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Robert Frank Augur      
 

Born:   April 18, 1910, Meriden, Connecticut 
Parents: Frank and Nellie Symonds Augur 
Siblings: Barbara, Hazel, Clarence, Ruth, Dorothy 
High School: Benson Polytechnic H.S., Portland, Ore., Class of 1928 
Military: U.S. Army, Dec. 2, 1940-May 2, 1946 
Rank: Captain (retired, 1946) 
Served: Ft. Mills, Corregidor, Philippine Islands 
Interned: Japanese Prisoner-of-War, Manila, Old Bilibid Prison, 1942-1945 
Awarded: Distinguished Service Cross, Silver Star, Bronze Star, Purple Heart 
Married: Anna C. Anderson, April 28, 1945 (Died Dec. 7, 1995), Married 50 years 
Residence: Milwaukie, Oregon 
Business: Freight shipping agent for 30 years. (Retired, October, 1976) 
Interests: Travel, American Theater Organ Guild; National Model Railroad Association 
Died: March 5, 2000 (89 years, 11 months) 
Dedicated: The Lt. Robert F. Augur Rail Deployment Facility, Ft. Bliss, Texas, April 24, 2004. 

 
 Robert Frank Augur---or “Uncle Bob” to his extended family---was a born officer.  

 That is how his mother, Nellie Symonds Augur, described him in an interview with a reporter from The 
Sunday Oregonian not long after he had been taken prisoner by the Japanese in the darkest days of World War II. 

 With shells from Japanese heavy artillery exploding all around him, 31-year-old Lieutenant Robert Augur 
lived out his mother’s assessment. His courageous actions during the hell of the five-month siege of Corregidor 
Island in 1942 earned him high military honors and more importantly, lasting respect and admiration of his large 
family. 

 Born April 18, 1910 in Meriden, Connecticut, Robert Frank Augur was the eldest of six children of Frank and 
Nellie Augur. His ancestors were of solid New England stock. His great great grandfather was a lighthouse 
keeper on Long Island Sound; his great grandfather and great great grandfather fought for the Union Army in 
the Civil War; his family roots go back to the landing of the Mayflower. His siblings included brother Clarence 
and sisters Barbara, Hazel, Ruth and Dorothy.   

 In 1924, when Robert was 14, Frank Augur packed his family and their belongings into a sturdy canvass-
topped Oakland touring car and embarked on a two-month cross-country drive to establish a new home in 
Oregon.  

 According to The Oregonian in a July, 19, 1942 article, his mother observed how his officer qualities came 
through even as a boy. “He had a knack of getting the rest of the kids to fall in line,” she said. “He had a keen 
sense of humor and an even keener sense of fairness so the small frys’ squabbles always seemed to find a way to 
fall in his overalled lap.” 

 He liked uniforms. Wooden swords and makeshift Sam Brown belts (standard for U.S. Army officer dress 
uniforms during WW I) were important childhood adornments, his mother said. 

 Nellie Augur told the reporter it tickled her when, after donning his make-believe uniform and squaring his 
shoulders, Robert would somberly admonish her, “You got to play fair when you play soldiers, Mom.” 

 Robert advanced through Cub Scouts and Boy Scouts to become an assistant scoutmaster. In 1924, he 
enrolled in Portland’s Benson Polytechnic High School, where he majored in mathematics and electric sciences. 
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While in high school, he took on a paper route to help with expenses at home. He loved sports but homework 
and the paper route took precedence. “He never complained,” his mother said in the article. 

 While in high school, he took another step that would have a profound impact on his life: He joined the 
Army’s Cadet Military Training Corps, forerunner of the ROTC.  

 After graduating from Benson in 1928, he was accepted for admission to Oregon State College to study 
engineering. But the money wasn’t there for college so he went to work. First, selling women’s shoes (he didn’t 
last long), then for an electricians’ supply store. The latter job had promise and Robert gave serious consideration 
of learning the business. But then came the 1929 stock market crash and the depression. The store, like many 
other companies, went out of business and Bob was among the millions of young men in the country looking for 
work. 

 Through connections in the Boy Scouts, he landed a job working freight for the Southern Pacific Railroad. A 
good boss helped him keep working, even during the depression, and he even entertained thoughts of making a 
career out of the railroad. It may explain why years later, model railroading became one of his favorite pastimes 
and four years after his passing, the Army dedicated a huge new rail deployment facility at Ft. Bliss, Texas, in his 
honor. 

