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  My story begins in the winter of 1952 on the continent of Asia, in the country of Korea, near the 
village of Sang-Yong. 
 

 There were over four hundred of us in that stinking, freezing, barbed-wire pen they called a prison 
camp.  Four hundred plus of moving, breathing bodies of what had once been men.  What was left of them 
couldn’t be called men.  They were mangy, crippled, starved, filth-ridden bodies that no self-respecting 
animal of any nature would have lived with. 

 So it was with us in Sang-Yong. 
 

 Before I had been drafted, I was a teacher.  A person who had great hopes in the future of mankind.  
A person who was spending his life in preparing others to lead mankind further than it had ever gone 
before. 

 When one is as deeply convinced as I was in the good in man, it is very difficult to shake that faith.  
Once, when I was young, I would have said it was impossible to shake it.  Now I know better; for I learned 
in that camp that man is but another animal.  A little further removed from his primitive beginnings than the 
rest, but still in the size and form of an animal, and still having the same basic system.  And with that 
system, we inherit the same strengths and drives as our ancestors; and also the same weaknesses. 

 It is on these weaknesses that other men learn to prey.  Just as the tiger attacks those slower than 
itself; just as the snake strikes those not immune to its poison. 

 It is too bad that in six thousand years, man has not progressed past the point where his highest 
thoughts and his limitless resources are directed toward wreaking destruction on his fellow man; but there 
are many lamentable things on this earth, and I suppose until man finally discovers his own identity it is 
better that he bring destruction to himself than to taint the rest of the universe with his perverted ideas and 
delusions of grandeur and power. 

 The treatment we received as prisoners of war was in every way designed to kill us off as rapidly as 
possible without the actual use of physical violence. 
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