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Filipino Soldiers Prepare to Blow Up a Bridge 

in the Philippines 

Online Source: World War II Multimedia Database
Written and Produced by Jason MacDonald
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ARTEMIO A. CALEDA
Philippine Hometown: Solana, Cagayan Province

Born: February 18, 1924
Inducted into WWII service: January 1, 1945

Honorably Discharged: August 15, 1945
Branch of Service: Philippine Army - Recognized Guerrillas

Unit: S-2 Intelligence Service Company, 11th Infantry Regiment, USAFIP-NL 
ASN: PVT 061502

Immigrated to Hawaii: July 10, 1992
Became a U.S. Citizen: July 28, 1998     

 On December 8, 
1941, I was attending Sun-
day mass at the cathedral 
in Tuguegarao, Cagayan, 
when a bomb hit an open 
cornfield about a mile 
north of the church.  We 
ran out and watched  Japa-
nese airplanes disappearing 
on the horizon, only to 
emerge again, circling 
overhead. Someone an-
nounced on a loud speak-
er: “Attention!   Attention! 

It’s war!  Japan and Amer-
ica are now at war!”  
  Like everyone else, 
I rushed home and packed 
my things for evacuation. I 
was a senior in high school 
in Tuguegarao and living in 
a boarding house.  I was a 
candidate for graduation in 
March 1942.  Due to the 
war, the school granted us 
automatic graduation. In 
fact, I received my high 
school diploma in March 

Artemio A. Caleda
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1942. Schools, from elementary to 
college, closed down, as well as busi-
nesses and offices. The Philippine 
Commonwealth government  ceased 
to function and fell under the control 
of the US Military. On orders of 
President Franklin D. Roosevelt,  
Philippine President Manuel L. Que-
zon ordered the mobilization of mili-
tary trainees and Philippine 
contingencies -- the Army, Navy, and 
Air Force -- to serve in the newly or-
ganized United States Armed Forces 
in the Far East (USAFFE), under the 
command of General Douglas Mac-
Arthur.  
  Because Northern Luzon geo-
graphically lies immediately south of 
the southern shores of Japan, the Japa-
nese invasion of countless warships carrying thousands and thousands of enemy ground 
troops came  fast and alarming, supported by warplanes raining  bombs on strategic towns 
and targets in the country. 
  Residents in town evacuated to nearby forests and dug foxholes. I could not join the 
military at that time because I was only 17.  Only young men, 19 years old or over, were 
qualified to be drafted in the military. So I joined the civilian paramilitary corps organized 

nationwide and locally known as “Bolo men.”  Our job 
was to act as sentinels and watchdogs and report on the 
presence and movements of Japanese forces.  We also 
served as guides for military troops unfamiliar with our 
area.
 In December 1944, when I was 20, I joined the guer-
rillas and underwent basic training 1 in combat, espionage, 
surveillance and intelligence work in Camp Lallo, Cagayan, 
under Lt. Bienvenido Naui. On January 1, 1945, I was in-
ducted into active service as an S-2 agent with the Intelli-

Source: Pictorial History of the Second World War, 
William H. Wise Co., Inc. V4, P1768

 During the mopping-up 
operations near the end of 
the war, our company was in 
the battlefront in the middle   
of the most intense fighting in 
North-ern Luzon,  exposed to 
the most hazardous environ-
ment, inclement weather, and 
diseases. 
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gence Service Company, 11th Infantry Regiment, USAFIP-NL (United States Armed 
Forces in the Philippines-Northern Luzon) under the command of U.S. Army Col. R.W. 
Volckmann. For family security and personal safety, I went by my alias, Monitor Tambong.  
We were given uniforms and equipped with wireless radios, walkie-talkies, rifles, and army 
kits and deployed in Cagayan Valley.  We gathered information about locations of Japanese 
depots and warehouses and transmitted this intelligence to our headquarters. Our reports 
were crucial to the overall strategic plans for the American liberation of Northern Luzon.  
 During the mopping-up operations near the 
end of the war, our company was in the battlefront 
in the middle of the most intense fighting, exposed 
to the most hazardous environment, inclement 
weather, and diseases. I suffered all kinds of tropi-
cal illnesses, from malaria, diarrhea, and dysentery 
to colds, coughs, and arthritis. Because medicine 
was in short supply, we depended a lot on herbal 
medicines. 
  During a dangerous mission to rescue US 
Air force Lt. Paul Foster of the 39th Brigade on the 
western side of the Cagayan River near the Cordil-
lera Mountains, we were subjected to heavy Japanese strafing and bombing. I suffered a 
shrapnel wound in my lower chin.  No medicine was available, so I crushed and chewed 
guava leaves and wrapped the poultice on my wound.  In another encounter, our squad of 
14 men found a downed Japanese plane.  We killed the unconscious Japanese pilot and co-
pilot rather than worry about the complications of bringing them to our headquarters.
   In the latter part of 1944 through the middle of 1945, combined American and Fili-
pino guerrilla forces were in combat 24 hours, around the clock, in aggressive mopping-up 
operations until we liberated Northern Luzon from Japanese occupation. We outnumbered 
the Japanese troops who suffered more severe casualties than we did.  Following the sur-
render of Gen. Yamashita, we were ordered to bivouac in Camp Tuao, Cagayan where I 
was honorably discharged on August 15, 1945.  
    I returned to my hometown in Solana, Cagayan.  In May 1947, I enrolled at the Uni-
versity of the Philippines in Los Banos, Laguna where I graduated with a Bachelor of Sci-
ence degree in Forestry.  Through a Colombo Plan scholarship in 1951, I pursued my 
Master’s degree in Forestry at Bradford University in England. From July to September 
1981, I was sent to China  to study watershed management and community reforestation. I 

During a dangerous mission to 
rescue US Air force Lt. Paul 

Foster of the 39th Brigade ... We 
were subjected to heavy Japanese 
strafing and bombing. I suffered 

a shrapnel wound in my lower chin.  
No medicine was available, so I 

crushed and chewed 
guava leaves and wrapped the 

poultice on my wound. 
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the ranks to Regional Director. At 65, I retired  in February 1989 after 38 years in 
government service.  My wife, Luz C. Naui, a schoolteacher, and I are blessed with six 
children -- three boys and three girls --  all professionals. We celebrated our Golden wedding 
anniversary on January 2, 2004.

COMING TO HAWAII

  My daughter Dina, a U.S. citizen living in 
Hawaii, petitioned for us to come here. With the 
passage of the U.S. Immigration and Naturalization 
Act of 1990, I applied for American citizenship and 
came to Hawaii with my wife and youngest daughter, 
Kathleen, on July 10, 1992. On April 1, 1993, I 
started work as a sales associate with Eagle Hardware 
(now Lowe’s).  I worked at Lowe’s for 10 years.  My 
wife worked as a checker with Liberty House (now 
Macy’s), then at the Department of Human Services, 
assisting senior citizens in the Respite Program. We 
both retired on December 31, 2003. 
 We now live on our U.S. Social Security 
pension and Old Age Pension from the Philip-
pines. With our monthly income, we are able to 
help our grandchildren go to school. Our stan-
dard of living here is better than in the Philippines with so many opportunities and bene-
fits available to us, as U.S. citizens -- Medicare, Medicaid, and other government Health 
Care programs that offer free medicine, medical care and hospitalization. I am now 81 years 
old. As president of the World War II Filipino-American Vets, Hawaii Chapter,  I am busy 
with veterans concerns, drafting resolutions and testimonies in support of proposed veter-
ans bills submitted to the Hawaii State Legislature, U.S. Congress and the White House. 
 Yearly, my wife and I travel outside of Hawaii to visit our children on the main-
land, and in the Philippines, Indonesia, and Australia.  We prefer to stay in Hawaii and go 
home to the Philippines only for short vacations.  
 Because I am a veteran, when it’s time to face the inevitable,  my wife and I are 
eligible for burial at the National Veterans Memorial Cemetery in Kaneohe, Hawaii.

Artemio Caleda with wife, Luz N. Caleda, 
who  Is president of the WWII Fil-Am Vets 

Women’s Auxiliary, Hawaii Chapter
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Art Caleda, second from right, 

with WWII comrades, in a 

2001 photo taken at the White 

House. From left to right:

  Joe Gonzales, Lorenzo 

Collado,  Pat Ganio, Caleda,  

and Virgilio Tabije. 

Art  and Luz  Caleda’s Children
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LORENZO V. COLLADO

Philippine Hometown: Natividad, Pangasinan
Born: April 11, 1922

Inducted into WWII service: April 1, 1944
Honorably Discharged: January 27, 1946

Branch of Service: Recognized  Guerrillas - USAFFE 
Unit: Squadron 168, 3rd Battalion, 2nd Regiment

ASN: CPL OVMW91060105
Immigrated to North America (Canada): November 22, 1992

Moved to Hawaii: July 4, 1999
Became a U.S. Citizen: October 6, 1999

 I was in 1st year col-
lege, studying for my Ele-
mentary Teachers 
Certificate at the National 
University, when I heard 
about the bombing of Pearl 
Harbor over the radio.  
Schools closed and we were 
sent home.  There was no 
transportation available so 
students going home to the 
provinces had to walk.  It 
took me eight days to get 
home to Pangasinan.  Peo-

ple along the way  were very 
nice to us. They let us sleep 
in their homes and gave us 
food.  We mostly travelled in 
the barrios because the town 
centers were occupied by the 
Japanese. 
  All of us students 
got together to organize and 
discuss ways we could help 
the war effort until the 
Americans came.  Around 
April 1944  I was inducted 
into the USAFFE guerrillas  

Lorenzo V. Collado
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the command of Capt. Feliciano Nobres.  When we met the Americans in Lingayen, they 
gave us uniforms and arms. I was initially assigned as a member of the medical corps, ban-
daging the wounded and taking them to the nearest medical center.
 Then we went up to the mountains of Nueva Vizcaya and part of Pangasinan for 
mopping-up operations. Between the mountains was a valley called Nuso where the Amer-
icans put up a kitchen. Our Filipino unit was assigned to guard the kitchen. We dug fox-
holes around to seal the kitchen. But during heavy fighting at night, our kitchen was 
destroyed by a bomb. One of my comrades was killed in another foxhole. 
 There  were so many casualties along the mountainside as the combined American 
and Filipino liberation forces continued to pursue the Japanese all the way to Aritao, then 
Bagabag, Nueva Vizcaya, until the surrender of General Yamashita in Mountain Province.  
With the defeat of the Japanese, we were given the signal to go home.  In 1946 I was called 
to Bacnotan for processing for 
discharge. 

COMING TO HAWAII   
  
 My son, Lorenzo, Jr., who 
was a pastor for seven years in the 
Filipino Christian Alliance Fellow-
ship  Church in Vancouver, Canada, 
petitioned for me and my wife to 
join him in Vancouver.  This was in 
November 1992.    
 In 1995 my son moved to 
Hawaii to form the Philippine 
American Christian Alliance church 
in Pearl City,  so he petitioned for 
us to  join him here. We stayed with 
him for awhile until we found a re-
tirement home where we now reside.
      I majored in History with 
a minor in Physical Education and Folk Dancing when I was in college.  So when my wife 
and I came to Hawaii, we organized a Philippine dance troupe among the veterans. We 
used to perform quite a bit and I’d dance the “Fandanggo sa Ilaw” (Dance of Lights) and 
place the glasses on my forehead. I can’t do that anymore.  I can’t even bend my knees. 

From left to right, front: Pastor Lorenzo, Jr. of the
 Philippine American Christian Alliance, Susana & Lorenzo 

Collado, and daughter, Wilma.  Behind is eldest son, Edgar,
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 They’ve become too weak and painful from arthritis. 
     We had to give up our savings and Philip-
pine veterans and GSIS pensions in the Philippines in 
order to qualify for SSI benefits here.  SSI plus food 
stamps are what we live on now. Not much, really.  

 To supplement our food, I grow vegetables  in 
our garden -- eggplant, ampalaya, camote, peanuts, patani, 
sitao and papaya.  Because I get food stamps I am pro-
hibited from selling them, so I give away what my wife 
and I cannot use. 

Our  second daughter is the only one left in the Philippines.  Our eldest son is in 
Saudi Arabia and the youngest, Lorenzo, Jr., the pastor, is now in  Texas. As we get older 
and weaker, we would rather go back to the Philippines and die there. We do not want be 
left in a care home.  I heard you’re not treated well there.  

SSI  plus food stamps are 
what we live on now. Not much, 
really.  To supplement our food, 

I grow vegetables in our 
garden -- eggplant, ampalaya, 

camote, peanuts, patani, 
sitao and Papaya.
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JUAN CABBAT CORRALES

Philippine Hometown: Narvacan, Ilocos Sur
Born: August 8, 1921

Inducted into WWII service: July 25, 1946
Honorably Discharged: May 3, 1949

Branch of Service:  Philippine Scouts (New)
Unit: Engineering Battalion

ASN: PFC 10335329
Immigrated to Hawaii: May 24, 1973

Became a U.S. Citizen: September 19, 1975     

 I was working as a 
loading truck driver at the 
Acoje Mining Company in 
Zambales when they an-
nounced that the Japanese 
had bombed Pearl Harbor.  
All the workers in the mine 
were sent home. 
 I went back to Narva-
can and helped my father 
evacuate our family to the 
mountains.  There were no 
houses at the evacuation 
place. We sought shelter 

under the big trees. In early 
1945, during the American 
liberation mopping up opera-
tions in Northern Luzon, I 
joined the guerrillas in Ilocos 
Sur under Major Borje.  We 
were given shotguns but no 
uniforms. 
     I saw my first action at 
Bessang Pass in La Union. For 
about 14 days, we were en-
gaged in a fierce battle with 
the enemy and each day so  
many soldiers were killed on   Juan Cabbat Corrales
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 both sides. Fortunately, the combined Filipino and American forces had more superior 
firepower this time, and the Japanese forces collapsed and surrendered.  
 We were then ordered to bivouac at Camp Cervantes for two days.  We were told 
that if we wanted, we could go home. Seven of us wanted to go home.  There was no 
transportation available so I had to walk to Narvacan for three days. 

COMING TO HAWAII

 Our stepdaughter, 
who was married to a U.S. 
citizen from Narvacan, 
petitioned for us to come 
to Hawaii.  Our papers 
were approved in 1973.  
My wife left for Hawaii 
ahead of us, then my 
daughter and I followed 
several months later on 
May 24, 1973. 
 At the invitation of 
an acquaintance who was working in Kona on the Big Island, my wife and I worked there 
part time for one year, picking flowers and planting vegetables like tomatoes and cucum-
bers.  Then we returned to Honolulu where I found work in construction at $4.25 per 
hour, while my wife worked as a hotel maid at $3.75 per hour.  In 1990 my wife passed 
away from complications with diabetes. 
 Now  I spend my days visiting with my fellow veterans at Long’s Drugs down-
town.  We like to sit under the tree and tell stories.  When it’s time to eat, we go to 
McDonald’s where I usually get a chicken sandwich.  Then I go home to do my laundry 
and watch TV. I like to watch Philippine movies on the Filipino channels. My favorite 
movies are about bakbakan and barilan.  Since my wife died, I have not been back to the 
Philippines.  I have decided to just stay here and die here and be buried at the National 
Veterans Memorial Cemetery in 
Kaneohe. 