 Going hard at his job during the day as a freight handler for Union Pacific, Robert still had time to keep up 
with his cadet training program. He spent evenings taking countless correspondence courses to help advance 
toward a reserve officer’s commission. Twice a month he crossed the Columbia River to train with a reserve 
army unit at Vancouver Barracks and for a month each summer he was off for more reserve officer training at Ft. 
Stevens on the Oregon Coast and at Ft. Lewis, near Tacoma. 

 Recreational involvement helped him keep fit. He joined a mountain climbing club and scaled Mt. Hood, Mt. 
St. Helens and Mt. Jefferson. He also took up skiing and loved the hard-nosed competition of handball. 

 The long regimen of correspondence courses, monthly drills and summer training programs eventually paid 
off. In the late 1930s he earned a reserve commission as a 2nd Lieutenant in the Army’s Coast Artillery.  

 With war clouds already thundering through the skies in Europe and Asia, he was called to active duty as a 
1st Lieutenant in the field artillery on December 2, 1940, and for a short period was posted at Ft. Stevens at the 
mouth of the Columbia River. 

 A month later, the Army told him to report for duty in the Philippines.  He sailed from San Francisco on 
January 18, 1941, less than eleven months before Pearl Harbor. His mother traveled with him from Portland to 
see him off. 

 Orders sent him to Ft. Mills, the U.S. military bastion on Corregidor guarding the entrance to Manila Harbor.  

 His original assignment at Ft. Mills was that of a junior staff officer with a searchlight battery of the 60th 
Coast Artillery. Shortly thereafter, he took command of E Battery of the 92nd Coast Artillery, a unit made up of 
105 Filipino soldiers. This was a tough assignment, since the battery’s primary duty was to serve as a guard 
battalion for some 900 civil prisoners. The prisoners, many of them hard-core convicts with murder records, were 
on Corregidor under a joint arrangement with the Army and the Philippine government. The prisoners were 
used for a variety of work details on the island, from garbage collection to road construction. 

 Originally trained in anti-aircraft gunnery, his guard battalion duties also encompassed command of a pair 
of 155 millimeter guns protecting the harbor entrance. It was here he was introduced to heavy weapons warfare.  

 A shift in assignments on Corregidor almost bought Lt. Augur a ticket back to the States.  He was selected 
for training as an aerial observer and with two other officers from his unit spent three months in Manila going to 
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school. He graduated with flying colors but flunked out because his vision proved to be too poor for the job.  A 
stay in the hospital in Manila to thoroughly check the problem with his eyes proved nothing much could be done 
to change the condition.  Orders were being cut to have him returned stateside for reassignment. 

 But Lt. Augur was determined to remain with his unit and after a spirited presentation before a review 
board was allowed to stay on Corregidor. His winning plea stated that while his eyes may not have been up to 
standards for aerial observation, they certainly were good enough for the artillery. 

 So, he was back at his post as executive officer in command of a battery of 155mm guns on Infantry Point. 
The position, known on the inventory of Corregidor’s defensive emplacements as “Battery Kysor” or “North 
Battery,” faced Bataan across the two mile-wide North Channel entrance to Manila Bay. Even though the 155s 
dated back to World War I, they were still formidable. They could fire heavy explosive projectiles nine miles. 

 There were few in the 5,000-man garrison on Corregidor during the hot and humid months preceding Pearl 
Harbor who had any illusions that they would escape the growing storm of war sweeping over Southeast Asia. 

 In a letter to his mother not long after he arrived on Corregidor, Lt. Augur noted ominous signs. “It seems 
the Japs have been fooling around out here, going into Indochina, just across the China Sea from Manila,” he 
wrote. “With the Jap fleet cruising around, and no one knowing for sure where it is, we on the island are a little 
bit on edge.” 

 He explained that one day, “just after chow, the post siren started wailing. We all went out on the tear and in 
about two minutes the battery was ready for action. We thought it was the real thing.” That was in a letter home 
written on June 3, 1941, a full six months before the Japanese sneak attack on Hawaii. 

 A month later, on July 20, he wrote: “This place is getting to be more like an armed camp. For the past week 
the Army and Navy have been busy out in the channels laying both contact and controlled mines. The channel is 
closed except for a crooked course through the North Channel and all boats going or coming are escorted by a 
destroyer patrol.” 

