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PRESIDENT'S MESSAGE

G)()D NEWS from J:iJn Sopp telling that the walks to and armmd the 99th Borrb Group ¥.errorial
at Wright/Patterson Air Force Base are nCM in place. The problem occurred due to a change
in Comnand at the crucial time men our Menorial was being placed. Prior, to the installa
tion of our Mennrial the Air Force Museum had taken care of this part. Our able C,ornnittee
had done their job correctly insofar as they had been instructed. This was not an oversi
g):lt by our fine Coomi.ttee headed up by our CMTI Jim Sopp. 
An interesting report came this m::mth from our "burned out" Yell<:Mstone Park. In one of
the back areas where the fire was quite intense the Park Service discovered a crashed B-17 
that had disappeared SCllretime in 1943 and had not been seen due to the heavy ti.rrbered area 
that it was in. I'd like very tID..lCh to kncM m::>re of the particulars about this plane and 
it's crew andw'i.11 attempt to gain m:>re information. 
More fine articles this past m:mth and what a fine report from George Frarre. Alc-;::g with 
all of the other nost interesting information it is great to see these articles by people 
such as Walt Beckham with his view of us from a fig):lter pilot's perspective. All that and 
hunnr too! Each of us has stories to relate and we certainly look to each of you for these. 
George Frame recalled sorre instances that occurred when I was flying my missions and these 
were things long forgotten by myself and certainly refreshing to remer:rber again. 
Our Reunion at McAllen, Texas is just a short ti.rre cMa:J nav and we encourage those of us
who haven 1 t made those reservations to do so nCM and take advantage of the 10% discount by 
getting these in befo.ce January 15th. We look forward to seeing you all I:here! 
1he Holiday Seasons are about through and we hope each of you had a Merry Christmas and we'll 
hope each of us has a Happy and Prosperous �av Year! 

/"' /) /�/ 
Smcerely; 

( /. ( L c- -� U-A....f\.,-')'c:� '-.....::.. . u..-,L 
/ f·_., I 
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RECOLLECT! ONS 
416th BOMB SQUADRON 

99TH BOMB GROUP, HEAVY 

-

Granted after forty three or four years my memory has dimmed a little so i have allowed myself some literary license. However most of the stories are true and happened just about as told. 
' 

John Mcwethy 
5194 Rahlves Drive 

Dastro Valley, CA 94546 

COUNTRY LIVING ITALIAN STYLE 
One dark night in September 1944, our ten-man 8-17 crew arrived at a small airfield 

outs�de of Foggia, Italy. We were fed and assigned a sleeping area for the night; we would 
b� given our own tent the next day. The crew that we spent the night with had somehow been 
given, or had scrounged, a second tent that they were planning to make into comfortable 
liv�ng quarters. The second tent was up and kind of made a spare bedroom; so they had no 
c�oice, when asked by the squadron's first sergeant, but to accept us as guests for the 
night. Then as the book title reads, we entered laughing. Soon we had met our host crew 
and received the admonition--laugh now--"Because when you f.ly, it's serious business and 
there would be nothing more to kid about." This was a seasoned comba't crew and must know 
what they were talking about! Well, not really; we found that [they] were veterans all 
r�ght,_ if'.' five mi�sions makes one a veteran. The way the Air Corps was counting then, 
five missions could ve been only three flights, because crossing a certain latitude counted 
as �wo mis�ions. The one statement they made that was correct was, combat flying is 
serious business. It certainly is, and when not flying, we had a good time laughing 
joking and teasing. 

' 

The next morning, we saw what we had missed the night before -- a bunch of tents at 
various angles. After breakfast, we were given, as the military would say "one tent, 
pyramidal six man .• " The only instructions were, "Here's a good place." 

' 

The next thing was to see what had been done with the other tents in the area. Some 
were just sitting on the ground, some were stretched out to make more room inside, and one 
in �articular was lowered inside by about four feet and had concrete walls. Now this 
latter idea seemed good, but why not combine both ideas go down several feet and also out, 
to giv� us� larger room? We

1

got a pick and shovei and took one whack at the ground. 
H�rd, Just like concrete, but we d do �t. About an hour or two later, we had made very 
little progress when one of the Italian laborers the Army hires asked if we would like to 
make a deal. Would we?! So for a pair of shoes, some cigarettes, and K-rations we made a 
deal and had a hole in the ground and a tent over it. 

' 

Thank goodness the weather was still warm. If it had been cold, then we would have 
been in real trouble. Of course we weren't there for a "Robinson Crusoe" kind of 
e�perience!

. 
Between fligh_ts, we developed plans for heating the tent. We knew the Army 

d�d not furnish stoves, but in answer to our queries, the sheetmetal shop on the flight 
line would cut and weld a fifty gallon drum if one could be found. They also would roll 
fifty caliber machine gun ammunition cans into stove pipes. The first troops to occupy the 
area were the British Air Corps. The British located a fuel dump across the runways and 
another 1000 yards farther away from their squadron areas. Now is the time for fate to to 

intervene. '.his fuel dump was between our squadron area and our flightline, and contained 
a number of fifty gallon drums. Originally, it was probably used to fuel aircraft and was 
no do�bt a busy place, but by the time we arrived it was just there. Even though we were 
�dmonished by the Army to stay out and told not to take any drums, nothing was done about 
it. The second or third drum we kicked was empty and we rolled it down to the flightline 
for cutting and welding. 
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Meanwhile, back at the ranch, what to fuel this stove with!! Gasoline was hard to 
come by, so why not wood? Well, hens' teeth turned out to be more plentiful tha� �ood. 
Our squadron had one fire, thank goodness not a serious one, caused by the volatility of 
automobile fuel and they didn't want any more. The Army set up a rack with 15 or 20 
auxiliary fuel tanks which would provide fuel for the squadron stoves. 

We needed a valve to control the gasoline flow, and of course the logical place was 
our flightline. No luck there, but the mechanics did suggest trying the British. One 
inquiry was enough. A nice guy, but either he or we spoke a foreign language. We thought 
at the time it was a Yorkshire accent; now, I think it was probably Cockney. We wanted a 
valve and to the British airman, a valve was a radio tube, but what we really wanted was a 
petcock. Sorry, it seemed neither American nor British supply stocked them. The final 
answer was an unused bailout bottle. The bailout bottle was made to hold oxygen under 
pressure for use in bailing out of the airplane. If it was hit by a shell or something, it 
could explode and cause more damage than it was worth; in short, no one carried them. 

About the fifth revision of the fire box worked like a charm, but it was exciting 
either the 3rd or 4th revision exploded every half hour. No harm but lots of noise. 
Ingenuity is helpful but a complete understanding of " Moonlight Requisitioning" is a 
necessity. 

THE fOGGIA HILTON AND RESORT-CA 1944 

Even "Don Quixote" won a battle once in a while and it seemed we had won one when we 
made the deal to have the hole dug for our tent. We were just about set except for a 
couple of things. We had to do something about the dirt in the tent and the onl� answer 
was to plaster the sides and lay some kind of flooring. We found the bricks and with the 
help of our Italian workman, soon had the walls plastered and a brick floor. The next 
project was a real front door (a home-made one anyway). The posts were sunk in the ground 
about three feet and concreted. It's hard to believe even though the dollar went farther 
then, but all this for a couple of packs of cigarettes or "K-rations." The "K-rations" are 
individually packed breakfast, lunch, and dinner. Each crew member was given a case and a 
half in case we had to crash-land in the arctic on the way overseas. Needless to day, we 
didn't. Cigarettes were rationed, one carton per man per week; we were evenly divided, 
smoking and nonsmoking, the nonsmokers gave theirs to the smokers as long as they were 
available for bartering; i.e., eggs or work. 

If we couldn't be home at least we deserved to be comfortable, and we were. The tent 
was sealed off with dirt piled around the outside, and the stove kept it dry and warm. 
However, unlike the "Hilton's" of today, we didn't have an attached bath, but we did have a 
basin for washing (a metal GI helmet and water heated on the stove). The Army furnished 
their "Standard Four Haler" about 100 yards away, and at night, when it was really cold, 
that 100 yards seemed like an eternity. 200 yards the other direction from our tent was 
the shower building--a dressing room and shower room big enough for six or eight. We had 
been told by all the doom sayers to get our minds set for cold water showers; you can 
imagine how our spirits soared when we found out that here we had hot water. Without a 
great deal of plumbing fixtures, such as, pipe and faucets, but a tremendous amount of 
American ingenuity, a hot water shower was devised. A tower slightly higher than the 
shower building was erected and a large tank was placed on top. A pipe connecting the tank 
and shower heads ran down through a large gasoline-fired stove and gravity did the rest. 
The original organizers always meant to add a cold water tank for mixing, but being typical 
Americans, never quite got "'round to it.'' I must have convinced myself that scalding 
water was fun, or was it penance? At any rate, I seemed to always have to hold the wash 
cloth under the water, then let it cool and then wash! When the rainy season started, we 
thought it would be nice to have "shower boots" so we wouldn't get our shoes muddy going 
back and forth. What better than the fleece-lined boots we flew in? Remember, members of 
the military don't steal; they may borrow or requisition, but never steal! So, we got two 
of the largest boots we could find in the supply bins, figuring one size fits all. On 
arrival back at our tent, we found we had two right boots. Back to the drawing board we 
had to go! 



4 

Every quality hotel has at least one dining room and ours was no 
exception--conveniently located about 50 yards from our tent. The building was sort of a 
"U"; however, one leg was shorter than the other--the longer one was the enlisted mens' 
club. Connected to this was the mess hall, then at the other end the kitchen and forming 
the short leg the officers' club. We sent money back to the States for metal mess hall 
trays but for some reason we didn't receive them and had to continue to use our mess kits. 
The road from the flight line ran through the middle of the squadron, bisecting it; the 
ground crews on one side and flight crews on the other. The mess hall was on our side and 
the shower and wash tubs for the mess kits on the other. With that unique wisdom that 
upper echelons seem to  use, a system was devised that had every one in the squadron 
crossing that road. Now that winter was approaching, the Army Engineers decided it was 
time to repair the road, scrape it to remove the chuck holes and re-do the surface so the 
water would run off. To do this, clay was brought in and packed down hard, just like 
smooth concrete when it was dry, and greased glass when it was wet. During the rainy 
season, every one, regardless of rank, sat down in the middle of the road very 
unceremoniously, and one didn't dare laugh. That was surely inviting your next spill. 

This being a true resort, we had a flexible schedule. When we flew, we got up at 
three or four in the morning and generally took off about day-break. On the days we 
weren't flying, our time was our own and we had all these "K-rations." Why not have 
breakfast at home, and forget the mess hall? We saved our bread and butter from the mess 
hall and purchased eggs from the laundry man--two eggs for one pack of cigarettes--that was 
five cents then, and got some bacon grease from the kitchen. Later, we found a source for 
canned cheese. We now had almost all the comforts of home. 

Unlike bases in the States, we did not have a PX store. Our PX was a shed with a 
counter outdoors open once a week for cigarettes, candy, toothpaste, and shaving supplies. 
I think we received a beer ration once in the nine months I was there. 

We really should have complained to the management because this resort was missing the 
usual amenities; i.e., swimming pool, tennis courts, and gym with sauna. 

LOCAL TOUR-MEALS NOT INCLUDED 
It took almost a day t o  get to Bari from Foggia and who knows how long to get back. 

Of course, everything depended on how many different rides we needed. After we had been 
flying for about two months, we were given a three day pass. The idea of getting away 
seemed like just what the doctor ordered and it had only one slight flaw--where to  go? 
Just who decided we should go to Bari I don;t know, but it was a good idea. Bari is a 
fairly large seaport on the Adriatic Sea in southern Italy. There were no buses but we 
didn't see any problem. The easiest way to get from the field to Foggia was to hitchhike, 
and just because we were planning to go furtheD shouldn't make that much difference. 

One ride dropped us at an intersection in the middle of a farm town; the truck was 
going one way and we the other. The day was sunny and warm. There were plenty of trucks, 
a few cars, and several horse-drawn carts. The pavement was rough; similar to cobble 
stones, and curvy, the wrong combination for speeding GI trucks. Walking along we heard 
"ka chunk, ka chunk." It sounded like a machine of some t ype, but at the moment we 
couldn't place its location. Then, up ahead on the right, was a stone wall and the noise 
seemed to be coming from there. My curiousity would soon be satisfied because the gate was 
open. inside, in a large sandy yard, were racks of spaghetti  drying. Each rack held 
several bamboo poles from which hung spaghetti. Across the yard, we could hear the "ka 
chunk" more distinctly. We went through a doorway into a large room and there at one end 
was our machine. It was a spaghetti  press! There were two men working this operation. 
One would stuff the press full of dough and the other would catch it as the spaghetti came 
out. The man under the press had on a purple sweater that looked like it had been worn 
every day for a year. He would catch the spaghetti over a sweatered arm and move to  a 
bamboo pole, and with one swipe spread it evenly over the pole. When .the rack was full, he 
wheeled it out in the yard with the others and with the flies, ga�oline fumes, and dust. 
It was funny that all the time we were in there watching, neither worker spoke to the 
other, or to us. Maybe this was one of the original self-guided tours? 
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When we finally reached Bari, it came as a shocking bit of knowledge that we couldn't 
eat in the Army Mess Hall because we didn't have official orders to travel ther�. We 
managed to  find the Red Cross. We wouldn't starve. We thought we could survive on 
cookies, doughnuts, and coffee for a few days, but it was easier said than �one •. We began 
asking questions about where we could find some solid food, and almost immedia�ely were 
told about a couple who regularly sold meals to Gis--as I recall, a man

. 
who �as e�ther 

.
an 

attorney or an architect, who made extra money by
.

feeding GI�. By doing this, his family 
could make money and maintain some semblance of their normal life. 

The trip ended with one wild ride in the back of a British Army lory, driven by 
Yugoslavian partisans. 

Coming soon--"The Wild Ride." 

AND PRESENTS UNDER THE TREE? 
The engines droned on and the airplane flew in large circles over the Adriatic Sea. 

This sounds like the beginning of a romantic novel, but nothing could be �arther f!om the 
truth. I was sitting on the floor of the radio room, the only one with a chair and a 
window was the radio operator, and he couldn't see very much through the h�ze and fog •

. �e 
knew by instinct what was happening--we were taking part in forming the air force�-t�is �s 
how it's supposed to work. You take off and as soon as possible assume your positi.on in 
your squadron, seven planes; the squadron then joins t�e gr�u�, four squadrons; and finally 
our position in the air force. For one's peace of mind, it s best not to  dwell on the 
facts--your plane and all the others have full gas tanks and about five thousand pounds of 
bombs--of course, everyone is at a different altitude. 

Also, by this time, you feel as if half the day has gone by. Reveille was sounded at 
four a.m. Breakfast and then down to the flight line before six, our only job there is .to  
pull the  propellers through, one complete revolution to  clea_r out any oil ?r condensation 
that might be in the lower cylinders, and wait for our officers and radio operator .t o  
finish briefing. The length of time from reveille t o  lift-off--up t o  fou� hours. To w�ile 
away the time, and also to get warm on the dark, cold nights, we wo�ld f_ill a �O 

.
ca.liber 

ammo can about half full of 100 octane gasoline and throw a match into it. Surprisinglr, 
it often took several matches to get it started. Now, as they say on TV, "D�n' t try this 
at home!" Now we' re finally airborn. Before continuing, let me quote my diary entry for 
that day: 

Dec. 25, 1944 - Christmas Day - Some present for the "jerrys'' anyway. Our target 
was the Brux Oil Refineries. We hit Brux with ten 500 pounders, which was a good 
present for the Germans - Brux is their key oil supply and a high priority 
target. The mission was really a milk run, very little flak, but the temperature 
was -50 degrees centigrade and I flew the tail position with my heated suit 
turned u'p high and really froze." 

When the manufacturer enclosed the waist gunners' positions they put heat ducts above 
the window but it did not help very much in that extreme cold. Dressing in layers did help 
however. We started with normal cotton underwear, wool "longjohns," wool shirt and 
trousers, wool sweater, rayon socks and finally wool socks. On board, our shoes were tied 
to the parachute harness and t wo more layers were added; a pair of heated cover�lls and 
jacket aQd then an alpaca-lined jacket and pants. On our feet, heated flan�el slippers, 
another'pair of wool socks and fleece-lined boots. Our hands had three pairs of gloves, 
rayon, wool, and leather-heated gauntlets. 

The idea of flying on Christmas day didn't demoralize us, but it didn't make u� a 
really happy lot. The normal big meal in the Army is at noon and we knew we weren't. going 
to be back by noon. The weather wasn't that bad, w�'d just ha�e �o set our minds on 
leftovers or at least held over dinner! To add to our misery, the mission took almost nine 
hours, the longest we had flown to date. 

The normal procedure at the end of a mission is to clean �uns, fuel the plan
.
e, and 

turn in our flying gear to  supply. By this time, the German Airforce was practi�a�ly 
nonexistent, so the\guns weren't used and didn't nee� to be cleaned then anyway • . Arnv�ng 
home after dark, knowing everyone had eaten, we were in no hurry to get at the tedious Job 
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of refueling. All of a sudden, there were horns honking, people yelling, "Hurry up, hurry 
up." Our answer was, "Why? Everyone' s eaten." "Nao we haven' t,  not until everybody is 
there, so PLEASE hurry." 

An Army Chow line is much like a buffet. First the hot food, vegetables, meat, and 
potatoes, gravy, salad and dessert. An Army Mess tray is like a "Swanson' s" TV dinner 
plat e. The �es� tray has on� large compartment and three smaller ones, if only we had had 
one, but we d1dn t: A mess kit has three compartments, one the size of a small frying pan 
and one the same size as the first but split in half. Now go back to the first sentence of 
this paragraph and start filling the mess kit with generous helpings of turkey, dressing, 
potat?es� gr�vy, vegetables, and salad. Now top the whole thing off with mince pie, 
pumpkin pie, ice cream, and bread. The logical question is why take everything at once? 
Why not go back a second time? It was rare that the whole squadron ate at the same time 
so hurr7 again entered the picture. lt was interesting once, and because of the precariou; 
balancing act necessary to get everything to a table, I'm glad that I only had to carry 
that much food once. 

We are all hasty to  condemn "they" for one ruling or another, and just when things 
s�em b�ackest, we find out just how much compassion "they" really has, as in the above 
s1tuat1on. Christmas Dinner for all, not just some! 

WAR IS HELL? 

In the military, when you report for new duty as a group, the first words you hear 
are, "Go back, you' 11 be sorry." Of course, you can't go back so the next thing is to  ask 
one of the two most important questions on your mind. "When do we eat, I haven't for 
hours?" and "When do we g�t leave?" There is no official order to  the quest ions, but 
genera\ly, food come� first and no matter what the situation actually is, you tell the 
person 1n charge that it has been soooo long since you've eaten that food is just a vague 
memory. Food was not a problem when we arrived at Foggia. We were taken directly to the 
mess hall and fed. OK then, when can we expect to get out of here? We found out we had to 
fly a specific number of missions which would take three to four months. 

To further inflate our ego, I think we were too important a crew to give leave to too 
early. A� a re�ult, we_didn' t go until March, 1945. It was a typical March morning, clear 
sunny s�1es, with a hint of a slight chill breeze, when we boarded the transport for the 
short trip to Naples. The transport was a regular 8-17 that had been decommissioned so t o  
speak. The armor plate a n  gun turrets were removed, thus reducing the weight of the 
�ircraft considerably. As always, we receive the "Official" advice before leaving. "Naples 
1s dangerous, the runways too short, better quit while there's still time." Who ever flew 
that particular flight new what he was doing. The runway was short and it did take skill 
to land safely, and also be able to take off again. There were several planes sitting on 
the edges of the field that had been flown by pilots that had underestimated the length of 
the runway and had blown all tires on stopping. 

During that period in history, the military was made up of not only different ranks 
but also Officers and Men. The difference was when overseas, Officers were given or 
allowed to purchase a "Liquor Ration" and Men were not, so when we left our squadron area 
our officers gave us a quart of liquor to take with us on R&R. Now, I ' m  beginning to feei 
just

_ 
lik� the touris�s--of

_
f the plane onto a bus and wait. Soon we're seeing a large 

Italian city for the first time. The usual truck traffic, horse and wagon, a few cares and 
lots of pedestrians. We sheltered Americans--that's probably the wrong word--maybe 
underexposed to the hardships of war is better--are not used to seeing dog meat in the 
butcher shop, but I guess the situation became desperate and meat was meat. The Italians 
were experts at deception and it was necessary for us to stop and think that we were in the 
midst of hardship and poverty. 

Before boarding the boat to Capri, we stopped for lunch and what do you know--we were 
served at the table. This must be vacation. I remember only one menu item--a piece of 
meat that had been dipped in a batter and again, according to  my memory, it tasted 
something like ham. "Of course it does, that's Spam," I was told. In our squadron, we had 
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Vienna Sausage all the time but never Spam. We may have had it again on Capri, but other 
than that, Naples was the only time I can remember. Hurry up, on the bus, off the bus, on 
the boat, here comes Capri and a week of unregimented days. 

About mid afternoon we docked at the Marina Grande and again boarded buses for our 
hotel; all the luxury hotels on the island were taken over by the military. Our room 
assignment was not in the hotel itself, but in the annex; a very pleasant, sunny one-story 
home. We had a room large enough for all six and a real bathroom. Nice to return to the 
comforts of home. All meals were served at the hotel and one evening, before dinner, a 
couple [of] us went into the bar for a beer before eating. The bottle was huge, probably a 
liter and not the 3.1% alcohol we were used to. I have no idea what the percentage was, 
but it was stronger and you could tell the difference in the style of a l�xury �otel. T�e 
dining room faced the water. We had a chance to compare our accommodations with those 1n 
the hotel itself and I think we had the better deal. We weren' t rowdy types, so the 
privacy was appreciated. 