The late Mrs. Donata C. Corrales with daughter, Patrocinia C. 
Cabuena, in a photo taken in Hawaii on November 8, 1990.
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MUSOLINO J. DAGDAG

Philippine Hometown:Cuyapo, Nueva Ecija
Born: October 2, 1927

Inducted into WWII service: October 20, 1944
Honorably Discharged: January 3, 1946

Branch of Service: Philippine Commonwealth Army - USAFFE 
Unit: 380 SGD HQS Company, 2nd Regiment, LGAF

ASN: PVT 402430
Immigrated to America (Los Angeles): February 17, 1992

Moved to Hawaii: May 1992

Around the time 
World War II broke out, 
I was an orphan living in 
Cuyapo, Nueva Ecija. 
After Manila was 
bombed, there were ru-
mors that  the Japanese 
would be arriving soon 
in Atimonan and Taya-
bas, Quezon.  So my 
brother took me to Ma-
nila.  Every night the 
Japanese and pro-Japa-
nese Filipinos picked 
up people from their 

homes and  took them 
away.  The Japanese 
were also looking for 
Filipino women to 
marry  or serve them, so 
Filipino families had 
their  single daughters or 
sisters go into hiding. I 
got scared in Manila, so 
I returned to the prov-
ince.  

I had a nephew 
who had joined the guer-
rillas and knew the Ameri-
can official who started 

Musolino J. Dagdag
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the guerrilla movement in Cuyapo:  Major Robert B. Lapham. My nephew asked me to 
join and help them do some spying.  My assignment was to watch the Japanese garrison 
and report what I saw and heard.  Because I was very young and looked like just another 
innocent, carefree young boy playing with coins outside the garrison, the Japanese never 
suspected me.  I was assigned as a “taong labas,” (person outside) with strict instructions 
never to trust anyone:  “Do not talk to anyone; just report what you see and hear to head-

quarters,” I was told.  Even my own family did not 
know what I was doing.  
 Six months after the Fall of Bataan and the 
Death March, an all-out effort was made to con-
tact able-bodied veterans released from the con-
centration camp in Capaz, Tarlac and ask them to 
report to the guerrilla headquarters in Baloy, Cuy-
apo, Nueva Ecija under the command of Major 
Lapham  and Capt. Billie James.  The cave, which 
the guerrillas used as temporary headquarters, was 
on the eastern side of Cuyapo hidden among thick 
trees.  You had to pass through a creek to get to 
the area so there were no footprints that could be 
tracked back to the cave.  Sometimes  I was as-

signed guard duty at the camp. I climbed to the top of a thick Sampaloc tree to look down 
far ahead and see if the enemy was coming.  
 All those who joined us at this time were angry veterans who survived  the Death 
March. With Japanese cruelty in Camp O’Donnell still fresh in their memory, these sol-
diers were eager to fight and liberate their towns from the enemy. At every opportunity, 
they ambushed  Japanese trucks carrying troops, shooting at the tires first, then slashing 
them with a bolo.  As the number of Japanese casualties increased in guerrilla ambushes, 
the cruelty of the Japanese also intensified.  This was a time when the Japanese were at 
their most cruel.  They went into a rampage in the towns, burning down houses and killing 
innocent civilians who would not reveal information about the guerrillas
 On October 20, 1944, I was inducted into the Lapham Guerrilla Armed Forces 
(LGAF). From October 1944 to March 1945, I was attached to Squadron 380, LGAF,  
stationed at Cuyapo, Nueva Ecija. We were under the command of Lt. F. Flores, who was 
replaced by Lt. Pascua.  (We heard that Lt. Flores, who was a pilot,  was called to Japan 
around the time the Americans were planning to drop the atomic bomb). To prepare for 

 As the number of Japanese 

casualties increased in guerrilla 

ambushes, the cruelty of the 

Japanese also intensified.. This was 

a time when the Japanese were at 
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houses and killing innocent civilians 

who would not reveal Inform-

ation about the guerrillas.
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the arrival of the American liberation forces, we were ordered to set fire to all the bridges 
and demolish  Japanese communication lines without exception.  
 When the Americans arrived, they called a big town meeting. “Who among you 
would like to volunteer and help us?” they asked. They needed guides familiar with the 
region to help the American liberation  forces to locate the enemy for mopping-up opera-
tions. I was the only one to raise my hand.  For this, they gave me a case of American 
cigarettes.  Until then we used papaya leaves for cigarettes or tobacco leaves for cigars, so 
my American cigarettes became the envy of others. The following week when the Ameri-
cans asked again for volunteers, seven stepped forward and they were each given a case of 
cigarettes. 
 During the American  mopping-up 
operations, I  was attached to the 289 Field 
Artillery Battalion in Rosario, La Union, then 
to the LGAF Squadron 380 under the com-
mand of Col. Sydans.  Our unit was assigned 
to guard duties and to lay communication 
lines for the Allied forces along the Valle 
Verde Trail, Balete Pass, and Highway 5 in 
Cagayan.  For almost five months, from July 
to November 1945, I was attached to the 
128th Infantry headquarters  in Bayombong, Nueva Vizcaya.  Thousands of Japanese died 
as the American forces aimed their intense bombing and canyon fire at the mountain 
hideaways where the Japanese had retreated.   That’s how I lost my hearing during this 
nonstop pounding.  My unit was stationed down below to shoot any Japanese trying to 
escape. 

I had a companion whom we called “Baguio Boy.” He had a Thompson subma-
chine gun and I had a Buck Rogers carbine.  Between the two of us, I think we killed 
more than 50 Japanese.  We also watched the irrigation river because some Japanese tried 
to float and escape through the river.  The water was very clear so they were easy targets 
for us. After one week, we advanced to Balite Pass where not a single tree was left stand-
ing and the earth had turned black. So many Japanese died during their last stand in Ca-
gayan Valley.  
 With six  other men, I arrived in Bongabong, Bambang and entered the Japanese 
hospital that they used as their heaquarters.  We killed seven Japanese. Most of the Japa-
nese were in rretreat and were no longer fighting directly, withdrawing to the mountains.

In Santiago, Isabella, they were 

killing off civilians in angry retaliation for 

their casualties. They dug a hole in the 

ground, hid a tank in the hole and placed 

a nipa hut on top.  It was a perfect cover 

for sniping at us.  When we arrived, we 

did not know where the shooting was 

coming from. One of my comrades was 

hit in the hip.  They had to cut off his leg. 
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  In Santiago, Isabella, they were killing civilians in angry retaliation for their casual-
ties. They dug a hole in the ground, hid a tank in the hole and placed a nipa hut on top.  It 
was a perfect cover for sniping at us.  When we arrived, we did not know where the shoot-
ing was coming from. One of my companions was hit in the hip.  They had to cut off his 
leg. 
 After tying ourselves to rubber lifesavers, we crossed the Cagayan River on foot to 
get to Tuguegarao at dawn. Thousands of combined Filipino guerrillas and American forc-
es, followed by tanks and supported  by airplane bombers overhead, combed the moun-
tainsides to flush out the enemy.  While I was fetching water from a nearby spring in 
Bagabag, Nueva Vizcaya, I heard  shooting.  I ran back to where I left “Baguio Boy” and 
found him dead. He was  among the last casualties of the war just days before the surren-
der of General Yamashita in Kiangan, Mountain Province.

Allied liberation leaflets were raining down from American airplanes in Mountain 
province, urging people to come out and witness the defeat and surrender of the Japanese. 
The townspeople were very angry with the Japanese who killed so many innocent civilians. 
Armed with guns, some civilians came out with the sole purpose of killing Japanese sol-
diers and avenging the death of their loved ones, neighbors, and friends. 

At the time I was suffering from malaria which almost killed me. On the third 
night I was taken to the dispensary.  My  unit was detached from the 289th Field Artillery 
Battalion and we were sent back to Cuyapo to wait for our orders.  On. December 21, 
1945 during our  bivouac  in Bacnotan, La Union, I was processed for discharge by the 
Armed Forces of the Western Pacific (AFWESPAC) under Capt. John L. Ver, an Ameri-
can, and on January 3, 1946, I was released from active service  in a mass discharge before 
the 7th military police command in Cabanatuan.

COMING TO HAWAII

 In February 1992, I arrived in Los Angeles with my brother, Rogaciano Dagdag.  A 
month later, I took my oath of U.S. citizenship.  I found it too cold in Los Angeles so I 
moved to Hawaii in May 1992 and rented a room in Waianae.  My wife, Maria Sadoral, 
joined me here in 1993.  
 We live on SSI and food stamps. We are still waiting for approval of my disability 
pension. We are very grateful to friends who share us some of their vegetables like talong,
ampalaya, malunggay, pechay, papaya, and talbos camote.  My wife and I each carry  a $30 bus
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pass good for one year, which enables us to go pasyal-pasyal. We like to go downtown and 
visit Ala Moana Mall and Waikiki. We also like to take  the Circle Isle bus and go around 
the island.  It is so nice here in Hawaii and in America.  The American government is 
truly pambihira  because it 
gives  disabled and poor 
elderly people like me a 
chance to survive and  get 
medical help.  This is 
something you cannot 
get in the Philippines. 
 I have already 
made clear my  wish to 
be buried in Kaneohe.  
All my nine children are 
living in the Philippines. My Philippine Veterans 
pension of 5,000 pesos per month goes to the support of two of my children who suffer 
from mental illness.  My son, who is now in his 50’s, is in worse condition because he has 
violent episodes. 
 Because of these problems, I do not want to go home to the Philippines.  I feel 
that “God is very far away from me.” 

Mr. And Mrs. Musolino J. Dagdag
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LUIS P. LASTIMOSA

Philippine Hometown: Dingras, Ilocos Norte
Born: August 18, 1924

Inducted into WWII service: March 18, 1945
Honorably Discharged: June 1946

Branch of Service: Recognized Guerrillas - Philippine Army
Unit: H Company, 2nd Battalion, 15th Infantry, USAFIP-NL

ASN: 175446  (USAFIP-NL)  10332882 (PS) 
Immigrated to Hawaii: January 18, 1992
Became a U.S. Citizen: February 12, 1992 

 When we heard 
that the Japanese were 
bombing military installa-
tions and other targets 
close to our town, my 
family immediately 
packed what we could 
carry and evacuated to a 
barrio located among 
thick trees in a nearby 
forest. We knew we 
couldn’t plant at the 
evacuation site, so we 
carried a supply of rice, 

Luis P. Lastimosa

chicken, bagoong, salt, to-
bacco, etc. 
 We did not have 
any guns at the evacuation 
site, so the guerrillas re-
cruited about 50 men 
armed with 2-foot bolos 
to form a squad of  “bolo 
men.”  Their task was to 
protect the civilians and 
help the guerrillas by pass-
ing on information about 
the movements of Japa-
nese troops in the area. 
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I was too young to be a bolo man because they were taking only 18-year-olds and older. 
 It wasn’t until March 1945 that I joined the guerrillas and was inducted into active 
service.  I had a quick basic military training in Dolores, Abra, and after a month, I was sent 
to my first combat in Langiden where so many of my comrades died. We were ordered to 
follow the Japanese troops as they retreated into the Mountain Province where General Ya-
mashita was holding out.  We fought the Japanese on several battlefronts – in Bangued, Pid-
digan, del Pilar, and Casamata Hill -- then all the way up to Mt. Data and Kilometer 90 in 
the Mountain Province.  
 Wherever we encountered Japanese troops, the combined Filipino and American 
forces  concentrated the full force of our superior artillery fire on the enemy.  Hundreds 
and hundreds of Japanese troops died as we advanced and closed in on them with continu-
ous bombardment that finally led to the surrender of General Yamashita. 

The Filipino guerrillas were galit na galit  with the Japanese and wanted to avenge the 
cruelty and abuses that the Filipino people suffered under Japanese occupation.  Without an 
official order to stop the shooting, Japanese troops who wanted to surrender were more 
likely to be killed by Filipino guerrillas. The Japanese were aware of this so they wanted to 
surrender to the Americans rather than the Filipinos.

COMING TO HAWAII

In January 1992, my appli-
cation for U.S. citizenship was ap-
proved and I received a notice from 
Washington, D.C. asking me  to 
proceed to Hawaii.  I stayed with a 
cousin in Salt Lake, then moved in 
with another relative after a year. 
My wife joined me in 1993.  In 
1994, we applied for one of our 
children to emigrate to Hawaii but 
it hasn’t been approved yet. 

I worked as a janitor at 
Pizza Hut for eight years, earning 
$4.75 per hour when I started in 

Mr. And Mrs. Luis P. Lastimosa
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1992. I was making $5.75 an hour by the time I retired in 2000.  My wife and I live on my 
small SS pension, SSI supplemental income and food stamps. We scrimp and save what-
ever we can manage to set aside so we could send something, no matter how little, to help 
our children and their families in the Philippines. 

I am active in the WWII Fil-Am Vets organization and help my fellow veterans 
with their paperwork and follow-up appointments with the doctor, as much as I can. 
Whenever I can, I take the bus to join other veterans  at Long’s Drugs and enjoy visiting 
and sharing stories.

We are lonely here without our children.  We plan to return to the Philippines in 
the future for family reunification.  We have been back to the Philippines only twice since I 
came here in 1992.  We have to return here to collect our SSI.
  I hope that our WWII service will be recognized and our veterans benefits granted, 
as promised by President Roosevelt.  My hope is that  the law is rectified during my life-
time and I will live to see American justice restored to the Filipino veterans who fought 
under the American flag during World War II. 
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BONIFACIO R. MAGALLANES

Philippine Hometown: Bambang, Nueva Vizcaya
Born: May 6, 1926

Inducted into WWII service: November 1, 1944
Branch: Medical Aide, Philippine Army: Recognized Guerrillas

Unit: Hospital Company, 14th Infantry, USAFIP-NL
ASN: CPL - 182950

Honorably Discharged: June 24, 1946
Inducted into Service: September 3, 1946

Branch of Service: Medical Aide , Philippine Scouts (New)
Unit: 53rd Station Hospital (Saipan); 22nd General Hospital (Guam)

ASN:  PFC 10338879
Honorably Discharged: March 18, 1949

Immigrated to America (Los Angeles): Feb. 19, 1992   Moved to Hawaii: April 1992      
Became a U.S. Citizen: March 6, 1992    

 I was a year old 
when my father left our 
family to go to America. 
So I grew up in the care 
of my uncle, Rizal 
Magallanes, who later 
became mayor of our 
town. I was in first year 
high school when I 
heard that the Japanese 
had bombed Pearl Har-
bor.  Our family eva-

cuated to  the mountains.
 When the Japanese  
occupied Bambang, they 
looked for my uncle and ap-
pointed him mayor.  My un-
cle then employed me to 
work in the provincial hospi-
tal during the war.
  In 1943, Filipino 
guerrillas came to the hospi-
tal and rounded up  all of us 
on the staff - about 20Bonifacio R. Magallanes
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doctors, nurses, and aides . We were asked to join the guerrilla resistance and provide medi-
cal  support for the U.S. Army. We brought with us  medicines and supplies that we could 
carry -- quinine (for malaria), aspirin, bandages, alcohol, and iodine.  Night after night, we 
walked to the next province, Ifugao, where the guerrillas’ regimental headquarters was lo-
cated in Panopdopan, Kiangan.  We set up a cogon hut as a  temporary hospital for treating 
the wounded and the sick.  
 One of those who came for treatment at our camp was the pregnant wife of a Fili-
pino officer.  I was assigned to help in the delivery  when she gave birth to a boy, and I 
looked after mother and son afterwards.  It was cold in the mountains, especially at night, 
so I built a fire for them to keep them warm. The natives in the Mountain Province planted 
mostly camote  which I gave the new mother to help recover her strength.
  Everyone of us in the medical team, including the doctors, was armed with a pistol 
or rifle, so we could fight when it was  needed. During one heavy gun battle, a townmate, 
Severo Tumaneng, was wounded in the chest and arm.  I carried him away from the firing 
line to our temporary hospital.  Today he’s alive and is very thankful to me for saving his life. 