 Then in early August he reported all the women, except Army nurses, had been evacuated. 

 Lt. Augur also wrote about some of the frustrations and vulnerability of being on Corregidor. 

 In one letter he mused, “With all the defense work that is supposed to be underway back there in the States, 
its funny that we haven’t seen any of those marvelous guns and things they are supposed to be making in such 
abundance.” 

 In mid-September of 1941, he talked of supply problems: “The last week or so the 92nd (Coast Artillery) has 
been out of gasoline and all our vehicles are standing idle down at the garage. It seems there is a certain 
allowance for gasoline and when that allowance is used up, transportation just stops rolling until more is allotted 
from somewhere.” 

 The last letter home before war came to the Philippines was aboard one of the last Clipper Ships to fly out of 
Manila on December 1, 1941, just a week before Pearl Harbor. Except for three closely edited 50-word post card 
messages allowed by his captors during 33 months as a Japanese prisoner of war, Lt. Augur’s family did not hear 
from him again until his liberation in early February of 1945. 

 What happened in those intervening years, including the five months of hell Augur and the gallant 
defenders of Corregidor went through before having to lay down their arms on May 6, 1942, can only be gleaned 
from official accounts and memoirs written by the men who experienced it first hand. 
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 Like many World War II veterans who were intimately involved with the terror of war and the horrible 
excesses of their captors, Uncle Bob seldom talked about those experiences with his family. For the most part, he 
kept them painfully buried in the deep recesses of his mind.  

 The family knew he had been awarded the Distinguished Service Cross for heroic action on April 12, 1942, 
and had spent 33 months as prisoner of war. They knew he had been injured but did not learn until his liberation 
three years later that the injury had led to amputation of his left leg above the knee. Army doctors performed the 
surgery in the tunnels under Corregidor shortly after he had been injured. 

 The country received the news that he was one of America’s earliest recipients of the Distinguished Service 
Cross when national wire services carried the story of the medal presentation by General Jonathan Wainwright, 
commander of U.S. Forces in the Philippines. It took place in the Malinta Tunnel hospital just 12 days before the 
island fortress fell to the Japanese on May 6. 

 General Wainwright had been named commander of the Philippine forces a month earlier after President 
Franklin Delano Roosevelt ordered General Douglas MacArthur and his staff be secretly evacuated from 
Correigdor by PT boats. 

 The general’s May 4 communiqué to the War Department in Washington, D.C., stated that Lt. Augur’s 
“unselfish courage in the face of terrific hazards resulted in saving the lives of several of his men.” 

 “During particularly heavy shelling, several projectiles from enemy artillery landed near Lt. Augur’s unit,” 
the communiqué explained. “Several men were wounded and a number of fires started. Voluntarily and without 
hesitation, Lt. Augur dashed from his shelter while the heavy shelling was still in progress. He succeeded in 
moving the wounded to covered positions and then extinguished the fires.” 

 It wasn’t until a year after the Corregidor garrison’s surrender on May 6, 1942, that Nellie and Frank Augur 
learned via telegram from the War Department that their son had survived and was a Japanese prisoner of war. 
A letter home five days after his liberation on February 4, 1945, was the first time the family knew about the leg 
amputation. 

 Since Bob Augur didn’t talk much about his experiences and wrote even less, only a box of letters, 
documents and magazine articles he had collected over the years help us piece together a glimpse of what it 
must have been like during the valiant five-month defense Corregidor and the nearly three years of captivity.  

 Written memoirs, some published in book form, by men who had served alongside Uncle Bob, also help 
open the window of understanding. From “Corregidor, A Name, a Symbol, A Tradition,” a detailed article by 
Col. William Brady that appeared in the July-August, 1947 Coast Artillery Journal, we can learn much about the 
nearly daily progression and deterioration of the situation on “The Rock” as Corregidor became known.  Brady 
was operations officer for the island’s command staff.  He kept the official operations staff log, as well as a 
personal diary. Before being captured when the garrison was surrendered, he buried his personal diary. It was 
recovered three years later after Corregidor had been retaken. The long article is based on those two diaries and 
is a detailed documentation of the island’s defense and its defenders. 