Capri is a small island and it's possible to walk from one end to the other 
_
in a dar; 

but no sense in that when you have a week to do it. At the south end of the island is 
Mount Tiberio and the north end is Ana Capri; in the middle, or saddle, is the Plazza, town 
square. In 1945, all the hotels were on or close to the plazza. Even though we are on an 
island, it doesn't make any difference. Everything begins and ends at the plazza. Want to 
go to the Marina Grande? The Funiculare, cable railway to the harbor, starts here; also 
the path or trail to the Marina Piccola. The swimming beach, it was all boulders then, 
probably to dissuade invaders from the sea. To view the wonders of Mount Tiberio you walk 
south along the western shore until you reach the trail leading to the top. Tiberius was 
Roman Emperor from 14 t o  37 A.D. During his reign [he] built a villa on top of the 
mountain. The ruins of the baths were about all you could make out then, and now, 43 years 
later, who knows? The ceilings of the baths were st ill part ially visible. The thought 
t hat these stones had been there about 1900 years and still formed at least part of a 
structure--! can see the lure of archaeology. 

On a bright March day, the view from Mt Tiberio was breath-taking. Mediterranean blue 
sea and sky, the plazza and Ana Capri to the north. 

We' ve explored the middle and southern end of the island; now how about the north end? 
Ana Capri is on a high plateau with a steep narrow road leading up from the plazza. One 
could either walk or hire a horse and buggy, which we did. On the way up, we watched the 
local boys riding down the hill on the skate board of the t ime, a piece of board and one 
skate; we all agreed, under no circumstances would we try it. Then, Ana Capri was a sleepy 
little village; time just stood still. The one memorable landmark was the small_ chapel. 
Even though the tiny little building had dusty streets all around, the door was wide open, 
the white building and tile were immaculate. On the floor, in mosaic, was the tr�e of 
life, beginning, o-f course, with Adam and Eve. We were told that one of the famous writers 
of animal stories lived in Ana Capri. Maybe true or maybe just adds to to the glamour. 

Several British movie stars had villas on Capri and one allowed hers to be used as a 
USO or what ever it's called in the British Army. This was not an exclusive US rest camp. 
We �till had one of the famous sights to see--one that is always listed in the travel 
brochures--the Blue Grotto. You take the funiculare from the piazza to  the Marina Grande 
and then find a guide to row you around the island to the entrance and then hope that the 
sea is not too high so you will be allowed to enter, one boat at a time. Our guide had

_
a 

line over the side and we were curious about what he was fishing for. Before the trip 
ended, our curiosity was satisfied--Squid. Squid, eh, how could anyone e�t that slimy 
thing? That was then, now I probably would beg the fisherman for some of his hard-earned 
catch. It seemed like a blink of an eyelash and the week had come to  an end. The last 
evening we had a few drinks at the Cantina and went to the USO villa for the dancing and as 
the dance was breaking up, a GI came in and said, "I know where you can buy a steak 
sandwich." 

We hadn't had a steak sandwich since we left the States, so out through the dark 
alleys and passages we went. Sure enough, they were selling steak sandwiches. Here' s 
hindsight again, the room was dimly lit but we were overlooking the water so enough light 
came in. The sandwiches were a little expensive for the time, about a dollar or a dollar 



8 

and a half. I remember the taste was good but the meat was string and a might tough; 
probably horse meat. On our way back to our room, the walkway was blocked by another GI  
and our lead person said, "l f this 'Limey' would only move out of the way." All of a 
sudden this giant or at least in the dark seemed like one, towered over us, "Don't you 
ever �ver call me that again. I'm an Australian." On our last night, we didn't need a 
fight. The air became full off "I'm sorry, we didn't mean it, if we'd only known!" It 
became, thank goodness, a friendly, happy ending to the evening and the week. 

NEWS, DUES & VIEWS 

Our Secretary, Dick Dempsey, suffered a serious heart attack about 
November 1st. He returned home November 10th. We called him at home 
phone No. 617/344 -4019 on Dec 7th, and Dick reported that he was doing 
well. 

Dick, it was good to hear your voice. george 

This Office has been unable to reproduce the microfilmed photographs in the files from Maxwell AFB. We have had to give up entirely on this source. The loss is all the more bitter because Pete Bezek's double -deck tent was to have been our first feature story. we have received reques�s from the Society of Professional Architects of Mechtat Oulad Hamdu,Just south w�st of Navarin, for photos and plans, but we simply cannot comply. This all the more unfortunate because the Villa a la Beze� would probably have become all the rage from Gibraltar to the Bosporus. War 1s heck! geo 
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ELECTED 1985 
George F. Coen 
Rex Greathouse 
Joe Kenney 
Mike Yarina 

ELECTED 1986 
Charles Miller 
Richard w. Dempsey 

ELECTED 1987 

All terms four years 

2908 Aliso Dr. NE Albuquerque, NM 87110 
Rt. 1, Box 132 Fredonia KS 66736 
950 McDougall Lander WY 82520 
Box72 Fairburn SD 57738 

11 Cass Ave. Atlantic IA 50022 
60 Robin Circle Stoughton MA 02072 

Fred c. Hueglin 18 Massa Lane Edgewater NJ 07020 
Kenneth Kellstrom 2337 B Ave. Laguna Hills CA 92653 

ELECTED 1988 
Julius Horowitz 
Bill Smallwood 

Hi, Walter; 

3507 Oaks Way, #911 Pompano Beach FL 33069 
Hartland Road P.O.Box 177, Brownsville VT 05037 

Good news. I have a friend that works over at the Wright-Patterson AFB Historical Society and I told him about the walkway to our memorial. He contacted me the other day and said the walkway 
to the 99th memorial has been poured. 

We are making plans to get to the reunion at McAllen in Feb. Hope to see you there. - l.lo
!Jd Al/e t",'I/ 

Thank you, Lloyd for the update. 
that it is still organized. 

Once again the 99th proves 
george 
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Your editor recently found himself in the hobby department 

of a local Ben Franklin Store where there was a dispr�y of Squadron/Signal 
Aircraft books. We have already recommended the S/S book about B -17s. 
On impulse we selected Book No. 45, P-51 MUSTANG IN ACTION, mostly to 
see if Chet Sluder's Dayton Museum plane was pictured therein. To our 
surprise, on page 33 we found the familiar Diamondback of 238201, PATCHES 
SECOND, enroute to the USSR with a P-51 escort. 

We quote from page 35: 
More P-51Ds would be built than all other Mustang variants 

combined, a total of 9603. They would equip 45 squadrons in the 8th 
Air Force alone. With the exception of a few P-47 units, and even fewer 
P-40 units, Mustangs would equip almost the entire USAAF Fighter force 
in 1945. The P-51D had met and defeated the best that the Germans and 
Jaspanese could send against it. The world was once again safe for free 
people to inhabit - or was it? Five years later, on a cold desolate 
peninsula in Asia, an aggressor would again try to impose its will upon 
an unwilling people. The P-51D would fight again and do very well in 
this, the first jet war. Still later in 1956, they would fight over 
the deserts of the Middle East. Israel would use the best of three World 
War II air forces to protect themselves: Spitfires, Messerschmitts and 
P-51Ds. There was no question that the Israelis considered the Mustang 
far and away the best of the three. It would be the last major air action 
for the Mustang. 

We are preparing to publish a book of 99th BG planes along 
about 1990. Nick Waters of Squadron/Signal suggests that the format be 
the same as that of STRANGERS IN A STRANGE LAND, and we are starting right 
now to work out the details. Our faithful readers will recall that we 
have been sending the pictures which you send us to S/S for reproduction 
and return. We in turn will be pleased to then return your pictures to 
you if you so desire. Otherwise they repose in the files until needed. 

I recall that in 1981 I said that the 99BGHS would have ho 
assets. Bernie Barr took issue with me, saying that we would have priceless 
files in our possession. Bernie's estimate stands! 

� 

SIP ILA S IH IEIR c. II "l 
including a disaster when the cadre first arrived in 

� � Alcon bury, its major missions, including "The Charge 

The JOOt/1 Bomb Group 
of 

NEWSLETTER 

SPRING 1988 

A BOOK ABOUT THE 95th 

Courage - Honor - Victory: A History of the 95th 
Bombardment Group (H) and Operational Record for 
332 Missions, (2 vols.) by Ian Hawkins and Paul 
Andres. This work may as its announcement claims be 
"the most ambitious WWII history of an air combat 
organization to date." One volume, mammoth, in hard
cover, has 93 chapters with over 200 letters, stories, 
and anecdotes. The author and anthology committ�e 
gave assignm.::nts to over 100 former members of the 
Group and they covered its history. its early days 

of the Light BrigQde" (the Munster Mission), stories of 
individual crews, escape and evasion, life of mess hall 
cooks, Kregie life, flight formations, the whole story of 
life and war at Horham. Ian rewrote and edited the 
multitude of chapters and came up with an interesting, 
informative, very readable text, a superb job. 

In the second volume, in paper back, military 
historian Paul Andrews has prepared a mind-boggling 
compendium which lists every B-17 assigned to the 
group and what happened to it, the formations and 
crews on all 321 missions, what happened to all but 7 of 
the men in the 156 B-17s lost in combat, and much 
more. 

The books will be of special interest to the 100th 
because much of it was done by Ellis Scripture, the 
95th Group Navigator who became the 3rd Air Division 
Staff Navigator for Curtis LeMay. Ellis was a classmate 
of Cal Lefevre, Jim Brown, Howard Bassett, Manny 
Cassimatis, and Harry Crosby at Mather Field. 

.,,.. For $28.00 plus two dollars for shipping, the 
books can be obtained from David Dorsey, 95th Bomb 
Group Association, 125 Clark Street, Clarks Green, PA 
18411. . 
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Wednesday, June 26, 198S· 

Collector Keeps Air Force Songs Flying 
By PAUL DEAN, Times Staff Writer 

HILLSBOROUGH, Calif.-"Off Introduction by Doolittle 
we go into the wild blue yonder He has self-published close to . . . .  Climbing, uh, into the, um 700 in "Wild Blue Yonder" (Red-. . . . Dum-dee-dum, diddle-dee wood'Press) and, says its introduc- ; dum dumdum dum. · · ·" tton by Gen J' D i·ttl That-plus two verses of "Bless · immy oo 1 e, 
'em All" and maybe some grubby friend of Getz and fellow World 
words to the tune of "Sweet Betsy War 11 airman: "The songs tell . · . 
From· Pike" -is about the limit of of courage and dedication from the 

skies over Belleau Wood to the most anyone's knowledge of songs k' Th d R the Air Force sings. It might even s ies over u idge." 
Another 300 songs are only be the full extent of public curiosity weeks away from becoming Vol-fo

1J�f e�:
ic

y
.
ou're Bill Getz, ex- ume II. "This will be the Stag Bar 

edition, all X-rated songs," Getz bomber pilot, former financial ex- said. "I made it a separate book ecutive and total sentimentalist for because I don't think he (Doolittle) most things military and airborne would want to endorse a bunch of . . . including raucous ballads of dirty songs." the air that, by collation, he has 
raised to a subtle culture. 

Getz, 61, has spent four decades 
saying that whatever pilots, bom
bardiers, mechanics or navigators 
sang over beer while over there is 
nothing less than a heritage of our 
nation's profession of arms. The 
attitudes and mores of men at war, 
he believes, are built into their 

music. His idea of Americana is 
Ario Guthrie, Norman Rockwell 
and folk singer Oscar Brand war
bling "Itazuke Tower." 

And Getz has gathered close to 
1,000 songs of air force folk, mostly 
American, their laments, parodies, 
blues and hymns telling of their 
fears, sneers, phobias and foibles. 

Dirty or clean, sentimental or 
irreverent, martial or madcap, 
beautiful or bawdy, Getz said, mili
tary music likely has been around 
since Cro-Magnon man discovered 
·that rhythmic grunts helped his 
hunting parties amble in step. 

Romans and Egyptians marched 
to drumbeats. Galley masters used 
mallets. Fiddlers atop capstans 
gave way to sea chanteys; when 
the nation was forming there was 
the impish "Yankee Doodle Dandy" 
and when the same country was 
divided came the .somber "Battle 
Hymn of the Republic." 

And as the Army and Navy had 
their songs, so the coming of the 
airplane and the creation �f. air 
forces produced new compos1t1ons 
from and for the junior branch of 
the services. Even if many were 
snitched from other services, Tin 
Pan Alley and previous wars. 

"Of the 1,000 I have collected, 
probably 99% are parodies of exist
ing songs and less than 5% have 

Please see SONGS, Page 8 

SUSAN GILt 

3me man, pipe and jacket, but 43 years between portrait 
>Se of ex-bomber pilot Bill Getz, who collects Air Force so 
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OVER 600 SONGS SUNG BY AIRMEN? 
I DIDN'T KNOW WE HAD THAT MARY! 

�e �dWOod 'Pre§§ 
div ision of Syntax Associates 

That was the surprised reaction of retired Air Force General Robin Olds wh�n he was told 
about a new book, THE WILD BLUE YONDER: Songs of the Air Force. I n  his  introduction, 
Congressional Medal of Honor winner, and aviaion pioneer, Lt .  General James H. "Jimmy" 
Doolittle says, The history of the Air Force is captured in melody in this unique 
col lection of songs sung by airmen. The songs tell the story of courage and dedication 
from the skies over Belleau-Woods (WW-I) to the skies over Thud Ridge (Viet Nam) -
spanning over 50 years of Air Force history. 

Recaptur i ng the songs of the F l yboys . 
San Francisco Examiner 

W i l d  B lue Yonder i sn't the on ly 
A i r  Force song • . • . • . . .  

san Antonio Express-News 

Kost compl ete ever pub l i shed . . .  
The Daily Commercial Recorder 

The book tel l s  what f l i ers had to 
s i n g a b o u t  • • • • • • • • • • •  

Medical Patriot Newspaper 

A un ique new book for the m i l i tary 
h i  s t o r y b u f f  • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  

Afterburner (official USAF newsletter) 

There are 6 6 1  songs in Volume I.  All the 
old favorites plus 33 songs from the Viet 
Nam era composed by Lt. Col. Dick Jonas. 
Included are 36 WW-I songs of  the air 
never published before in this country. 

This attrac tive, hardbound, 8 1 /2 X 1 1  
first edition, contains 3 1 2  pages, encased 
in a full-color jacket with two paintings 

lH[ \'\'!ID BLUE  YOI\Jf)f  R 
"'nngs iJ1 !h\! ..\ar 1-oru· 

U· , H O , 'Ot .... 

by the renowned aviation artist, Keith Ferris. There are over 80, 3-view silhouettes of 
WW-II aircraft in the book, originally printed by The Coca-Cola Company in 1 94 3  for 
aircraft recognition training, and donated by them for use in the book. The book was 
printed in the USA by BookCrafters, Inc. 

The price is $ 1 5.95 retail, plus $2.00 mailing and handling charge (Calif. residents add 
$ 1 .0 4  tax ) .  There are volume d icounts to the trade and military and veterans 
organizations.  V I SA/MASTERCARD accepted . Author autographed copies available. Author 
available at no fee for autograph sessions and for an interesting and musically 
illustrated presentation on the history of Air Force melodies. 

P. 0. Box 3 3 2 3  San  Mateo ,  C A  9 4  4 0 3  ( 4 1 5 ) 3 42 - 4 4 1 1  
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Dear " Trigger," 

Aug 7, in the 
Year of our Lord, 
1988 

It is most difficult to get Blanche to take a DAY off--but this time I talked her into 
a week. Oh, what a week it was! 

Having j ust ' diges ted " the meeting in Vancouver we were ready to "bite off" another 
chunk. First stop--Spokane and an evening with Don and Virginia Gregory . We dined at the 
Sea Galley as well as looking over places to hold our next "Mini-Reunion . "  

About 1 0  p .m .  B lanche and I checked into the Red Lion and being half-dead were soon 
fast asleep.  Before closing my eyes I phoned Bill Cantwell and arranged for us t o  meet at 
the R. L .  for breakfast .  U p  ear ly I went down for an "early coffee" and decided to call 
Mike Burke . Bonanza--he and Maggie arrived to join us and a 1 hr . breakfast turned into 3 
hrs.--and then we hated to break it up. 

Cantwell sends his best to everyone! 

Off to  Bonners Ferry, I D .  We s pent the rema 1n 1ng day w ith  o ld friends (he WAS a 
spray-dust pilot ) and took them to  a terrific p izza h ouse that they knew the locati on 
of--difficult for a stranger to learn of OR find . 

We had difficulty, again, leaving the next day but off to COULEE DAM we went . Here I 
hunted up Don Hope who was in the 99th ( 347 ) until Jul 43 w hen he became (so I have been 
told ) driver for Gen Doolittle. 

Next stop--after a thri l ling dr ive over the S ceni c North Cascades Highway, was at 
Burlington with Clyde and Juanita Tuttle. Here again we were treated like Royalty and had 
a wonderful meal and most interesting conversation. 

The last stop  on our tr ip was with Bill and Jean Cantwe ll at their lovely home near 
Coupeville, WA . On a high point on Whidbey Island it over looks that section of Puget Sound 
tha t  was protected by F or ts CASEY, WORDEN and F LA G LER . it  a ls o  over looks the ferry 
terminal at Keystone (where we boarded the ferry for Port Townsend ). 

W onderfu l  pe ople, wonderful food, wonderful weather a ll the way . It is d ifficult to 
describe the scenery along the N.C . Loop--but if YOU ever get there I am certain that we 
wi ll have trouble getting you away--a backpacker's paradise!!!! ! 

Yes--it is now decided--our Mini-Reunion will be in Spokane, May 1 9-20, and at the Red 
Lion. Final word will be out WHEN we settle on room prices. 

Much interesting mail arrived whi le I was away--a letter from a former Squadron Leader 
of the 1st Fighter Gp .  really got my attention for it is POSSIBLE that he was one of the 2 
that "helped" me get home on my 50th . ---more later! 

By letter AND word of m outh I am encourag ing as many a� I can to mak� the trip to 
McAllen . Quite a few have prom ised to join with us and I am making a reservat1on --doub le . 
Last n ight I phoned L o u  Coury (former W G )  and he stated that he OR a member of his group 
would share a room with me (Blanche does NOT retire until end of June ) .  

Much water wi ll f low over the dam in the next 6 mos .  so  I may find news for another 
letter--before McAllen--but until then--BEST WISHES and may your every day be C . A.V.U. 

Note :S ome citi zens of Chickasha, OK have asked if I would help put on a Reunion of the B&W 
F lying School (my PRIMARY ) in 1989 but I feel that this is too large an order to handle in 
such a short time--with a ll the other events I have a lready scheduled for 89. 

C.D. Boggs 
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Letter From Grateful B-1 7  Pilot 
We welcome the oppor t un i ty to reprint excerpts from a letter that reached Cecil 

Quesseth ear lier this year. The letter was from a f ormer B- 1 7  pilot who  has been 
attempting to locate two benefactors who happened to be at the right p lace at the r ight 
time many years ago and a ls o  happened to  be driving tw o P - 38s . Here is his excerpted 
letter : 

On A pril 2 3, 1944 while on my 50th mission, we had a problem . As we were turning off 
target there was a flak burst directly in front and the n ose of the p lane was b lown in . 
One engine was "put out" and the b ombardier rece ived a fata l shot d irectly in the 
heart--passing through his flak jacket. 

Of course we could not  keep u p  but dr opped back to group after group as they 
passed--even to B-24s. F inally alone, we proceeded for a time BU T, fina lly a couple of 
jerries found us . 

These two made one ineffectua l  pass and were star ting on their second when two 
beautiful P-38s, with yell ow s p inners, showed up "from n ow here " and took care the the 
situation. 

I made it back and have thought of those two 38s so  many, many times. Recently I was 
told they were probably from the 1st F ighter Group. 

Ed Note : 

Charles D .  Boggs 
250 Woodland Dr. 
Shelton, WA 98584 

If these were 1 s t  F ighter Gr oup p lanes they would have been from the 94th Fighter 
Squadron because of the yellow identifying markings . 

If any one out there from the 94th remembers the April 23, 1 944 encounter, I'm sure 
Boggs would be delighted to hear from you. 

Mr. George C .  Coen 
99th Bomb Group Historical S ociety 
2908 Aliso Drive NE 
Albuquerque, New Mexico 871 0 1  

Dear George, 

1943  Spyglass Circle 
Vista, California 

September 9, 1988 

I have been reading the news letter for 4 or 5 years and want to thank you for your 
tremendous effort to keep us informed on the past which we all shared. 

My name is Emmett M. Oehlert and I was w ith the 346th Sq uadron, 99th Bomb Group from 
July 1943 to the end of February, 1944 and f inis hed my 50th m iss ion December 28, 1 94 3 .  
Also, I spent over 3 0  years as a pilot for United Air Lines, retiring in 1 975. 

I take exception to George Brandt's (Col. Ret . )  statement in the last newsletter, re : 
� 2nd Lt . Nav.--it was I, 2nd Lt 1st pilot with over 30 miss ions who made the statement 
that the miss ion planned could not a llow us to return . Col . Up[the]grove's answer was "our 
crews and p ] lanes are expendable--we can be replaced with surplus crews and planes from the 
States . "  L ucki ly, weat her prevented us from com p le t ing our miss ion and our secondary 
target was the Brenner Pass. Mr . Brandt must have been the only one "g ung ho"  f or that 
miss ion! 

I too bel ieved the 99th was the greatest, but every day was not a bed of roses. 

S incerely, 

Emmett M. Oehlert 



Mrs . Maxine K . Cove r t  
5 14  Burnside  
San Anion i o , Texas 7 8 2 09 

Dear Mrs . Covert : 
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3424 Old Grantham Road 

Goldsbor o , N . C .  2 7 5 3 0  

The saga of  cotton eyed j o e  cont inues . Your letter ( Sept . 8 8  Newsletter )  
provides important clues . 
1 ,  Confi rms existence of  two a ircraft . (  I knew of  only one Cotton Eyed 
Joe ) 
2 .  The second a i rcraf t ,  cotton eyed j oe I I ,  was named when James Hagen 
got his own crew . 

The l i s t  of  planes , May l , 8 8  newsletter , provi des this  i nforma t i on .  
Page 6 ,  25765  wd 5 ,  1 8  May 2 5  June 347th Covert 
Page 7 ,  2 2 9480 2- 2- 43 orders wd 14 Apr i l  4 May Charles  8. Covert 
crew 
July 88 newslette r ,  page 3 6 ,  l oading l i s t  for 5 ,  July  4 3 .  B- 1 7 F  29480 

Hager J , S .  pi lot , B-17F 5769 Covert C . B .  p i lot . 
Conclus i o n ,  with specula tion , 2 29480 Cotton Eyed Joe , 25765  Cotton Eyed 
Joe I I .  

