














































































SURVIVOR RECALLS DAY 

By MARTIN LUTTRELL 
MILFORD- When the maid 

w h o  w o r k e d  fo r  T h oma s 
Davey's family gave his mother 
a dozen roses and went away 
one day, nobody thought much 
about it. 

Eight-year-old Thomas didn't 
think it was unusual. Several of 
the other Japanese workers on 
Ford Island in the Hawaiian Is
lands had left in similar fashion. 
It was  a warm December  
weekend, and his attention was 
on the battleships moored near
by, and the fighter planes that 
buzzed around the airstrip. 
, But while playing with his 

younger brother, Jim, in their 
bedroom early the next morn
ing, Thomas heard a steadily in
creasins-noise outside - too 
rn._uch noise for a Sunday morn
ing at Pearl Harbor. 

"We ran outside. I ran toward 
the ain!rip, and Jim we,,v 4 
opposite way. I looked�' 
saw morel)lanes than'I had ever 
een." 

� As one low-flying planl! 
roared overhead, Thomas rec
ognized the Japanese rising sun 
insignia painted on the wings. 
"He had just finished a torpedo 
run. It was so low I could have 
hit it with !t-feek." 

Th(,>mas ran back to his house 
t1and to'i.d. his par�ts what he had 
fic-en. His father, a._Navy lieute-
1941 t commander, was still in 
bor , 

bed and at first dismissed the 
attack as target practice by the 
U.S. Pacific Fleet, based at the 
harbor. 

But when shrapnel and pieces 
of ships moored in "Battleship 
Row," a quarter-mile away, be
gan raining down, he knew it 
wasn't the U.S. Navy that was 
taking target practice. 

"I remember my father shoot
ing in the air with his .45 (
caliber pistol) in frustration and 
anger. He grabbed us kids and 
my mother and got in the house. 
We could see the mast of the 
battleship Oklahoma starting to 
go over. It took 15 or 20 minutes 
for it to go all the way over." 

Davey, now 52, is the state 
chairman of  the Sons and 
Daughters of Pearl Harbor Sur
vivors. He sat at his dining room 
table on Madison Street this 
wrek, recalling his impressions 

th,f thesneak attack, which killed 
2,400 American servicemen and 
pulled the United States into 
Worlo War II. 

"My father loaded us into a 
pickup truck, and we we1,t to an 
old dungeon �n the northeast 
end of the islal\_d. As we were 
getting out, the gr<Nnd erupted 
in front o( my mother frbm 
strafing-Plane." 

While inside the dungeon, 
.Davey's-mother helped tend the 
wounded and dying who- had 
made their way there, some�<>-

vered with oil from the burning 
ships. 

The next day Davey and some 
of the other youngsters were put 
to work, loading .50-caliber 
machinegun bullets into car
tridge belts. 

"My job was to load a tracer 
after every four bullets. My 
father pulled up and saw us kids 
loading bullets ... doing what we 
could to help, and he cried." 

The family had moved to 
bachelor officer quarters on 
another part of the island, but 
the fear of a Japanese invasion 
and three or four air raid warn
ings during the night kept any
one from sleeping, he said. 
"As a kid I looked at it as if it was 
exciting. I was scared, but I 
wasn't aware of the seriousness 
of what was going on. I had 
nightmares for severru years. 

"The attack only lasted for ab
out two hours, but it seemed like 
all day. There was a lot of tur
moil afterwards. 

"Seeing it through a kid's eyes 
was different. But, as you get 
older, you feel like you were a 
part of history. 

"My dog had the shakes from 
Dec. 7 until he died over here 
somewhere. He never got over 
it.-<i 

A few months 1'\ter the Navy 
hastily m

�
l non-milita,y 

personr.el c base in making 
it a staging· r the war in the 

'- ,...

Pacific. 
"They came through unplug

ging eve - ing one morning in 
April wh COJ.Y mother was mak
ing waffles for breakfast, getting 
everything packed up. We 
moved back to the mainland and 
eventually to Rhode Island." 

Just how quickly his family 
packed up and left was forgotten 
until 24 years later, when Davey 
was going through some old 
boxes at his mother's North 
Kingstown apartment. 

"My mother opened one of 
the boxes and began to cry. I 
asked her what it was, and she 
took out the waffle iron. It was 
stuck shut. I pried it open, and 
there was a waffle still inside. I 
ate a little piece of it, and it was 
still soft. 

"That waffle made the rounds 
in North Kingstown, I'll tell 
you. After a while it was like a 
piece of steel." 

Davey said his experiences at 
Pearl Harbor made him want to 
learn all he could about the war, 
and he later enlisted in the Navy 
himself. he said he always re
gretted that he wasn't old 
enough to fight in World Warll . 

"I think it's good that some
one recounts what happened, 
because otherwise it would tend 
to be forgotten. The survivors 
who were in the service have 
some interesting stories to tell." 
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