 One of those who passed through our camp 
was Maj. Ferdinand Marcos. But I really did not 
get to know him. He stayed with us only briefly. 
This was around July 1945, when the Americans 
and Filipino guerrillas were concentrating their 
forces on the Mountain Province where General 
Yamashita was making his last stand. 
 The pro-Japanese makahapons, also known as 
makapilis, or “Japanese collaborators,” were hated 
and feared by the townspeople because they had 
caused the torture and killing of so many innocent 
civilians by the Japanese.  To hide their identity,  
the makahapons covered their heads with a bayong 

basket. Through slits in the bayong around the eyes, they examined faces of Filipinos in a 
lineup, then they  pointed a finger at anyone whom they suspected to  be a guerrilla or sym-
pathizer. Those unfortunate enough to be “pointed”  by the makahapons  were  summarily 
tortured and/or executed by the Japanese.  To avenge their deaths, the guerrillas  picked up 
known makahapons in the town or province and  executed them. I witnessed the brutal exe-
cution of a makahapon by the guerrillas.  First,  they  cut off  his ears, then forced  him to 
eat them. Then they quickly thrust the  sharp point of a bayonet into his left shoulder blade 

 I witnessed the brutal execu-

tion of a makahapon by the guerrillas.  

First, they  cut off his ears, then forced 

him to eat them. Then they quickly 

thrust Ihe sharp point of a bayonet 

into the left shoulder blade and 

pressed  it deeper into the heart 

until blood started gushing from the 

wound like from an oil well. 

I did not have the stomach for

 this so I ran away.
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and pressed it deeper into the heart until blood started gushing from the wound,  like from 
an oil well. I did not have the stomach for this, so I ran away.
 When  Liberation came, we were sent to Tagudin, Ilocos Sur, where I was assigned 
to the regimental hospital.  We were kept very busy;  we had so many wounded during 
those last days of the war. From there I was transferred to San Juan, La Union, and at-
tached for two to three months to a medical clinic under one doctor.  It was here where I 
was honorably discharged on June 24, 1946. 
 Then I joined the Philippine Scouts of the U.S. Army.  After three months training  
as a medical aide in Clark Air Force Base, I was sent overseas to Saipan, a Japanese mandate 
at that time.  I worked there for a year as a night attendant at the 53rd Station Hospital.  
From Saipan, I was shipped to Guam where I worked as a medical aide at the 22nd General 
Hospital.  I had the rank of corporal and was earning $33 a month, with everything else 
provided for free -- lodging, food, and uniforms.  Sad to say, I did not save a single penny.  
I was single then and spent every dollar I earned on having a good time.
    After my discharge on February 4, 1949, I returned to the Philippines  and finished 
my high school studies.  I was a star athlete in high school and could run the 100-meter 
dash in 11 seconds flat. After graduation, I was sent to Bacolod to be a priest in the Aglipay 
Independent church. However,  I found the priestly life  very lonely,  so I sold my sutana 
and returned to Bambang .  At the hospital where I resumed working, I met a nice atten-
dant, Lourdes Gascon, who later became my wife.   

COMING TO HAWAII

    When I learned about the provisions of 
the Immigration Act of 1990, I went to the U.S. 
Embassy in Manila and applied for U.S. Citizen-
ship.  On February 19, 1992, I left for Los An-
geles, where I had an uncle, the brother of the 
Mayor who helped raise me.  There weren’t any 
jobs for me in L.A., so after a month, I moved 
to Hawaii.  After only a week in Hawaii, through 
the help of a friend, I was hired as a parking lot 
attendant at the APCOA Parking Company in 
Waikiki.  I made minimum wage -- $5.25 per 

Mr. And Mrs. Bonifacio R. Magallanes
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hour.  In 1996 I transferred to Crown Parking where I earned $6.25 per hour.  I retired 
after two years in 1998 when my military service-connected benefits kicked in.   
 My wife --  who was a municipal councilor for 20 years in Bambang --  joined me 
in Hawaii in 1993.  She worked as a counter helper at McDonald’s, then at Pizza Hut. Af-
ter a year of working at Prince Hotel, she suffered a stroke and went on temporary disabil-
ity for six months.  Six days after she returned to work, she suffered another stroke so she 
quit working. In 1994  we petitioned for our children to come to Hawaii, but until now it 
hasn’t been approved.  
 In 2001 we returned 
to the Philippines.  But af-
ter staying there for three 
years, we came back to
Hawaii for medical reasons. 
Now both of us supple-
ment our modest income 
and food stamps by work-
ing four hours a day, 20 
hours a week, for the 
gerontology program of the 
state.  We  earn $2.65 per hour 
as senior companions.  We have decided to stay here because of the Medicare benefits we 
enjoy that help keep us alive and well. 

Magallanes Family in the Philippines
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DANIEL B. MANUEL

Philippine Hometown: Cabanatuan, Nueva Ecija
Born: July 21, 1924

Inducted into WWII service: May 20, 1942
Honorably Discharged: October 31, 1945

Branch of Service: Philippine Army - USAFFE Recognized Guerrillas
Unit: K Company, 3rd Battalion, 1st Regiment, Squadron 201

ASN: Pfc 207328
Immigrated to Hawaii: January 18, 1991

 

 When war broke 
out, I was in Grade VI 
and all the schools shut 
down.  I worked in the 
farm to help my father.  
It wasn’t very long after 
the bombing of Pearl 
Harbor  when the Japa-
nese came to Cabanatu-
an, Nueva Ecija and 
placed our town in a 
“zona.”  

Everyone was 
afraid of a “zona.” At 
gunpoint, the Japanese        

ordered all  the townspeo-
ple to surrender their 
arms and assemble in one 
place. During the five-day 
“zona,” life in our town 
stopped; we could not 
leave the place which was 
surrounded by Japanese 
guards.  We were not al-
lowed to talk to each oth-
er.  We were not given 
any food, just water.  
Sometimes the Japanese 
threw the water onto the 
ground just so they could 

Daniel B. Manuel



121

Mopping-Up Operations: End of the War -  Zona in Cabanatuan - DANIEL B. MANUEL

enjoy watching us fight to try to drink the water off the dirt. Filipino pro-Japanese maka-
hapons pointed out suspected guerrilla sympathizers among us. They were dragged in front 
of everyone and  “interviewed” for hours and  alternately tortured by immersion in water, 
flogging, or hanging -- until they revealed information 
the Japanese wanted. 
 When the “zona” was over, I  joined some men 
traveling to Baler, Quezon, to buy some coconut oil 
and soap.  We had  20 caretons  for carrying the oil and 
soap back with us to Cabanatuan.  But on the way, we 
were captured by the Japanese who suspected us of 
being guerrilla sympathizers.  They insisted that we 
were hiding Hukbalahap Commander Alipio, which 
wasn’t true.  But they tortured us just the same. They 
dragged me to the torture area and forced me to drink 
a bucket of water.  After what seemed a very long time, 
they let me go for the night.  I told myself that when they took me out the next day, I 
would escape even if they shot me to death.  Thank God, I was not tortured the  next day, 
July 4th.  On U.S. Independence Day, our Japanese captors released all of us. Back home in 
our barrio, someone recruited me to join the guerrillas in Nueva Ecija attached to the Phil-
ippine Army, K Company, 3rd battalion, 1st  Regiment, squadron 201 under Capt. Luis de la 
Cruz.

I had a quick one-month military training in a school compound in Agbanawag, 
Nueva Ecija, then I was off to the firing line in Balite Pass  where I saw some heavy action.  
One of my first assignments was to help guerrillas pick up fresh supplies of arms in the 
mountains of Baler.  Reinforcements of rifles, Thompson grenades, and bands of  bullets 
were sent by U.S. marines in secret submarine landings in Quezon. We used  the  Baluga 
natives of Nueva Vizcaya who were familiar with the mountain terrain to guide us through 
the thick forest.  With great difficulty, we carried our load of arms while going down the 
steep mountain trail.  We also had two Americans with us so we had to be extra cautious in 
avoiding the regular road. 
    After this assignment, I could not return to Cabanatuan. I stayed in hiding in the 
mountains until the American liberation forces came. One night, Japanese soldiers came to 
our camp and surrounded us, killing many of my comrades with grenades and bayonets.  
They were hungry and grabbed whatever food they could get from the kitchen. They were 
retreating to the Mountain Province where General Yamashita later surrendered. 

 They dragged me to the 
torture area and forced me to 
drink a bucket of water.  After 
what seemed a very long time, 
they let me go for the night. 
I told myself that when they took  
me out the next day, I would 
escape even if they shot me 
to death.    
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 Close to the end of the war, as American forces liberated the Northern Luzon prov-
inces, we helped in the mopping-up operations, looking for Japanese stragglers in the area. 
We had orders not to kill, but to round them up as prisoners of war. Around this time, ang 
papayat na ng mga Hapon!  The Japanese had become very thin!.
 After the mopping-up operations, I returned to Cabanatuan but could not stay be-
cause of the peace and order troubles with the Hukbalahap  rebellion.  I went to Manila and 
worked as a carpenter in the American camps. A cousin who had a tailoring business in Ma-
nila asked me to join him and for two years  I learned tailoring. In 1947  I went back to 
Cabanatuan and on Dec. 27, I married Florentina Ramos from the next town. 

COMING TO HAWAII

 My daughter, who’s married to an American citizen from Ilocos Norte, petitioned 
for me to come to Hawaii. In 1991, my wife and I arrived in Hawaii and we stayed with my 
daughter and family on Rose Street in Kalihi for one year. Then I got a job in Pacific 
Heights as a maintenance man and gardener. It was a good deal:  I was paid $1,250 per 
month and my wife, who did housecleaning and kitchen duties, was paid  $970 monthly.  
The owner also gave us a place to stay for free at the end of the apartment complex.  Our 
only expenses were for groceries and telephone.  We worked there for 10 years until our 
jobs ended in 2003 when the owner died. 
 We now survive on our Social Security pension. Because we carry life insurance, we 
have been disqualified for SSI benefits. 
  We have been to Holland six times to visit our eldest daughter who’s married to a 
Dutchman.  Our daughter and her family who sponsored us have now moved from Hawaii 
to Henderson, Nevada, and want us to join them. 
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JACINTO M. PORLUCAS

Philippine Hometown: Gerona, Tarlac
Born: August 15, 1924

Inducted into WWII service: April 10, 1946
Honorably Discharged: March 25, 1949

Branch of Service:  Infantry - Philippine Scouts
Unit: K Company, 3rd Battalion, 57th Infantry Regiment

ASN: PFC 10309551
Became a U.S. Citizen: November 18, 1993   
Immigrated to Hawaii: January 25, 1994

  My parents were 
farmers in Gerona.  My 
mother died when I was 
six years old. I was the 
third of four children. 
I was a  first-year student 
at the Tarlac High 
School when we heard 
about the bombing of 
Pearl Harbor.  I was 17 
and staying at a boarding 
house in Tarlac at the 
time.   When I heard that  
the Philippine Constabu-

lary camp in San Miguel, 
Tarlac,  was bombed during 
the early dawn of Decem-
ber 8, 1941, I was so 
scared.  I was separated 
from my family and had no 
way of communicating with 
them. I packed up my 
things and fortunately, 
there were still Pantranco 
buses running. I boarded 
one and went home to Ge-
rona.  
 We stayed homeJacinto M. Porlucas
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for about a month, then we decided to evacuate because we heard that Japanese soldiers 
were harassing civilians.  We hid in the middle of thick sugar cane fields.  We dug a foxhole 
and stayed there, then built a little shelter with a roof. We stayed there most of the day and 
at night we went back to the house to get a few things. This is how my family passed the 
early days of the war.  

In April 1946 I heard that the Americans were recruiting for the new Philippine 
Scouts.  I enlisted at Camp Ord in Tarlac (now called Camp Aquino). I trained for three 
months in Camp O’Donnell in Capaz, Tarlac, after which I was given an M-1 Garrand rifle 
and assigned to guard Depot No. 17 in Camp Murphy, the biggest military supply depot 
then in the Far East. It stored military clothing, food supplies, vehicle parts, ammunition, 
gasoline, and military vehicles. I was on guard duty there for three years from 1946 to 1949.  
 Our biggest concern was nighttime intruders and thieves, mostly civilians, who tried 
to sneak into the premises and steal things. The depot was surrounded by double barbed 
wires with security guards posted around it.  There was also a patrol jeep that checked for 
intruders round the clock..  
 After my tour of duty, I joined the Philippine Constabulary and served in the Battal-
ion Combat Team for nine years.  Then I went back to my life as a tenant farmer in Tarlac.  
I cultivated rice and in between plantings, I raised mongo beans and corn and gave half of 
the harvest to my landlord and the other half my family  used or sold in the market. 

COMING TO HAWAII

I learned about the Immigration 
Act of 1990 from my brother in Manila.  
He encouraged me to apply if I could 
find all the required papers and docu-
mentation.  After I was discharged from 
military service, I placed all my papers in 
a tube and thought I would never have 
any use for them again.  When a strong 
typhoon hit our town, I thought, surely, 
my papers would have been destroyed.

Luckily, my wife kept the tube in 
a safe place.  When we dug it out, we were Mr. And Mrs. Jacinto Porlucas



125

Mopping-Up Operations: End of the War - Guarding Supply Depot #17 - JACINTO M. PORLUCAS

very happy to find that my service papers were intact and complete.  I immediately  wrote 
to the attorney general of Nebraska and sent in my application for U.S. citizenship. After a 
month, I received notice to report to the U.S. Embassy in Manila for an interview.