One of the a i rcraft , ( ser . n o .  unknown ) was assigned t o  Robert C .  Norton 
and crew, from mi d ' Nov . 43 until  Feb . 4 4 ,  when it was repl aced with 
a B- 17G .  
P Robert 
CP John w .  
N Francis  
B John s .  
'l'T John A .  

c .  Norton 
Mulheron 
T .  Farrell  
Col l i ns 
Hour ihan 

347th sq . R James E .  Harr i ngton 
BT Harold R . Gr iese  

WG Vance w .  Howell 

WG Jesse N .  Hobbs 

TG Thomas T .  Brow tr/ 

During a rapid  exchange of  a i rcraft between the 99th , 2 nd , and 483rd 
Cotton Eyed Joe d i sappeared . One day in  late  March o r  early Apr i l ,  I 
saw the belov ' ed a i rcra f t  parked on our bas e .  The upper and lower turrets 

had been removed . 
Jc�sse N .  Hobbs 

Sincerely 

A Memorial Day Recollection 

Reunion Of The 99th Bomb Group 
99th Reunion in Dallas By J.W. Smallwood 

It w�s a th�rsday i� late Apr�l, 1 987, and I was on a Delta Airlines flight headed for Dall�s, with an intermediate stop rn Atlanta. This was to be my first t ime at an annual reunion of ou� World War II outfit, a heavy bombardment group, part of the 15th U.S. Air Force. Our unit, the 99th Born� Gr�up had been stationed in North Africa and Italy dur ing the war. Th� pr esent organization, the 99th Bomb Group Historical Society had been founded back in 19�0, b1 George Coen, with just seven members. I had only learned about it last y e�r, by which time membershi� had soared to over seven hundred. In making my hotel reserva�ion for a bedroom, a con�ention represent ative told me over the phone they were expe�t ing about two hundred fifty of us, some with their wives to attend this year's affair. ' 

. Once I joined the Society, there arrived in the mail a membership list. Search as I 
�ight, �o one else from o�r crew showed up on that list. True, our pilot was dead, killed in ac�io� on the last raid we were to fly ;  and then the navigator had died about ten years ago, victi� �f a  cerebral hemorrhage. But I couldn' t believe, of the eight remaining men of our original _crew � I was _ the ?nly one who would have learned of this organization. Anyhow, I had _ decided it was high time to attend a reunion, and t o  get reacquainted with the old  outfit. Hopefully, I would spot men with whom, long ago, some anxious moments had been spent. 
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Actually, there was a high degree of anticipat ion, of uncert ainty about it all ; 

because I didn ' t even know whether anybody from my squadron would show up. When we landed 
in Atlant a, to ch ange planes for the final leg of the trip, I followed a couple down the 
aisle. They were talking about a reunion and my ears perked up. Then, I noticed the cap 
the man was wearing. It read 11 99th Bomb Group." Now I knew I was heading in the right 
direction. As soon as we deplaned and started down the corridor toward  another gate I 
introduced myself. It turned out that this fellow was not in my squadron, the 346th, but 
in the 347th. He had been a waist gunner on a 8-17 and now lived in Georgia. He and his 
wife were traveling with another couple and we shook hands all around. The other man kept 
looking at me. I thought perhaps he had known me from an earlier time, but it turned out 
he had not been a flyer. Finally, he said "Smallwood, you look too young to be in on this, 
you must have been the water boy!"  We all laughed at that. 

Wait ing for the Dallas flight to be called, I chatted with the gunner. He had joined 
the U.S. Air Force in the early stages of the war, and had completed his tour of combat 
flying out of North Africa. As a gunner, he had flown 50 missions, mostly from an air base 
in Tunisia. With such a large number of missions to his  credit, he had earned a h igh 
amount of points, sufficient to make him eligible to return to the States. Back home, he 
became a gunnery instructor, and then was mustered out when the War ended. 

Once our plane arrived at the Dallas-Ft. Worth Airport, I deplaned and headed for the 
loading zone out front. A courtesy van was supposed to meet us, but it didn't show. I 
noticed a pleasant-looking lady standing alone, with a suitcase. She glanced at me, asking 
if I was going to the 99th Reunion. When I said I was, we agreed to find a cab and share 
it. On the way to the hotel, about a twenty-minute ride along freeways, I learned the 
lady's husband, a full colonel, had passed away two years ago. But, she continued to make 
the reunions, which was pretty darn  good, I thought. She explained that her husband, 
Ernest Wrentmore, had been in three wars: World War I ;  World War II , and Korea. The, 
Dorothy pulled a clipping out of her purse, showing me an article about a book Ernest had 
written. While I was reading, she told me Ernest had been only twelve-years-old when he 
first joined the service. "That's  awfully young," I exclaimed. "Yes," she said, "but he 
was big for his age, and his father signed a paper to let him do it." Soon we arrived at a 
new-looking hotel, long and low. It had dun-colored walls and lots of glass. There was a 
circular drive in front and bell hops were scurrying between cars and cabs. 

Inside, a bunch of men were lounging in the lobby, sprawled out, sporting 99th caps, 
blue and white, with the bills jutting out. Under the letter ing was the silhouette of a 
B-17  Flying Fortress, with that big tail st icking up. In the War, it  had gotten the 
nickname "The Big-Ass Bird." We always spoke that name lovingly. Another group of our men 
was located up on the mezzanine, beyond the round staircase. They were gathered around 
Wilbur Dixon at the Reunion registration desk. He was seeing to the paper-work of signing 
u o .  oP.tt ina vour cao . and t ickets for the various affairs. Every once in a while, both 
upstairs and down, you could hear a voice break out, carrying a surprised, pleased lilt to 
it. It meant some guy had spotted an old buddy walking in, somebody he h adn't seen in a 
year, or maybe a lot of years--like forty-three, to be exact. 

Because this was my first time, I didn't bother right then to go up to my room. With 
the key in my pocket, I walked with my small suitcase directly down the corridor to the hospitality suite. I didn't want to miss any of this affair, and had been told there were 
cold drinks for the asking. 

A good fifty people must have occupied the hospitality suite and not one familiar face • . Fortunately , each r egistr ant had been provided with a n;me t ag, one colored 
according to our squadron numbe�. T�e 346th had yellow tags. And it wasn' t long before I saw a bunch of guys off to one side with the same yellow name cards. Introductions were 
ma�e, and I star�ed to _ feel more at home, especially as one fellow, a former navigator, 
said he had been in Foggia, Italy--the location of our air base-- around the same t ime as 
me. T ime went fast at that gather ing and soon it was getting dark. We decided to move ou�, through �he sliding glass doors to the pool area. I carr ied a glass of white wine, 
while the navigator, Charlie, had a can of beer. Some young people were still in the pool, 
but they were pretty quiet. 
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Charlie and I stood near the pool house , close to where two crew chiefs from the 346th 
were s itting with their wives. One of them,  Harold , had g iven me a warm we lcome earl ier 
when I told him  that the 8-17 we flew most often was "Able Mabel." I took car of it ," he 
exclaimed , "but I don't remember all you flyers." There was a lull in the conversat ion 
n ow , and 1 asked Charl ie if he had flown the miss ion to Regensburg , on February 25 , 1944. 
"Sure ," he sa id , "'that was a rough one." Then a funny thing happened . To each subsequent 
question I put to him there followed a "yes" answer from Char l ie. It was amaz ing . Rex and 
Harold drew closer ,  standing now. Another fellow joined us , Joe ,  a former radio operator , 
also in 346. F inall y ,  I said to Charl ie , "we l l ,  we got  shot d own on tha t  ra id , a 
Messerschmitt f ighter attacked from the nose , 12 o'clock le vel , and an other one from s ix 
o' clock h igh. We we re in the numbe r th ree posit ion of the lead element and those enemy 
fighters knocked out two of our engines. They als o  wounded me and the p i l ot." Charl ie 
came r ight back , "B ill , we we re in the number six position , right behind you. When your 
plane went down we took your place." The three other guys we re hang ing on to every w ord 
now. "What happened to you?" I wanted to know. "We went down a couple minutes after you," 
Char .lie said. "Wow" somebody sa id. "Did everybody get out?" I asked. "No" said Charl ie , 
"N ot eve r ybody." "We all got out," I told him ,  and our pilot parachuted O.K. , but then he 
d ied soon after . I think a 20mm shell hit him in the shoulder ,  one f r om that ME - 109 that 
attached us from above and behind." 

The gathering was larger now as more guys real ized we two were going over something it 
had taken forty-three years to try to get straight. "Where d id you land , Bill ," he as ked . 
I told him I d idn' t really know. It was sn ow ing and I was coming down near a l ittle 
country town w ith  a church s teeple. I f igured it was near the b order of Ge rmany and 
Aus t r ia. Then , my chute got stuck in the top of a big tree--the nyl on cloth got hung up,  
and I ended up dangl ing about four feet off the g round." Charl ie , t o o ,  had landed in a 
tree. I told him two old-t imers from the home guard had trudged up through the snow and 
had pul led me down. There was a lso a young , eager-beaver s old ie r  w ith them. he made me 
nervous , the way he looked at the 45 automatic I stil l  had strapped to my s ide. F inally ,  I 
saw that he was going to reach for it. I knew the gun was l oaded , s o  I tw isted my arm 
a r ound the pa rachute cords and drew out the 45 , removing the clip to avoid any accident. 
Then , I handed it to the young soldier. One of the older men took the clip. Charlie asked 
"Where d id you go next?" "Oh ," I said , " I  ended up in a Kraut hospital. They spent almost 
a month d igg ing s hell fragments out of me." "H ow about you?" I asked. " I  was sent 
directly to Frankfort ," he said , "to Dulag Luft." ( A "dulag" is a temporary jail , a place 
where the Germans do interrogation before ass ign ing P . O. Ws to  a pe rmanent p r is on camp. ) 
"But whe re d id you  f inally end up?' asked Charlie. "Stalag Luft 1 ," I told him. "So d id 
I!" Charlie exclaimed. And there it ended. The guys standing next to  us just l ooked at 
the two of us , shaking their heads. Late r ,  I thought that this episode was really part of 
what these reunions should be about--to get everyone to des c r ibe wha t  happened. cha rl ie 
and I hadn't really known each other in Ital y ,  nor were we aware , after being shot down on 
the same miss ion , that we had been living in the same prison camp in northern Germany. But 
now , after the passage of so much time , I had an idea we were going to become good friends. 

The f oll ow ing morn ing , over b rea kfas t ,  one of the guys announced there was a 8-17 
parked at an airport only a couple of miles awa y from our h otel. He wanted to  know h ow 
many of us would be interested in paying a v isit to a "Fort." I said I'd go. S o  d id some 
others. S o ,  around ten o'clock , a courtesy van ha uled a n umber of us to  an old a irport 
north of Dallas , one used now primarily by  corporate jets. 

Seated next to me in the van was R oy Baker , a pleasant fellow who had mentioned at the 
hospitality suite that he had been on the Anzio raid in Februar y ,  1944 , same as me. He was 
in Squadron 347 , but our crews had been handed the same assignments--to drop anti-personnel 
b ombs , or f rag bombs , on German troops threatening to  d isl odge Ame r i can and B r i t ish 
infantry stuck on the beach at Anz io , about forty miles south of Rome ,  on the Tyrrhen ian 
Sea. 

Beca use the Allied landing was in such jeopard y ,  our top brass had decided to use all 
means to provide relief , includ ing heavy bombers. We in the 99th had not bee tra ined f or 
t h is - -w hat you w ould cal l tact ical work, or support work, and our squadron commander was 
concerned that the plan could backfire; that bombs intended for German l ines , inadvertently 
could end u p  land ing on ou r own men. A t  an y rate , the s ituat ion a pparently was s o  
desperate that we were under orders t o  do  this job. 
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I took this opportun ity for  f ollow-up with R oy ,  asking whether anything special had 

happened to him on that ra id. "Yeah ," he came back , "We got s h ot d own!" "Oh boy ," I 
remarked. "Yeah ," he said again. "Flak got us and we had to ditch our 'Fort ' in the sea." 
"But," he added , "we got lucky ,  because an a ir-sea rescue boat got to us and all ten of us 
were pulled out of the d r in k  the same day." "Then what happened?" I asked. "We made it 
back to the base in Foggia the next day. I remember Capta in S c hr oeder was happy  to see 
us--we had been reported missing in action." "You were l ucky ," I said. "Not as lucky as I 
was a month  late r ," he responded. "H ow was that?" I asked. "On the Udine raid , t o  
northe rn Ital y ,  when we bombed a Kraut airf ield , a 8-17 in our squadron , one above us , had 
some of its bombs hang up. They wouldn't drop. S o ,  after the b omb run , w hen we always 
t ig hten up the formation , some guy must have gone into the bomb bays and then tripped the 
stuck bombs out by  hand. Anyhow , they landed right on our tail , cut the damn th ing r ight 
off!" I was fascinated. "What d id you  do?" I asked him. "Bailed out ," he said , "what 
else?" He added " I  got lucky again. I landed up  in some hills and the I ta l ian peasants 
took me and hid me , f inally helped me to get back to our l ines. I traveled only at night." 
"Boy," I said , "the luck of the I r is h." "You s hould have seen our C. O. that t ime ," he 
said. "Me wal k ing in , all d irty and beat!" Schroeder looked up and he said 'you again! 
back again! How do you do it?"''' Roy smiled , "The C.O. gave me a whole week of R and R on 
the Isle of Capri after that." 

T he r ide to  the small airport took l onger than expected. We f inally turned in a side 
road , passed several hangers , and came to  a hard stand. There , all b y  itself , stood a 
8-17. What a sight. We d idn't mind at all the mottled l ook the aluminum fuselage now gave 
off , nor the fact that all the 50 calibre machine guns had been removed. It  was still "The 
B ig Ass B i rd" to  us , and bea ut if ul. Pools of d irty  o il la y beneath �a ch of the_ four 
engines , indicating that the plane was being used. The W r ight Cyclone engines power ing a 
B-17 , though good , a lways gave off lots of oil. 

I not iced when each man climbed out of the van , he seemed to head for a specific part 
of the bomber ,  probably  the spot that had been h is provin ce on m iss ions. A 8- 17  has a 
ta ilwheel , and so , as it rests on the ground , it stands high up front ,  tapering off toward 
the rear. One of the men walked d irectly to the tail gunne r's compartment ; a few othe rs 
chose to  stand b y  the waist w ind ows , where the waist gunners , r ight and left , d id their  
shooting. Guys standing directly under the cockpit were pil ots , I figured , and a couple of 
us were d irectly under the now ,  one a navigator , and me a bombardier. 

Everybody was so quiet , almost reverent , about it , I thought. You had to w onder wha t  
was g o ing through their minds ; some incident ,  maybe , something that had left an indelible 
imprint--a bad mission perhaps , w ith the loss of a buddy. 

Two crew ch iefs , Rex  and H a r old , both f rom our Squadron 346 ,  stood to one side . I 
overheard them saying something about t h is pa rt icular model , a B -17 G ,  eq uipped w ith a 
"chin turret." I t  was des igned to  deal w ith head -on attacks b y  Luftwaffe f ighters. I 
missed the end of the ir  c on versat i on. Al l too quickl y ,  the van reappeared and stood 
par ked , waiting for  a b un ch of men , n ow in the sixties; men reluctant to leave this old 
"Fort ." I whi �nPT'Orl "' ru , i ot nnnrihvp tn i t  �nrl <'l imbed back in the van. 

Saturday n ig ht's banquet found all of us w ith sport coats or suits , plus neckties--a 
sharp contrast to casual wear. Several of us wore dark-blue ties with min iature B-17s on 
them. The ladies present wore dresses and some had corsages. Several hundred of us filled 
the hotel's main ballroom. A l ight , festive mood prevailed. The Ass ocia t i on's off icers 
and board members sat at the head table. Also present was our most prestig ious member ,  
Maj or General Fay Upthegrove and Mrs. Upthegrove. Now 85-years-old , and wal k ing w ith the 
a id of a cane , the General a ppeared sharp,  talking animatedly w ith several others. I was 
told he personally lead some thirty bomb ing miss ions for the 99th. ( In a l l ,  our Group flew 
395 se pa rate m iss i ons aga inst A x is targets. ) On hand as well , was the ma yor  o f  

, a suburb of Dallas. --...,,,.-�-
During d inne r ,  our President ,  Lew Boatwright , spoke about Group housekeeping matters , 

including announcement that next year's get-together would ta ke place in Ft. Lauderdale , 
Fl o r ida. Then , several prizes were handed out ,  including a can of Vermont maple syrup to 
the member who had trave led farthest to make the reun i on--some one f r om the Seattle a rea 
w on. Then , a pr ize was awarded to  the crew which had the highest number of its men in 
attendan ce--the crew w ith s ix members on hand w on that. The e ven ing ended w ith  
ente rta inment supplied b y  an  attractive g roup of  twenty  or s o  young men and women who 
performed a series of s inging and dancing rout ines. For the ir f inal number ,  the y  provided 
a medle y of m il itary songs. With the strains of "Off we go into the w ild blue yonder • • •  " 
all hands got to their feet and sang along in lusty fashion. So ended the e ven ing , and a 
time of fellowship to be treasured. 

JWS Our Tho,wks � B,'// Sn,c,//tdoool -
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Italy ,  1944 -- ' A  Mi l k  Run ' Wal ter E .  Sch i l dt 
E v e ryone that  morn i n g was  i n  a g ay mood - - sm i l i n g ,  l augh i ng and tal k i n g .  I coul d 

remembe r wel l oth e r days and  other  combat mi s s i o n s  whe n o u r  faces  we re s e r i o u s  �nd  
u n smi l i n g ,  but on  t h i s  p a rt i cul a r  day we  had j ust l eft a pre-dawn bri ef i n g  on a bombi ng 
mi s s i on to  the docks i n  the harbor of Athens , Greece and i t  was to be s o  e asy , a mi l k run 
-- a l most  l i ke a states i de practi ce mi s s i o n .  The weather wou ld  be perfect , ve ry few enemy 
fi ghter pl anes were expected to be i n  the area , very l i ght f l a k  ( a n t i - a i r c ra ft f i re ) was  
ant ic i pated from the ground , and we ' d  be  over l and i n  the  target a rea on ly  several mi nutes .  
At i ts concl u s i o n ,  eve ryone woul d be one combat mi ssi on c l oser to rotat i ng back home to the 

good o l d  U . S .A .  How sweet i t  was to  be that day for al l t he men on the mi ss i on -- and i t  
was ,  for every crew but mi ne . 

We we re f l y i n g  a new B - 1 7  bomber del i vered new from the factory . At the p re-f l i ght 
i n specti on , everythi ng checked out perfectly at a l l c rew pos i t i on s .  I was fl i ght e ng i ne e r .  
At t he  dawn t a k e -off  o u r  p l a n e a s s ume d i t s ass i gned pos i t i o n ,  "tai l -end Charl i e" at the 
rear of the usua l t i ght formati on .  As al l 30 bombers gathe red we made t he l ast  c l imb i n g  
c i rcl e above o u r  a i r f i e l d a n d  he aded f o r  o u r  f i rst  c heckpo i n t . Th e p i l ot cal l ed the 

bombardier  on the pl ane ' s  i nte rphone and asked h im  to l ook through hi s bomb s i ght and  l et 
h i m  know exact l y when we l e ft  th e coast  of I t a l y . Soon came the answer -- "now . "  The 

pi l ot checked h i s watch and sai d ,  11 We 1 re 20 seconds ear ly . 11 My only thought was , 11 My God , 
how cl os e can you get . 11 That ' s  prec i s i on flyi ng . 

On we f l ew as carefree hours over the water put us near  the  t a rget . E ve ryt h i n g  t h e 

br i ef i n g  o f f i cer  had  t o l d u s  was t rue -- i t  was a beauti ful f l i ght wi t hout the s l i ghtest 
s i gn of any enemy oppos i t i on .  Soon th e bomba r d i e r  a n nounced  on t h e i nt e rphone  as we 

s i g hted l and , 1
1The next turn wi l l be the I . P . 11 ( i n i t i al poi nt )  for the bomb run . By now a 

ve ry few scattered bursts of fl ak coul d be seen f a r  off  t he ma r k .  Al most noth i n g t o  be 
al a rmed about ,  though . The next mes sage from up  front was 11 bomb bay doors comi ng  open . 1

1 

I n  a matter  of a few s h o rt s econds  I wou l d  wond e r ,  how cou l d a p i c t u re of  p u re 
perfect i on t u rn i nto  so  many probl ems so fast . Another announcement came from the p i l ot ,  
" Our number two engi ne i s  h i t ,  l os i ng oi l ,  feather number 2 . 11 Now the bombs were droppi ng , 
but  t h e re was a most  s u rpri s i ng and dangerous  s i tuat i on i n  our bomb bay . The bottom bomb 
had not re l eased due to a mal functi on and al l the bombs suspended above i t  were hitt i ng the 

h u n g - u p  on e on i t s  shack l e  with a l oud thud as they fel l .  Horri bl e thoughts raced through 
my mi nd as I counted the 500-pound bombs droppi ng ; each h i t  the l ower bomb so hard i t  shook 
t h e  a i rp l a ne . I -fe l t  l i k e I was i n  the hands of God , and coul d only wonder i f  the l ower 
bomb was partly re l eased ,  pe rhaps hangi ng by one l ug on the shackl e , and whether the a rmi ng 
wi re was st i l l  i n  the bomb fuse whi ch woul d  make i t  safe . I thought , 11 I s n 1 t t h i s  some way 
to go out -- i n  a fl ash . 1

1 

Aft e r a l l  but t he  one bomb h ad  d ropped , t he  bomb bay doors  wou l dn 1 t c l os e 

el ectri ca l l y ,  whi ch caused more a i r drag and further reduct i on of  our a i r speed a fte r t h e  
l o s s  o f  t h e e ng i n e . By now a l l  the other pl anes i n  the mi s s i on were rap i dly  pul l i ng away 
from us and l eav i ng  us  beh i nd a l l al one .  We woul d be out of thei r s i g ht  i n  a s ho rt t i me . 
That was the breaks of the game . They had to stay on schedul e . 