 There was a period of three weeks after war broke out in the South Pacific on December 8, 1941, that the Ft. 
Mills garrison stood on high alert next to its guns and defensive positions around the clock but only heard the 
rumble of artillery in the distance and listened to reports of Japanese forces advancing on Manila. 

 But on December 29, and until a white flag ended hostilities 129 days later, Corregidor was under nearly 
constant attack. First it was from waves of uncontested Japanese aircraft dropping high explosives and 
incendiaries on every visible installation. The island was a compact target, only four miles long and a mile and a 
half wide at its widest. Enemy artillery joined the bombardment in early March from the Cavite Peninsula seven 
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miles across Manila Bay’s South Channel. Then after a gallant three-month defense by American and Filipino 
troops, the fall of Bataan on April 9 accelerated the rain of shells on the beleaguered island. 

 The Rock held on for another 27 days. After constant pounding by artillery and aerial attacks, Japanese 
infantry and tanks landed on the island’s northeast beaches on May 5 and a day later the gritty defenders, who 
had suffered more than 1,500 killed and three times that many injured, finally surrendered. After the fall of 
Bataan, the Corregidor garrison had swelled to nearly 15,000, including Army, Navy, Marines and Filipino 
troops. 

 Control of Bataan, just two miles across the North Channel from Corregidor, gave the Japanese optimum 
positions to direct artillery fire on the island.  They massed their guns on the Bataan heights looking down on 
Corregidor and began blasting away. Their big 240mm howitzers were moved into positions that allowed them 
to hurl 400-pound projectiles with deadly accuracy. 

 Some of that heavy artillery fire fell on Lt. Augur’s Battery Kysor, located in a vulnerable position directly 
opposite Bataan and contributed to his serious injury. He was struck just above the knee cap with a large piece of 
shrapnel from one of the powerful explosions while rescuing members of his gun crew. The action took place on 
April 12, three days after the fall of Bataan. 

 He was carried from the field by some of his men and rushed to the safety of Malinta Tunnel just a short 
distance away. Three members of his crew were killed during the prolonged artillery attack. That night, Army 
surgeons, working in the dimly lighted Malinta Tunnel hospital, amputated the shattered leg just above the knee. 

 That action, which was to later earn him the Distinguished Service Cross, the nation’s second highest 
military  honor, was not the first for which Uncle Bob was recognized for his courage under fire. 

 He was awarded a Silver Star for gallantry in action when, on March 24, he raced from cover to help fight a 
raging fire during a heavy and prolonged attack by Japanese aircraft on Kindley Field on the island’s east end. 
The fire was threatening an ammunition dump. 

 After Gen. Wainwright reluctantly surrendered to the overwhelming forces of General Homma, the Japanese 
commander, Lt. Augur and other seriously injured Americans remained in the Malinta Tunnel hospital under 
the care of American Army doctors and nurses while the rest of the 8,000 men taken prisoner were quickly 
transported to camps on Luzon, including the infamous Camp O’Donnell and Cabanatuan facilities north of 
Manila. 

 An excellent account of the hospital situation on Corregidor is included in a book, “We Band of Angels,” 
written by Elizabeth M. Norman (New York, Random House Press, 1999). The book is based on interviews with 
many of the nurses who served on Bataan then on Corregidor and were taken prisoner by the Japanese.  

 On page 101 of the book, Norman quotes from the diary of nurse Ruth Marie Straub:  

  “April 25---General Wainright came through the ward this evening to give Lieutenant Augur (he was in 
coast artillery I think), the Distinguished Service award.”   

 “We Band of Angels” is one of some 20 books on World War II in the Philippines, many of them from Uncle 
Bob’s personal collection and autographed by their authors, that are part of a memorial archive being maintained 
by his extended family. 

 The tragic loss of his leg may have ultimately been a blessing. Many of his fellow officers and enlisted men 
were hustled off to O’Donnell and Cabanataun. Excesses by the Japanese captors and extremely poor food and 
sanitation led to many deaths in the first couple of years at those two camps.  
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 Lt. Augur and other Americans who were in Malinta Tunnel’s hospital lateral when Corregidor fell 
remained there until early July when they were transferred along with American doctors and corpsmen who 
stayed behind to care for them to Old Bilibid in the heart of Manila. 