One of the questions I was asked was about my personal finances.  How was I go-
ing to pay for my travel to the U.S.?   I wrote to my daughter who was working as a domes-
tic in Rome and she bought me a one-way Philippine Air Lines ticket from Manila to 
Hawaii for $400. For extra pocket money, I borrowed $100 from my neighbor. With the 
financial question taken care of, the U.S. Embassy approved my travel to Hawaii.
 My brother-in-law who lived in Lanakila told me about the cheap housing available 
for Filipino veterans at  Bethel Chapel, so when my wife and I arrived in Hawaii, we went 
straight from the airport to Bethel Chapel. There were 12 of us, veterans, staying at Bethel. 
I was the last one to  arrive.  Sleeping arrangements were dormitory style.  But when my 
wife came with me, they gave us a separate room. Since 1994, five of our original group  
have died, while others have gone back to the Philippines. I am the only one left of the 
original 12 in Hawaii. 
 By doing maintenance work at the Bethel compound, my wife and I were able to 
stay there rent-free for 10 years.  Then I got sick and underwent heart surgery. Because I 
could no longer do the heavy work, I had to resign my job as caretaker.  Now I pay $250 
rent. With the help of my pastor, I was able to get SSI benefits and food stamps, which is 
how we survive. My wife only went as far as Grade III and can hardly understand English, 
so she has not passed the citizenship test and interview. Unfortunately, as a noncitizen, she 
cannot qualify for SSI. 

To cut back on our food expenses, we plant vegetables – eggplant, saluyot, camote, 
upo and other squash.  We buy only a little meat that we sauté with the vegetables that we 
harvest from our garden.

When we need to refresh ourselves, we go downtown on the bus, look around, then 
come home, or we mingle with our veteran friends by Long’s Drugs downtown.  We have 
relatives here but they live too far to visit by bus.
 We have petitioned for our children to come to Hawaii. We were told to wait four 
more years.  We are waiting for them to come here.  Then and only then will we plan to go 
back to the Philippines and die there. 
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RIZAL A. REYES

Philippine Hometown: Odiongan, Romblon
Born: January 31, 1924

Inducted into WWII service: December 19, 1941
Honorably Discharged: June 3, 1946

Branch of Service:  Philippine Commonwealth Army -USAFFE
Unit: 2nd Battalion, 65th Infantry Regiment, 61st Division

ASN: SGT 219553
Immigrated to Hawaii: August 16, 1992
Became a U.S. Citizen: August 21, 1992     

 I was in Odiongan, 
Romblon, when war broke 
out. As a 4th year high 
school student, I had some 
military training from Jan-
uary to March 1941, then 
from April to May, I had 
more training at Camp Cas-
tillo in Panitan, Capiz. 
 After the bombing 
of Pearl Harbor, Pol Festin, 
the son of a congressman, 
asked me to join him and 
report to Camp Gutierrez.  I 

was accepted immediately 
and was assigned as head-
quarters mess sergeant. My 
job was to help the cook 
feed the soldiers. Every 
day at 4:00 a.m., I picked 
up the food supplies from 
the storage room and de-
livered them to the cook.  
Four days later our battal-
ion boarded a big ship, the 
Princess of Negros, bound for 
Panay Island in  Iloilo. 
We arrived at 11:00 a.m. 

Rizal A. Reyes 
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the following day, and at noon, we served lunch. I  was standing outside with the driver 
when we saw about 36 planes flying overhead in two groups. They looked like a school of 
birds. Thinking that one group was American and the other group Japanese, the driver said, 
“We are about to see a real dog fight.”  Suddenly, the planes started raining bombs on us, 
followed by loud explosions on the ground. I 
ran inside the nearest building and hid under a 
ping-pong table behind some flowerpots.  I was 
scared and shaking.  I had never experienced war 
before. I didn’t know what to do except hunker 
down and pray hard. After an hour of continu-
ous bombing and strafing, the planes flew away 
and the place became quiet. 
 Very soon truck drivers arrived carrying 
food supplies and bottled soft drinks. I helped 
myself to a bag of bread and stuffed my pockets with soft drinks.  After three days some 
friends and I went to the campsite in Iloilo City.  It was very bad there with so many casual-
ties on the ground starting to smell. There were no trains running or vehicles on the road 
except cargo trucks transporting supplies. We had to take a cargo truck to return to Camp 
Dingle.  Our men had already left for Anilaw, another sugar cane hacienda. After a month, 
we were told to go to Antique, in San Jose.  By this time, the Japanese had already pene-
trated the region. We received  reports that the Japanese were headed for Mt. Baloy, so we 
were ordered to go there and reinforce Gen. Christie’s forces. We had to walk two days go-
ing up the steep hillside to get to Mt. Baloy.  

We stayed three months in Mt. Baloy.  The mountain people there called 
“Bukidnon” were very good to us.  Dressed in G-strings, they carried sacks of rice on their 
backs and delivered them to headquarters. After the surrender of Bataan and Corregidor, 
Gen. Christie and his staff surrendered to the Japanese forces in Panay.  However, Capt. 
Orola and I, as assistant, did not surrender, along with 22 other men from our battalion.  
We went back to our hometowns.  Then Capt. Orola and Major Jurado, a former cadet at 
the Philippine Military Academy, organized a guerrilla unit. I was assigned as sector com-
mander, with headquarters in Odiongan. 

We were sent on a mission to Bicol to hook up with the guerrillas there. But we 
couldn’t accomplish our mission because the situation was “too hot” in Bicol after the Japa-
nese executed  Wenceslao Vinzons, one of the guerrilla leaders who became a local hero. 
We returned to Tablas Island, Romblon, by sailboat. The Japanese had beheaded an Ameri-

We were sent on a mission to 

Bicol and hook up with the guerrillas 

there. But the situation was “too hot” 
in Bicol after the Japanese

 killed Wenceslao Vinzons, one 

of the guerrilla leaders who 

became a local hero. 
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can and displayed his head in the town square.  I took the head and buried it in San Andres. 
    Following the ambush of 14 Americans and two Filipino guides by Japanese sol-
diers, we followed the enemy to two small nipa huts. We crawled stealthily on the ground 
towards the hut where they were staying and when we got close enough, we threw a hand 
grenade, killing everyone inside. When we inspected the bodies, we found that each Japa-
nese soldier had a Japanese flag wrapped around his waist. I was able to get a Japanese flag 
and sword as souvenirs of that encounter. We also recovered  14  M-1 Garrand rifles. 

Close to Liberation, we raided the Emmanuel Hospital, which the Japanese had 
taken over and converted into their headquarters. Then we reported to the headquarters in 
Camp Murphy  until I  resigned to continue my college education.

  

COMING TO HAWAII

 With the help of my son, who has a 
restaurant business in Romblon, I was able to 
raise the money to come to Hawaii on August 
16, 1992. My wife was supposed to come with 
me, but when she learned about the congested 
housing situation at the Philippine Consulate 
on Pali Highway, she backed out. 
    I tried to look for a job but because of 
my asthma, I could not work. I helped Nic 
Musico as much as I could in preparing the 
Makiki Marcos house to serve as temporary 
shelter for the Filipino veterans coming to Ha-
waii. In December 1993 my wife joined me 
here after being reassured that we would be 
renting  a master bedroom of our own with a 
bathroom separate from the other veterans.  At 
first we rented a room for $300/month at Mar-
cie Gines’ house, then we moved to Lito 
Alcantara’s house, where we are staying now.
    I have been active in the WWII Fil-Am Vets organization, helping to lobby our leg-
islators for approval of the Veterans Equity Bill that would give us the benefits we rightly 
deserve. 

Mr. And Mrs. Rizal Reyes
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  Whenever we can, 
my wife and I attend social 
activities.  I also help my 
fellow veterans in following 
up the processing of their 
papers, filing for state bene-
fits, writing letters, and ac-
companying them to 
government offices. 
 We plan to stay here 
for as long as possible, al-
though I am concerned 
about our health as we grow

        older.  Our petition to have 
our children join us in Hawaii has been approved, but until now we are still waiting for 
them.  One of these days, we might go back to the Philippines, but it depends on what 
happens to the Veterans Equity Bill.

Mr. And Mrs. Rizal Reyes with grandchildren in the Philippines
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FELIX G. SAGUCIO
Philippine Hometown: Bangui, Ilocos Norte

Born: March 1, 1919
Inducted into WWII service: November 2, 1941

Honorably Discharged: March 22, 1946
Branch of Service: Philippine Commonwealth Army - USAFFE

Unit: D Company, 12th Infantry Regiment,1st Battalion, 11th Division
ASN: CPL 215076

Immigrated to Hawaii: January 14, 1980
Became a U.S. citizen: August 12, 1981

 On Oct. 28, 1941, I was 
called to active duty and reported 
for  five-and-one-half months of 
training in Laoag under Lt. 
Gavino with the D Company, 
12th infantry, 11th Division.  We 
had rifle training but without  
real bullets. 

 A month before the 
bombing of Pearl Harbor, I was 
inducted into the USAFFE un-
der Capt. Primeros. Then on 
December 4, 1941,  we were 
transferred to Aparri, Cagayan, 
for advanced training. We later 
moved to Umingan, Pangasinan.  
     

 During our first 
heavy fighting against the 
Japanese in Baroro, La 
Union, my unit suffered 
heavy casualties. We were  
almost wiped out. We were 
overwhelmed by the supe-
rior Japanese forces. Those 
of us lucky enough to sur-
vive retreated and disband-
ed.  I went back to civilian 
life and resumed farming in 
my hometown.  But when 
the Japanese came and oc-
cupied our town, my family 
evacuated to the mountains.  

Felix G. Sagucio
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I was wanted by the Japanese because a municipal official, who was pro-Japanese, identified 
me as a soldier.   Sometime in November 1942, I received word that if I did not surrender 

to the Japanese, my family would be executed. So 
I went down from the mountains and returned to 
my hometown where a squad of Japanese soldiers 
came to pick me up.  
 I was locked up in the garrison for a month 
with other prisoners, and then we were trans-
ferred in two truckloads to the Japanese concen-
tration camp in Bongabong, Nueva Ecija. We 
were made to gather fuel, carry cans of water, and 
perform other hard labor. We were also subjected 
to brutal torture. Whenever we showed signs of 
fatigue and slowed down, our Japanese captors 
used a 2 x 2 piece of wood to strike us with a 
heavy blow on our backs. 

 I was a prisoner of the Japanese from February 23 to October 29, 1943.  I was in 
Bongabong for three months, then I was sent to Manila to work as a blacksmith in Panda-
can.  We made bolos -- around 200 a day -- which the Japanese used for cutting wood.  One 
day, about 10 of us POWs escaped.  I returned home and on Dec. 25, 1944, I joined the 
guerrillas as a corporal and  a machine-gunner with the E Company, 2nd Battalion, 15th In-
fantry, USAFIP-NL, at Piddig, Ilocos Norte, under Capt. Barangan.  
 We were involved in the mopping-up operations in Mountain Province – Mt. Data, 
Bontoc, and  Ifugao.  From August 25 to October 15, 1945, I was hospitalized for a hernia 
operation in Taguduin, Ilocos Sur.  After my release, I was transferred to the L Company, 
15th Infantry at Luna, La Union, under Capt. Labasay.  Not too long after this, following the 
surrender of General Yamashita in Mountain Province, I was processed for discharge, on 
November 20, 1945.

COMING TO HAWAII
 
 In 1980, my daughter living in Hawaii 
petitioned for me and my wife to come here.  
We arrived on Jan. 14, 1980. I found work as a 
dishwasher in Waikiki, with starting pay of  

 (At) the Japanese concentra- 

tion camp in Bongabong, Nueva Ecija, 

we were made to gather fuel, carry 

cans of water, and perform other 

hard labor. We were also subjected 

to brutal torture. Whenever we 

showed signs of fatigue and slowed 

down, our Japanese captors used a

 2 x 2 piece of wood to strike us 

with a heavy blow on our backs. 
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$4.30 per hour.  I worked for eight hours, from 7:00 a.m. to 3:00 p.m., with a lunch hour 
break.  My wife did not work because she had to baby-sit for our daughter. I retired in 1996 
and now depend on my Social Security pension and service-connected compensation of 
$108 per month. 

I was able to petition for all my children to come to America. They are all living in 
the United States, eight of them in Hawaii, and one in California. 

I suffer from arthritis and pains in my knees and back.  I enjoy taking walks in my 
neighborhood, watching TV, and going downtown to meet with my  fellow veterans at 
Long’s Drugs. We also like to do some sightseeing now and then and ride the bus around 
the island. I can sit pretty now and enjoy not having to work.  I prefer to live here and visit 
the Philippines only for vacations.
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Leon C. Tabaniag

Philippine Hometown: Dingras, Ilocos Norte
Born: March 12, 1925

Inducted into WWII service: November 25, 1944
Honorably Discharged: November 14, 1945

Branch of Service: Philippine Army - Recognized Guerrillas
Unit: E Company, 2nd Battalion, 15th Infantry, USAFIP-NL

ASN: PVT 171610
Immigrated to Hawaii: July 13, 1993
Became a U.S. Citizen: July 21, 1993      

 I was 16 years old 
and a junior at the 
Roosevelt High School in 
Piddig, Ilocos Norte, when 
I heard about the Japanese 
bombing of Pearl Harbor. 
Our teacher told us to go 
home and our school 
closed. 

I joined the guerril-
las and was assigned as a 
special messenger for the 
company under Capt. 
O’Day in Banna, Ilocos 
Norte.  I did not carry any 

arms because no one was sup-
posed to know I was carrying 
confidential messages and in-
telligence information for the 
guerrillas, like what direction 
the Japanese were moving.

In November 1944 
I was sent to Abra for some 
training with regular soldiers. 
We were assigned to mop-
ping-up operations with the 
American forces in Bangued, 
Abra, especially in Macarcar-
may, a barrio near Bangued, 
where we suffered heavy Leon C. Tabaniag
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we suffered heavy casualties as  Japanese soldiers entrenched in their foxholes on Casamata 
Hill made an easy target of us down below.  At Mount Mabanko in Abra, we were out-
flanked by the Japanese forces and caught by surprise.  As a result, so many of our men 
died,  but we managed  to hold our line of defense and after a few days of fighting, we were 
able to capture Bangued, Abra.   As the Japanese retreated to Mt. Province, we were or-
dered to pursue them, engaging the enemy in battle along the way – from Ilocos Sur to Ifu-
gao, Bontoc, Bessang Pass, Kilometer 90, to Mt. Data where General Yamashita 
surrendered. We passed through Baguio City, then  we were ordered to  bivouac in Luna, 
La Union.  We waited there while our papers were processed for discharge.

I went back to Ilocos Norte and finished high school. Later I enrolled at the Ilocos 
Norte Normal School to become a teacher.  After completing my Bacherlor of Science  in 
Education at the North Western University,  I got my first teaching job in Dingras, where 
my wife, also a schoolteacher, is from. From elementary school teacher in 1949, I moved 
up to teacher in charge, to head teacher, and finally to principal until I retired in 1990, with 
41 years of teaching experience.