Th e pi l ot ca l l ed me t o  h a nd -c ra n k  t he  bomb doors  c l o s ed s o  h e cou l d  p i ck up some 
�peed .  That was easy for me s i nce I cou l d open the door to the bomb bay from my pos i t i on ,  
i nsert a hand crank and have the doors cl osed i n  a few mi nutes .  However,  I made certai n  to 
stay on the i nterphone so I coul d be c a l l ed i n  a n  eme rge ncy ,  and s u re enou g h , before I 
coul d start cranki n g ,  a voi ce cal l ed " enemy fi ghter beh i nd u s . 1

1 

The pi l ot i mmed i ate l y ordered me back to my top turret twi n 50-ca l i b re mach i n e gun s . 
By now we were on our own . The other bombe rs were gone . Soon I s aw the enemy f i ghter pul l 
al ong  s i de of us  j ust out of  effe ct i ve  ran ge of  my g u n s .  I ca 1 l e d on t he  i nte rphon e , 
" Ba nd i t  at e i g ht  o ' c l ock  l e ve l . 11 I t  l ooked l i ke a on e -on-on e propos i t i on - - an enemy 
fi ghter aga i nst one cri ppl ed B- 17 . As the f i ghte r d i pped h i s  ri ght wi ng  to make a p a s s  at 
us , al l the guns we cou l d  get on him opened fi re . I thought , he mi ght come i n  shoot i ng but 
he

1 l l  have . to �ake i t  throu�h a steady stream of bul l ets h imse l f . The enemy p i l ot qu i c k l y  
c hanged  h i s  m i nd a n d  s t r a i g ht ened out . After a mi nute to th i nk  i t  over ,  he agai n d i pped 
hi s wi ng  to turn i n  on us , and agai n we al l opened fi re , unt i l  he wi thd rew a s e cond t i me .  
Soon , wi th apparently no hea rt to  f i ght , he broke away and was gone , l eavi ng us  al one . 

By now we were wel l  out over the sea and maj or dangers were behi nd us . But the re was  
st i l l  t h e mav� r i ck bomb to  de a l  wi t h .  The pi l ot dec ided to drop down to 10 ,000 feet and 
�ave me mechani cal ly  free the hung-up bomb . As the fl i ght eng i ne e r ,  i t  was  my j ob to do 
i t .  

l 
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W i t h  my c he st-type p a rachut e s napped o n  and a screw dri ver i n  my hand I made my way 
i nto the open bomb bay .  Unbe l i ev abl y ,  that l ast bomb was hang i n g  the re e xact l y  a s  i t  had  
been p l a ce d by  the  ground  c rew ,  i t s  a rmi ng  wi re s t i l l  i n  pos i t i on .  I d i dn ' t  feel too 
comfortabl e l ooki ng at t he b i g  ocean far bel ow as I st e pped o v e r the ope n bomb bay , t he 

doors s t i l l  w i de ope n , t o  reach  a foot rest  whe re I wou l d  be  i n  a better pos i t i on to 
quickly re l ease the bomb . 

I put the screw dri ver i n  the sl ot of the bomb rel ease , tu rned i t  and away dropped the 

bomb . The pl ane rose a b i t  at  t he re l ea s e .  As I watched , t he bomb h i t  the  wate r  a n d  
expl oded l i ke a J u ly  4th fi recracke r .  

T h e  rest o f  t he  mi s s i on was rout i ne .  We returned home a l one o n  three engi nes . It 
rea l l y  had been an easy 1

1mi l k  run 11 
- - for every pl ane and crew except ours . 

NOTE ON THE STORY : I be l i eve the bomb shackl e was put on backwards , the el ectri cal current 
had to pass through i t .  Al so i n  a manual rel ease the a rmi ng wi re shoul d drop wi th the bomb 
s afe , but from the sound I t h i nk  i t  went off . 

Bomber Men Moaned , They Didn't Like What They Saw 
By Wal ter Schi l dt 
Spec ia l  to Scene 

I t  was to be a l ong fl i ght from Tun i s  i n  North Afri ca to  somewhere i n  E u ro p e .  That 
everyone knew for sure . Early i n  November 1943 al l combat f l i ght crews for our B-17 F ly ing 
Fort ress Bombers were to attend a meet i ng at Group Operati ons . 

The re we got t he wo rd at an unusual b ri ef i n g ,  the ten man fl i ght crews that wou l d  be 
go i n g  on a spec ia l  mi s s i on i n  two day s .  The next morni ng at 1 0 : 30 a t r u c k  wou l d come by 
o u r  te nts  to p i c k u p  o u r  mes s  gea r ,  bed ro l l s  and  shel ter hal ves whi ch woul d  be l oaded 
aboard a C-47 t ransport pl ane to be taken to where our fl i ght of bombers woul d end.  

The f l i g ht  was to be so l ong that the re def i n i tel y  wou l d not be enough fuel to return 
home , we woul d have to stop on the way back for gas . 

Al so  we we re to l d t o  go to  bed a s  ea r l y  a s  pos s i b l e  next even i n g  a s  we woul d be 
awakened at 3 i n  the morni ng to go as usual to the mess ha l l for breakfast  f i rs t , th en to  
the fi nal bri ef i n g  and  on to  our  ready p lanes .  

E a r l y  next morn i n g  300 o f  u s  f o r  o u r  g roup  o f  30 p l anes  f l y i n g  t h i s  m i s s i on sat 
wai t i ng for the Offi ce r from I nte l l i gence to wal k  on stage , rol l  up t he cov e r on  th e map ;  
w i t h  p o i n t e r  i n  h a n d  t o  te l l u s  about th e t a rget , what to  expect f rom the enemy , the 

weather enroute , the route to t a ke wh i ch of  cou r se  wou l d be l e s s  than  d i rec t ,  t i me of  
t a ke -of f ,  t ime to  be ov e r t he t a rget a nd  much  more rel ated i nformat i on .  Fi na l l y  i n  he 
wal ked to uncover the map whi ch had a crooked red l i ne l eadi ng to southe rn Austri a .  Out of 
t he  h u s h ed s i l e nce cou l d  be heard many groans i nd i cat i ng to me they d i dn ' t  l i ke what t hey 
s aw. Part of the message the  b ri ef i n g  off i ce r h ad for u s  went  s ometh i ng a l ong  t he s e 

l i ne s .  " Gentl emen the mi s s i on for today wi l l  be an ai rcraft factory at Wi ener Neustadt i n  

Au s t r i a.  Th e weath e r enroute wi l l  be good with some broken cl oud coverage a l ong . the way , 

but i t  wi l l be cl ear  over the target area .  You can expect some scattered ground f i re al ong 

the way from anti -ai rcraft gun s .  
f 88 1 d 155 ' s  11 I n  t he t a r get area  expect  h e avy , i ntense  and  accurat e f l a k rom s an . . • 

Located i n  southern Austr i a  are many enemy f i ghter pl anes ,  keep Y?U� ey�s open .  Th i s  i s  a 

maximum effort mi s s i on of the 1 5th Ai r Force with al l groups _part!  c� Ptt, nl ·. f 
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99th wi l l  be next to the l ast goi ng over the target . Keep i n  mi n . a i . Y 

t roub l e and  c a n  not b r i n g  you r pl ane home , you can fly i t  i nto neutr�l Swi tzerl and ti b� 
hel d unti l the war i s  over .  I f  you must bai l out deep ove r e nemy te r r i t o ry forg et a ou  

u s i ng your 45  cal . p i stol as  you can  not wi n the  war  a l one but  coul d . very we l l make matte�s 

worse for yourse l f II And fi na l ly  after more tal k of how to escape t ime . cam� to set a� l t e 

watches together .  • .. You can hack your watches wi th mi ne , i n  30 seconds i t. wi 1 1  �e comip\�� 
on 04 · 20 Any questi ons? Good l uck to a l l o f  you . Thes e we re the  h i gh poi nts  O • 

b r i ef.i ng .  As we l e ft  t he re wou l d be  n o  l a u gh i n g  o r  h a p py faces ,  everyone seemed i n  a 

qui et ,  se rious mood. 
Next i t  was c l imb aboard 

taken now to our pl anes where 

externa l powe r a n d  s tand by 
equi pment at thei r  stati ons . 

t rucks for t he thi rd t ime i n  the ear l y morn i ng darkness to be 
severa l of t h e g round  c rews for each  p l a n e _wo u l d  h ave on  
whi l e  the fl i ght crew members chec�ed over thei r . guns a�d the 
Everythi ng for us  was i n  good work i ng order and it wasn t too 
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l on g  u nt i l  o u r  p i l ot wou l d  start engi nes , run them up  for a prefl i ght check , and then taxi 
out for take-off .  I n  the early predawn hours some 30 pl anes woul d s l owl y move out  at  t he  
r i ght  second t o  awai t  i n  l i ne for take-off some few seconds apart . The group l eader wou l d 
be off fi rst , c i rc l e  the f iel d some 3 t imes g i v i ng the rest of the  b i rds t i me to  get o f f  
a n d  c l i mb u p  to  a p redet e rmi ned s pot i n  t h e  format i on. Then we woul d  head north. But 
before th is  day wou l d  end I woul d  see more aggres s i ve German f i ghter pl anes than i n  a l l  my 
other  80 mi s s i on s , more p a rachutes  i n  t h e  a i r at one t i me t h a n  i n  a l l other combi ned 
mi ss i ons , and see a group of our B-24 bombers cl ose beh i nd us shot up so b ad ly  that  they 
j u st  seemed t o  fa l l  a p a rt for  a short t ime -- the only t ime I ' d  s ee a sol i d  group of our 
bombers sort of come ungl ued wi th each pl ane seeming  to stri ke out on i ts own . 

I n  a s hort  t i me we had  c ros sed  the  sea  and were over the cont i nent . As we reached 
vari ous check poi nts there wou l d  be mi nor changes of di recti on to either the ri ght or l eft  
t o  s t ay on a p redete rmi ned fl i ght course .  From t ime to  t ime the heavy guns o n  the ground 
wou l d  shoot up  some scattered f l ak  and l i ttl e ba l l s  of b l ack  smoke wo u l d  u n c u rl as each  
she l l exp l oded . Those on the  g round had  thei r eyes on us  but  as  yet cou l d not know for 
certai n our target . We had been i n  the ai r for what seemed l i ke ages when i n  mi d-afternoon 
we were neari ng our  dest i nat ion . On the i nterphone i t  was reported f i ghter pl anes cou l d  be 
seen taki ng  off of an ai rfi el d some d i stance ahead of us. As I swung my top tur ret a round 
for  a q u i ck l oo k , s u re enough I cou l d  see the  dust t ra i l  of a pl ane movi ng down a di rt 
runway far bel ow. 

Soon the  bomb a rd i e r  s a i d ,  " We ' l l be turni ng on the I . P .  ( i ni ti al poi nt for the bomb 
run)  i n  about ten mi nutes . "  I n  the meant ime a group of about 30 B-24 ' s  whi ch were sl i ghtly 
faster  than  the B - 1 7  because  of  i t s  D av i s  w i n g  des i g n ,  had overtaken  us and moved i n  
di rectly  behi nd us . Our three squadrons of ten pl anes each had formed a s t r a i ght l i ne o r  
company front for the bomb drop and ou r p l anes were i n  such t i ght format i on i t  seemed a s  i f  
you coul d step from one pl ane to the other.  Soon words that were mus i c  t o  o u r  ears  came 
" Bomb b ay doo r s  comi ng open , i t  wi l l  be ei ght mi nutes to the target , hol d i t  strai ght and 
l evel . "  Al ready we were f ly ing  through a th i ck b l ack cl oud of smoke, you cou l d sme l l t h e  
powder  f rom the  bu rsti ng fl ak ,  hear the bark of cl ose burst i ng shel l s  and see fl ashes o f  
red i n  the core o f  those nearby . 

Now thi ngs wou l d  happen terri bly swi ftly as the act ion  pi cked u p ,  too much packed i nto 
a few fl eet i ng mi nutes , more than enough exc i tement to l ast a l i fet ime . O u r  exc i ted t a i l 
g u n ne r  became ratt l ed a n d  s tamme red o n  the  i nte rphone,  "They ' re comi ng i n  at the tai l , 
they ' re coming  i n  at the tai l . " The bombard i er t ri ed to calm h im  down sayi ng "Take i t  easy 
A l , take  i t  ea sy A l  • 11 Be i n g i n  the  top  t u r ret I had a 360  deg ree commandi ng v i ew of 
everythi ng and I most defi n i te ly  did not l i ke what I s aw. A group of  German f i ghter pl anes 
had j u s t  a r r i ved  b a r e l y  wi t h i n  range of our  50 ca l . g u n s  b ut  were devot i ng thei r ful l 
attenti on on the group of B-24 ' s  cl ose beh i nd u s  s t a rt i n g the i r bomb r u n ,  forced t o  f l y  
strai ght and l evel . These attacki ng f i ghter pl anes were by far the most aggress i ve  I woul d 
ever see i n  my ei ghty m iss i ons. Normal ly enemy pl anes woul d not attack d u r i n g  the  ten  to  
twenty  mi nutes  whi l e  the  bombe rs were f ly ing  through a t h i ck cl oud of heavy , i ntense and 
accurate fl ak. But thes: fi �hter p i l ots must have been mad as hornets , noth i ng sl owed them dow� , and they were cutt i ng i n  and out of that format i on of bombers l i ke bees i n  and out of � h i v e .  They pressed  home a very savage , brutal attack for about twenty mi nutes On our i nterphone al � you coul d hear was " There goes a B-24 down , there goes another ,  a noiher and  another B-?4 .  P�rac�utes were bl ossomi ng out i n  great numbers. 
. 

Our pi l ot sai d ,  Count the chutes . "  But soon that wou l d  be imposs i b l e  as more B-24 ' s  i n  t roub l e  were '.al l i ng out of format i on •
. 
several with feathered engi nes perhaps wou l d  be l uc�y enough to l i mp

.
off to s afety. One thi ng was cl ea r ,  the cri ppl ed bombers wou l d  f a l l beh i nd and be on the: r own as the he�l thy pl anes never even s l owed down but stayed on thei r schedul e .  Now the ai r was c rowded with para�hutes sl owly fl oati ng down , a rough  e st i mate wou l d be  s omewhere between 75 and 

1
1 00 , f i n e  young  Ame r i ca n  boy s .  Soon the bombs were dropped and what �as l eft of the B-24 s ,  a bout ha l f  i t  seemed , appeared to break format i o n  a s  each pl an7 on 1 t s  own se:m:d t o  ap�l y  maximum power to run for protect i ve cove r .  Withi n a very few mi nutes a l l  rema i n i ng B-24 s were t i ghtly grouped up  as cl ose  under  our  B - 1 7 ' s  a s  they cou l d s a f e l y  fl y ,  they were desperate  for immedi ate hel p .  Our crew had been a repl acem:nt

.
crew for those l ost or f i n i s hed with thei r tour and t h i s  was o n l y  o u r  second combat m1 s s 1 on . 

There  wou l d have  t o  be 48 more to reach the magi c n umber of 50 before total i ng home. Imposs i b l e  I thought ,  at that moment my only thought was , " I f  I can l i ve j ust one hour more 
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perhaps  I c a n  l i ve a week o r  a mont h . "  The enemy f i ghters now

.
for some reason , perhaps 

they were gett i ng short of ammun i t i o n ,  backed off as qui ckly as qui c k ly  as t hey had  come . 
I t  h ad  been  a mad ,  mad 20 mi nutes or  so and we had been j ust far enough away not to be of 
any great va l ue .  Oh we fi red qu ite a l ot but at a l onger  than  de s i red range.  �oon the  
B - 24 ' s  wou l d  s t r i ke out  on  thei r own a g a i n  and bei ng faster woul d  l eave us  behi nd. Two 
thi ngs mi ght have some bear i n g  o n  thj s attack , the  f i ghters  d i d  n ?t l i ke to  h i t  t i ght 
f l y i n g  format i on s  of bombers and often passed them up  for others fl�1 ng more l oosel y .  And 
a l so at that time the B-24 had a b l i nd s pot up front that the B-17 d 1d  not have. Some few 
days l ater  our p i l ot tol d us  that the group of B-24 ' s  was grounded from comb�t for 30 days 
to f ly  practi ce mi ssi ons to t ra i n  a l l  the new rep l acement crews. 

. I t  was  l at e  i n  t h e  even i n g ,  i t  had  been  a l o n g  day as we _ appr�ached the i s l and of 
Corsi ca for a l andi ng very l ow on gas . Our pl ane was one of the f1 rst i n  our group to l and 
on a rather short d i rt runway . We were a l l  happy to be down and anxi ous to get out qu ick �y  
as  poss i b l e  to  pl ant our  feet on fi rm ground . Many B-17 ' s  were yet to land ,  a l l  s�emed _ i n 
a g reat h u rry to get down . They were comi ng i n  much too c lose  as some were l and1 ng whi l e  
the pl ane ahead wou l d  only  be hal fway down the s ho rt r u nway . I t  1 ooked 

.
1 i k e a rea l  rat 

race , e veryone wanted down qu ick ly  a s  i f  the fuel tanks were dry. Then i t  had
.
to  happen , 

they were j ust too damn c l ose , one pl ane a l most ready to touch do�n at r:duced a i rspeed had 
to p u l l u p  and go around . For an i nstant there was a real questi on as 1t a l most fal tered , 
cou l d  he poss i bl y  make i t  OK? ? ? ?  My p i l ot was s tand i n g bes i de me on  the  ground  a s  we 
watched b ut  h i s  heart and  s o u l  was i ns i de that other pl ane hel p i ng that p i l ot to f ly  -
there he' stood hands out i n  front of h im ,  g r i pp i n g  the  control s wi th both hands and pul l i ng 
back  on t he  cont rol s agai n and agai n to hel p gai n j ust a l i ttl e  a l t i tude for the t roub l ed 
pl ane.  That ni ght we sl ept as best we coul d ,  some i ns i de the pl ane and some on the  g round 
under the wi ngs. . After breakfast the next morn i ng our pl anes servi ced , we took off for our home base i n  
Afri ca .  By now I had had some t ime to thi nk the s i tuat i on o ver  a l o n e ,  as I t a l ked to  n o  
o n e  e l s e  about  i t .  Cou l d I cont i nue f ly i ng  combat , shoul d I q u i t  l i ke some others before 
me had , It woul d be nearly imposs i b l e  to fly 48 more mi s si ons l i ke the l ast one ,  wo u l d _o u r  
g r o u p  be  t h e  o n e  to  get h i t  t h a t  h a r d  s ome day , these and other thoug�ts  �ame t o  mi nd . 
That n i ght whi l e  the  others  s l ept I wou l d  l i e  awake a few h o u rs to

. 
g i ve i t  much more 

cons i de r at i o n .  I dec i ded t o  g i ve  my crew a compl ete r�n down start i ng at th� front and 
goi ng down to the tai l .  F i rst was the Bombard ier Lt . P:rk i � s from K a n s a s , � n 1 ce fe l l ow 
wi t h  two years col l ege .  Next was the navi gator ,  Lt .  81 s hk i n  from Texas , a f i ne fel l ow and 
a col l ege graduate .  There was the pi l ot Lt .  Thomas H i ghfi l l  f rom Ca l i fo r n i a ,  as g reat a 
fe l l ow a s  you ' d  e ver  want to meet who ' s  wi fe j u st had thei r f i rst baby befo:e we l eft the 
states. The co-pi l ot Lt. Tay lor  a recent addi t i on to o u r  c rew who had a wi fe a n d  th ree 
sma l l  chi l dren back home. 

Next came me , Wa l t e r  E .  Schi l dt f rom Maryl and , mechani c and top turret gunner but no 
cl aim to fame. There was the radi o operator Sgt. G i n n s , a l i k eab l e J ewi sh  l ad

. 
from New 

Yo r k . Sgt . Hooey our bal l turret gunner,  was a n i ce k i d  f rom I owa . The l eft wai st gunner 

Sgt . H i l bun from Soso , Mi ss . ,  a swe l l  southern boy with a � ot on the b�l l .  The ri ght wa i st  
gunner Sgt . Hami l t on from Phi-l adel phi a ,  Penn . ,  sort of  a � i ce cock� k i d_. And  l a st  there 
was A l  o u r  t a i l g u n ne r  f r om B rook lyn  who had  a beaut i f u l  weddi ng ri ght before we went 
oversea s .  I seriously thought it ove r ,  sure ly  most of them had  far  more t� l o se t h a n  I 
d i d So I reached the al l i mportant deci s i on .  I sai d to mysel f ,  " By God 1 f  they can al l 
conti nue f ly ing  combat then I too woul d al ways be ready t o  c l i mb a board the  p l a n e  to  go 
r i ght  a l ong  wi t h  them . "  And  I made up my mi nd to one more thi ng , " I f I ever got scared 
when the goi ng got tough , no one el se woul d ever know i t  �hen I was requi red to speak  over  
t he  i nt erphone . I woul d be a cal m ,  cool voi ce of �te�l • . 

Later
.
I

.
found that I cou l d  tal k 

to the others duri ng the acti on as i f  we were a l l s 1 tt1 ng 1 n  my l i vi ng room at home . So I 
was  to  f i n i s h  f l y i n g  those 50 combat mi s s i ons  f i rst from Afri ca then 

.
rtal1 , return �o the 

states and vol unteer for 30 more mi ssi ons to be fl own from E n g l and  t h i s . t i me •
. 

I l 1 ke to 
th ink  of th is  one fl i ght to Austri a as the one I remember  best perhaps because i t  gave me a 
great respect for those good German f i ghter pi l ots. Walter Schildt 

Thank you, Walter, for putt ing it on paper. Do you remember how 
wonderful it was upon  awakening in the morning , for just a half-se cond to 
relax , until  the memory came back of where you were , ;n the middle of a 
war . It  was a poor way to earn a livi ng .  Thanks agai n ,  Walter, for all 

of us . your comrade , george 
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�r l C\ encouncer----

F/Lt. S. B. Feldman Just after receiving the Distinguished Flying 
Cross from King George VI, July, 1944. 

An,�·10J - !31,Ack Fell }'I-fan o{ Albu'f"'tr'1'4< 
,' J flte.. JJfh /3.G. 8a.Jf' •fer' 

, ,  

A No. 3 Squadron Tempest V in 1944 at RAF Newchurch. Engine 
is 2300 hp Napier Sabre. 

22 NOVEMBER 1984 

By Ian L. Hawkins 

About five years ago I wrote to the R.A.F. Association's 
magazine "Air· Mail" requesting information concerning 
my late uncle, Squadron Leader Ronald Hawkins, who 
was shot down by flak while dive-bombing the oil re
fineries at Ghent, Belgium, on 5 October 1943. He was 
flying from Manston, Kent, where No. 3 Squadron, equip
ped with rocket-firing Typhoons, were based. 

