
My Superhero was born November 11, 1920. A boy in Chicago who helped run the family diner. 

By 1939 he wants to literally spread his wings. So he joined the Army Air Corps.  They put  him 

on a ship to the Philippines He was a mechanic on the B-17. He also flew flights to Borneo, 

Australia. On December 7 1941 his new duty was as a gunner on B-17's.  They were shot down 

in the Philippines. Of the 10 man crew 1 died, 1 with a broken arm and the others with cuts and 

bruises. They hid in the rice fields and fought off the Japanese until April 10th,1942 when 

75,000 Philippine and Americans were surrendered and forced on the Bataan Death Mach. After 

the Mach they were put in camps. Eventually he was put on the hellship Tottori Maru and taken 

to Korea. From there to Manchuria China (Mukden).They were sick from several tropic diseases 

and malnourished since the Japanese did not furnish much food. He was put to work in a factory 

as slave labor making parts for tanks and and airplanes. 

These men were prisoners,but always Americans and sabotaged all of the parts they were forced 

to make. In May of 1944, 150 of the men who the Japanese said were leaders of the camp were 

sent to lead mines in Kamioka, Japan.  It was hard work,but the men survived. On August 

17,1945 the POW's were told the war was over. They were going home. 

My Superhero who came back from hell was my Dad.  He married had a family.  He did not 

speak of any of the war or prison camps.  He loved his country and he loved his family. He died 

in 1983  with full military honors.  His name was Clarence D. neighbors.  I'm so proud of him.  I 

love you Dad. 