 Old Bilibid, the fortress-like prison built during the Spanish-American War before turn of the century in the 
heart of Manila, was at first employed as a prisoner of war hospital. Starting in early 1943, the Japanese Army 
began to also us it as a transfer point for work details being shuttled around the Philippines and shipped to slave 
labor camps in the home islands and in Manchuria. Augur watched as thousands of American prisoners shuttled 
in and out of Old Bilibid in the next two years. 

 Because he had lost a leg, Uncle Bob was likely scratched as candidate for those work parties. Bob was a 
good typist and was used by his captors to do work in the prison offices. He had taken a portable typewriter 
with him when he shipped out for the Philippines in 1940. All of his letters home before the war were typed and 
even the three post cards the Japanese allowed to get through while he was in captivity were typewritten. 

 The injury also likely kept him from being sent off in one of the infamous “hell ships” headed for Japan, their 
holds packed with thousands of Americas in incredibly inhuman conditions. U.S. submarines torpedoed four of 
the unmarked prisoner-loaded cargo ships, causing the loss of thousands of American lives. The submarine 
skippers were unaware of the vessels’ cargoes. 

 Lt. Augur’s helpless situation as he witnessed the brutal mistreatment and death of many of his comrades, 
some who were shipped off in the “hell ships,” contributed greatly to the reserve he maintained about anything 
Japanese for years after the war ended.  Final War Department figures showed nearly a third of the 72,000 
Americans captured by the Japanese in the Pacific conflict perished in prison and slave labor camps or while 
being transported on the “hell ships.” 

 The death of two of his fellow 92nd Coast Artillery officers, Captain Harold Shumate and Lt. Colonel Lloyd 
W. Biggs, no doubt weighed heavily on him. The three men had shared an apartment in one of the officers’ billets 
on Corregidor when the conflict started.  Capt. Shumate died of malaria in Cabanatuan, and Lt. Col. Biggs was 
beheaded by his Japanese captors after a failed escape attempt in 1942. 

 He never talked about his own travails to his family, but in an attachment to a disability and reparations 
claim he filed with the War Department in 1945, Uncle Bob provided a window of understanding to how he and 
other prisoners of war fared with the Japanese. 

 He described the grossly inadequate food situation during his 33 months in the prison camp. He weighed 
165 pounds when captured in May of 1942. When liberated, he was down to 107 pounds.  “Food was of such 
poor quality and quantity, malnutrition and vitamin deficiency diseases were the normal thing in camp, rather 
than the exception,” he reported. 

 Constant harassment by guards also weighed heavily on him and his fellow prisoners. “We were constantly 
insulted by all the Jap guards from the top down to the lowest ranking army private,” Lt. Augur said in the 
report. “We were compelled to bow low to any and all of them who might approach. We were slapped, hit or 
kicked at the slightest provocation.” 

 When transferred from the hospital in Corregidor’s Malinta Tunnel to Old Bilibid, he was only allowed to 
keep the clothes he had on. “Money which I had on my person was taken by a Jap sergeant; no receipt, no 
refund. My wrist watch and fountain pen went the same way to another Jap.” 

 Water and toilet paper were two other major concerns. 
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 “There seemed to be enough water available,” he wrote in the report. “But toilets and washing facilities 
never did come up to a reasonable level of usefulness and those that we did have were often “out of order” as a 
result of their old age and poor state of repair.” 

 Toilet paper---when available---was issued on the basis of one sheet (about eight inches square and of poor 
quality) per man, per day, he said. 

 Old Bilibid itself was a major topic in the report. The prison barracks were in the form of spokes of a wheel 
reaching out from a central control building in the center of the square, high-walled fortress. Each barracks unit, 
with concrete floors thick concrete walls, was 185 feet long and 30 feet wide and each housed 75 to 100 prisoners. 

 “The roofs leaked badly in many places and the latticed blinds used to cover the (floor to ceiling) windows 
were in bad order, resulting in rain blowing right into the buildings during storms and wetting everything,” he 
said in the report. 

 When the prisoners first arrived at Old Bilibid, they were forced to sleep on the bare concrete floors that 
were continually damp from the rain. Later their beds became planks elevated off the floor with concrete blocks, 
and still later wood-framed bunks.  

 “After about a year of this, we finally got some beat up steel cots. Bed bugs, cockroaches, ants and other 
crawling insects were our constant companions. We could not get the means to eradicate them.” 