"Air Mail" kindly published my request. One of the 
replies came from an unexpected source, the result of 
which led to a truly incredible chain of coincidences 
through my research into one of the 390th's missions on 
10 October 1943. 

Seymour "Buck" Feldman, an American now living in 
Albuquerque, New Mexico, responded to my request. He 
had volunteered for flying duties with the R.A.F. in 1941, 
before the United States had entered the war. "Buck", a 
former Typhoon pilot with No. 3 Squadron, wrote that he 
remembered, exactly, the day that my uncle had been lost. 
Another pilot, Flying Officer La Rocque, a Canadian, had 
also been shot down over Ghent during the same mission. 

In the meantime, Alfred Price, the renowned aviation 
author, had kindly put me in touch with Gerd Weigand, 
a former Luftwaffe Fw pilot who in October 1943 had been 
based at Lille Nord airfield, in Belgium, with Jagdges
chwader (JG) 26. During the great air battle over Munster 
on 10 October 1943 (the 13th Combat Bomb Wing, which 
comprised the 95th, 100th, and 390th Bomb Groups, lost 
25 B-l 7s in 25 minutes) Gerd Weigand had shot down a 
95th B.G. Fortress named "Brown's Mule". 

Among his several highly informative and very 
graphic letters Gerd mentioned that his previous air vic
tory had been on 5 October 1943 when he'd shot down an 
R.A.F. Typhoon in the Courtrai area of Belgium while it 
was straffing a canal barge. 

"Buck" Feldman recalls the dramatic happenings of 
that fateful day: "I had been briefed on the morning of 5 
October, with Flying Officer Jimmy Foster. Our mission 
was a 'Rhubarb', to sneak into occupied Belgium at tree
top height and hit Courtrai Airfield, a Luftwaffe base. Our 
orders also included targets ofopportunity. These included 
trains, motor vehicles, aircraft and anything else that 
moved. 

"Near Courtrai we were jumped by two Fw 190s. I saw 
the mottled greens behind us. I reported this to Foster who 
was preparing to attack a canal barge. He acknowledged 
and said 'I'll meet you above the clouds.' I immediately 
climbed through the undercast. I never saw Foster again." 

Gerd Weigand, piloting the leading German fighter 
continues the story: "We both opened fire at the same time 
. . .  he at the barge and me at him. The Typhoon crashed 
near the village of Mennin. The whole action, from the 
first radio warning from Ground Control to the bitter 
ending, had lasted for less than sixty seconds . .  .'' 

"Buck" Feldman flew with the R.A.F. for the remain
der of the war, turning down an offer to join the USAAF, 
although he flew escort missions for the daylight bombers 
of the 8th and 9th American Air Forces occasionally. He 
wanted to remain with his R.A.F. buddies. On one such 
escort mission he discovered that one of the crewmen in a 
B-26 Marauder was an old school friend of his. 

Among "Buck's" accomplishments was the shooting 
down of no Jess than eleven of the dreaded Vl flying-bombs 
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("Buzz-Bombs" or "Doodle-bugs") during the summer of 
1944. But one very pleasant memory that he will always 
cherish was the July day in 1944 when he wa::; awarded 
the Distinguished Flying Cross personally by King George 
VI. 

"Buck" finally left the R.A.F. in 1948 and eventually 
joined the Federal Aviation Administration for whom he 
worked for many years as an Air Traffic Control Special
ist. 

During the war Gerd Weigand was not so fortunate. 
In June 1944 his Fw 190 was involved in a mid-air colli
sion with a P-38 Lightning of the American 8th Air Force 
during another of his many air battles. The incident oc
curred over Compeigne, in northwestern France. His re
sultant injuries were so severe that he never flew in com
bat again. 

After the war, Gerd Weigand formed his own architec
tural business in Munich. One of the firm's major contracts 
was the design of the Munich Olympic Games Village in 
1972. 

After being put in touch with Gerd Weigand in 1980, 
"Buck" Feldman traveled to Munich in June 1981 to visit 
relatives. While there he contacted Gerd who invited him 
to dinner. After comparing wartime logbooks, it was con
firmed that the two veteran pilots had indeed met in 
aerial combat over Belgium on 5 October 1943. 

"Buck" describes the reunion: "We talked at length 
about the causes, problems, horrors and heartbreaks of 
war. We had both always aimed at destroying the enemy 
aircraft, not its pilot, and we decided he had to do what 
he had to do for his country, just as I did. 

"After dinner we went out onto the balcony. As we 
looked at maps, logbooks and photographs, wartime 
memories became strong. We toasted absent friends and 
each other with champagne. Tears were shed un
ashamedly and we let bygones be bygones . . .  we had both 
lost many close friends during the war. 

"Before I left I gave Gerd an 'Oje de Dios', a good luck 
charm made by the Huichol Indians of Old Mexico. In 
return he gave me a book about the Fw 190 in which he 
wrote, 'First time we meet as enemies. Second time, thirty
eight years later, we meet as friends. Never again we 
want to meet as first time. To my new old friend Buck'." • 

I 

In 1 945, a Tempest II of No. 54 Squadron at RAF Chilbolton. 
Power Is Bristol Centaurus, 2500 hp. 

S. B. Feldman's RAF museum display In honor of Battle of 
Britain week. 

WE CALLED THEM 

MARAUDERS 

By S. "Buck" Feldman 
(ex-RAC, F!Lt, DFC) 1941-1948 

As a former RAF fighter pilot who provided escort for 
the 9th Air Force B-26 bombers, I should like to express 
my personal admiration for a job well done during World 
War II. While flying the Hawker Typhoon with No. 3 
Fighter Squadron which was based at RAF Station Maston 
during 1943-1944, I had the pleasure of escorting 
Marauder squadrons on several missions. 

After rendezvous with the formations of aircraft, accu
rate navigation brought all concerned to the target area, 
and it was the precise bombing carried out that impressed 
me to no end. The fast cruising speed of the B-26 made 
escort missions a piece of cake for the Typhoon pilot, and 
we found it no task to practically fly off the bombers' wing 
tips when providing close escort. 

A few dates and targets that I have extracted from my 
own Jog book are: 

Nov. 26, 1943 - Pas de Calais (V-1 Launch Sites) 
Feb. 21, 1944 - Coxyde Airfield 
Feb. 25, 1944 - Venlo Airfield 
Mar. 2, 1944 - Tergneir Marshalling Yards 

The mission to Venlo is a memorable occasion since 
during the last year I have been contracted by a former 
bombardier-navigator, Bob Paukert, of the 55th Squadron, 
387th Bomb Group, who graciously provided details. Bob 
was based at Chipping Onger, not too far from Chelmsford, 
and was in the last box of 6 to bomb Venlo Airfield. After 
leaving the target area, upon reaching the North Sea on 
the return leg, the formation was jumped by the famous 
yellow-nose FW 190s from Abbeyville, and four B-26 air
craft were shot down into the sea in short order. Bob 
advises that the fighters which were to have provided 
withdrawal cover back to England were not sighted. 

The above is one of the many incidents that made life 
ever so interesting during those dark hectic days. 

Edi tor's Note: See "Buck" Feldman's letter on page 19. 
• 
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PH. AREA CODE (505) 982·4659 

PO. BOX 1906 SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO 87504 
�����i@� 

839 Paseo de Peralta Suite "P" 

DELGADO ADVERTISING & PUBLIC RELATIONS 

November 30 ,  1988 

Mr . George F .  Coen 
99th Bomb Group His torical Society 
2908 Aliso Drive ,  N . E .  
Albuquerque ,  New Mexico 87110 

Dear Mr . Coen : 

Some time ago I wrote to you regarding information about the loss 
of my brother ' s  craft piloted by Lt . Walter K.  Higgins and since then 
I have obtained much information when the crew departed on April 2 4 ,  1944 
from Tortorella,  Foggia , Italy to Ridgewell in England a'1d assigned to 
the 381st Bomb Group 535th Bomb Squadron . I now have a photo of "SPAMCAN , "
craft in which they went down , crew photos , and have obrained information 
from the German Archives and r:-lVe information on the Ge1 man pilot who 
apparently downed the . craft near Eberswalde ,  j ust north east of Berlin . 

Through your great 99th newsletters I have discovered that there is a 
living survivor , Lt . James A .  Beck , navigator who lives in Milwaukee , 
Wisconsin . 

Prior to the crew being assigned to Ridgewell the following crew members 
were in Tortorella , Foggia , I taly who arrived there on February 11 , 1944 
from Africa. Mos t of the crew apparently remained together and were 
among the early arrivals in Africa. Those who were in Italy were :  
Pilot ,  2nd Lt . Walter K .  Higg:! n ':' ;  Crew, Herbert W .  Burn� . J r . , Orlan n .  
Carmichael , James A .  Beck , S/Sgt . Eddie Delgado , Sgt s .  Franklin R .  
Collister,  Robert H .  Thomson , Jr . ,  Robert R .  Blair and Joyce W .  Worley , 

I am backtracking hoping to determine nicknames ,  serial numbers of 
aircraf t which Lt . Higgins may have f lown out of Africa and Italy . 
Higgins ' crew was assigned to  the 356 Bomb Squadron of the 99th . 

I am also interested in any photos of members of the crew (if available) 
and a 346th patch which I am willing t0 pur�hase , of course . 

When I have compiled all this material I intend to donate i t  to the 
New Mexico State Records and Archives for preservation. 

Enclosed please find my 1989 Associate Member Dues . 

25  

Membership  Roster 
9 9th Bomb Group Histor ical  S o c iety 

Membership  d irec tory  has  been  removed for  pr ivacy .
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"PANAMA HATTIE" AT FLAGELLA " '  
" I t's c ancelled," "It's on," "It's broken up into a variety show;"-- such were the 

changing and con flicting rumors on the Flagella's current big time show .  As o f  S aturd ay 
afternoon, here's the latest dope : "Panama H attie" will play Sunday afternoon and night, 
Monday night, and Tuesd ay afternoon and night. In case this announcement c h anges, c heck 
with the Speci al Se rvice O f fice or the Fl agell a Theater a few hours be fore scheduled 
performance. 

" P anama H attie" is a streamlined version of the Broadway musical hit of a few seasons 
b ack. It features th,irteen specially written Col Porter numbers, including " I've Got You 
Under My Skin, " "Easy to Love, " and "Anything Goes . "  

He ading the st ar-studded c ast is Di ana Del Rio whose name has blazed the Broadway 
lights for several years . Addison R andall, of  the movies, plays the male lead; the Diamond 

Brothers, of Vaudeville fame, are the funny men; and, for looks, music, or otherwise, ten 
lovely l adies are also included in the c ase . 

ATTENTION COMBAT MEN: Nazis H ave Neat W ay of Making You Talk. 

Western Fron t  (CN S)- -He re's a new wrinkle in German methods of  extracting info from 
captured Americans. They first strip their c aptives of all identi fic ati on, then t hey set 
up an opening for an esc ape. W he n  the Americ an t akes ad v an t age of the opening, he is 
recaptured and threatened to be shot as a spy unless he "comes thru." 

"FORTRESS FUNTIME DEBUT" 

Thu rsd ay night, at 8 : 30, the Fi fth Wing Speci al Services will p resent "Fortress 
Funtime." This new radio show, coming to you over the Foggi a A E F  St ation, should be o f  
speci al i nte rest to the me n o f  the 9 9th, for it is p artly their show .  "BTO Jackson, " a 
ten-minute comedy sketch written and acted by men of the 99th, is an important part of this 
h al f  hour of  v ariety ente r t ainment, which will include music by one of  Foggi a's better 
orchestras, news from home, interviews of medal winners, and h appenings around the v arious 
bomb groups . 

The mate ri al for the comedy skit is based on events taking place in the 99th, a group 
that is overflowing with BTOs . Be sure to listen in Thursday, 8 : 30 for your n ame may be 
menti oned in connection_ with the l atest signorina you were seen with, the last mission you 
flew, or your girl friend winning a beauty contest back home . 

ONE GI OUT OF 8 PLANS OWN BUSINESS 
W ashington (CNS)--One enlisted man out of 8 plans to operate a business or farm of his 

own after he is discharged from the services, a recent survey conducted by the I n formati on 
and Education Division, ASF, indicates. 

Among enterp rises listed by servicemen who  plan t o  w ork for  themselves are 
manufacturing and wholesaling; construction or contracting; ret ai li ng food, automotive 
p arts, including rep ai r services, restaur ants, etc . ;  t r ansport ati on, c ommunic ati on, 
utilities. 

FRAGS 

346th 

Another big week h as passed in the famous 346th and we do mean a big week, for isn't 
everyone in the air force envious of us? Aren't we the ones? Yep, we sure h ad d a  swell 
time down in our enlisted men's club last Monday. The attraction was D'artog a's girls, and 
what an attraction ! The officers feel a bit neglected, as d id the rest o f  the squ ad rons, 
but wo rry not boys, we s aw to it t h at the gi rls were well t aken c are o f. Orchids to 
Chicken Brows the cook, who prepared the steak, pie and ice cream--yum, y um. Mickey Si v a  
me t a g al from his home town, b ut he s ays she is too young . Heh, heh, that's the first 
time that we've heard anything like that from Mickey • . • •  Au revoir, bon voy age and pip 

Membership directory has been removed for privacy.
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p ip to Grodzicki, Carrol, Carter , Reinberger , and Butz; they' re headed for foreign service 
in the U.S. -- We wish them all the luck in the world and may the fest ive fluid flow hot 
and heavy when they hit home grounds • • • •  We saw "Donald Duck" Cook at the ballgame Mon. 
night and he was quacking about our team as any loyal rooter should. Louie Levenson even 
t r ied to throw a few baskets--Poor Lou, he' ll never admit that he ' s  an old man. They call 
him Pappy now. This stuff is being hashed out by O ' Toole who is pinchhitt ing while Corky 
gets stinko. 

347th 
Arrivedici [sic ] ,  chow , ban voyage, etc .  to T/Sgt Carson, S/Sgts Varkta, Wymer; Sgt 

Gentile, and Cpls Dahl,  Haralson, and Johnson on your forthcoming trips to the States. Cpl 
I mperata was also scheduled t o  go but love conquers all--so-0-0 here he stays. he ' ll be 
celebrating his nuptials to that bella signorina next month. . • • • Our potential isters 
( W/0 jg) took their final exam this week; Whitley for administration; Miller and Laddox for 
communicat ion t echnicians . Good luck fellows • • • •  Here we go in the new ping pong 
tournament. Two games and two wins to capture first place--Whoooooooooo! 

Hq 

' S  too bad we can ' t have someone go home every day . Then we ' d  have an excuse for 
throwing a party like we had for Freiwald, Larson, and Russell. From the amount of wine 
drunk , the singing and laughing , I ' d  say it was a very successful affair . Carta , 
Karchnyak, and Dent deserve a hand for fixing the club up like that . Quite a few boy s ,  
Simon of weather , in particular , were ungrateful, for they had no compunctions about taking 
their payroll in a crap game. 

348th 
Where did all the money come from this month? The payroll was just about average, but 

P. T .A .  hit a new high and Soldier ' s  Deposits jumped to more than twice the previous record. 
Maybe the bright lights of Foggia are losing the attraction they once had. Anyway , we ' re 

glad to see the money come in, for it will do a lot more good back home than over here • • •  
• If you want to  know how to  feather a prop that isn ' t there, see Lt Bullock. A piece of 
Kraut flack took one of his props clean off on a recent mission, but he managed to  make it  
back  on what was left . • • •  Harry Cunny is a versat ile man. Besides being our No. 1 
energizer man, he' s also without a doubt , the No. 1 PX hound . We hear ( pure rumor of 
course) that he sleeps in front of the PX on Sunday nights • • • •  Pride and joy of the 348th 
is the new barber shop. Drop in some time and see the barber chair, the red walls, and the 
running hot water . A ll  this and a G. I.  barber too,  our ex-CQ , Cpl Hannon • • • •  Don' t 
overlook the Bingo games on Thursday nights at eight. Plenty and beaucoup fun. The more 
players there are ,  the better the prizes. Seeing all youse guys there Thursday at eight , 
in the enlisted men ' s  mess hall. Let ' s  be there, one and all. 

41 6th 
M/Sgts Black , Scheu , and Henry are really getting in their physical training, what 

with walking through that crowded mess line at least three t imes for the supper meal .  
Beware the spotters • • • •  Sugar House has his worries as his girl has been grabbed by  the 
long arm of the law and now languishes in the Bari can. How he misses her companionship • . 
• • Noisy Bramlett ,  our ultra-affable mess attendant is very shy on words.  He fears that
rationing may hit this part of the worid and doesn ' t  want to get caught short if wordage is 
among the rationed items • • • •  Correction column--Blind torn Bonder was highly incensed at 
my quot ing his winnings at $ 980 . He demands a retraction and says he won, to be exact,  
$1100 .00. O .K. Bud, you get it and that ' s  the important t hing • • • •  That scheduled bout 
between M/Sgt Pierce and M/Sgt Kirby failed to come off last week. It is the writer ' s  
humble opinion that little Bobby is now living on borrowed t ime • • • •  The serious Side: The 
l ocal radio broadcasts on the GI Bill of Rights are indeed enlightening. Material benefit 
can be gained from l ist ening to the broadcast and absorbing the contents. It will 
certainly rel ieve y ou of a lot of headaches in the future when you get that l ovely 
"Honorable Discharge." 
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CHAPLAIN'S CORNER 

. Bill  St idger tells _ this story:  In Rome there used to be a small colony of budding 
artists fathered and provided for by a rich old man who had wanted to become an artists but 
had spent all h�s life making money. His proteges worked hard and they played hard too. 
At ever� opportunity ,  they had what is called a "celebration." At such parties , they did 
many things they would not have done at home in America. 

. .  On� young man, well-liked and respected for his good nature and kindliness, refused to 
;Join in t�e :requent revelries and debaucheries. he was not ostrasized because of this, 
but the curio�it� of th� old man was piqued and he determined t o  find out why this young
man held to his ideals 1n Rome when it might have been so easy to do otherwise when it was
almost expected of him. 

' 

The_ opportunity came one night , as he and the youth watched the sunset from a villa 
overlo_oking the Eternal City during a party which occupied all the other members of the 
Bohemian colony . After several minutes of silence as they drank in the beauty of the 
sce�e,. the old man asked, "Jo�n,  I have be�n watching you for two years and I cannot help 
noticing that you never get into the parties the boys and girls have so frequently. There 
must be a reason, what is it?" 

. T�e young man looked into the old man ' s  face,  and then pointing to the glowing sunset , 
said, _ do you see t�at sunset? W�ll, out b�yond it lies America, and in a l ittle village
there 1s_ home, _ and in that home lives the girl I love. I ' m  keeping myself clean for her." 

It 1s a simple star� and a �rue �ne. How often we make the mistake of trading a party
f�r. permanen�y ,  �arter1ng an inheritance of y ears of happiness for a mess of pottage,
giving up a life-time of love for an hour of nothing. 

Let ' s  keep ourselves c lean for the women we love, for the children we expect or 
alre�dy have, for the homes we shall one day make, for the careers we want to work out for 
the inf�uence w� hope t o  exert  in our communit ies. Let ' s  keep ourselves clean fo; the 
em�rgencies of life that may come upon us. Let ' s  do it for the sake of our families and 
frie��s; for those _who love us,  t rust us ,  ideal ize us and believe in us; for those who 
sacrificed that we might be what we are and are boasting about us now · for those who may 
look to us for leadership. 

' 

I NQUIRING REPORTER 

''IN WHAT WAY WILL YOUR ARMY EXPERIENCE HELP YOU IN CIVILIAN LIFE?" 

SGT F LOYD B. WI SEMAN: I ' ve learned to get along with a lot of @1!$��$11 guys I never would 
have tolerated before. 

CPL W . B .  BARONE: After almost two years of studying radio in the army , it takes me only 
five minutes to tune in Jack Benny . 

T/SGT HENDRICKSON: I ' ve learned to  be a politician and a chisler . 

PFC BR I TT: I ' ve learned all their [ sic] is to know about first aid . Now if a girl passes 
out on me I know what to do . 

T . SGT LINKLATER: I ' ve learned to play the snoot-flute and that should help me immeasurably
in civilian life.

SGT GRADY LAKEFORD: Not a damn thing! 

MONDAY 19 FEBRUARY 
"STRANGE AFFAIR" with 

EVELYN KEYES, ALLAN JOSLYN 
1800 - 3246th, 348th, & Ord. 
1930 - 347th, 416th, & Hq. 

MOVIE SCHEDULE 

WEDNESDAY 21 FEBRUARY 
"CONFLICT" with 

HUMPHREY BOGART, ALEXIS SMITH 
1800 - 347th, 416th, & Hq. 
1930 - 346th, 348th, & Ord. 



SATURDAY 24 FEBRUARY 
"BRAZIL" with 

VIRGINIA BRUCE, TI TO GUIEAR 
1800 - 346th, 348th, & Ord. 
1930 - 347th, 4 16th, & Hq. 

W I SE GUY 
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THURSDAY 22  FEBRUARY 
"GI MOVIES" also "WHY WE FIGH T" 

"THE NAZIS STRIKE" second in the series.

1800 - One showing only 

H ornell N.Y. --A l ocal gentleman applied for a marriage l icense here. When informed that 
the l icense cost $2, he changed his m ind. '" Taint worth it," he replied .  

SPORTS FOR SPORTS 
Basketball : The 346th Rattlers played the Costa Quintet last Monday for the championship 
of the a rea. Although ou r team put up a great fight, they were outplayed by o�e of the 
smoothest teams in Italy. Losing to a team that has won thirteen in a row is nothing_ to be
ashamed of, and ou r b oys deserve a pat on the back for  captur ing f i��t _ pl �c � in the
National League . The score was 61-42, but to use an old Brooklyn phrase, Wait t ill next  
year." Murder !  . . . . . The 346th -416th D iam ondbacks, after weeks of inactivity, are getting back into the
f ight again w ith a few p ract ice games. Sm ith, K odday, Rynea rs on, Malauslatus, �nd
Cabellere, with a few weeks of practice under their belts, should burn up the courts again.

