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 “Keep alert, stand firm in your faith, be courageous, be strong.”
- 1 Corinthians 16:13

On this day, in this place, we remember Chaplain Ted Howden. Seventy-five years ago today he died as a prisoner of war. The date of his death marks this observance, but we do not honor him for his dying. We honor him for how he lived his life in the service of his Lord and Savior. 
So who was Ted Howden?

Since learning of Chaplain Howden’s sacrifice, I always thought of him as dour. All the photographs I’d seen of him show a man without a smile. That is until I discovered a photo on the wall of the library at St. Andrew’s, Roswell of Fr. Howden with his father outside St. Anne’s Chapel. There he is smiling. I featured the photo on the back page of the November-December issue of Together. That’s when I started to see the resemblance of Howden to a young Jimmy Stewart. 

Chaplain Howden was described as tall and gaunt, a gangly athlete with a swimmer’s physique. 
He had a quick wit and great sense of humor. He was known as an “easy mixer” and made friends with “all sorts and conditions of men” both in and out of the Episcopal Church. He was a leader of young people and championed them in the faith. 

His sense of faith and duty were imbedded in the prayer he wrote for the cadets at the New Mexico Military Institute in Roswell where he served as assistant chaplain and swimming instructor from 1935 to 1940.

Our Father in heaven, inspire, we beseech Thee, all members of this School with directness of purpose in the training of body, mind and spirit that we may better serve Thee, our country, and our fellowmen. Give us the vision to know the right, and the courage to follow after it. Strengthen us with might by Thy Spirit for the duties of life before us. And grant that we may so lay to heart the lessons of training and discipline here that we may always continue Thy faithful soldiers and servants unto life’s end. Amen.

Chaplain Howden is remembered for his service to the troops, “his boys,” at Bataan and in the Japanese prisoner of war camps, but he was a tireless worker for the Lord in the mission fields of New Mexico and Far West Texas. 

Chaplain Howden was not native to New Mexico, and was in fact an Easterner: born January 27, 1902, in Cumberland, Maryland. He ended up in New Mexico at age 11 because his father, the Rev. Frederick Bingham Howden Sr. was elected Missionary Bishop of New Mexico and Southwest Texas by General Convention 1913. Young Howden went back East for his schooling, graduated Yale in 1925, General Theological Seminary in 1928 and returned to the Diocese to be ordained to the diaconate at St. Clement’s in El Paso on June 28 and priested on January 13, 1929. He was called to be rector of St. Andrew’s, Roswell, on March 4, 1929. 

In those early years the Rev. Mr. Howden was tireless. He had charge of St. Paul’s, Artesia, and Church of the Transfiguration in the mountains. He surveyed the area of Hobbs and Lovington 
and held services in homes and stores there. He traveled the Pecos, Valley and formed the church in Fort Sumner. He held the first service in Glencoe on May 26, 1929. Somehow amidst his travels and spreading of the Gospel he met and married Miss Elizabeth Fegan on April 21, 1933.
They had three sons. 

As the shadow of war in Europe spread, the women of St. Andrew’s assisted the Red Cross in collecting clothes for refugees in Europe, which was spurred on by Ted Howden’s enlistment 
as Chaplain in the New Mexico National Guard in 1938. He was encouraged to enlist by Captain Ralph E. Bower, the commanding officer of the 200th Coast Artillery and a vestryman at St. Andrew’s. Howden accompanied the unit for summer encampments in 1939 and 1940 at Camp Luna near Las Vegas, New Mexico. 

In the winter of 1940 the 200th Coast Artillery was called up for active duty at Fort Bliss, and Chaplain Howden decided he could best serve God by using his faith and talents to help “young soldiers adjust to the ordeals of training for war.”

Captain Howden returned from training at Fort Bliss that year for the Midnight Christmas Eve service and parishioners noted “how impressive he looked standing before the altar in his army uniform.”

On August 17, 1941 the 200th was mobilized and Captain Howden embarked with the unit for the Philippines on August 31 from San Francisco. 

By 26 September 1941, the entire Regiment reached the Philippines and then immediately moved to Fort Stotsenberg, some 75 miles north of Manila. 

By 23 November, all batteries were placed in combat positions for the protection of the Fort. 
 
At 1235 hours, 8 December, Manila time, the war began.Within two weeks, Japanese forces  began landings on Luzon and their air attacks intensified. Soon after the main Japanese landing,
a decision was reached to withdraw the forces into Bataan. March 11, 1942 – MacArthur and other officers were evacuated to Australia. Howden was given the opportunity to join those being transport: But he refused: “They are my boys and I’ll stay with them.” The next three months saw the situation deteriorate from bad to worse. There were no reinforcements, no re-supplies, no assistance whatsoever. 