COMING TO HAWAII
  

  Three years af-
ter the passage of  the  
Immigration Act of 
1990, I came to Hawaii 
by myself and stayed 
with my brother in Kal-
ihi for three years. 
When my wife joined 
me here in 1994  we 
transferred to our own 
place on School Street, 
then Kealoha Street, 
where we  now live. I had problems find-
ing a job in Hawaii. Luckily a vacancy 
opened up for a security officer at the 
airport. I worked there from 6:00 a.m. 

to 2:00 p.m.    I got another 
part time job as parking atten-
dant, from 4:00 p.m. to 9:00 
p.m., at an AMCO lot in 
Alakea. 

I stopped working 
when my doctor advised me to 
rest because of health prob-
lems with diabetes and high 
blood pressure.

For a while, I took a 
light job as a traffic monitor 

near Palama School.  Now I work as a vol-
unteer foster grandparent at Kalihi-Waena 
Elementary School. I earn a modest stipend 
and work every day, Monday to Friday, 

I am very proud that my 

work at the school has been 

recognized.  Out of more than 

300 foster grandparents In 

the state, I -- a Filipino -- was 

selected the most outstand-

ing foster grandparent of 

Hawaii in 2004.  
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from 8:00 a.m. to 12:30 p.m., assisting the teacher with 
Special Ed class activities for the slow pupils. I am very 
proud that my work at the school has been recognized: 
out of more than 300 foster grandparents in the state, 
I, a Filipino, was selected the most outstanding foster 
grandparent of Hawaii in 2004.  
  In the afternoon, when I come home, I try to 
help my fellow veterans as chairman of the Board of 
Directors of WWII Fil-Am Vets, Hawaii Chapter.  
Some of them do not speak or understand English 
very well so I help them understand letters they receive 
in the mail and write a reply, and I accompany them to 
the Department of Human Services for interviews and 
serve as an interpreter. 
 I take the bus when I want to go somewhere. I 
feel safer on the bus.  Besides, I don’t have to worry 
about car payments, insurance, and gasoline. As a 
senior citizen, I pay only  $30 a year for a bus 
pass. You can’t beat that.

When I’m not working as a volunteer, I enjoy walking, dribbling a ball and  read-
ing the newspapers, especially news about the Philippines. I like  to read biographies and 
short romantic novels. 
    All my nine children are still in the Philippines. I petitioned for them in 1993 and 
until now, we are still waiting. Uppermost in my mind now is,  if after two years we still 
cannot get our veterans benefits, I will go back home to the Philippines and take advantage 
of my dual citizenship.  But I want to wait until my three children, who are still unmarried, 
can get approval to come to Hawaii. 
    I like it here in Hawaii; the climate is nice all year round, and if you no longer are 
able to work, the government assists you in buying medicines and food to survive. But I am 
now 80 years old and not getting any      
younger.  When I get weaker and older, 
I would prefer to go back home.  

Mr. And Mrs. Leon C. Tabaniag
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Candelario R. Tuliao

Philippine Hometown: Sarrat, Ilocos Norte
Born: February 2, 1924

Inducted into WWII service: March 18, 1945
Honorably Discharged: November 14, 1945

Branch of Service: Philippine Army - Recognized Guerrillas
Unit: H Company, 2nd Battalion, 15th Infantry - USAFIP-NL

 ASN: Pfc 175500
Became a U.S. Citizen: November 16, 1992    

Immigrated to Hawaii: June 1993

I was 17 helping 
in our farm in Sarrat, 
Ilocos Norte when I 
first heard that the Jap-
anese were arriving in 
our province.  But  I 
did not join the guerril-
las until 1944 when I 
turned 20.  I started as 
a bolo man, helping to 
demolish bridges and 
roads to prevent Japa-
nese tanks from getting 
through. I also helped 
gather intelligence informa-

tion and reported to the 
guerrillas on the movements 
of the Japanese.  With less 
than a month of training on 
how to operate a rifle, I was 
sent with the H Company to 
the front lines at Piddigan, 
Abra, where many of my 
fellow soldiers died in com-
bat. During the fighting in 
Piddigan, I helped two com-
rades who were seriously 
injured and brought them to 
the Langiden medics who 
took my injured com- 

Candelario R. Tuliao
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rades  to the hospital. In Langiden, a bomb from one of the American planes killed one of 
our men.  Bangui was set on fire and totally destroyed by American bombing three times a 
day.   From Langiden, we moved to Del Pilar, then to Candon. After a week’s rest, we were 
sent to more fierce fighting at Suyo, Batac, Ilocos Norte, where we served as security for 
the Battery unit of the Americans, then to Bessang Pass, Ilocos Sur, and all the way to Kilo-
meter 90 in the Mountain Province.

We were engaged in very heavy fighting on Hill 9, near Bessang Pass, which was 
guarding the entrance to the last stronghold of General Yamashita.  The Japanese were cor-
nered and their food supply ran out during about a month of operations as Hill 2 to Hill 4 
(Bessang Pass) was subjected to relentless American bombing, with howitzers aimed di-
rectly at General Yamashita’s hideout. By the time we reached Mt. Data,  many Filipino 
soldiers had died in the mopping-up operations.

Following General Yamashita’s surrender, the Americans ordered a cease-fire.  We 
saw Japanese soldiers coming out, waving white rags.  Filipinos were not allowed to ap-
proach the surrendering Japanese.  We were ordered to go to Luna, La Union. While wait-
ing for our discharge papers to be processed, we went through two weeks of training at 
Camp Spencer.

COMING TO HAWAII

After my discharge I went back to farming briefly in Sarrat.  But life was hard on 
the farm.  In 1992, I  had an opportunity to earn more money so I applied for a job as a 
yard boy in Guam.  It was in Guam where I learned about the Immigration Act of 1990.  
On October 1992 I applied for immigration to the U.S., and one month later I took my 
oath of U.S. citizenship in Guam. In June 1993, I left Guam and moved to Hawaii. 
 After my first wife died,  I returned to the Philippines in 1994, and met Teresita 
Lagua, who became my second wife.  We got married in Hawaii in February 1994.  We 
have a daughter, Catherine, 10.  I take care of her while my wife works at a bakery in Ala 
Moana. Every now and then I do odd jobs, helping relatives or friends with repair work 
around the  house.  I am hoping for the Veterans Equity Bill to pass so we can finally get 
the 100 percent equity that is owed to 
us. When that happens, I can go 
back home to the Philippines.
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A  - Historical Photo At the end of World War II in the Philippines, more than 20,000 Filipino soldiers were sent overseas to Okinawa, Japan 

as part of the U.S. Army Occupation forces. -- Photo courtesy of Justin Esperanza.

575 ORDNANCE AMMO COMPANY APO 331
United States Army Occupation Forces, Okinawa, Japan
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Jose Vizconde Basug

Philippine Hometown: Antipolo City, Rizal
Born: April 12, 1925

Inducted into WWII service: September 8, 1946
Honorably Discharged: February 14, 1949
Branch of Service: Philippine Scouts (New)

Unit: E Company, 44th Infantry Regiment, 2nd Battalion
ASN: Pfc 10344003

Immigrated to Hawaii: January 14, 1993
Became a U.S. Citizen: February 17, 1993 

I was 17 years old 
when World War II 
started.  For weeks ru-
mors were going around 
that war was about to 
come.  Our school offi-
cials planned to close 
down the school if 
things got worse when 
war broke out.  Follow-
ing the bombing of 
Pearl Harbor, my school 
combined the Grade VII 
and Grade VI classes and 

had them  graduate to-
gether, then Grade VII 
was abolished and the 
school closed down. 
 My family was very 
poor. When the Japanese 
came, we evacuated to the 
other side of the river 
where guerrillas and some 
Americans were hiding 
among the Ilongot tribe 
who lived in the forest of 
Pinapagan, Nueva Vizcaya. 
 During the Japanese

Jose Vizconde Basug
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Occupation of our town, the Japanese reopened our schools which were forced to teach  
Nippongo subjects. For more than six to eight months, before joining the U.S. military, I  
went to a Japanese school taught by Filipinos and learned some conversational Japanese 
like “what is your name?” and “where are you going?”  But I have completely forgotten 
what I learned.  
 In March 1942, I secretly joined the Anderson Fil-American Guerrillas (formerly 
AFAG).  About 10 of us young men formed a civilian paramilitary group  called “bolo 
men.”.  Inspector Jesus Daffon instructed us to help guard the remote barrios of Panang, 
Uldogan (now Barrio Laoag) and Dappig.   Since I had some schooling and passed boy 
scouts, I was asked  to be the leader.  Many of the civilians were afraid of the Japanese sol-
diers, so they  left  their homes and evacuated to the mountains. At night, our job was to 
protect these homes from vandals and robbers, while we took turns observing the move-
ments of the Japanese and reporting our observations to the guerrillas, who established 

their camp in Sinawangan on the other side of the 
river.

In 1945,  close to the end of the war,  Japa-
nese soldiers were coming down from the mountain 
because their food supply had run out.  Many of 
them were starving and too weak to fight.   One day  
my group spotted  three Japanese soldiers resting 
under a tree. We crawled in the tall grass to get near 
enough to observe them. When we were about three 
meters away, I took a chance and jumped up, hitting 
the back  of the Japanese soldier’s neck with my 
stick. The Japanese  tried to get up, but he  was too 

weak. Quickly I grabbed his rifle-bayonet and cut open his stomach.  To our surprise, un-
cooked, unhusked palay grains spilled out. Not taking any chances, I bayoneted the two 
other soldiers in their stomachs and unhusked palay grains also spilled out of their guts. 
They had come down the mountain headed for Jones, Isabela desperately looking for food.  
A few days later, General Yamashita, unable to hold out any longer -- with his soldiers ex-
hausted and  weak from hunger --announced the Japanese unconditional surrender to the 
Allied forces.  
 In 1946, I was in Santa Rosa, Laguna, working as a baker helper. The boy friend of 
one of my employer’s daughters came to the house and asked me if I wanted to enlist for 
U.S. military overseas service. At the recruiting camp in Pasay City we were disqualified 

 Close to the end of the 
war, Japanese soldiers were com-
ing down from the mountain be-
cause their food supply had run out.  
Many of them were starving and 
too weak to fight ... Quickly I 
grabbed  (the soldier’s) rifle-bayo-
net and cut his stomach open. To 
our surprise, uncooked, unhusk-
ed  palay grains spilled out.  
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because they were selecting only those with some high school education.  Luckily for me 
when we went to the last recruiting station in Azcarraga, the interviewer was from my 
hometown. He made me fill out a form and on the basis of my being a kababayan, a town-
mate, I was able to get in. 
    After I passed my physical, we were transferred to the 86th Division in Marikina.  
We were given supplies -- fatigues, combat boots, helmets, and mess kits.  For four 
months, we  went through rigorous training, climbing up and down Marikina Valley and 
learning to survive with only one canteen of water.  Our trainer, a 2nd Lieutenant from Ca-
gayan, led us to  a small river.  Pointing his carbine at us, he commanded us to jump  into 
the deep end of the water and cross to the other side while carrying our backpacks con-
taining one uniform, a blanket, and one small shovel, one mess kit, one canteen of water, 

one rifle, and ammo belt around our waist.  All in all, we were 
carrying a load of about 40 kilos across the river. “I’ll shoot you 
if you don’t jump,” our trainer warned us.  So we all jumped.
 Training started at 5:00 in the morning when we left camp 
while it was still dark. We returned to camp at lunchtime. For 
two weeks before we shipped out for overseas assignment, we 
stopped by the medicine station in the mess hall, opened our 
mouths, and they threw in two aspirins. Then we were given im-
munization shots.  After completing training and medication, we 
assembled at an open theater where we were briefed on main-
taining strict discipline and following rules and regulations of 
overseas occupation. 
 On January 19, 1947,  I was sent overseas to Okinawa for 
guarding duties with the 2nd Battalion, 44th Infantry Regiment.  I 
was one of more than 20,000 Filipinos sent to Okinawa by the 
U.S. military. I was in Okinawa for more than two years, from 
January 19, 1947,  to February 2, 1949.  
 After my tour of duty I returned to the Philippines and 
spent 12 days  in Pasay City waiting for our mass discharge. Then 
I went back to Jones, Isabela.  In 1950,  I entered 2nd year high 
school  and graduated in 1952.  
 For a while, I tried my luck in a buy-and-sell business.  I 
bought chickens, pigs, and cows locally and brought them to 
Kiangan, Mountain Province to slaughter and to sell.

Jose V. Basug in photo   
taken around the time 
he completed his tour of  
overseas duty in 
Okinawa in 1949.



143

Postwar Rebuilding - Overseas Occupation (Okinawa) - JOSE VIZCONDE BASUG

But I found the business too hard and demanding.  So I looked up my cousin who was 
working at the Diliman campus of the University of the Philippines (U.P.)  He helped me 
get a job in U.P., mixing cement for various construction works on campus. After a 
month, I was able to get a job as a security guard in U.P. and worked the graveyard shift, 
from 11:00 p.m.. to 7:00 a.m.  I worked in U.P. in various capacities for 36 years from 
1954 until I retired in 1990. 

COMING TO HAWAII

  After retirement from U.P., I was building a bungalow house in Antipolo in 1991 
when I read in the newspapers that anyone who rendered World War II service as a guer-
rilla, Philippine Scout, or Philippine Commonwealth Army soldier, should write to Ne-
braska about available opportunities to become an American citizen. So I wrote to 
Nebraska and got a response immediately.  “What state do you want to go for your inter-
view?”  was one of the questions I had to answer.  Since I heard that there were many Fili-
pinos in Hawaii and I knew a nephew in Laoag who had relatives there, I answered, 
“Hawaii.”
 I arrived in Hawaii on January 14, 1993.  My wife couldn’t come because she was 
too sick to travel. Less than three months later, on March 29, 1993,  I received an airplane 
ticket to the Philippines sent by my daughter who was working in Dubai. “Papa, go home; 
Mama is dying,” she wrote.   
 So I went back to the Philippines immediately.  When I got there, God gave my 
wife a chance to live and she got better.  We took her to the Heart Center where we were 
told that 90 percent of her right and left kidneys were gone, so we had her undergo dialy-
sis treatment.  After she was stabilized, I was able to return to Hawaii in August 1993. In 
October 1994 I petitioned for my wife and five of our children to join me in Hawaii.  

 My wife arrived here on March 30, 1994.  I 
was able to find work as a security guard for a 
company that’s  now been dissolved.  But after a 
year, I had to quit working so I could attend to 
my sick wife.  I signed her up for a kidney trans-
plant in 1994. But it wasn’t until four years later 
in 1998 that we got a call from St. Francis Hos-
pital saying that they had found a kidney that   
closely matched my wife’s type.Mr. And Mrs. Jose V. Basug
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 Then in December 2001, a cardiologist discovered a big aneurysm problem in her 
heart  so she had to go through another operation.  To cut a long story short, my wife has 
been in the hospital for almost two years now. Thank God for Medicaid, Medicare, SSI 
and Food Stamps, which help us pay for her hospitalization and medication, as well as 
our survival. My wife is now 69 and is under the care of student doctors at the hospital. 
She cannot eat natural food. Seven times, our pastors have prayed at last rites for her, but 
through God’s mercy, she continues to hang on.  When she dies, I promise to bring her 
home to the Philippines. 