 In one of the curious fortunes of war, while Lt. Augur was stripped of everything but the clothes on his back 
when he was taken prisoner, he was allowed to keep a thin pocket notebook he had been writing in on 
Correigdor before the island fell. In the book he continued to write, listing such things as food made available by 
the Japanese, titles of books in the prison library set up by one of the early and more lenient commandants, and 
names and stateside addresses of a number of his fellow prisoners. The little black notebook survived with him 
during the 33 months of imprisonment. 

 There are lots of fascinating entries, but none more poignant that his cryptic blow-by-blow description of the 
February 5, 1945 day that American troops entered Manila and liberated Old Bilibid’s nearly 800 prisoners, and 
the days that followed. He recorded: 

 “2/3 . . . Dusk. 7:00 PM.  Heard tanks arrive.  1st Cavalry. 
 “2/4 . . . Abt. 10 AM. Japs pulled out of the compound. 
 “2/5 . . . Abt. 5 PM 145th Inf., 37th Div., broke thru side wall. 
 “2/5  . . .9:00 PM. Moved out of Bilibid to shoe factory east of town on 15 minutes notice. 
 “2/6 . . . 1st Yank chow this A.M.   4:00 PM, back to Bilibid. 
 “2/10 . . . 11:00 AM. Bilibid to San Carlos by truck. 200km, 20 bridges out en route. Got lost, of course. 
 “2/16 . . . San Carlos 7:00 AM to Lingayen Beach Airstrip and fly to Tanuan, Leyte.” 
 
 On another page in his notebook, he logged stops on a 9,275-mile, ten-day journey by Army Air transports 
(C-46s then C-54s) that took him from the Philippines back to the United States. 

 “Lingayen Gulf . . . to Leyte . . . to Peleiu, Palau . . . to Biac . . . to Manos, Los Negros . . . to Tarawa . . . to Hickam 
Field in Hawaii . . . And finally to San Francisco, landing at 11:45 p.m. on February 28 . . . We went from Fairfield (Air 
Base) by truck, with sirens going, to Letterman General Hospital.” 

 In the book, he recorded memorable “firsts” after three years in captivity: 

 “Manila . . . 1st nurses, Yanks, chow. 
 “Lingayen . . . 1st pie, beer, scotch, new clothes. 
 “Leyte . . . 1st ice cream, hot biscuits, coffee cakes, ARC (American Red Cross) gals. 
 “Biac . . . 1st watch, etc., WACs (Women’s Army Corps), dance, roast pork. 
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 “Palau . . . 1st steak, donuts. 
 “Los Negros . . . 1st swiss steak, asparagus. 
 “Tarawa . . . 1st hot cakes. 
 “Hickam Field . . . 1st apple, hot shower, toast.” 
 
 Lt. Augur spent a week at the Army’s big Letterman General Hospital in San Francisco then was granted a 
10-day leave to visit his family in Portland. Grandparents, parents, sisters, nieces, and nephews all were on the 
Portland Airport tarmac to greet him when the United Airlines plane landed on March 8. His niece, Carol Smith 
Charnquist, then 12 years old, remembers the excitement, the joy, the waving and cheering when he came down 
the airliner’s staircase. And, the tears. He was using crutches. Their uncle’s leg was missing. 

 The homecoming was a big Augur family event at his parents’ home on S.E. 41st Street in Portland. His 
sister, Ruth, a Coast Guard SPAR, had been able to get home on leave from her post in Sault Ste. Marie, 
Michigan, for the celebration. 

 Among those at the airport to welcome Robert home was a beautiful woman he had met while they worked 
together at Acme Freight Company before he was called to active duty in 1940. They corresponded regularly 
until his capture by the Japanese in 1942. It was just nine days after arriving home in Portland March 8 that he 
asked Anna C. Anderson to be his wife. 

 The wedding took place in Portland on April 28, 1945. The wedding had to wait for a month for Bob 
returned to the Army’s Bushnell General Hospital in Ogden, Utah, where surgeons performed corrective 
surgery. It was there that he was fitted with an artificial leg. 

 Uncle Bob was promoted to the rank of captain while at Bushnell and only two weeks before his marriage to 
Anna. 

 He officially retired from the Army on December 18, 1945. 

 After a busy tour with other decorated veterans to help promote the sale of War Savings Bonds, the couple 
was off to Washington, D.C.  