P in Pong: The second weak of the new p ing p ong tournament provided beaucoup excitement for 
the players and spec tators. The 348th l ost to the 346th, 5 to 2, in a match _that was
highlighted by the P itlick-Austin set. The 347th handed Ord. a 7 t o  D shellack ing th �t
they will long remember.  Seems to me that the Ord . bunch were P?sit ive _they would cop this
tournament. We must admit, h owever, that R ichenveldt takes f irst p r ize for _ hard  luck,
l osing games 27 to 25 week after week. The 4 16th surprised one and �11 by beat�ng Hq. 4 to
3 in a match that wasn't decided until the last m inute of play. Rubinton and Michelson of
Hq. took the f i rst two games but Con d it, Weiman and Cranford came back to_ take the next 
three . Reese and Lynn lost the next doubles game and the match was t ie d ._ W ith the sc ore 
s tand ing at one game each, 18 to 18, Condit and Cranford put on a last m inute spurt to cop 
the f inal game and win the set and match . Standings g iven below. 

w 
347 2 
346 1 
348 1 

L 
0 
1 
2 

PERC 
1000 
500 
500 

w 
416 T

Hq. 1 
Ord. 0 

L 
T 
1 
2 

PERC 
500 
500 
000 

S ide l igh ts : At last we've d iscovered s�meone who can compet� with the 346th Mo Goldman. 
During the 416-Hq p ing pong match last Friday, Joe Mortarano displayed a set of lungs th�t 
make Mo l ook l ike a baby. We are looking forward to the 346-416 game when these two rab i d  
fans get together to cheer on their teams. What a night that should be ! We 'd advise those 
with tender eardrums to have some cotton on hand . 

NEWS FROM HOME 
Omaha, Neb. : When Arthur Peable, a vacuum cleane r salesman, knocked on the door of a 
v ine-c overed c ottage here,d the lady of the house dropped a geranium pot on his head from 
the upstairs window. "Sorry," she explained later, "I thought you were my husband." 

Buffalo, N.Y . :  George Hassard, 92-year-old inma�e of an old-'.olks home, walked 18 m iles to 
v is it h is girl friend, a 70-year-old Buffalo waitress, and discovered that she had ditched 
him .  "I'm off women for l ife," he said sadly. " I'm getting too ol d." 

M'Alester Okla : Mail serv ice was gumme d up he re when the postal authorities opened a 
ma ilbag and m olasses came p ou r ing out. Someone in Missouri had mailed a package of the 
gooey stuff to a local resident, but the lid came off. 
St . L ou is : Seeking a divorce, a local man said his wife left home 8 years ago to take h is 
pants to the cleaners. He has not seen wife or pants since. 

L os Angeles : Because all h is passengers wer� crowded to �he front of the street car, the 
m otorman yelled, "All right folks, there's a c igarette machine in the rear." Three persons 
got smashed toes in the stampede to the rear. 

St . Petersburg, Fla. : Three days after someone had swiped Charley Granderson's extra suit, 
he m oved t o  a new apartment. Hang ing in the closet he found h is suit, left there by the 
vacating tenent .  
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Tulsa, Okla. : Red h ot j ive warmed up to such a pitch in a local juke j oint that the Fire 
Department was called .  The juke box had burst into flames, crack ing all the platters. 

San Franc isco : Arrested on a charge of runn ing a bookie establishment in her home, a local 
lady had but one request to  make of the ju dge. "Please don't take my phone away," she 
pleaded. 
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"FORTRESS FOLLIES OF 1 945" PRESENTED 
Last thursday n ight, in their mess, the men of the 346th presented "Fortress Follies 

of 1945." A fast moving and highly enterta in ing show ma de up from talent r ight in the 
squadron . In the orchestra, songs, gags, and other specialty acts, most unusual talent was 
revealed. Everyone connected with the show deserves a l ot of c redit  for  the ir work, and 
the squa dron as a whole is wo rthy of the highest commendation for the leadership it has 
assumed in activities recreat ional. 

Plans are underway to play "Fortress Follies of 1945" e ither within other squadrons or 
in the Group Theate r .  The 346th has proved that Sold ier Sh ows can be p roduced 
successfully. It is reasonable to assume that each other squadron has an equal amount of 
talent. If y ou r  squadron doesn't have dayroom entertainment frequently, don't blame your 
entertainment director . You simply didn't cooperate in the recent plan for Soldier Shows. 
There is much fun and pleasure in work ing them up. Why n ot start  now and follow the 
example of the men in the 346th. It  can be done ! 

QUARTE T CON TEST  DATE ANNOUNCED 

F ifth W ing c ompetition for the Barber Sh op Quartet Contest will take place at W ing 
Hq., 10 March 1945. 

Entrants in our own Group must be subm itted to the Special Service Officer by 8 March. 
You bar room crooners bring your talents out in the open. Who knows, you m ight be touring 
the Theater soon with some lovely USO g irls. 

SWISS INTERNEES RETURN 
Thursday afternoon, two oldt imers in the Group were seen a t  Headquarters after 

somewhat lengthy sojourns in Switzerland. They were Lt Morton L. Marks, a forme r Group 
Bombardier, and Lt Walter Breslin, a Navigator. Both went down on the mission to Augsburg, 
Germany, October 1, 1943, when the group was jumped by from 25 to 30 f ighters . More about 
the ir prol onged interment cannot be printed ; but it was swell seeing them back for short 
time on their way home . 

CREW SWEATS ENTANGLING JAMMED BOMBS 
One 348th c rew  really did some sweating on Wednesday when a heavy flak burst tangled 

and jammed six 500 pounders in the bomb bay of the ir a ircraft- -#413. For an h ou r  and a 
half, two c rew  members, Cpl S.C. Mallardi, Radio Operator from the Bronx, N.Y., wounded ; 
and Cpl L.R .  Swithers, Waist Gunner from Philadelphia, worked with a barrel from one of the 
waist guns until they finally d islodged the bombs . 

The flak burst really tore up the ins ides of the plane and made the work even more 
difficult than it would have been ordinarily . To quote 2nd Lt C. V .  Walker, Navigator, "You 
t alk ab out 'sweating.' Well, Brother, that's what we did a lot of for an hour and a half. 
Then Mallardi and Swithers dislodged those 500 pounders and things looked brighter." 

Other members of the "Sweat in' Crew" were 2nd Lt R.J. Hartnett, Pilot ; 1st Lt K .D. 
Woodwin, Co-pilot ; 2nd Lt R . R. Stenzel, Bombardie r ;  Cpl H . V .  Miles, Eng inee r ;  Cpl C.H. 
Heath, Ball Tu rret Operator ; Cpl P.E. Seaverns, Ta il Gunner ;  and S/Sgt J . M. Burris, Waist 
Gunner. 

STAR-STUDDED V IS I TORS AT 99TH 

When the 99th men see s ta rs at night, it only signifies that it isn't too cloudy in 
the heavens, but when stars are seen in the dayt ime, that is news . The stars seen on 
Tuesday were ins ign ia worn by Lt Generals J immy Dool ittle, CG of the 8th AAF, and Carl 
Spants, CG of the Strateg ic Air Force, E T D .  Added t o  these were the two stars of Maj or  
General Nathan F. T w in ing of the 15th AAF, as  wel l as  those worn by  15th AAF  Deputy 
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C ommander , B ri gadi er General Charles Born; and our own 5th Wing chief,  Brig. Gen. Charles 
R. Lawrence. The Generals stopped at Hq. while on a tour o f the gr oups i n  t hi s  area a nd
talked with our CO , Lt Col Sehwaneck at the Officers Club. 

N O  BOT TLES NO  COKES, SO THERE 
The plant which provides us cokes has lost 25 , 000 b ottles since it started operations. 

Its  ca pa ci ty i s  ab out or 20 per man per week. R eturn b ot tles  a nd get one  

FRAGS 

346th 
T o  VIRGIL SEARLES goes the distinct honor of being the first member of the firs� thre� 

graders to b reak in  the new spring model com fort stati on d own on the line. V.X. claims the 
Squadron carpenter outdid himself while constructing such a masterpiece. There was one �ad 
sack, however, when they burned the winter model. Art Reed gaz ed upon the conflagrati on 
wi th tea r - filled eyes. N o t  only did Art recall many a relieving moment spent within the 
confines of old reliable,  b u t  he al so fel t that he had l os t  ma ny small friends i n  the  
blaz e • • • •  G E OR G E  YEN CH O ,  according to Chuck Miller, has the largest bucket in  the 15th 
Air Force. Chuck is quite an expert on such matters, not being on the svelte side himsel f • 
• • • J us t  ab o ut this time next week, there will be ,  at the very least , 1 35 hospital cases
i n  the ou t fi t. R eason for such a di re predi c ti on i s  t ha t  we a r e  g oing t o b egin a n  
i nter-s ecti on basketball t ournament. The  secti o n  t ha t  stands to lose the most is the 
outfit headed by "SHOR TY COWAR T. "  Yes, we look for many , many aches a nd b r ui ses ere thi s  
week goes d own i n  hi st ory. R eports o f  the mass murder of the 346ers will appear i n  next 
week's H ere ' Tis. 

347th 
W ell , sev en o f  the b oys finally went home on TD. H ere ' s  hoping they don ' t  reJ oin  us 

here. It would be much b etter i f  we j oined up with them--in the good old USA. I hope ,  I 
h ope , I h ope • • • •  Kinda tough on the boys going up to Rome now. They 'll have to do their 
romancin' in the a fternoons since this new order came out making it ma ndat ory for t hem t o  
sl eep a t  t h e  rest camp. I wonder i f  V D  is less virulent during the early h?urs • • • •  O�r 
three candida tes for P . O  Jg. pa ssed al l thei r  exams a nd are  now swea ti ng out thei r  
appoi ntm ents. C ongra t ulati ons t o  M/S G T  SHERMAN MILLER and S/S G TS H ERMAN MADDOX a nd RAY 
WHI TLEY • • • •  Our bar is finally nearing completi on and should be open in the very near 
future. H ere's luck , skoal , salud , etc • • • •  With two wins under our belt ,  in  the second 
hal f of the tournament , and undisputed possessi on o f the first  pla ce ,  we are  all set t o 

b reeze along to the ping pong champi onship o f  the 99th. 

348th 
Sa fety NCO  ALLEN alm os t  had t o  i nv esti ga te himsel f last week. A couple of wayward 

sparks lit on the roof of his tent and by the time they were discover�d , the tent had two 

beautiful skylights in it. Thanks to the fast work by "FLASH" MASON ( the Aspirin Kid ) most 
of the roof was saved • • • •  Things are really getting tough when GEORGE RHODES runs out o f 
rum ors. W e  saw George the other day and he didn't have even a little one to spread. Come 
on George, when are we going home? • • • •  A recent visitor t o the squ�d r on �a s  Capt W hi �e 
who left us about a year ago to set up the San Spirito rest camp. H e s stationed in Foggia 
for a while a fter spending some months in  Naples wit h  the  B T O s  • • • •  416 t h  take n oti ce. 
Our combat man of our squadron heard that damn H-hour siren and thought it  was a gas alarm. 
he jumped out of bed and hunted frantically for his gas mask but couldn ' t  find it. Just as 
he wa s resi gni ng himsel f to a horribl e d eath by asphyxiation , one of his tentmates took 
pitty on him and told him to go back to bed • • • •  Eight go od men a nd true marched ou t  o f  
the sq uad ron last week b ound for pa rts  unknown. Fi rst s top--the S ervi ce Gr oup , 
then--Infantry? H ow the boys are getting gray wondering i f  more will travel the same road. 

416th 
This transfer of personnel to the Infantry has a few of the boy s  in a cold sweat. Cpl 

Banos is  about to discard his pots and pans for a tommy gun and d o hi� part on a _ vol untary 
basis  • • • •  The squadron morale as a whole is on the uptrend. The sight of seeing some of
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our b uddi es make the grade and head for home has the boys all a flutter. The TDY deal is a 
note of encouragement to those who remain and is  a real morale builder. Who knows but that 
you may be next? • • • •  PFC WILLIAM PANZAR TELLA has developed into a large-scale Providence, 
R.I. realtor. He has invested a substantial portion of his recent wi n ni ngs in solid d own 
t o ea rth real esta t e  back i n  hi s hom e  baliwick • • • •  T o M/S G T  CHAR L IE TRESSLER goes the 
n?m-de-plume of the top n�tch rumor monger in the sq uad ro n. H owev e r ,  he wa s nonplussed 
t other day when one of his stellar forcasts made the rounds and then reverted back to him. 
He nearly believed it a fter all the modi fi cati ons had been made • • • •  

Headquarters 

Bingo! Zi ngo ! _Ringo ! �rank F�eer yelled bingo Thursday night and collected something that 
has a lot of sing and ring to i t--one bottle of GEN-U-INE Am eri ca n  whi skey ! !  Funny how 
ma �y boso� pal s he  has a ll o f a s udden. But Maj or S carb or ough really hit the grand 
prize--a ticket back to the States. 'S too bad we can ' t  hand them out for bingo priz es. 
T h ere ' s  h�rses raci ng S u nday ni ght  a t  the club--see you there. Will also be seeing you 
every m orning at 1030 hours for volleyball • • • •  Welcome to Capt McCormick our new PRO man. 
H e  had a big job--keeping Wiggin on the ball. 

Sports for Sports 

Pi ng P ong: In  this sporting world , there' s  a large group that consider ping pong a "sissy 
game. " I'm sure tha t  i f  they could have seen the matches last night they'd change their 
minds. Playing at Hq. , Church , H unsberger ,  Berge r ,  Kay e ,  a nd Ka tz o f  the  347th l ost a 
t ou�h on e ,  5 to 2. Though a large crowd was on hand to cheer the 416th on ,  the absence of 
t�eir number one rooter , Joe Mortarano,  discouraged the t eam a nd they d ropped the match 
with the 346th , 6 to 1. The 348th team of P opelka , McKeehan ,  Kadar ,  Suska , and Rz odkiewics 
showe� that they were not going to end up in the cellar this tournament. They b ea t  Ord. 6 
t o 1 in a ma tch that saw every set go t o three gam es. W e  now have the predicament of 
having four teams tied for first place , but next week's matches should take care o f that. 
Right now ,  its anybody's guess as to who 'll be the winner of this tournament. 

w 
347 2 
346 2 
348 2 

L 
1 
1 
1 

PERC 
666 
666 
666 

w 
Hq. 2 
416 1 
Ord. 0 

L 
1 
2 
3 

PERC 
666 
333 
000 

Sidelight s :  With good wea ther setting in ,  more and more outdoor athletic facilities are 
b eing  made available for you. Each squadron is preparing baseball , volleyball horseshoe 
and badminton courts and every· man is  encouraged to get out o f  his sa ck a nd take o f f  tha t  
extra weight. W e  hope that there will b e  a baseball and volleyball team i n  each squadron 
so tournaments can be started. R emember,  it  won ' t  b e  too  l ong ( we h ope) b e fo re we head 
back to the S tates a nd we all want t o be i n  go od conditi on for that fi rst m onth o f  
strenuous activity we plan on. Let ' s  get out there and throw the old ball around. I n  that 
way , we'll be able to drink and love for one solid month without collapsing. 

life with a Wife 

R UN N EMEDE, N.J. : S uing for the return o f his engagement ring , William Witmor testi fied 
t ha t  he a nd his fiance had a falling out over beds. " I  wanted one, "  he said. "She wanted 
2--one for us and one for her mother." 

N ASHVI L L E, TENN. : Grounds for divorce: A backwoods lady is  seeking freedom from her mate 
because he wears his shoes in bed "even in the summertime."  

P I T TSBURGH , P A :  M r s  Pearl H urst didn't mind i t  when her husband toted b ottles o f  whiskey 
to bed with him every night ,  she testi fied in  a div orce petiti on in this city. But she did 
start to complain a fter he began whamming her over the head with the empty jugs. 

L OS AN GELES, CAL : Bill Jones , a screen writer,  has been sued for divorce by his wi fe who 

claims he tried out all of his ideas for melodrama on her first. "He broke up the ho�se 3 
or 4 times , hi t me with the furniture and dragged me around by the hai r , "  she testi fi ed. 
"He said it made good material for his plots. " 
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LOS ANGELES, CAL:  Mrs Arthur DeGalyorse, seeking a 
threw a plate o f  marmalade and 3 duck eggs at her. 
"Nothing except hit him with a little fruit salad." 

divorce, testified that her husband 
"What did you do?" the judge asked. 

TEMPE, ARIZ: Ed Woodruff and Clara Cusing were married 
only place where they could find a minister. 

CHAPEL CHIMES 

in a local barber shop. It was the 

Lewis Carrol, author of Alice in Wonderland, somew�ere has _ a littl� story of � person
meeting an animated lock. It was an ordinary padlock, with a pair of spiderey, thin legs 
on which it scurried around frantically. It acted in a ver� distract�d and nervous11manner 
so that the person was quite moved with sympathy and asked, Whatever is the matter/ 

The little lock replied, "I' m  looking for a key to unlock me." 

I n  a very sober sense, aren ' t  we all? Is that not what we need at times--something to 
unlock us? There is more capacity in most people than gets out. Some situation, some 
strong motive, some demand releases energies of which we were �efore unaware. 

Sometimes it is a high purpose that calls forth the best in us, o ft en it is our deep 
faith in God . Religion has always been the greatest unlocker of human personality. In 
faith and religious service, we find the end of living. Jesus threw down a bunch o f  keys 
to us--a  new sense o f  our personal value as individuals, a cause to lose ourselves in 
achieving, a sympathetic attitude towards others and a deathless hope. 

All o f  us are locked up in some way, there is more in us than has ever gotten out. 
Give the Great Lock-Smith a chance with your life! Go to church. 

CHURCH SCHEDULE 

Catholic: Sunday Mass 
0800, 1800, 1830 
Wed. & Friday--1830 

Protestant: Sunday 

0800-347th; 0845-0rd.; 
0930-348th; 1 0 1 5-416; 
1 8 30-Hq. 

INQUIRING REPORTER 
"What was the best "Soldier Town" you were stationed in?" 
S/SG T JOHN RABAUT: st. Louis. There was beaucoup women, beaucoup liquor, beaucoup women, 
beaucoup food and beaucoup women . 

SGT HINTON SMITH: Mitchell, S.D. 
course, there ' s  the Majestic Bar! 

You won ' t  find more hospitable people anywhere. And of 

CAPT GEORGE TRENT: Coon Creek, Kent. All the boys are off to war and all the girls are 
eager. 

CPL JOE CORCORAN: 
heaven--Brooklyn. 

T h e  h ick  town at Camp Kilmer because it was only an hour's ride to 

S/SGT MI LTON STOUT: Sioux City. My wife was there. 
MOVIE SCHEDULE 

MONDAY 26 FEBRUARY 
"ANIMAL KINGDOW' with 

ANNE SHERIDAN & DENNIS MORGAN 
1 800-347th, 416th, & Hq. 
1930-346th, 348th, & Ord. 

WEDNESDAY 28 FEBRUARY 
"BARBARY COAST GENT0 with 

WALLACE BERRY & B INNIE BARNES 
1800-346th, 348th, & Ord. 
1930-347th, 416th, & Hq. 

49 
SATURDAY 3 MARCH 

"MR. SKIFFINGTON" with 
BEfTE DAVIS & CLAUDE RAINS 

1 800-347th, 41 6th, & Hq. 
2000-346th, 348th, & Ord .  

SAD SACK 

THURSDAY 1 MARCH 
"G . I. MOV IES" "WHY WE FIGHT" No . 2 

"THE NAZ IS  STRIKE" 
1800-0ne showing only 

GRAND I SLAND, NEB: The saddest sack at this base is the GI who returned to his barracks 
late one night, found the fire out and made 2 trips to the coal pile to refresh the stove.
En route, he stumbled, barked his shins. Then he tripped over a foot locker and banged his 
head against a bed post in the dark. The fire was going at last when he climbed into bed, 
only to find another guy sleeping there already. He realized then that he was in the wrong 
barracks. 

SEVEN ARMIES OVERSEAS 
WASHINGTON, DC: Here's how 9 US armies are distributed in a world at war, according to the 
TDs: 1 st Army, France; 2nd Army, Texas; 5th Army, I taly; 6th Army, Philippines; 7th Army, 
France; 8th Army, Philippines; 9th Army, France. 

HERE I TIS 
Vol I l- 10  1 1  Mar 45 
Published Weekly by the I and E and Special Service Section, Hq, 99th Bomb Group (H) 
GUEST SPEAKERS TO BE PRESENTED TUESDAY NIGHT 

Capt Lee W. Zane, Commanding Officer of a Heavy Weapons Company with the 5th Army, now 
a guest of  our Group, will discuss I nfantry Life on the Italian Front with  the men o f  the 
347th Tuesday evening .  The time is 1 830 hours in the EM Mess . Other squadrons are 
invited. Capt Zane can probably answer all your questions about the In fantry except that 
certain one: "Will they take me?" 

On the same evening, at 1900 hours, the men of  the 546th will entertain a speaker from 
the British Army Education Corps who will discuss "World Organization for Peace." 1 t is a 
timely subject and one on which we should do much thinking. Other squadrons invited . 

CLERK TYPISTS TO BE TRAINED IN  THE GROUP 

Anyone who would like to  be trained as a Clerk Typist, any clerk now who would like to 
improve his work, or  any section chief who would l ike to  have his clerks become more 
proficient may have khem trained here.  There is in each squadron and headquarters an 
instructor who will give individual instruct ion in "Fundament als of  Typewriting" and 
"Military Correspondence . "  Those interested contact t he following men on or be fore 
Thursday, 1 5  March: 346th-Sgt Billmaier; 347th-S/Sgt Whitley; 348th-S/Sgt Gill; 4 1 6 th -Cpl 
Cranford; and Hq . -Capt Trent. 

$12,000 .00 DOWN $1 3,000 .00 TO GO 

Our Group has almost reached the hal fway mark in its $25,000. 00 quota for the air 
Force Easter War Bond Drive. The drive will extend thru payday this month. Keep that in 
mind and let ' s  go "over the top" in each sales . 