 EDITOR’S  NOTE: After ailing for two years in a hospital in Honolulu, Mrs. Basug died on Septem-
ber 4, 2005.  As he promised in this interview done in February  2004, Mr. Basug took his wife’s remains back 
home to the Philippines.  She was finally laid to rest on September 17, 2005 at a cemetery close to their home  in 
Antipolo City.  She would have been 70 on October 13, 2005. 
 She is survived by her husband of 46 years, Jose Vizconde Basug, and six children: Leonora Basug 
(Manager, DeLoitte Co., Dubai); Estrella B. Benegeldo (Duty Free Manager, Dubai International Airport); 
Fernando (Professor, Ateneo de Manila University, Quezon City); Armando (Professor, University of the Philip-
pines, Quezon City); Jose, Jr. (Art Director, Dubai); and Christian (Operations Manager, Marigold Commodi-
ties, Manila).
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DOMINGO R. DULAY

Philippine Hometown: Manaoag, Pangasinan
Born: May 12, 1923

Inducted into WWII service: November 2, 1944 - Recognized Guerrillas
May 31, 1946 - Philippine Scouts (New)

Honorably Discharged: February 12, 1946 - Recognized Guerrillas
April 28, 1949 - Philippine Scouts (New) 

Branch of Service: Recognized Guerrillas-USAFIP and Philippine Scouts (New) 
Unit: I Company, 3rd Battalion, 4th Provincial Regiment

ASN: CPL 407981 (Recognized Guerrillas); Pfc (Philippine Scouts)
Immigrated to Hawaii: March 30, 1990

Became a U.S. Citizen: January 16, 1991, 1991 

 Just before the war, 
I was working at the Can-
lubang Sugar Mill, cutting 
sugar cane. Philippine sol-
diers surrounded the Sugar 
Mill building when news of 
the Pearl Harbor bombing 
reached us.  I was 18 years 
old.  My friends and cous-
ins who were also working 
at the mill said, “Let’s go 
home.”  We walked all the 

way from Laguna to Mana-
oag, passing Manila to look 
for transportation. We 
found someone from Pan-
gasinan who had a van.  Five 
of us rode with him to Pan-
gasinan.  When we reached 
San Miguel, we were 
stopped by Philippine sol-
diers.  One of them turned 
out to be  my brother, 
Braulio Dulay, 22, who was 



146

Postwar Rebuilding - Overseas Occupation (Okinawa) - DOMINGO R. DULAY

undergoing training in Baguio. (Crying) That was the last time I saw my brother alive.  He 
died in the Death March. 

The soldiers told us we could not go any farther because the Japanese were every-
where.  So we proceeded on foot to Tayug, Pangasinan, going through the mountains. We 
stayed in Tayog  to rest for a while  with the cousins of my companions. Then we went on 
our way, asking questions as we walked around the barrios and avoided the town centers 
until we reached Manaoag. 

A relative of mine, Silverio Dulay, organized a guerrilla unit there which I joined. 
A maka-Hapon, pro-Japanese Filipino, squealed on us and our officers were picked up and 
taken to Dagupan City for questioning.  They were released after the Captain assumed full 
responsibility and asked to be executed.  The Japanese let him go after he pretended to 
work as a spy for them.  However, when the captain got out, he vowed that he would 
never stop his guerrilla activities.  He proceeded to Cuyapo to look for recruits to join 
U.S. Major Robert  Lapham, commander of theguerrillas in that region.  Because we had 

no guns, we mostly did “pa-miting-miting lang”-- get-
ting together for meetings only -- waiting until the 
American liberation forces arrived.
  In 1944 when the Americans  arrived, we 
met them in San Fabian, Pangasinan and joined 
forces with them.  They supplied us with guns.  We 
had our first fire fight in Pozorubbio, Pangasinan, 
with no training and no uniforms, wearing buri hats 
and the civilian clothes we had on. We just fired 
and fired without knowing whether we were hitting 
anyone or not. In the middle of the shooting, I 
never felt fear.  Only when it was over and I got 
home did I become afraid when I realized I was 
very lucky to be alive.  

During the Allied mopping-up operations, I was attached to various Amer-
ican troops. I was assigned to Camp 3 where  we fought the retreating Japanese soldiers at 
Kilometer Kennon Rd., following them to San Manuel, Pangasinan, Baguio, Mountain 
Trail, and Kilometer 51.  When the shooting stopped, I saw a Japanese soldier coming 
towards me with his gun down and waving a white flag above his head. I immediately no-
tified my commanding officer, Lt. Jose Quevedo and he  was taken to our headquarters. 

 We had our first fire fight in 

Pozorubbio, Pangasinan, with no 

training and no uniforms, wearing 

only buri hats and the civilian 

clothes we had on. We just fired 

and fired without knowing whether 

we were hitting anyone or not. 

In the middle of the shooting, I 

never felt fear.  Only when it 

was over and I got home did 

I become afraid when I realized I 

was very lucky to be alive.
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After the Japanese surrendered, the U.S. Army was recruiting Philippine scouts for 
overseas occupation assignment.  I was told we would be under the U.S. army so I signed 
up. We were sent to Angeles, Pampanga for training, then to Zambales for two months of 
anti-aircraft training.  Then on to Okinawa with the American occupation troops. In April 
1948, following our mass discharge, I went back to the Philippines and returned to work 
at the Manaoag Sugar Mill Co., this time, as security guard. 

COMING TO HAWAII

 My daughter, Ruby Dulatre, who is married to an American citizen from our 
hometown, petitioned for me and my wife to join her family here in Hawaii.   We arrived 
in Hawaii on March 30, 1990. The following year I became a U.S. citizen. On April 15, 
1990, my wife and I found work at Leonard’s Bakery where she worked 13 years as a 
cashier and I, for 10 years, as a baker helper.  I had to retire earlier in 2002 after I had 
open-heart surgery.  A good thing we had HMSA medical insurance which paid for my 
surgery.  By the time we retired, we were making $6.25 an hour. 
 We are very lonely now that we are retired and stay home. We help look after our 
three grandchildren here.  For recreation, we take the bus to Waikiki or around the island, 
and visit with our fel-
low veterans and ladies 
auxiliary.  We cannot 
qualify for food stamps, 
but we manage to sur-
vive on our Social Se-
curity pension and

Domingo and Anna 
Dulay, with their 

seven children, cele-
brated  their 50th 

wedding anniversary 
at the church in 

Manaoag, Pangasi-
nan, Philippines on 

June 20, 2001.
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by being  tipid-tipid , very frugal, so we could save money for our fare to go to the Philip-
pines for a vacation every other year.  
 What we like best about life in America is the medical benefits. Without that, I 
would have long been dead.  We also like the good food here that is affordable to people 
with little income like us.  Like apples and grapes which are very very expensive in the 
Philippines. 
 Eventually we plan to go back to the Philippines where we have a house in 
Manaoag.   In 1991 we petitioned for our six children so they could come to America
and enjoy the same opportunities we have here.  Only after they all get here will we plan 
to go home to the Philippines.  
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DOMINADOR B. GARCIA

Philippine Hometown: Burgos, Ilocos Norte
Born: December 1, 1926

Inducted into WWII service: July 6, 1946
Honorably Discharged: April 9, 1949

Branch of Service: Philippine Scouts (New)
Unit: 545 Engineering Dump Truck Company, 14th Engineering Construction Battalion

ASN: CPL 10332643
Became a U.S. Citizen: March 12 1993

Immigrated to Hawaii: December 3, 1993

 In July 1946, 
following  the advice of 
our town mayor in Bur-
gos, Ilocos Norte, I en-
listed in the new 
Philippine Scouts. After 
I signed up in Bacnotan, 
La Union, I was sent to 
Angeles, Pampanga, for 
two months training, 
then to Manila Highway 
54 at the Philippine 
Scouts camp.  After ba-
sic training in mobiliza-

     tion and occupation army 
duties, I was sent to Oki-
nawa, Japan in late 1946.  
 For eight months I 
was assigned to the 545 
Engineering Dump Truck 
Company, 14th Engineer-
ing Construction Battal-
ion.  I also served as a 
clerk at Camp Naha in 
Okinawa. I handled ad-
ministrative duties assist-
ing the 1st sergeant and 
company commander 

Dominador B. Garcia
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with payroll, correspondence, mail, purchasing, procurement, and filing. I was responsible 
for the company’s records related to moving and repatriation. I also handled the dispatch-
ing of trucks to their respective destinations and construction sites. My daily routine started 

at 8:00 a.m. and ended at 3:00 p.m. Three times a 
week I drove a weapons carrier or a dump truck 
loaded with stones, gravel or sand.  I was paid $15 
per month, but everything else was  free – lodg-
ing, food, clothes, and supply rations. 
 Sometimes we exchanged our canned goods, 
bread, and cigarettes for fresh fish, lobster and 
homegrown vegetables from Okinawan fishermen 
and women who came to offer their wares out-
side our camp fence.  
 At first the Okinawans were afraid to talk 
but when they saw that the Filipinos were friend-
ly, they learned to trust us and became more open 

and friendlier. Socializing and romance between the soldiers in the camp and native Oki-
nawan women was prohibited, but I heard there was one fellow who stayed at the end of 
his term and married an Okinawan. 
  In 1948 I was shipped back to the Philippines after completing my three-year ser-
vice with the Philippine Scouts. I got married after my discharge, then went to bible school 
for three years. On my fourth year I did field work as a parish pastor of the Tumog United 
Church in Apayao. After one year, I got permission to go to Theology School at the Laoag 
Northern Christian College.

COMING TO HAWAII

 As soon as  I learned about the Immigration Act of 1990, I applied for U.S. citizen-
ship. On  March 12, 1993, I was one of 122 people called to the U.S. Embassy in Manila to 
take our oath as U.S. citizens.  This was the second batch of wartime veteran oath takers 
that year. I departed from the Manila International Airport  on Dec. 3, 1993 at 7:00 p.m. 
and arrived in Hawaii on the same day at 11:03 a.m.  I stayed with my brother at 66-819 
Wanini St, Waialua for a month.  Then I found accommodations at the Waialua United 
Church of Christ where I got free lodgings as a volunteer caretaker of the building and 

 At first the Okinawans were 

afraid to talk but when they saw that 

the Filipinos were friendly, they learned 

to trust us and became more open 

and friendlier. Socializing and 

romance between the soldiers in 

the camp and native Okinawan 

women was prohibited, but one 

fellow stayed at the end of his term 

and married an Okinawan. 
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 I tried to apply for other jobs but because of my advanced age I was not  able to 
find employment.  I survive on SSI benefits and food stamps. When my son was here for a 
year to serve as a computer technician for the World War II Fil-Am Veterans,  someone 
gave him a nine-year-old car.  The social welfare office assisted me in getting car insurance.  
I use the car to drive my fellow veterans around when they need to go to the hospital or 
doctors’ appointments.  I visit the sick, help veterans with letters, say prayers for families, 
and administer the last rites at funerals, etc. 
 I find Hawaii a better place to live in than the Philippines. It’s a privilege and a 
pleasure to live in America.  I thank God for the blessings that America has given me– for 
the government’s welfare and social programs that provide support and supplemental in-
come to senior citizens like me. 
 I have three sons and their families still living in the Philippines.  My wife and I are 
hoping that Rep. Ed Case’s bill will be passed to allow the nearest of  
kin – sons and daughters – of Filipino World War II veterans to come 
to America. We pray that God will help us so our children can join us 
here and share the blessings of our life in Hawaii. 

Pastor Dominador B. Garcia recites a blessing  and  prayer at the unveiling and dedication of 
the World War II Filipino American Veterans memorial at the Filipino Community Center in 
Waipahu, Hawaii, December 28, 2003. Honolulu Advertiser photo by Rebecca Bryer reprint-
ed with permission.
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JOHN M. GURAY

Philippine Hometown: San Manuel, Pangasinan
Born: March 8, 1925

Inducted into WWII service: January 24, 1945
Honorably Discharged: February 15, 1946
Branch of Service: Philippine Scouts  (New)

Unit: B Company, 122nd Battalion, LGAF-PA
ASN: CPL 407462

Immigrated to Hawaii: September 3, 1992
Became a U.S. Citizen: September 18, 1992 

 I was 19 and a 
junior in high school in 
Lingayen  when our 
school closed following 
the bombing of Pearl 
Harbor. My parents were 
very scared for me be-
cause I was in Lingayen, 
close to Lingayen Gulf  
which was  the point of 
entry of thousands of Jap-
anese troops arriving at an 
alarming rate  in the Phil-
ippines.  However, our 

school wasted no time in 
renting a bus to bring home 
students safely and as quickly 
as possible. How happy my 
family was when I arrived 
safely home in San Manuel, 
Pangasinan.

At first, I thought 
that the war would last only a 
few months.  The Japanese 
did not occupy  or attack our 
town directly so we contin-
ued with our work in the 

farm and didn’t feel the im-
    

John D. Guray
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pact of the Japanese occupation that much – at least in the early months. In late 1944, as 
the combined American and Filipino forces engaged in mopping up operations to liberate 
Northern Luzon from the Japanese, the guerrillas came to recruit more volunteers from 
our town.  

In January 1945 I joined the guerrillas and was made a corporal. and given a rifle. 
After only two weeks of basic training, I was  sent to Camp I with my platoon.  We were  
assigned to guard the road to Baguio.  The U.S. Army bombed the Japanese camp between 
Camps 1 and 2 on the way to Baguio. After one day of bombing, the American forces de-
clared the road safe for civilians to travel.
 Our orders were to follow the Japanese as they withdrew into the mountains, way 
up into Ifugao where we continued to pursue them.  The bombardment never stopped un-
til Gen. Yamashita surrendered. With the end of the  shooting, we were ordered to go to 
the U.S. Army camp in Nueva Vizcaya to rest for six months and to follow the movements 
of remnants of Japanese forces scattered in the area.

Then I joined the Philippine Scouts assigned to the U.S. Army overseas occupation 
forces in Okinawa, Japan.  We were in Rizal province for six months of training in security 
and dealing with civilians as peaceful occupation forces. When we arrived in Okinawa, the 
civilians were scared of us and expected that we would be cruel to them. In every way we 
could, we tried to show them that our mission was peaceful and we would not do them any 
harm. 

After a month, they began to relax and accept that we were friendly.  They began to 
come and talk to us, offer food and wash our clothes.  We called the women who did our 

laundry “washy-washy.”  We were prohibited from 
having any romantic relationship with the local women.  
There was a little bit of romance here and there, but we 
had to be very careful. 

For one year, I worked as a clerk in the office 
of classified documents, handling Philippine Scouts 
papers and incoming mail from the Army.  After my 
tour of duty in Okinawa, I returned to the Philippines 
and reported to Bacnotan, La Union,  for processing 
and on February 19, 1946, I was officially discharged 
from the Philippine Scouts. 

