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PRESIDENT’S REMARKS 
 
 Thanks to the adventurous few who attend our quarterly meetings. Those are the 
regulars whose faces are quite familiar at every meeting and those who, of necessity, 
miss a meeting now and then. Then, there are those who we don’t see all year. I 
appreciate that, as we are all getting older; it is harder to get around. Also, it being Prince 
Edward Island, weather sometimes plays a factor. There could also be a loss of interest in 
Chapter events and/or activities. That is why I thank those who actually make the 
Chapter function. We obviously need more members so maybe that could be one of our 
2011 projects. Anyway, I’ve had my  growl, so I shall now take this opportunity to wish 
one and all:                                  
       A very Merry Christmas 
                                            And a Happy, Healthy New Year. 

 
DOWNED PILOT IN BURMA by Squadron Leader Bob Johnson, Pilot, R. C. A. F. 
(Continued from previous editions.) 
 They were running down this open valley in my direction. I took off into the bush 
and hid. Some of them were shouting as they passed by so I realized that they missed me 
altogether. I went a little further and hid for the day, being almost exhausted when I 
stopped. I was so apprehensive of possibly being followed that I slept very little that day 
and vowed I would stick to night travel.  
 It was obvious that I was still south of the Yaw Chaung. But since it swung north 
in a big loop, I might have more than a night's travel from it. My spirits alternately soared 
and sagged depending on immediate events. I think that not having someone to share 
problems with induced a very lonely feeling. I was tempted to try a Benzedrine, but 
because I had been told that the high it produced was followed by a low, I resisted the 
impulse. Insects were now more plentiful, as it was the dry season; fortunately, there 
were no leaches. Spiders caused some concern during the day. I saw innumerable large 
webs with great hairy spiders waiting patiently for their prey. I don't know if any of them  
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were poisonous, but as they were so obnoxious looking, I avoided them like the plague. 
However, when moving at night, I would sometimes resort to crawling low through some 
particularly dense area because there was less growth close to the ground; and 
consequently, I would find my face enveloped by a web which stuck to my beard. Even 
after a lot of clawing and tearing at it, there was always a lingering feeling of something 
crawling down my neck. The following night I was still not sure of my position because 
the denser growth prevented the stars from not always being in view. I resorted to using 
the compass more often; and occasionally when I felt safe, I would shield the flashlight 
with my handkerchief, so that only a glimmer of light was visible, to relate particularly 
high rises of ground to the map contours. It was obvious that I covered a lot of ground 
without advancing a great distance. However, there was always something for which to 
be thankful. At least, I was not being chased and my strength was holding up. Long after             
midnight, I came across another path and after following it north, I came to another 
water hole, much larger and deeper than the first one. Putting my handkerchief               
over my face, I sucked water through it and soon felt quite refreshed. After filling              
my chargal, I looked for the village which was no doubt not very far away. The ground              
was sloping away quite sharply in front of me, and I heard a dog barking. On creeping              
forward, I saw a lot of bushes and could smell wood smoke along with the aroma of 
food. Thinking I might be able to find a cooking pot with some dregs in it, I started              
to enter the village. Other dogs started barking but none followed me when I made a              
hasty retreat. Then, I heard voices as some villagers were awakened. I decided, that as 
long as I had Horlicks, the stealing food was not worth the risk.  
 The Yaw Chaung ran generally north. I was coming out of the mountains located 
to the northeast of me into the north western area where I wanted be. I had planned to 
head generally west while following the mountains north; and therefore, it was just a 
matter of following the river or a path nearby. I continued to hide in the daytime and 
travelled at night. As to the matter of wildlife, I didn't know what animals I might 
encounter. Before I was shot down, I encountered what I thought might be a tiger while 
going to the biffy one morning. I never like tigers as they growl and can be quite nasty. I 
never determined what kind of animal it could have been.  
 One morning, as I was just to pull out for the day, I came across a clearing where 
there was a lot of barking all around me. Suddenly, out of the bushes came a herd of little 
deer. Those were the animals that had been barking. They were called muntjacs and 
indigenous to that part of the country. Having learned what they were, just little barking 
deer, I was no longer afraid but they frighten you with their bark when you don't know 
what is happening. Anyway, it was quite cool so I thought I would rest at the edge of the 
clearing until the sun came out. In a short time, I could feel the warmth of the sun and 
drifted off to sleep. I was suddenly aware of something moving but didn't know what had 
triggered the feeling. I had become accustomed when wakening to remain motionless 
until I was aware of my surroundings. On this occasion, I heard nothing but I felt a slight 
movement on my legs. Remaining still, I glanced down and saw a snake about five feet 
long slithering across my legs just below my knees. It continued moving and disappeared 
into twigs and leaves along the side of a hill. I thought it was a cobra. It was the only 
snake I saw on my trek although there were plenty around. It was for that reason that I  
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had chosen to wear heavy boots and gaiters as part of my flying gear. I still had water in 
my chargal and felt I was getting closer to the Yaw Chaung river. I was in a confident 
mood when I set off on a westerly course that night and sure enough it wasn't long before 
I found the allusive Yaw Chaung river.  