NO FLAK, NO FIGHTERS, BUT PLENTY OF SWBH 

The mission to Bruk, Austria, on the 9th may have been a milk run for many, but it was 
strictly a sweat job for Lt. Fant and his crew of the 348th . Without enemy opposition, L t  
Fant had to  feather two engines, j ettison his bombs, and throw out flak suits and other 
materiel in the effort to come home on "two wings and a prayer. " He dood it ! 
CONCERNING CRUEL CREEL, THE KRAUT CRUSHER AND HIS COMBAT COCK: 

"Cruel Creel the Kr aut Crusher and his Combat Cock" - watch for it at your favorite 
theater. For this great saga of World war I I  is now being recorded for posterity by the 
Holl ywood  moguls right here in the 99t h .  The fame of 348th's Lt . Creel and his flying 
rooster has spread, and when the newsreel men reached Italy recently, looking for stories 
of mascots, the name of Creel was on everyone's tongue. 



"Cruel Creel" is the proud possessor of a mascot that is on duty in the air and on the

ground . The rooster has already won the Air Medal for f ive operational miss ions and is a t

p rese nt up for a Purple Heart for a wound i n  his left leg .  A devout student o f  flying,  he 

attended all ground schoo l classes with the Lieutenant las t month . Not  to be o utdone by

his masco t Lt Creel last week set a shining example for the entire squadron by serving as

Duty Office; seven consecutive days and appearing �n Class A u�iform d �i ly .  Du ring d uty

hours , he and the rooster make their headquarters in the Operations Office . 

Bo th the L ie utena nt a nd the roos ter a re pleased with the publicity which they have

bestowed upon the already famous 348th , but  no w that the i r  week of worldw ide fame has

te rm ina ted , they are looking forward to returning to combat . Such is the penalty of fame!

( Maj . Robert L .  McMillan)  

WAR BOND OFF I CER W INS  WAR BOND : 

L i ke t he postma n who too k a wa lk on  h is day off ,  Capt T rent , in charge of War Bond 
sales in the Gro up , took a chance on the 500 smacker War Bond that was to be the p r ize i n  
F r iday night ' s  d rawing a t  the e nl is ted men's club . W ith only one winning number o ut of 
100 , and everyone looking on  in suspense , Cpl Philips , H q  cook , mixed up the numbers in a 
large enve lope and Majo r John A .  Sarosy , Exec u t ive Of f ice r ,  plunged his hand into the 
envelope and it came out bearing the lucky numbe r - "6 1" . " That's me ," said Cap t  T rent  
excitedly , "and that 's the f irst time l 've ever won anything in  my life ." 

As ked what he pla nned to do with the War  Bo nd money , he said : " It' ll help a lot 
toward that little picket fence with the chickens behind it ." 

"FRAGS "  

346 
E r v  Sobelowski and Mo Go ldman are both looking for someone to chew their food after a 

visit to the dentist . Mo was aching so that he co uldn't e ve n--tal k ! To Mo , that is a 
major catastrophe , to the squadron it is a b lessing and a relief • • • •  This TD b usiness has 
j ust  about everybody knocking heads against the walls . Abe Lyman ,  the well known man about 
town, was heard to say that he wouldn ' t  dare to go home unless his bosom pa l,  Mo , went with 
him .  Bert Partlow,  who will not give permiss io n to use his name in  the columns of Here 
' fis , threatens to boycott ye scribbler iffen he doesn't refrain from using the well-known 
name o f  Partlow in the Group weekly . Now Bertie ,  is dat nice? • • . •  Thursday night at the 
club , we were e ntertained by the Group orchestra ,  the Diamondbacks . Everyone agreed the 
boys put on a swell show.  To the Diamondbacks , one great big "Thank Yo u !" 

!ig 
Jo hnny Mihavic , cook at Hq kitchen, is still wondering what kind o f  cow produces such  

fine pork chops as they had the othe r  night  fo r s uppe r .  Someone should te ll h im abo u t  
those t h ings • . • •  Bingo o n  Thursday night found mess sergeant Jessy Spry as a three-time 
winner inc lud ing the last p rize of  the evening . Part o f  the last game ' s  reward was a bar  
boo k a nd Jessy par too k freely of the resulting capitulation of  same in  toasting his luck 
with his friends . "I  wasn't so lucky in the crap game that follo wed ," he said b it te rly . 
" They s ure cleaned me out--again ." . • • •  Supply Sergeant Max Shapiro has taken size orders 
for the new battle jackets . • .  guess what rumors fol lowed the announcement • . • •  The ne w 
baseball f ield at Hq should be a very good one for grad ing o f  the area beyond the hospital 
has made a fairly smooth surface . Daily workouts by various members o f  Hq  may p rod uce a 
p re t ty good team . Mere ly information and no app le polishing intended , but you should see 
Lt Col Schwanbeck handle the ball and bat . • •  he's strictly no rookie . 

348 

Tha n ks to the obliging  enginee r o f  the Fo ggia E xp ress , the boys on the l ine don ' t
worry about catching the l ine bus .  All they have to do is go o ve r  to the ra ilroad t rac k 
a nd wa i t .  T he train p ro v ides fast ,  i f  not frequent service d irect from the mess hall to 
the l ine . Bubbles Barnhart dropped into the Order ly Room the o ther day with a b it of a 
b uzz o n .  Ord inar ily Ba r ney is a rathe r  qu iet guy , b ut whe n he gets happy he rea lly 
unbends . Sorry we can't print what he said! • • . .  Kaplan's Kut-rate Klothiers had another 
non-op day rece ntly whe n the F lying Tailor hopped down to Bari to close a b ig deal .  Sure 
wish I was a B .  T . C  . . . .  Congratula t io ns to Pfc Agee . Tha t  s t r ipe was a long t ime in  
coming and you rea l ly deserved it . Hope the next one gets here in better t ime . Though our 
ping pong team lost to Hq 7 to D, they put up a damn good f ight and dese r ve a pat on  the 
h Cl,-,1/ f'nr t r\/ i nn 
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GROUP HEADQUARTERS 72.tth 725th 

Dear George, 
Good to hear from you. 

based (now ! )  at Liberal . 

15th Air Force 

726th 727th Squadrons 

18 January 1988 

Thanks for the goodies about the B-24 

I had the good fortune to see it when it came into Liberal for the
first time in 1978. Unlike the Fortress , there aren ' t many of the old 
birds around . 

The enclosed clipping about the B-17 parallels what is being done 
for a B-24 in the same place . Seems that Stow Mass . ,  and the Collings 
Foundation, are real active in getting some of the old aircraft back on 
line. In our upcoming AD-LIB I ' ve got a story on this subject. 

Also in putting together our published history , in serial form, I 
noted that Capt Bill Finley (our weatherman) ended up in your outfit. 
I was wondering if you ever ran across his name in your search? I 
didn ' t  see him listed in your Vol . 8 - No . 1 roster. To those that 
remember him, it would be interesting to know if he' s  alive or dead; 
and if alive , what his condition is? 

Thanks , George, for the mailing. I hope all goes well with you. 
Don' t  be concerned about the TEMPERATURES . The nose sections of the B-
17 ,  as well as the air-conditioned B-24, were much cooler than the +6 
that you have in Albuquerque . - To date our coldest has been -17 . 

Take care, 

� ,.. / ...... ) ? ·- . 11' •, I ./) •

Robert Karstensen, President I 1032 S. State St. / Marengo, IL 60152 - Phone (815) 568-7766

O"' '}bu 1--r,wE (- /Jt} LIJY !
- o  f2 /1 AJbW tl IJ;) T /ti JJ1 t} r]ouf /-}I M ?



WEST MAYFIELD, Pa. (AP)-A 
vintage Bl 7 bomber that crashed on 
la_nding at an airshow is being rebuilt 
with the help of 90 volunteers seeking
glory. 

"I love it. We want to get it back 
in the air," said Horace Pendleton. 73. a 
retired airplane mechanic from the 
Pittsburgh suburb of Crafton. "This is 
what we call glory work-for the glory 
of aviationO' 

Pendleton's attitude is typical of 
the volunteers who responded after the 

World War II-era Flying Fortress 
bomber oversr,ot the runway and rum· 
bled down an embankment Aug. 23 at 
tile Beaver County Airport, 30 miles 
northwest of Pittsburgh. 

Nine people were injured in thecrash, blamed on a gust of wind. . The plane is one of tht' fi>w surviving from the 12,700 built in the late1930s and 1940s. It is owned by theCollmgs Trust of Stow, Ma� .• and isvalued at $1 million. . The Bl 7s of the English-based BthAir Force were the United States' main1trateg1c daylight bombing force in Europe during the war. 
. .":he volunteers look at the!lanelike 1t s a national memorial " sai DanDonatel!a, �irport director. 

0

"There's alot of sentimental feeling, especiallyamong ex-servicemen wbo have flown m one." 

_About 30 volunteers are off-dut USA1r mechanics and the rest are "oi-
to
dm

h
ary

l 

people of all ages who just wante6 m S';l!Jle way," he said. ontr1butions of nearly SS 000have come to tile "Save tbe B17'' ;_,_ fund. W!Ql 
A hobby shop owner said he wouldsell Bl7.caps, jerseys and T-shirts with·out �rof1t to help finance the work Machinists have offered to make �rts a.nd one company offered bard-to-fiod nvets. 

. Volu�teers have been comingSince repairs began Sept. 4, and havebeen working 12-bour days seven d a week. ays 

Th anks for t he cl ipp ing Bob we h a  h our prev ious ment ion of Lt F 1· n' 1ey 
.

b t 
v
b
e 

d
ad no comments at all  on · , u some o y who knows h '  · 

ual ly wrap the g arbage w ith th . . t . 1m w il l  eve nt-
is 1 em uppe rmost. See you i n  Vegas. 

geo 
Courtesy of Al Schroeder 

1 4  January 1945 

On 14 January 1943, thirty-one B-17  airplanes t ook off from Biskra ,  A�ger ia to

inaugurate operations of the F ifth Wing . Having completed two years �f con t inued and

sustained operations , it seems fitting to detail a brief history of the �1ng and to tell a

story in picture of some of the activities and accomplishments of th e six B-17 Groups of

the 15th Air Force. 

I t  is not the purpose of t h is h istory to reiterate statistics , th�y are ava_ilable

elsewhere and need no detail ing here .  The true significance of the event is  found in the 

unwritten records and those records are found in the unceasing, uncomplaining labor of the

ground personnel of the Wing in the sand and dust of North Africa, and on the muddy flooded

bases of Italy .  I t  has been a record of teamwork , of wholehearted cooperation by every man

on the ground , who, in many cases, is forced to stay on the ground against his wishes. 

I t  has been a record of heroic effort , somet imes under seemingly impossible 

conditions. Examples have been many , including the stubborn , relentless, �ostl� yet highly 

successful campaign against Ploest i ;  and those missions where the entire Wing and each

Group of t he Wing , on occasion , have found themselves alone and wit�o�t escor t ,  yet 

unflinchingly have gone on and pressed home the attack regardless of opposition or loss. 

To the  men who have given their lives in order to make t h is record possible is 

dedicated this brief history of the Fifth Wing . As new men join , it is my sincere belief 
that t hey will carry on the tradit ions established in these t wo y ears of 

operations--established through the sweat and blood of those hundreds of men who have gone 

on before them in order to preserve the American way of life. 
C . W .  LAWRENCE , 
Brigadier General , U . S . A .
Commanding. 

The Nazi conne ction, by F . W .Winterbotham $8 . 95 Harper & Row Hard.copy 

(General Ralph Wenninger )  was given the usual careful conducted tours 
arranged by the (British) Air Ministry.  He was s hown our Staff College 
and our training facilitie s ,  but there were three things which he was never
allowe d to learn anything about : our progress in radar; our brilli ant sys
tem of control of the whole of our fighter air force from Fighter Com.rna.nd,
which included our system of enabling our fighters to home in on approach
ing enemy format ions ; and our �roduction of the Spitfire . This aircr� ft 

was later to catch the Germans completely by surprise . P•  106 

HISTORY 
FIFTH BOMBARDMENT WING (US) 

T he F ifth Wing was act ivated by General Order No . 30 of the Eighth Air Force on 10 
July 1 942, but it wasn't until the end of August that the unit approached full strength at 
its base at Westover Field , Mass. I n  early September , Col. John W .  Monahan assumed command 
of the Wing with h eadquarters in the Munitions Building , Washington , D . C . , wh ile t he 
Headquarters Squadron remained at Westover . 

On 24 oct . 1942, seven officers and seven enlisted men sailed from Hampton Roads, Va. ,  
in Convoy "D"--with 80 ships--supposed to  have been the largest convoy in h istory at that 
t ime .  While th is group was still on the high seas , another contingent of seven officers
and 57 EM left Staten island in Convoy "D-5" . The first party landed at Fedala Beach 
behind the 3rd Division on 9 october and after four days of unloading ships and living in a 
sardine factory , moved to Casablanca. On 19-20 November the men in Convoy D-5 came ashore 
at Casablanca and set up housekeeping in a metal warehouse. During the next three weeks 
Wing Personnel unloaded organizational equipment and recovered lost or stolen goods, and on 
8 December moved by rail to Oujda. At Camp Kilmer , N . J . ,  meanwhile,  the last contingent of 
34 officers and 52 EM embarked on 12 December and r eached Casab lanca on Christmas Eve ,  
spending a cold night in  the metal warehouse. This party moved to Oujda on 28 December . 

Brig .  Gen . Joseph H .  Atkinson , former commander of the 97th Bomb Group,  assumed 
command of the Wing on 5 Jan .  1943 per General order No. 1 of the Win g ,  Colonel Monahan 
went to the 1 2th Bomber Command.  Six days later the unit moved by rail and road to Biskra ,  
a community of some 10 ,000 population on  the edge of t he desert . EM were quartered in 
vacated French barracks . Officers occupied the Garden of Allah , tourist showplace owned by 
Count Landon . Headquarters was set up in the Casino, with A-2 operat ing off the gambling 
tables.  The Wing was established on an operational basis at noon , 12 Januar y ,  and on 14 
January the two groups composing the  Wing , t he 97th and 301st , pulled the first Wing 
mission , The 301st put 26 B-17s over docks and shipping at Sfax , scored hits and suffered 

no losses wh ile knocking down an ME 109 and damaging an FW 190 . The 97th sent 1 6  B-17s 
over docks and shipping at Sousse , starting fires and suffering no losses . Both attacks 
were escorted by P-38s of the 12st Fighter Group. 

Heavy bombing was a novelty  in the early days. Correspondent Ernie Pyle frequented 
the Wing and Margaret Bourke-White flew a mission and snapped pictures for a spread in 
L I FE .  Martha Raye, Carole Landis , Mitzi Mayfair and Kay Francis, the original overseas 
entertainers, played Biskra on 23 Janurar y .  Two days later General Arnold paid a surprise 
v isit , congratulated the Wing on current operations and stressed patience in waiting for 
supplies. While the planes were pounding Tripoli , Gabes, Tunis,  Bizerte ,  Ferryville and 
other North African targets, some of the highlights of life at Biskra were the landing and 
capture of Axis saboteurs, a horse show by the French Spahis Regiment , the devaluing of the 
franc from 75 per $ 1 . 00 to 50 ( on wh ich some men cleaned up )  and a big party with the
Lafayette Escadril le .  

During 1-5 March the Wing moved t o  Chateudun du Rhumel , a small Algerian town west of 
Constantine, with the two groups based nearby . The unit had begun to turn its attention to 
targets in Sicily and Sardinia when the 99th Bomb Group joined and flew its first mission 
in late March. The 2nd was the next arrival , beginning oper at ions in late Apr il .  After 
the close of t he Tunisian campaign in May the Wing with its mounting strength began to 
stretch out , flying as far as La Spezia and Leghorn in I t aly . On 1 June P r ime Minister 
Winston Ch urchill , Anth ony Eden and General George Marshall visited the 97th . Shortly 
afterward there began the all-out assault on Pantel leria, followed by the first att ack on 
Rome and the softening of Sicily for invasion . Toward the end of July there was a lull in
operations while the allies issued ultimatums to  the Badoglio government . When I t aly
failed to respond the Wing opened up again on Naples, Foggia and other Ital ian targets. 

On 5 August 1943 the Wing moved from Chateudun to Depienne, 30 miles southwest of 
Tunis, while the groups cl ustered nearby . From here the Fortresses ranged far and wide,  
reaching into south ern Franc e ,  the Brenner Pass , Greece and finally Germany itself. I n  
November the Wing was transferred from the 12th to the 15th Air  Force . As 1943 waned it 
became apparent that the prime targets for heavy bombing were beyond the range of the North 



African bases. To accomplish the earlier long pulls into far northern Italy and Germany it 
had been necessary to  stop at intermediate points in S icily and southern Italy for 
gasoline. Now a move seemed imminent and in early December the entir e Wing packed up and
travelled to Italy, basing in and around newly-liberated Foggia. At that time the rumble 
of guns could be heard at the front, some 60 miles distant, and night air raid alerts were 
common. Personnel had a chance to  examine at first hand the devastation they had heaped on 
Foggia from North Africa. 

In J anuary, 1 944, Brig. Gen. Charles W .  Lawrence ( then Colonel) came from CO of the 
99th to succeed General Atkinson as Wing Commander . With the fast-growing 1 5th AF General 
Lawrence sent his Fortresses in an ever-widening arc through every Balkan country, Austria, 
Germany and France. Great air battles raged until the Luftwaffe declined. Late in march 
the 463r d Group joined and flew its first mission, and in early April the 483rd Group 
followed suit. With six groups the Wing became the largest in the 1 5th, and was forced to  
relinquish command of  fighter groups which had  been with it off and on for more than a 
year. The Ploesti campaign began in April and in June the Wing flew the first shuttle to  
Russia. In late August it evacuated more than 1 ,0-00 airmen from Rumania, and in October 
launched the first single-sortie Mickey missions by day and night. Meanwhile, the campaign 
against axis oil points had carried it deep into Germany, Czechoslovakia and Poland. At 
the two-year mark the Wing could point to these statistics : 

MISSIONS-------------------450 
SORTIES-----------------45,362 
TONNAGE----------------104 , 694 

·�
E/A DESTROYED------------1 ,525 
LOSSES------------------ -- -474 Q UO TES,for,;,,.. A y)'\ � rvc dH Ca, e s  0/,,..  -

George Marshall, fee ling euphoric, held an extraordinary se oret press mriefing for seven Washington correspondents on November 15 ( 1941 ) 
Phi��

r 
r

as eimminent, he told them, but the American situation in the 
•

PP nes was excellent . Tanks and guns were arriTing there Pourly 
f1d, 

�
ost important , MacArthur hai been given " the greate st concentrat-on o heavy DG>m&er strength anywhere in the world. 11 No t only could he defend the islands ; he was prepared to launch stunning raids on the Jaoanese homeland, setting the "paper" cities of Japan afire . One newsman pointed out that B-l7s lackea the range to bomp Tokyo andreturn to Clark Field. That was no proglem, Marshall replied .  Reveaiing a total mi sunderstanding of Stalin ' s  mind, the Chief of Staff

�!�di!�s���
t

�;h
a
e R

b
uss ians would gladly permit American airmen to use � ase .  p .  219 

Brett  preaicted that Kenney woula have trouble with the chief of 
staff - 11 the General • s Rasput in" - and sure enough, a raw days later 
the new air chief dis covered that Brett ' s  nemesis was usurping his 
successor' s prerogatives by scheduling �ombing miss ions and ass ign
ing target s .  Furious , Kenn!y strode into Sutherland' s  office , per
ched on his desk, picked up a pencil, and drew a tiny black dot in the 
center of a •lamk shee t  of paper.  " That , "  he said grittily, pointing 
at the dot ,  " is what you know a'bout air power. The rest of the shee t 
is what I know a•out it. 11 When Sutherland blustered, Kenney said coldly,. 
"Let t s  go into the next room, see General MacArthur, and get this thing 
straight . I want t o  find out who is suppose• to run this air force . "  

p . 34-8

THE ULTRA SECRET 
( In 1942 } Kesselring had his own troubles now in the form of an 

Allied invas ion launched on November the e ighth, of Morocco, Algeria and 
Tunisia a� the other end of North Africa, and to add to Romme l ' s  despair, 
on November the seventh• . .Hitler sent him a signal warning him to expect 
a landing of Allied troops be tween Tobruk and Benghazi . This was the result 
of a deception plan by the 1 boys t in Alexandria where the story had bee n 
put about of an All ied landing to cut off the Afrika Korps . They had even 
gone so far as to s tart loading troops on ships together with their equip
ment . We knew that Hitler :ti.ad a nest of informers in Egypt ,  and the de c-
eption plan had duly got back to him. p .  118 
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H9th Bomb Group Historical Society 

Fifteenth Annual Reunion · McAllen, Tr:xas 
February 16 ,  17, 1 8 ,  19, 1989 

Headquarters Hotel - Sheraton Fairway Resort Inn 

ROOM RESERVATION REQUEST 

ARRIVAL DATE: SINGLE $45 __ DOUBLE $45 
ARRIVAL TIME: ----- DEPARTURE DATE: ____ _ 

Rcsc1vations must be made 1 4  days in advance. If arrival is l ater than 6 p.m. one night's room rate in advance or a credit card number 
with expiration date must accompany reservation. 
LATE ARR lVAL (After 6:00 p.m.) GUAR ANTEED 11Y: American Express __ Visa _ _  MasterCard __ _ 

Card No: ___ __ __ Exp. Date: _ __ _ 

NAME: 
ADDRESS: __ _ ---- --- CITY: ------- STATE: _ ____ ZIP: __ __ _ 
PHONE NUMBER: (Area Cr.de) ___ ---- - - --

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • "' "' "' "' REGISTRATION • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

I\ I EMI3ER'S NAME: -------- -------
ADDRESS: ·----- CITY: - -- -------- STATE: __ _ 
l'l lONE N UMBER: (Arca Code) __ __ __ 
N/\\1E OF SPOUSE OR GUES'I : 
MEMBER REGISTRATION FEE: 
�POUSE OR GUEST: 
/ 11•;.c Disco11111 on r'l.: 1·avati,;n.1 . (!\uivities Below) ii:eccivcd by la11. I :,1h 

WEDNESDAY, FEB 1 5  

S I 0.00 
S l 0.00 

a f ter 

Border Bullcrmilk Greeting McAllen Chamber No Charge 
THURSDAY, FEI3. 16 (optional) 

Golf, M�Allcn Country Club Green Fee 
Cart 

I I :30 a.111. Ladies Style Show and Luncheon GABll'S of Reynosa S l 0.00 
1 1 .' ()IJ p.m. Bus and shopping tour of Reynosa by Sanborn's S 14.00 

fR ? \  \ _.\ ':' . ! ,..· i,. i .7 (nptlcnal) 
1 2 : ()() p.111. Lunch Meeting S J  1 .00 
()(>Jill p.m. No Host Bar 
07:li() p.111. Banquet S 14.00 

Sf(! LWDA Y ,  Feb. 18 (optional) 
1 0:00 a.m. Bus Ride to Confederate Air Force Show and Museum SS.00 

Admission to CAF and Museum S6.00 
SUNDAY. Feb. 19 (optional) 

7:30 to 9:30 Breakfast Buffet S8.25 
TOTAL AMOUNT: 

ZIP. __ _ 

- - -- - -- -
$ 1 0.00 

$ 1 0 . 00 

before 

no charge 

19 . 0 0_ 
tu_,_60 

l9-.,_9_Q_ 

$.12.�6D 

$--7--2.0 
$ 5 40 

$ 7,43 

$ 1 0 . 00 

PL.EASE MAIL ENTIRE FORM TO: McAllen Convention & Visitors Bureau

P.O. Box 790 McAllen, TX 78502 

MAKE CHECKS PAYABLE TO: 
Ph: 5 1 2-682-2871 

99th BG - McAllen Reunion 
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SO I HAVE HAD ONE MORE THOUGHT THAT MIGHT BE HELPFUL TO BOMBER 
YOUNGSTERS--LIKE THE 99 BGERS, WHO WILL RUSH DOWN AND VOLUNTEER 
FOR WW I I I .  I WILL STAY AT HOME AND WATCH YOU ALL ON TV--BUT 
PULL FOR YOU .  AS YOU FLY STEALTH BOMBERS . 