Then I went to visit my brother who was work-
ing as an agricultural technician in Malaybalay, Bukid-
                        

When we arrived in Okinawa, 
the civilians were scared of us 
and expected that we would be 
cruel to them. In every way we 

could, we tried to show them that 
our mission was peaceful and we 

would not do them any harm. 
After a month, they began to ac-
cept that we were friendly and 
they would come to talk to us, 

offer food  and wash our clothes. 
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 non. I was lucky to pass the civil service test and land a clerical job with the government. I 
also met and married my wife, a school teacher. 

COMING TO HAWAII

 As soon as I heard about the 
Immigration Act of 1990, I took the 
first opportunity to go to Manila and 
visit the U.S. Embassy to pursue my 
eligibility for U.S. citizenship and immi-
gration to Hawaii. I had no trouble get-
ting my papers approved and on Sept. 3, 
1992, I flew to Hawaii.  Upon arrival in 
Honolulu, I was interviewed by U.S. 
immigration officials.  About two weeks 
later, on Sept.  8, 1992, I took my oath 
as an American citizen.

For the first six months I stayed 
with a cousin in Waipahu. My cousin 
told me to apply for a job as usher in the 
Pearl Ridge Theaters.  I was hired with a starting pay of $4.50/hour. I am still working at 
the Consolidated theaters, six hours a day, twice a week, and now making $6.80/hour.  

I enjoy my job in Pearl Ridge.  I am assigned to get the tickets at the entrance and 
as people come in, they say, “hello,” and the kids call me, “Grandpa.”  It makes me very 

happy to see their happy, smiling faces. 
My wife and I like it here in Hawaii. The climate is 

nice; our neighbors at the Foster Village in Salt Lake -- 
most of them are Filipinos -- are friendly.  We rent our 
place for $350/month.  We are able to manage with what I 
earn as an usher and the 40 quarters compensation I re-
ceive for my U.S. Army service with the Philippine Scouts. 
My wife also helps out with a little stipend from the Foster 
Grandparents program. 
 Twice a month, on a Saturday, we try to get toge-

John M. Guray with wife of 
55 years, Lolita Guray. 

 I enjoy my job in 

Pearl Ridge.  I am assigned 

to get the tickets at the 

entrance and as people 

come in, they say, “hello,” 
and the kids call me, 

“Grandpa.”  It makes me 

very happy to see their 

happy, smiling faces. 
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ther with other Filipino 
friends and enjoy a pot-
luck picnic along the 
beach at Turtle Bay Re-
sort. We take the public 
bus and bring old favor-
ites  – dinengdeng, adobo, 
pinakbet – with rice, and 
have a nice lunch on 
Turtle Island. 
 If only we could  
gather all our six chil-
dren and their families 
here with us in Hawaii, 
life would be so much   

   better for me and my  
   wife.  We petitioned for 
   them to come to Hawaii 
   in 1993.  We were told it 

would take 15 years. That would be 2008 -- three more years to wait.  If they can’t join us, 
we plan to return to the Philippines and be buried at home, where our children are.

John and Lolita Guray and family celebrated 
their 50th wedding anniversary on October 14, 
2000 at the St. Ignatius Cathedral in Camp Aguinaldo, 
Quezon City, Philippines
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VIRGILIO L. TABIJE

Philippine Hometown: Cabangan, Zambales
Born: November 21,  1925

Inducted into WWII service: October 15, 1944
Honorably Discharged: November 7, 1945

Branch of Service: Infantry - Magsaysay’s Guerrillas - USAFFE 
Unit: C Company, Squadron C, Cabangan Sector (Zambales Military District)

ASN: Pfc 203815
Became a U.S. Citizen: November 18, 1993 

Immigrated to Hawaii: May 15, 1994

 I was playing softball 
with my friends in the town 
plaza when I saw a lot of  
airplanes overhead.  I didn’t 
expect they were enemy 
planes.  A woman came run-
ning out shouting, “Guerra na! 
It’s war!  The Japanese have 
bombed Pearl Harbor!”  
Then I heard the sounds of 
bombs exploding around 
where the Philippine Army 
soldiers were stationed in the 
provincial capitol. I was 17 
years old and in Grade VII.  

 We were the last class to 
graduate in 1941 before the 
schools closed. We were scared 
and worried about what would 
happen to us. For four months, 
I stayed close to home. Then 
one night some soldiers came 
to the house. They told us that 
some of their comrades died in 
the bombing at the Capitol.  
Their leader, Capt. Herminiano 
Peregrino of the Philippine Ar-
my, had  orders from Gen. 
McGuire to organize guerrillas 
in our area and was looking for 

Virgilio L. Tabije
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recruits.  My older brother joined. The company later became Col. Ramon Magsaysay’s 
guerrilla forces. Since I was too young to join, they asked me to be a runner to report on 
Japanese activities and movements in town.  In the mornings, I hung out near the Japa-
nese headquarters, then in the afternoon I went up to the mountains to report on what I 
heard or saw.  There were two of us, teenagers, still wearing short pants, assigned to do 
this.  
 In 1944 in preparation for the return of Gen. MacArthur and the American libera-
tion forces, I was one of  32 selected to go to San Marcelino, Zambales for training with a 
crack platoon for Col. Magsaysay’s guerrillas. Experienced soldiers who escaped from 
Bataan trained us in hand-to-hand combat, as well as how to hold, dismantle, and fire our 

guns and aim at Japanese sharp shooters perched on 
trees or at the top of the mountains.  I was a private 
first class. We were given uniforms, new rifles with 
bullets, and rations of canned goods (luncheon meat, 
chili con carne, corned beef, and Vienna sausage).  I 
remember the flour that they used to cook into a 
porridge which we ate everyday.

When the anti-tank 38th division of the U.S. 
Army joined us, we were given shoes and helmets 
and U.S. brand cigarettes, which were a big hit with 

the Filipino guerrillas. 
 As the Japanese left the town centers and retreated  into the mountains, they went 
on a rampage; wherever they encountered civilians, they grabbed their food at gunpoint.  
Anyone who refused or resisted was killed. 
 After my discharge on Nov. 7, 1945, I went back home briefly, and then the fol-
lowing year when Col. Magsaysay was named Secretary of National Defense under Presi-
dent Quirino, I was called back to active duty.  Some members of our crack platoon were 
sent to Kapatagan, Lanao del Norte, where the government started an Economic Devel-
opment program for the rehabilitation of Hukbalahap rebels who surrendered to the gov-
ernment.  The rebels turned in their arms in exchange for lands they could own and till. 
 We were assigned as stabilizer soldiers to help pacify rebels and ensure peace and 
order in the region. As payment for our services, Secretary Magsaysay gave each of us 
seven hectares of land and paid us 120 Philippine pesos per hectare of land we cleared. 
We converted the land into abaca farmlands with the goal of supplying hemp for the 
Elizalde Company’s shipping industry.
 

 As the Japanese left the 
town centers and retreated into the 
mountains, they went into a 
rampage; wherever they encoun-
tered civilians, they grabbed their 
food at gunpoint.  Anyone who 
refused or  resisted was  killed.
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The government sent us abaca stripping machines for every three crossings in our lands.  
Unfortunately a big earthquake hit Lanao which created big cracks in the land. Much of 
our abaca farmlands were destroyed.  The machines became useless because they could 
not pass through the cracks.  With my land destroyed, I realized I could not feed my 
family and educate my children, so I left for Manila and found a job as a driver.  Later, I 
moved  up to become a purchasing agent, then manager for a sister company of Marin-
duque Mining,  the R. Pascual and Co.

COMING TO HAWAII

 I read in the papers that I could come to Hawaii and become a U.S. citizen 
through the Immigration Act of 1990. I went to the Army office in Quezon City to apply 
and felt  fortunate that my papers were approved. In 1994, I arrived in Hawaii and was 
offered a place to stay at the Bethel Chapel in Ana Lane, Waipahu.  
 The pastor of the church is a Filipino, Chris Bartolome.  The chapel provided 
housing for the homeless, especially veterans. There were 16 of us, originally, staying at 
Bethel Chapel.  But some have died, others have moved back to the Philippines or other 
places, and only two of us remain.  In a few weeks, I will have to find another place be-
cause Pastor Bartolome has been reassigned somewhere else and his replacement wants 
us to move out of Bethel Chapel.
 I had a triple heart bypass at Queen’s in 1997. I suffer from high blood pressure 
and high cholesterol and take five pills in the morning and seven in the evening.  I peti-
tioned for my wife in 1997. She wants to come so badly, but the Immigration office re-
jected her application.  They said that is  because I am on welfare and have nothing to 
survive on except my SSI and food stamps, which are hardly enough for my own subsis-
tence, and if my wife came here she would just add to my financial burden.  
 I signed up to volunteer in the Foster Grandparent Program and work four hours, 
from 8 a.m. to 12:30 p.m., Monday to Friday. When I get home I wash my clothes and 
cook a little rice and my favorite Ilocano dishes like dinengdeng or pinakbet.  I bring a little 
pushcart to a nearby store and pick up groceries, making sure I do not get more than 20 
lbs. of load to carry home. 
 Even if I want to go home, I am afraid to do so because of 
my health problems.  I plan to stay here so long as I can get free 
medicine from the government.
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LUCIO F. FARIÑAS

Philippine Hometown: Narvacan, Ilocos Sur
Born: December 13, 1922

Inducted into WWII service: 1941
Honorably Discharged: November 23, 1945

Branch of Service: Recognized Guerrillas - USAFIP-NL
Unit: L Company, 121st  Infantry Regiment, USAFIP-NL

Rank: PVT
Immigrated to Hawaii: January 1946

Became a U.S. Citizen: 1960   

 Life on my father’s 
farm in Narvacan, Ilocos 
Sur was very hard when I 
was growing up. We were 
very poor. I was the fourth 
of eight children. At a 
young age, I was sent to 
Manila to work as a house-
boy.  There I met a town-
mate who needed help in 
his small laundry business 
in Malate. For one peso a 
day and free meals, I did all 
the manual labor – washing

and ironing clothes by hand. 
At night I slept in a corner 
on the floor.

 On December 8, 
1941, I heard airplanes over-
head. I ran outside and saw 
about 12 Japanese planes 
diving and circling around 
the pier area, dropping 
bombs. People were run-
ning around and screaming. 
I was an ignorant, poor boy 
from the  barrio, and didn’t

know any better.  Lucio F. Fariñas
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I was afraid of the explosions, but all my friends and I could think of was the  opportu-
nity to grab something from the abandoned warehouses -- maybe a radio or an appliance 
-- while there were no guards to stop us. Some of my friends died from being hit by 
shrapnel from the bombing. 

 For the first six months following the cap-
ture of Manila, the Japanese were friendly, try-
ing to win us over. They let us ride around in 
their trucks. But they soon showed their cruel 
side, especially to young men like me.  So I de-
cided to return to Narvacan. 
  When we reached my hometown, 
the situation was getting worse  and some men 
had joined the guerrillas.  I was about 16  when 
I became a bolo man.  At the time, there 

weren’t too many guns to arm the guerrillas with, so we had to make do with bolos.  I 
had a bolo about three feet long that hung on the side of my hips almost to the ground.  
We were assigned to guard the main roads and act as runners to inform the guerrillas if 
the Japanese were coming. 
  After a year, I joined the regular guerrillas under Capt. Narciso. We had our train-
ing as soldiers in Tagudin.  We mostly stayed on the high ground to conserve ammuni-
tion.  We waited for Japanese soldiers to pass down the main road below us and then we 
would shoot and run.  
  When the Japanese heard that General MacArthur had landed in Leyte, they aban-
doned the towns and moved to the mountains.  Fresh supplies of American ammunition 
and food were coming in by submarine at night in San Esteban Beach. With these rein-
forcements, we were emboldened to go after the Japanese.  It was during one of these 
expeditions that I got hit on the right foot by a grenade shrapnel.  I was taken to the 
Tagudin Hospital.  The war was ending around this time.  It was at the hospital  where I 
got my group discharge papers on November 23, 1945, following the surrender of Gen-
eral Yamashita in Baguio. 

COMING TO HAWAII

 The end of the war did not change the poverty and harsh life of my family in Nar-
vacan.  When I heard that the Hawaii Sugar Plantation Association was recruiting workers 

  I was about 16  when I  became

 a bolo man.  At the time, there weren’t 

too many guns to arm the guerrillas 

with, so we had to make do with 

bolos.  I had a bolo about three feet 

long that hung on the side of my hips 

almost to the ground.    
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to come to Hawaiii, I decided to sign up.  They had a small boat docked at Sulumagi, in 
Vigan, Ilocos Sur.  The boat was used for carrying cows around the islands.  But around 
200 workers signed up for the voyage  to Maui which took 30 days.  I was sea sick all the 
way. Instead of beds, we slept on improvised  “baby cribs” – blankets tied end to end -- 

like a hammock.  They gave us some small fish 
and rice but there wasn’t enough of it to go 
around. 
 I signed a three-year contract  to cut sugar 
cane  in Maui.  I was young and still quite strong 
then. I worked about 10 hours a day in the fields 
for 75 cents an hour, with only a short break for 
lunch.

  I knew only a life of poverty back home so the first chance I had to earn dollars, I saved 
every penny.  I had an uncle in Honolulu, Frank Farinas, who worked for Bank of Hawaii 
and he encouraged me to get out of the hard plantation work and come to Honolulu. One 
day after I got paid, I ran away and took the plane to Honolulu. 
   I applied at Pearl Harbor as a helper mechanic. I was so anxious to earn more 
money that I got a second job. During the day, I 
worked at Pearl Harbor and at night, I reported 
at Alexander Young Hotel on Fort Street, to 
wash dishes in the kitchen. 
  In three years of  working two jobs and 
scrimping, I saved $5,000.  That’s a lot of money 
at that time.  It was also at this time (1949) that I 
was laid off.  Jobs were being given to soldiers 
coming home from the war  and reentering the 
job market. I was uneducated and a non-
U.S. citizen, so I had a very hard time finding
a job. 
 Then I remembered my experience in 
the laundry business in Manila.  Using my laun-
dry experience, I went to work for small laun-
dries two to three  months at a time. Then I 
would quit and move on to the next.  My plan 
was to gain as much experience as I could so

  I knew only a life of poverty 
back home so the first chance I had 
to earn dollars, I saved every penny 
. . .  In three years of  working two
 jobs and scrimping, I saved $5,000.  
That’s a lot of money at that time.  