 Bob had accepted a position as Director of Veterans’ Activities for the Republican National Committee in 
Washington. In addition, he took on duties as National Executive Secretary of the Republican Veterans’ League. 
Bob and Anna lived in an apartment on Connecticut Avenue.  While they enjoyed their time at the vortex of the 
nation’s politics during an election year, they both “longed for the snow-capped peaks, the sparkling blue waters 
and the evergreen hills of Oregon.”  Those words are borrowed from his letter of resignation to Carroll Reece, 
chairman of the Republican National Committee, on November 23, 1946. 

 .He kept track of some of his closest officer friends from Corregidor and Old Bilibid by mail for a while but 
those contacts became less and less frequent, and by the 1960s ended all together. The last piece of 
correspondence in his files was a letter from Drayton L. Drachenberg at Christmas time, 1963.  Drachenberg, an 
air force pilot who had escaped the entrapment on Bataan and fought alongside Lt. Augur and others in the 
defense of Corregidor, was with him when Old Bilibid was liberated in 1945. 

 Drachenberg made a pilgrimage back to Corregidor and Manila in 1963 and sent photographs he had taken 
of some of the places that were so painfully familiar to both of them two decades earlier. After that, contact faded 
as the civilian Bob Augur pushed the horrors of the war deeper back in his mind. He went on to live an active 
and rewarding life including involvement in three of his favorite past-times---travel, model railroading and 
theater organs. 
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 In the late 1940s, Bob and Anna built a home on the brow of a hill where Thiessen Road jogs slightly on its 
route eastward out of Milwaukie, Oregon. The home was beautifully situated with an expansive view of Mt. 
Hood to the east. The house included an elevator to assist Bob to get from the garage to the living area above.  
Eventually a small organ was installed. 

 After coming back to Oregon, Bob returned to the freight shipping business, working for several companies 
in a career that spanned more than 30 years.  He became an expert in working out inter-company rate 
agreements, handling claims and managing interstate freight traffic.  His longest tenure was with Bower 
Trucking and Warehouse Company of Vancouver, Washington. Even after “officially” retiring from full-time 
duties in 1974, Bower and other freight forwarding companies continued to draw on his shipping expertise for 
another seven years. 

 Retirement in 1974 allowed Bob and Anna to travel extensively.  Until declining health in 1990 curtailed their 
wanderlust, they traveled to such far off destinations as England, Scandinavia, Australia, Switzerland and Hong 
Kong, sailed the Caribbean, passed through the Panama Canal, cruised to Alaska and twice journeyed to Hawaii.  

 Significant is the fact that although he trekked all over the world after retirement, Bob never put the 
Philippines on his itinerary. Many World War II veterans found closure in going back years later to the 
battlefields of their youth. No doubt staying away helped keep horrors of the war far back in Bob Augur’s 
memories.   

 Bob and Anna traveled the United States by both rail and air. However, some of their favorite journeys were 
in Bob’s big gray Cadillac to hideaways on the Oregon Coast, up the Columbia Gorge, to Vancouver, B.C., and to 
the great Canadian Pacific chalet hotels in the Canadian Rockies.   

 They planned a number of trips around tours by the American Theater Organ Society, visiting the great 
instruments in cities all over the country. Bob and Anna loved to listen to the music of these magnificent organs 
and were actively involved in helping with their preservation.   

 A charter member of the Columbia Gorge Model Railroad Club, he was honored in 1999 for fifty years of 
membership in the National Model Railroad Association. Several the trips the couple took in the 1970s and 1980s 
involved model railroad conventions. Whenever possible they, of course, took to the rails to get there. 

 Bob and Anna reluctantly sold their beautiful home on Thiessen Road in 1977 and moved into the Rose Villa 
Retirement Center just a short distance away. Eventually, three of his sisters---Hazel, Ruth and Dorothy---also 
took up residence there. 

 On April 28, 1995, they quietly celebrated their 50th wedding anniversary.  Anna died the following 
December. 

 Increasing problems with the amputation caused him to have to abandon the artificial leg that had given him 
mobility for more than a half-century. No longer was he able to motor around in his Cadillac. But he still 
navigated the sidewalks of Rose Villa, riding an electric-powered cart up and down the paths to the dining room 
and dropping in to visit his sisters. 