 I considered finding the river a real milestone because now I would be in country 
where map reading would be easier and finding water would be no longer a problem. I 
could hear the a gurgling sound in the near distance and I soon found the junction where 
the Kin Chaung came in from the south. I stripped off and wallowed in the cool water. I              
rinsed my chargal thoroughly and refilled it. After dressing, I set off along the gravelled 
bank on the south side of the Yaw Chaung. Just before daybreak, I heard noise from 
natives and water buffalo a short distance ahead. I stopped at once and a voice called out 
as if hailing me. There was some conversation and as the voices came closer I scrambled 
up the bank into some thorn bushes and remained quiet. The natives did not climb the 
bank but I heard them going to and fro along the gravel. After a while all was quiet, so I 
moved off to a hill and hid for the day. 
               Where the Yaw Chaung swung off to the west just north of the village of Pasok, 
there was a path that led north through the mountains to Tilin, and then to Gangaw. I was 
now in hilly country, the beginning of the Chin Mountains, covered mostly by bamboo 
forest. The walking was not too difficult so I decided to move more or less parallel to the 
river until I was beyond the village before I went down for water. At one point, I went 
into a depression between two hills; then suddenly, the bamboos were alive with 
monkeys. At least, I thought they were monkeys. They were quite large ones. I couldn't 
see them all that well as it was dusk. They were not very friendly because they had young 
ones with them. I backtracked and walked around and skirted the area. I walked the rest 
of the night and came to a village named Kyaukleit and stopped at a thick bush in which 
to hide for the day. I had not noticed a Shrine, or a place to Worship, when I went into 
hiding.  
 During the day, women and children came to visit the place which was only 150 
feet from where I was hiding. I could hear voices and sounds from the village throughout 
the day and was not able to get much sleep. When darkness came and the villagers 
bedded down, I headed to the west looking for the village of Hnetchaung where the Yaw 
came down from the north. I forded a stream and when I could not find a cart path that I 
was looking for I re-crossed the stream and eventually found the village which I had 
circled before. On going back to the stream again, I suddenly realized that I was looking 
at people stretched out in blankets. I also saw rafts loaded up with large wicker baskets. I 
don't know what this was because it was dark. I was just two feet from one man in front 
of me before I realized that he was there. He was covered with a blanket with his head on 
a pack. I am certain that he was Japanese because he had boots on. I had been walking 
across gravel and it is miraculous that the sound had not awakened them. I moved with 
extreme caution while keeping watch on the sleeping men. I moved backwards until I 
was off the gravel. I found the path that I had been looking for and followed it north. I 
skirted one more village and by daybreak I had reached the village of Pasok. Then, I  
found a place to hide in the hills overlooking the large village and fell asleep.  
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coming up the hill toward me, singing. It was singing, I guess, as they came along. They 
began work all around me so I got my clothes on and hid in some bushes. They were 
cutting bamboo which they skidded down the slope. I went across country back to the 
Yaw Chaung and followed the water until it was time to take cover for the day.  
There was no sound or other indication such as the smell of smoke to suggest there was 
any habitation nearby so I washed my socks and spread my clothes to dry while I basked 
in the sun. I dozed during the day and pondered on the events of the past week, or so. I 
was now at a higher altitude where the nights were quite cool. This was particularly 
noticeable when I was wet from wading across streams. There had been no rain. I hadn't 
been able to find any berries or any other growth. The Horlicks seemed to provide a 
reasonable amount of energy but frequent rest periods were necessary. I'd lost 
considerable weight and had twice sewn tucks in my trousers. The waistband was 
adjustable with straps but the adjustment had not been enough to take up the slack. The 
web belt supported my knife and water chargal but it did nothing for trousers which were 
a real nuisance when they sagged. Despite the difficulties, I was convinced that moving 
at night was my best option. My assessment was that if our own forces made any gains, I 
might encounter Japanese at any time.  
 The next night, it was about the eighteenth or nineteenth night, I had been 
following a path when suddenly there were voices off to one side of the path. They 
weren't Burmese so I assumed that they must be Japanese. I made haste along the path 
looking for a shallow spot in the stream when I heard some stones rattling down from the 
other bank. I looked and saw a Japanese soldier standing on the bank. I scurried away 
around a corner where there was a thorn bush and this Japanese soldier clamoured down 
this bank after me. He stopped on the other side of this thorn bush for what seemed like 
minutes but I guess maybe it was 30 seconds. He came around the corner of the thorn 
bush with his rifle out and I dived at him, bowling him over. The only weapon I had was 
a knife as I had lost my gun while baling from my aircraft. As I came down, I tried to 
stab him in the back but I must of hit his webbing or something because the knife did not 
penetrate. He started to roll over. My right hand was on a fair sized rock. I swung the 
rock in an overhead motion and hit him in the face as he rolled over. There was no sound 
from him and he didn’t move. I jumped up and ran across the stream and was off walking 
the path again. I went no more than a couple a hundred yards where I came over a little 
rising of ground and where I spied another Jap soldier approaching with a big pack on his 
back. It was quite full as he was bent over as he plodded along. It was too late for hiding 
so I kept going, slouching as we met. He kept going. I dived under some bushes. At that 
time, about 20 more Japanese came along with a couple of buffalo carts loaded with gear. 
A few minutes later, about 100 to 150 more Japanese came along. I decided I wasn't 
going to walk any more that night. I took to the hills and hid through the next day. It 
seemed the Japanese might be retreating. If that were the case, friendly forces should be 
somewhere in the general area. But perhaps what I encountered was only a Japanese long 
range patrol.  (To be continued.) 
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