Chaplain Howden made his way from battery to battery, holding services, distributing the few books he could find. He scrounged candy, soap, and cigarettes for the troops, and he wrote home for the men, or encouraged them to write, and connived to get the letters out on the occasional submarine that nosed its way into the harbor. And, screened in a thicket from sight of circling planes, Howden built a bamboo chapel to provide a respite for his men.
 


They prayed in their foxholes, and when they could, held services in the jungle, often to the din of bombs and shells, with an ammunition box for an altar. They celebrated Mass when a Catholic priest was available – with luck, their own Father Albert Braun, who Chaplain Howden had  recruited from a neighboring unit.

More often, they were served by regimental Chaplain Howden, who, when the gasoline was gone, made the rounds on foot. “Always jolly, He came to our battery every day for a rosary, 
and then he’d hold services for the others. He gave all of us hope.” Said Pvt. Reynold Armijo.

Pfc. Robert West remembered how once, after a fierce barrage, Howden appeared at Battery B’s emplacement. “We’d been fighting hard, and we’d moved back a little. It was still dark, and we were sitting around talking, and Chaplain Howden came up. ‘It’s Sunday,’ he said, ‘and I’m going to preach you a sermon.’ And just then the sun came up. Right through the trees. 
It made a circle of light around him. I can’t describe it, but we all felt it. Everything just hushed.”

On 3 April 1942, (Good Friday) the Japanese received sufficient reinforcements 
and began their drive down the peninsula. 
 
On the afternoon of April 8, the 200th were ordered to destroy their heavy weapons and anything that might be of use to the enemy. The men of the 200th held the line to allow many to evacuate to Corregidor, which held out another month. 

On April 9, the fighting was over.  General Edward King went forward and surrendered the troops. When the men arrived at the first prison camp, General King got up in front of the troops and said, "No one surrendered but me. If there's any blame it's mine. I ordered you to surrender. 
You didn't do anything but take orders." 

The story of the Regiment and the other defenders reached its tragic climax with the horrors and atrocities of the 65 mile “Death March” from Mariveles to San Fernando. Captain John Morrett, 
Howden’s close friend and fellow Episcopalian, later wrote the Vestry at St. Andrew’s 
to tell them he owed his life to Chaplain Howden “who carried him for many miles on the march 
to prevent his being shot by the Japanese guards for failure to keep up with the column.” 
  
Howden distributed much of his meager rations to others, who he said “needed them more,” 
and conducted services and burials in the camp. 

Howden was among the many who volunteered to be transferred to Cabanatuan, which was considered “better.” On October 28, 1942, close to a thousand men were assembled at 2 a.m., 
fed a small portion of watery rice porridge, and marched 15 miles in pounding rain to a train 
to be transported to the docks in Manila where they boarded the Erie Maru and a ten-day voyage of pure horror. 

From the time he contracted dysentery at Cabanatuan, which added to his suffering from starvation-induced Pellegra. Howden “began to go down,” wrote Captain Morrett. “The trip down to Mindanao was most difficult. It was just too much for him.” However, for nearly a month,Howden continued to work holding services each Sunday, going to the cemetery almost every day … 

On December 11, 1942, Chaplain Howden breathed his last. His friend and honorary member of the Regiment, Fr. Braun administered last rites and read the funeral service. Someone sounded “Taps.” Chaplain Howden was buried by two fellow chaplains and his New Mexican soldiers in a small cemetery in the shadow of the Mindanao jungle a mile or so from the camp at Davao. His grave was marked by a 3-foot tall white cross. 

It would be half a year before his family heard of his death. After the war his remains were reinterred in Fairfield Memorial Park Cemetery in Albuquerque with services on August 31, 1948. Bishop Stoney and the Rev. Lloyd Clarke, Dean of the Cathedral, officiated. 

Of the eighteen hundred men in the Regiment, less than nine hundred made it back home. 
Within one year a third of that number died from various complications. Of those who lived, many credited Father Howden with their survival. 

I’d like to share the verses from a hymn that was in our hymnal of the time, which I am sure Father Howden knew. 

By Isaac Watts (1674-1748)
Written in 1709 to accompany a sermon on 
1 Corinthians 16:13, “Keep alert, stand firm in your faith, be courageous, be strong.”
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1. 
2. Am I a soldier of the cross,
A follow’r of the Lamb?
And shall I fear to own His cause,
Or blush to speak His name?
3. Must I be carried to the skies
On flow’ry beds of ease,
While others fought to win the prize,
And sailed through bloody seas?
4. Are there no foes for me to face?
Must I not stem the flood?
Is this vile world a friend to grace,
To help me on to God?
5. Sure I must fight if I would reign;
Increase my courage, Lord;
I’ll bear the toil, endure the pain,
Supported by Thy Word.
6. Thy saints in all this glorious war
Shall conquer, though they die;
They see the triumph from afar,
By faith’s discerning eye.
7. When that illustrious day shall rise,
And all Thy armies shine
In robes of vict’ry through the skies,
The glory shall be Thine