 Robert Frank Augur passed away March 9, 2000, at the age of 89. He was buried with full military honors on 
a blustery late winter day at Willamette National Cemetery on the east-facing slopes of Portland’s Mt. Scott. A 
smartly-dressed honor guard of regular Army soldiers from Ft. Lewis, Washington, served as pallbearers; a 
squad of uniformed veterans fired a rifle volley salute; taps, played by his nephew, Glen Truman, echoed out 
across the cemetery hills blessed with a vista strikingly similar to the one Bob and Anna for many years had 
enjoyed from their Thiessen Road home in nearby Milwaukie. 
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 It was a fitting final chapter for a man who served his country with honor, courage and sacrifice; who 
suffered greatly under the heel of a tyrant captor, and who returned to live a fruitful and rewarding life in his 
beloved America for more than a half century.  

 A man who was described 58 years earlier by his mother as a “born officer.” 

 
Written by Chuck Charnquist, March 2004 
Husband of Carol Smith Charnquist, 
Robert Augur’s niece 
 
 

Postscript 
 A large new rail deployment facility at Ft. Bliss, Texas was named in Uncle Bob’s honor on April 24, 2004.  
The facility just north of the main fort is expansive, covering more than two square miles. The Army invited 
Uncle Bob’s family to the dedication ceremony. Seventeen made the trip and were hosted by the Army.  Robert’s 
83-year-old sister, Ruth Augur Truman was there along with nieces, nephews, spouses and even one 
grandnephew. We came from as far away as Washington state, Maryland and Florida.  

 The Army treated all of us like VIPs during our three-day stay. We were housed in the hotel right on the 
base. An executive bus with driver took us everywhere, including a guided tour of Ft. Bliss, a Friday evening trip 
to one of El Paso’s best Mexican restaurants and even a night tour of the hills with a sweeping view the city and 
the Mexican town of Ciudad Juarez across the Rio Grande River. 

 The dedication ceremony at the new rail deployment facility was complete with an Army band, comments 
by Ft. Bliss’s deputy commanding general and U.S. Congressman Silvestre Reyes of Texas. Bob’s nephew 
Michael Bateman, a graduate of the Naval Academy at Annapolis, spoke for the family. A highlight of the event 
was the presentation of a golden spike, signifying the completion of the big rail facility to Auntie Ruth by the 
deputy commanding general.  

 Family members who were at Ft. Bliss that April weekend were Sue and Chuck Bateman, Robert and Chris 
Ladd, Carol and Chuck Charnquist, Mary and Matt Myatt, Michael Myatt, Michael Bateman,  Bev Carlson, Chris 
Carlson, Jeri Augur, John Augur, Scott Augur, Larry Truman, and Ruth Augur Truman. 

 

His Military Chronology 
Commissioned:   October, 1939. Earned a reserve commission as a 2nd Lieutenant, Army Coast Artillery 
Called to Active Duty: Dec. 2, 1940. Commissioned 1st Lieutenant; Stationed at Ft. Stevens near Astoria. 
Left San Francisco: Jan. 18, 1941. Assigned to new post at Ft. Mills, Corregidor, in The Philippines. 
War Starts Dec. 8, 1941. Japanese attack U.S. bases in Pacific. U.S. declares war on Japan, Germany. 
Corregidor Attacked: Dec. 29, 1941. Japanese begin 129-day siege of Corregidor. 
Bataan Falls: April 9, 1942. 
Loses Leg: April 10, 1942. Loses leg rescuing men during artillery attack on his gun position. 
Awarded: May 4, 1942. Awarded DSC by Gen. Wainright in Malinta Tunnel on Corregidor. 
Surrender: May 6, 1942. American and Filipino forces on Corregidor surrender. 
Moved to Old Bilibid: July, 1942. Moved from hospital ward on Corregidor to prisoner-of-war camp in Manila. 
Liberated: Feb. 5, 1945. U.S. troops liberate 1,200 Old Bilibid prisoners, including Uncle Bob. 
Goes Home: Feb. 18, 1945. Begins 10-day odyssey by air transport back to the U.S. 
Arrives: Feb. 28, 1945. Letterman General Hospital in San Francisco. 
Home on Leave: March 8, 1945. Comes home on leave for first time in four years. 
Promotion: March 24, 1945. Promoted to Captain. 
Japan Surrenders: Sept. 2, 1945. 
Retires: Dec. 18, 1945. Retires from Army with rank of Captain. 