Lucio Farinas and Family
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 I could start my own laundry business. 
  I worked for former Governor Ariyoshi’s father’s laundry business.  He was very 
good.  I confided in him my interest in owning my own small laundromat. He advised me 
to start small and build up my credit. He helped me find a place in Kalihi on Middle 
Street.  With only $5,000 capital, I got one washer, one dryer, one presser, two hand 
irons, one regular presser for pants, coats, shirts, and ladies dresses, and one blower for 
women’s wear. 
  For two years I worked hard, seven days a week.  It was very hard work but I was 
able to borrow money and build up machines for regular dry-cleaning using no water.  
For 37 years I’ve been doing this and when  I turned 62, I came to realize that the more  
business you have, the more headache, so I decided to sell the business and retire and 
take it easy. 
  My only regret in life is my lack of education, which has held me back here in 
America.
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ERNESTO T. TESORO

Philippine Hometown: Santo Domingo, Ilocos Sur
Born: June 25, 1921

Inducted into WWII service: October 1, 1943
Honorably Discharged: November 23, 1945

Branch of Service: Field Artillery
    Units: 1) Military Police, Camp Spencer 
    2) A Company, Engineering Battalion, USAFIP-NL
    3) C Battery 23rd FA Battalion, Recognized Guerrillas

   4) E Company, 44th Infantry Regiment, 2nd Battalion
ASN: CPL 217058

Immigrated to Maui, Hawaii: January 16, 1946
Became a U.S. Citizen: April 1953 

 Right after high school 
graduation, in the summer of 
1941, I was a reservist.  I  was 
shipped to Laoag, Ilocos Norte, 
and for two months, I under-
went ROTC training.  In June I 
went to Manila to study to be a 
teacher at the National Teach-
ers College. In the early morn-
ing of  December 8, 1941, I 
was at ROTC training  when 

the commander  interrupted  
our exercises and told us that 
the Japanese had bombed 
Pearl Harbor and we were 
now at war.  We were imme-
diately dismissed and ordered 
to report to our designated 
units. That afternoon, with 
two other companions, I was 
able to hitch a ride on a truck 
bound for Vigan, Ilocos Sur, Ernesto T. Tesoro
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where my unit was.  With two other companions,  we traveled all night and arrived in Vi-
gan the following morning.  The Japanese had already taken over the Vigan cadre so we 
could not report there.  Some reservists and former officers of the Philippine Army were 
able to take a few  rifles with them before the Japanese arrived, and they formed a guerrilla 
unit under Capt. Rufino Peralta.
 They asked me to join them and to give the names of other students who trained 
with me. My first assignment was to go out to Southern Ilocos to look for reservist com-
panions from San Esteban and Sta. Cruz and plan the ambush of Japanese trucks loaded 
with soldiers.  The Japanese had established their barracks in Sta. Maria and had  a garrison 
in Vigan. If we sent someone to throw grenades inside the Japanese barracks, we knew that 

the next day Japanese reinforcements would 
arrive from the Vigan garrison.  One boy 
whose parents were killed by the Japanese vol-
unteered to enter the Japanese barracks and 
throw the grenades inside.  The rest of us sta-
tioned ourselves between Narvacan and Pid-
dig (now a World War II shrine-memorial) 
and waited for the Japanese reinforcements to 
come.  Very early the next day, just as we had 
expected, four Japanese trucks came rumbling 
down the road.  We killed most of them and 

destroyed the trucks.  Some Japanese soldiers ran into the ravines and escaped. 
 We were given the task of  training  the bolo men in Santo Domingo, San Ilde-
fonso and Bantay.  We started with  two platoons.  The bolo men were all volunteers in 
their 20’s.  We didn’t have any guns so we improvised and used wooden guns just to show 
them how to handle a gun.  The best part about the bolo I carried was that it was long, like 
a sword.  (Some bolos were short.) The bolo men became experts at bolo fighting.  The 
aim was to go for the neck and cut with one strong blow. 
 In October 1943, a  U.S. Army intelligence officer, Capt. Behan, visited our unit 
and saw us training with wooden guns.  He ordered us to report to Camp Spencer in Luna, 
La Union, headquarters of Col. Volckmann.  Because the roads were still under Japanese 
control, we took a boat from Kawayan to San Esteban, then walked for two hours to Can-
don.  A U.S. Army truck was waiting to take us to the camp.  We were taken to a school 
building where a former officer at the Philippine Military Academy was waiting to start our 
training.  

 We didn’t have any guns so 

we improvised and used wooden guns 

just to show them how to handle a 

gun.  The best part about the bolo I 

carried was that it was long, like a 

sword. The bolo men became experts

 at bolo fighting.  The aim was to go 

for the neck and cut with one 

strong blow. 
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 For the first time, the bolo men were trained how to handle real rifles. After two 
weeks, we were assigned as military police guarding Camp Spencer. Two months later, we 
parted ways and went to different assignments, some to infantry and combat units. I was 
assigned to a combat engineering unit, except that we were in front to fix roads and 
bridges to allow army trucks to go 
through.  
 On December 18, 1943, I took 
some time off to marry  my girl friend.  I 
heard about Japanese soldiers raping Fili-
pino girls, so I didn’t want to take any 
chances. My wife and I were married at 
her parents’ Aglipay Independent church. 
We had no wedding ring. She wore just a 
simple white dress with only her relatives 
and my sister attending. We rode a karetela  
to go home. To celebrate the occasion, 
we killed one pig and served fried fish, sinigang, rice, and sinuman. Then I went back to my 
unit and my wife lived with her family in San Esteban.

In 1944, I was very lonely for my family at Christmastime, so I asked  permission 
from my commanding officer to go home for a quick visit with my family in Santo Do-
mingo.  I walked the whole night going down the mountains to my town. I arrived early in 
the morning and went straight to the morning mass and saw my sisters.  People were sur-
prised to see me.  My sisters broke the sad news that my father died of old age and the 
month before, my mother died of a heart attack.  

Close to the end of the war in 1945, I rode in a bulldozer headed for Bessang Pass, 
a Japanese stronghold.  We were below Bessang Pass going up the mountain so we were 
exposed to a constant barrage of enemy fire.  Hundreds of our comrades died in heavy 
fighting as we advanced to Bessang Pass and the Japanese forces retreated inland into the 
mountains. Luckily for us, we had air support this time – two to three divebombers called 
P-28’s.
    When Bessang Pass fell to the Allied forces, the Japanese withdrew farther into the 
Sierra Madre Mountains. The town of Cervantes was empty of Japanese forces who evacu-
ated to the next mountain. The Japanese made their last stand in the mountain east of the 
river in Loo Valley.  I was then attached to the U.S. Army Field Artillery, Battalion “C” 
using 105 howitzers (cannons).  The river was between the mountain where we were and

That Christmas in 1944 I got permission 

to go home for a quick visit with  my family.

 My sisters broke the sad news 

that my father died of old age and the 

month before, my mother died of a heart 

attack.  Before the war, during Christmas, 

my father always roasted a  pig.  

But that Christmas when I came to visit, 

we only had one chicken.  No lanterns, 

no decorations, no carols. 
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 the other mountain where the Japanese made their last stand. We bombarded the enemy  
with continuous artillery pounding for 24 hours.  While the Americans had mufflers cov-
ering their ears, my comrades and I were at a disadvantage because we did not have any 
protective covering for our ears.
 The bombardment did not stop until we heard over the radio that the Japanese 
had officially surrendered.  Then Japanese soldiers started coming out, with the first unit 
waving white flags. Col. Volckmann’s second-in-command officer supervised the surren-
der to make sure that none of the Filipino guerrillas --  angry about the cruelties the Japa-
nese inflicted on the Filipinos --  would kill the Japanese surrenderees.  From morning till 
dark, a continuous line of Japanese soldiers came out, two at a time. 
 In the meantime, we were ordered to bivouac at Camp Roosevelt in the barrio 
near the junction going to Bessang Pass and wait for our orders to be discharged. 

COMING TO HAWAII

 In December 1945 I received a letter from my brother, Jesus,  telling me that the 
Hawaiian Sugar Planters Association (HSPA) was recruiting Filipinos to work in Hawaii. 
My brother and I signed up and on Jan. 16, 1946, we sailed with other recruits on the SS 
Maunawili.  We started from Cabugao, Ilocos Sur and took two weeks to get to Hilo.  But I 
decided to work in Maui instead.  I worked in the sugar fields in Maui for 13 years, cutting 
grass with a hoe, and cutting sugar cane with machines.  I also did weeding along the sugar 
cane rows.  For this I got paid $4 a day, with free lodging - three workers to one small 
plantation house.  We paid 
for and cooked our own 
food.
 One day a batch of 
laborers from the Philip-
pines arrived and our per-
sonnel supervisor asked me
to go to the pier with him to 
welcome the new recruits. 
After the new workers had 
breakfast and were loaded 
on the trucks to go to their 
camp, the supervisor told me 

Mr. And Mrs. Ernesto Tesoro
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 I was wanted at the personnel office.  Mr. Baldwin, the director, said he wanted me to 
work at his office starting the next day. I did not have any office clothes and was still 
wearing my army uniform.  They took me to the plantation store and told me to get the 
clothes I needed – white shirt and tie, khaki pants, and black shoes.  It cost a lot of 
money then, but they said I could pay the store in installments.  But more important, the 
new job meant I was getting out of the hard labor in the fields, and moving to better 
housing. My first thought was that I could petition for my wife and one-year-old son to 
join me. 
 I started as the lowest clerk in the payroll department where the basic work was 
accounting.  I was determined to do well and improve myself.  I signed up for a corres-
pondence course in bookkeeping and cost accounting, which I completed in three 
months.  In Hawaii, the law provides that you can get a certified public accountant (CPA) 
certificate if you have three years experience. I showed my certificate to my boss and he 
gave me a raise. I feel very good about my life here and the great opportunities I’ve had to 
improve my life. From the HSPA payroll office in Maui, I went on to become an insur-
ance agent, then office manager for Philamlife in Hawaii and California.  
 My first wife died in 1972 and I retired in 1976.  In 2000 while vacationing in 
Toronto, I met my second wife, Remedios Udarbe. We go to California twice a year dur-
ing Christmas and summer to visit my 15 grandchildren. I also volunteer twice a week at 
Queen’s Medical Center to help in discharging patients.  I put them in a wheelchair and 
take them to the lobby for their ride home.  
   My son bought a burial place in California. When I die, I will be cremated just like 
my first wife, then I will be buried by her side. 
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BENVENIDO D. VENTURA*

Philippine Hometown: San Nicolas, Ilocos Norte
Born: July 15, 1921

Inducted into WWII service: December 25, 1944
Honorably Discharged: November 1945

Branch of Service: Philippine Army - Recognized Guerrillas
Unit: H Company, 15th Infantry Regiment, 2nd Battalion, USAFIP-NL

ASN:  Pvt 173327
Immigrated to Hawaii: June 30, 1946

Became a U.S. Citizen: February 25, 1954     

I was helping in 
our farm in San Nico-
las, Ilocos Norte when 
war broke out. I joined 
the bolo men to help 
the guerrillas in am-
bushing the Japanese.  
One time, 25 of us un-
der Capt. Sacro am-
bushed the Japanese 
and killed a lot of sol-
diers.  This made the 
Japanese very angry so 
they burned down our 

town and killed many in-
nocent civilians.  

On Dec. 25, 1944, 
I was officially inducted 
into the service and at-
tached to the H Compa-
ny, 2nd battalion, 15th 
infantry USAFIP-NL un-
der Lt. J. Quirante.  We 
were assigned to mop-
ping-up operations in Do-
lores, Abra.  In Suyo, 
Piddigan, we engaged in 
heavy fighting with the 

Benvenido D. Ventura
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Japanese.  So many of  my comrades died in that encounter.  We retreated to Langiden, 
Abra, where we were mistakenly strafed by American fighter planes. One of my friends 
died from friendly machine gun fire.  We proceeded to Manabo, then to Baugen and Can-
don, in pursuit of the Japanese forces that were retreating to Mountain Province.  At 
Mount Data, I saw the heaviest action of the war where both sides suffered thousands of 
casualties. When the American Battery group arrived to reinforce us with their big guns, we 
were able to overpower the enemy.  It wasn’t long after that when General Yamashita sur-
rendered. 
 With the end of the war, we were ordered to go to Luna, La Union to rest a few 
days, then we were sent to Camp Spencer in Paraoir, for processing and discharge in No-
vember 1945.

COMING TO HAWAII

 After my discharge from the service, I returned to farming in Vigan.  Around June 
1946, I heard about the  recruitment of  Filipino sacadas to work in the plantations in Ha-
waii. I signed up along with about 300 to 500 other recruits.  We left on the S.S. Maunawili 

from Sulumagi port in Vigan and took one 
month to reach the Honolulu Port.
 I was assigned to pick pineapples in 
Molokai for a month. Then I went to Ho-
nolulu to work in the Aiea Sugar Plantation. 
Among  the things I did was to cut two-foot 
long pieces of sugar cane with a bolo.  Then 
I  placed them in bags and got them ready 
for planting.  At 6:00 in the morning, a 
truck came to pick us up and take us to the 
fields where we worked until 12:00 noon 
when we had an hour for lunch.  I brought 
my lunch of rice and ulam like chicken adobo 
or  fried fish, and vegetables like pinakbet.  
 After work at  3:30 p.m., I usually 
hung out at the pool room until it was time 

to go home and get some sleep. Weekends,  I 
washed my clothes.  I was paid 43 cents     

Filipino sacada worker in pineapple plantation 
in Hawaii. Photo courtesy of Honolulu Star 
Bulletin. Reprinted with permission.
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an hour and got free housing with five workers assigned  to one Plantation Home. Two 
uncles lived with me in my plantation house so we were able to share expenses for food. 
This enabled me to save money to send home.  Later I got some part time work as a dish-
washer in a restaurant where I was paid 50 cents an hour.  Whatever money I earned, I 
saved. I stayed away from smoking and drinking and kept to myself most of the time to 
avoid spending my hard-earned money.  Sometimes I visited the pool hall, but I just sat 
down and watched the others play. With the money I was sending home to the Philippines, 
my father was able to buy a piece of land.
 I ran away from the plantation work when I found another job, painting ships and 
submarines, at Pearl Harbor.  It paid so much better -- $1.78 per hour -- and wasn’t as hard 
as working in the hot sun in the sugar  fields. I worked at Pearl Harbor for five years until 
1952 when I was laid off because I was not a U.S. citizen. I decided to go to night school at 
Aiea and completed 40 hours of classes to prepare for my citizenship test and interview.  
In 1954  I became a U.S. citizen.
    I worked for a construction company as a mason  for eight years and retired at age 
62.  I met my wife here but after 12 years of marriage, we divorced, and now I live with my 
son, who works as a painter for Aloha.  I also have a daughter who has her own home 
business. Sometimes I work part time for my nephew who does landscaping in Makakilo.
    My daily routine in Hawaii consists of Catholic mass at 7:00 a.m. in Aeia, then TV,  
or going out for fun, like checking out the cockfights, or playing cards or monte with 
friends.  I am too old to get married again. I think elderly veterans who fool around with a 
younger woman, thinking one day  the woman will fall in love with them, are stupid. These 
women are just out to get their money and at our age, all they’re asking for is trouble and 
heartbreak.

    
    *Benvenido D.Ventura died  in Hawaii on August  13, 2005 before this book was  
    completed. He was buried in Mililani and is survived by his children, Benvenido, Jr.,  
    Olana, and Ruby.


