Eckmann Hewlett 

2nd Lt Mary Jo Oberst 

2nd Lt Eula Fails Borneman 

2nd Lt Floramund Fullmeth Difford 

2nd Lt Rita Palmer James 

LTJG. Laura M. Cobb 

Ensign Dorothy Still Terrell 

Ensign Elden E. Paige 

Ensign Edwina Todd 

Ensign Susie Pitcher 

Ensign Goldie O’Haver Merrill 

Ensign Margaret Nash 

Ensign Marry Harrington 

Ensign Helen Gerlanski Hunter 

Ensign Ann A. Bernatitus 

Ensign Mary Chapman Hayes 

Ensign Bertha Evans St.Pierre 

 

 