I KNOW THAT CHARACTERS SUCH AS YOU HAD SOME MINOR PROBLEMS 
WITH FLAK. I D I D ,  ALSO .  EASY TO SOLVE . HERE I S  WHAT TO D O .  
I T  WORKED FOR ME ( ONCE ) .  FLYING BACK TOWARD ENGLAND FROM WEST 
FRANCE ,  I NOTICED THE GUERNSEY ISLANDS UNDER MY NOSE. EVEN OUR 
I NTELLIGENCE KNEW THAT THEY WERE HEAVILY LOADED WITH FLAK GUNS . 
BAD . MY GAS GUAGES SAID--DON ' T  GO OUT OF THE WAY. 

BUT THEY DO ALL FIRE AT ONCE--FOR CLEAR REASONS. I 
WATCHED.  THE ISLANDS LIT  UP . BANK QUITE STEEPLY. THEN, TURN 
ABOUT 90 DEGREES. THEN ROLL OUT AFTER ABOUT 30 SECONDS ONTO 
YOUR DESIRED COURSE TO HOME BASE.  WE ALL KNOW THAT FLAK THAT 
GOES TO A MAXIMUM HEIGHT OF 25 , 000 FEET WILL TAKE ABOUT 40 
SECONDS TO GET THERE. EASY. THEY HAVE TO PREDICT WHERE YOU 
WI LL BE . DON ' T  BE THERE . 

I WATCHED THE BLACK, FLUFFY, SOFT PUFF BALLS OF FLACK. AS 
BEST I COULD TELL, THEY WERE JUST WHERE I l,JOULD HAVE BEEN. I 
HAD A DRI NK I N  THE BAR THAT NIGHT. 

NOW THAT I HAVE SOLVED THIS FLACK PROBLEM FOR BOMBER CREWS , 
ALL THAT YOU HAVE TO D O  IS FIGURE OUT HOW A BOMBER FORMAT I ON OF 
60 OR 120 B 1 7S CAN BANK AT A STEEP ANGLE--AND KSEP A T IGHT 
FORMAT I ON FOR ABOUT A NI NETY DEGREE TU P. I\J ,  
RN . .  THE 99TH CAN D O  I T .  IF ANYONE cru-i. 

GERMAN FLACK I S  WHAT CONVERTED ME FROM A FRISKY FIGHTER 
PI LOT INTO A TIRED ,  HUNGRY, COLD GERMAN P . O . W. I HAVE JUST 
LATELY GOTTEN WARM. 

ON MY COUCH IN ALBUQUERQUE. /_ /../-, 
I WILL WATCH YOU ALL ON TV. I N  WW !

Va

l l .  AND PULL FOR YOU . 

WALTER (l,V[. BECKHAM rtASS MEMBER OF THE 99TH

Wal ter , O l e  Buddy ; 
I f  you had careful ly  cont inued straight and level , you would 

have noted that the t i me for the f lak to reach 27 , 000 feet was only 28 
seconds . I assume that the need for accurate calculations i s  why we went 
straight and level at such t i mes . 

Walter , i t  cuts me to the qui ck when the very gents who t r i ed 
to d ivert  us and spo i l  our aim  now tax us with  havi ng f lung a few bombs 

into cemete r i es , orphanage s ,  and German O f f i cers ' whorehouses . Perhaps 
we can come up w i th an Albuquerque Convent i on whi ch w i l l  supercede the 
Geneva Convent i ons . 

See you at lunch ! 
george 
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THE CAMP OF T'rlE SAIKTS by RASPAIL

We could s e arch t ogether for a new st le r 1 ·  po s sible the subsis tence of the e ight th � ifl 
i fe which would make 

aP.e e st imated to people the plane t by 
th�us�r �

OOO
ion human beirigs that

tity of atomic bombs could stem the t ide 0� billion; 0�
t

��=!
s
�ef

0 qu �
�


somed�y Will leave the poor southern part of the world to eru t i

n
r

s 

;h
o 

�:;:f�:r:y access ible spaces of the rich northern hemi sphere iook1� fo�
Quoted from an interview given in 1974 by Pres ident Boumed ienneof Algeria. 
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COLDITZ STORY, THE 

�I 

P . R . Re 1d Coronet Books 

Whether ase ntry would shoot or not on de te ction was e nt ire�y a matter 
for con iecture · probably he would. His orders were to shoot ; this had 
been ex�licitl� pointed· out to  us by the Camp Commandant at his memorable 
parade on our arrival ( at Coldit z ) . He had delivered a long harangue , 
and on the sub ject of e s caping had said, " It is useless to try to es cape . 
Look around you at the impregnable barriers , the formidable arr ay of mach
ine-guns and rifles . To es cape is impossible . Anyone attempti� it will 
be shot " He spoke Engli sh well and he spat out the word ' shot with 
a malic1ous stacatto that was no doubt intended to put e s caping out o

�11 our minds for ever. " The se are my strict order s to the guards , who wi 
car out the command to  the letter. 11 Awe d sile nce was followed by roars 
of �ughter as he added with Teutonic s�rious ne s s , " If  you e scape a second 
time 7ou will be sent to a spectalcamp . P •  17 

-
0 

I s tudied the �uitar for a year and a half ( in Colditz Stalag ) 
and became fairly pr�fi cie nt • • •  The cornet provide d me with a means 
of letting off steam when I had nothing better to do.  My colleague s 

limited the use of it to the washroom, with the door closed, in  fine weatneD, 
at hours whe n they were normally out in the courtyard . p .  70 

The midday meal at Colditz was s ounded at 12 . 30 pm and cons isted 
of thick barle y gruel .  Occasionally pieces  of hog ' s  hide were cut up and 
put into the soup, which gave it a delicious odor of pork and that was 
-bout all on such days the German me nu on  the blackboard outs ide the 
�itchen t;iumphantly announced ' Spe ck' - in other words , Bacon . It de ceive d  
nobod but the far-away ' Protecting Powers ' who read the menu� , sent by 
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a�� �n=t�nt=�·prai se is due for its good w
3

rk 
�n behalf of oritish priso ners throughout the war. P • 7 

. AMERICAN CAESAR, 

After MacArthur took 'l'a.lasea, halfway i>etwee n Cape Gleucest·er and 
RaDaul, ijirohit o • s  100 ,000 infantryme n i n  Rabaul began digging fre sh 
trenche s and donning their thousand-stitch •elts , vowing that they would 
fight to the las t man whe n the Americans came . 

The Ame ri cans never came . They never came . Month after month the 
embattled garrison awaite d a •low in  vain .  Word reache�t!!e

o��n
R�,a�r�-

mendous battlas e lsewhere - .  • • aut no ships were e ig 
ilit 'l'he emperor ' s  infantrymen s oure d, amltittered °Dy their unre quit

�
d 

�
ost Y • 

the fact remains that he (MacArthur ) trans formed t1ie �tpass
t 

• • • · 
t H re the mos manauver into the war ' s  most momantous strategic concep • e

c 1 · 1 impre s sive testimony comes from the Japanese .  Afte r the wae
h 

O o�
e

with Matsuichi Juio,  a se nior intellige nce officer who ha& b�
en 

�h:�
g
:acArthur • s deciphering the Ge ner�l ' s  inte ntions , told an i�terroga

e
o�f strategy we swooping envelopment of Nipponese aas tions was 

��!t��inimum lo sses ,  hated mos t . "  The General , he se.id, repeatedly, 
t ted air-fields and then 

attacke d and sei ze d  a relatively weak area,  cons 
ru� that area .  • • • 

proceeded to cut the supply line s to < �ur) tro�h: � ane se Army prefePrea 
Our strQngpoints were gradually starved out

f hion �ut the Americans ca�e 
direct ( frontal) assault , aft�r the

d
German

jus�s

as w�ter see ks the weakest 
into our weake r points and suumerge us,  

391 hi ti p .  entry t o  sink a s P •  

5 9  
+n:,""- P/oesf; , - D1Aj°'"" � Ste.Woy+ 

Today, on the rebuilt Woman ' s  Prison,  according to Prince s s  Car
e.dja,  there i s a memorial tablet to Elena. Sarbu, saying that she was 11 trea
cherously murdered" . This perversion ignores the fact that she died in  the 
crash of a Liberator cripple d by a Romanian pilot who disobeyed ore ders not 
to fight over the city ( of Ploe st i ) . The ten Americans in the plane were as 
helpless  as the wome n in the jail.  The plane was a priso n  too.  P • 2.30 

All these  months ten Tidal Wave men were in Bulgarian cus t0dy -
the survivors of THE WITCH, PRINCE CHARMING and LET 1 ER RIP - under lieutenant 
Darlington . At first they were tre ated humanely. Then ,  in November 1943, 
U . S .  bombers from the new bases i n  Italy, warming up for the all-out off en 
s ive on Ploesti,  rai ded Sofia twice . The Bulgarians re acted primitively 
by abus ing t he ir cRptive s .  �hey force-marched Darlingten ' s  me n to a mountai n camp along with parach�ted flie�s fr om the Sofia raids . The s to ckade had no running water and no medieal attention for the newly wounded .  p .  258 

Tae Ro•ano-Ameri�aia band went int0 the night to r@uRd up Ge rma.•s . Las co felt a knoek on the he ad.. He had walked into tae beet of a Ge rms.». S (Jl
iier haaget by the me ek from a lam�post .  

Teward mGrmillg taey understood what was happe ning in  Buch.ares t .  "Roth said, 11 Th.ere was a tight Romaniam ring around th.e eity. Tn.e Ger.J1.al'lS eoul<i not get through. it .  Outs iae t h.e RemB.llians the Germ.ans were milling around., trapped by tlte third ring - a :powerful Russ ian. encirclement wit!\ big tanks . "  
P •  282 

A flight of Fertre ss es  went t $  Buehare st witm a liaison part7, incluting medieal offioers , to rouna up the men amd prepare history ' s  first large-s cale air evacuation from a point 550 miles ins iaie e nemy line s .  At Feggia, ground crews fitted fifty F•rtress es with bomb-bay seats and l itters in the fuselage to accommttd.ate twe nty :m.en to e ach sh.ip . Maay of t he 111.e ehaaies had sat out long nights waiting for •en wh� <i.ic. n�t return; 1u1,w tll.ey cried and curse d with j0y and faticue as they rigged the bombers r�r a.e liveranee instead of death. p .  287 

In Italy, the Fifte enth Air Fer ee was new ready fer t he ri sky airlift 0f the POW' s fr�• Ramania. I t  woulQ be a 1 , 100-mi�e round t rip by Fortresses  virtually stripped of arms to a.mke r@em fer men .  Abeut 1 , 500 airmen, including the B-17 er�ws , would be in  the air - a tempting targe t for German fighters , of which quite � f�w were st ill operating . The re s cue force,  therefore , eould not broadcast any formal or•er to t he POW' s that might be  intereepted by the enemy. A eourier went to Buchares t  and s tarted the news by wc r& ef mouth among the POW 1 s . Collins  was approached in t he stree t by an American he had. never seen before who muttered, " Tomorrow morning. Nim.e o ,  elock at the airport . We ' re all getting out of this s ono.f'abiteh ing country. "  Next morning at Pope stii  airport the liberated me n  s tood around the perimeter in groups ef twenty to board the plane s quickly during the snort turnarouad . The British Vanishers arrive i pr0m�tly at t he renie zvous ef their las t escape . They ,  who haa. marvelet ab American military costume when tmey first saw it a year before , now descried it in  the blo�m �r vietery .  The airme n were attired in rags and grimy bandages , wearing German nelmets and Russ ian eaps and sagging under the we ight ©f wi ne b�ttles ,  eaptured areas swords , riding erop s ,  balalaikas and eabinet photos of Romanian beauties . Some had sewn upon the ir tatters the large resple ndent insignia of the Royal Romanian Air Foree and Parachute Co rp s .  The better-dres se d  e leme nt sported army pants newly «is tributed by tae Red Cress . Allthe trousers i n  the snipme nt were s i ze 40 , and net one of the emaciated men could fill sueh a waistband. They had gatherej them in at the waist in  ple ats reaching the knee , and, ta mock the curre nt " zoot-suit 11 style of boys at home , had draped their ide ntity necklaees across the belly like the watch ceains the zoots wore there . p .  290 

Jim Posey died  last month here i n  Albuquerque . 
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F rom The 319TH Flyer: 

CATERPILLAR ASSOCIATION Roy Rogers 

Three years ago , LtCol Johnny Brown , U�AF ( Ret . ) ,  �eci ded a sol i d  assoc i at i on of tho�e 
ent i t l ed to wear the caterpi l l a r  badge by vi rtue of havi ng to use a parachute to s ave thei r 

l i v es s ho u l d be formed. He has done quite wel l as a l l  of the parachute manufactu rers have 
turned over thei r records to  h im ,  and he  h a s  recei ved a c h a rter  f rom the Depa rtment of 
Defense .  

I k now  that  t here a re a l ot of  potent i a l members  roam i n g  a round. Fr?m
.
the f i rst 

bai l -ou t ,  on October 20 , 1922 by a Lt .  Harri s ,  several thousands have becom� e l i gi bl e .  
We wi l l  have a mi d-wi nter gatheri ng i n  the Ramada I nn ,  Ft . Myers , F l o r i da ,  on February 

22 - 23 , 1986 . For further detai l s ,  wri t e  J i mmy B rown , Caterp i l l a r A s�oc i at i o� of t h e  
U .S . , P . O .  Box 1 3 2 1 , Kenos h a ,  W I  5 3 14 1 , o r  Roy W .  Roger s , J r . ,  5 1 5  Ni agra Dri ve ,  Port 
Ri chey ,  FL , 33568. 

THUNDERBOLT Robert S.  Johnson 
with Martin Cai din 1959 

Nothing makes a man more aware of his capabilities and of his in
trinsic limitations than those moments when he must push aaida Jall the familiar 
defenses of ego and vanity, and accept reality by staring, with t he fear that 
i s  normal to  a man in eombat ,  into the face of Death. p. 21 

Bill  had a hairy t ime of it . He parachutedinto Belgium, and friendly 
nat ives hid him fro� the searching Gercran troops . For nearly a wee k a woman 
kept hir:1. s e creted within a cave beneath a barn. With \. the se arch called o(f 
the underground shipped him to Brus sels , where he and a bomber pilot huddled 
in an old woman' s  apartment . Only, the bomber crewman was a nitwit ; he just 
had to vis it a friend on the other s ide of t own. Germa n  troops picked them 
up and threw them into pris on; they also found the old woman. 

For several weeks they tortured her, trying to force from her the 
locat ion of o.ther American fliers se creted within Brussels . She never revealed 
any infornation, but the underground reported that the Germans left her in 
hideous condit ion. p .  169 

• • • the Mes sers ch.rnitt splattere d along the ground for several 
hundred yards in a shower of fla�e . 

Hike throttled back and circled the burning fighter; he wante d t o  
be sure that the p ilot was dead . �ad that German survive d the crash and run 
fror,, his plane , l,1 ike was prepared t o  cut him down with his propeller or wing-
tip • • •  his gun s \vitvh was broken. p .  184 

the Focke-Wulfs scatt ering the ir formations and turning to hunt 
dovm the strays and cripple s ,  to pick off each bomber sagging away from the 
thick defensive formations . They had other t argets as well ;  the helpless  :nan 
de s cending within his parachute strap s ,  jerking frantically on shroud line s ,  
trying to  lift himself' up or t o  slide down faster through space . Staring in 
horror as the German fighters clawe d around, turned head-on, the wings and 
nose sparkling. p .  190 

Line . 
The Focke-Wulf snappe d over in a stee p  turn and ran for t he coast-

I didn' t want this boy to reach home . The canopy leaped into the air 
1s the pilot jerke d the rele ase ; I pulled around tight t.o get my bullets into 
1im before he could get out of the airplane . He had one leg outside the cock 
Jit when the slugs smashed him back ins ide . That ' s one man vbo would ne ver si ght 
lgain on our nlane s ;  if I hadn' t  got ten him, then  he certainly would have shot 
lown severa� of our fighters or bo�ber s .  He was as good as I • d  ever met .  

l..umber Twenty-three 1 p . 204 
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n:·rRSPID 
$ome trace of civilized  C"rcr:.an :Jc iw.vior, Jahr had 

1'light be :nainta.ine d if  one conducted oneself ns t�1.ough other 
we re rat ional in ti1c ir behavior. He had been proven wrong . 

always argued ,  
human beings 

p .  476 

i3aker Street de ci ded ar;n inst sub-chasers sl ipping through the long 
northern nights , mis s ing Ge rman interception by inches .  I t  seemed too  risky 
a nethod  of extractinG the Dane . ·.Vould '.3ohr ride in t he bomb bay of an unarrr.e d 
Koon aircraft of n Spe cial Duties  Squadron? 

fhe fl ight at Gre at altitude was dangerous. So were t he alternat
ive s .  Dohr asked  only one quest ion:  �::hat kind of aircraft ? 

Great se cre cy surrounded these  Moon flights .  I t  s t ill doe s .  The 
planes used neutral f ields with the help of government officials whose action 
had no formal sanction.  Countries l ike Sweden were on a t ight-rope . The s ::mll
e s t  s ir,n of favoring the Allies would invite lJa zi repri sal .  

l'rofes sor Bohr ' s ques tion about the type of plane could be ansv;ered 
only by tak in� hi:-1 to an apparently abandoned airstrip near Stockholm. I'here 
he s aw what was known as the ' 1 ·1.'ermi te ' s  Del ight" or t:ie 1

1 \"/ooden ':ionder" , a 
plywood aircraft ,  brut ish engine s st ill r;ru1:1blinc from the lone; , friGhte ning 
fligh t fro:'l I3ri tain,  p iloted hv an anonymous black-su ited f iGure from a !fioon 
s quadr6n. p .  11-7 8 

And s o ,  kiddies , that i s how ' 1Kr.  I3aker" came to New M�x ico .  geo . 

" rhe firs t incred ible play of chance was H itler ' s  de c is ion t o  launch the rocket�, ar;nins t  London, 1' Stephenson re called.  1 1He name d them Vengeance we apons . Lhe c oncerted atta cks took place after the D-day invasion of France He  should have ai·1e d  his rockets  a t  the Engl ish Channel ports , to s top re in-
• 

forcements fro:n rel ieving All ie d  armies es tabl ishing a foothold in Norma ndy . Ins tead, he vente d hi s spleen agains t civilian targets • 11 p .  487 

A re quest  was radioed to the Poli sh se cre t  ar�y and instruct i ons 
were sent by courier for interfering \"Ii th the rad io guidance sys tern of  s o�e 
Ge rnan rockets . Shortly afterward, a V-1 swerved off course from Pee nemunde 
and fell in the mars he s bes ide the River Bug in Poland . Local far�ers hid 
the stubby winc;s in mud. German se arch parties fa ile d to s pot the buried 
we apon • 

'rhe Pol ish part i sans informed London that the rocke t  was being 
disr'lantled  • . • 'i.'he s e  operat ions were toking place under the r.1ost brutal 
Nazi occupation forces in Europe . Despite this the ent ire V-1 warhead and 
all ,  was re ass emble d ,  and an aircraft was sent to pick i t up . ' p .  489 

1 1D . ri 
d f 

urinr, t .  e month of  Au�us t ,  only  one in s ix V-ls got through t he new 
V

e
?
ense s .  By September 7 ,  London was told the danger had

.,
pass e d  Then the big -.. s bec;on to fall . . . . " • 

se cre ts A�
h
: 

s e cre t ar�y '. s ri sks , token t o  save London, were cl oselv held 
th 

• 
t tl �

onyrnous Pol i sh partisan experi :nented wi ta ignal e quipment to che ck e repor la sor.1e roc kets  could be divert e d  off course by radi o s ignals on an as�igned wave length._  Ile confirme d that they coulrl by doing the V-1 in  the Rive r  Bug . ile worke d in an att i c above a Luftwaffe �ii1;��
ding 

p .  490 

. 'l'he s ituation was fm1iliar .  'fhe ti me be fore , we tried to  smuggle sui cide L-pills  to 0 11r comrade s in the interroga tion cell s as a favor t o  them. r,, thouGht , well , if L-p ills were regarded  as a f Avor then, why not bombs now? lne:e were three-dozen s ecre t-army leaders in the Shell att i c .  I thought I kne .v how each mus t regard the prospect of further torture They wo ul d do what the ir predecessors would do , appeal for de ath . · · p . )�97 
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PIERCING THE REICH Pers i co 1979 

One R and A office r could e st imate bomb damage to railways in the 

s outh of prance oy ''!Oni tar ing the p rice of orange s on t he Paris produce r1arket • 

When orange prices  dropned ,  it was t i�e to start bombing these l ines again.  

In f ive years of war , Hitler had neve r real ly 

s quee zed  the ho�e front. Los s es of �en in the field had bee n heavy, 3 . �  nillion .  

But Hitler had ins is t e d  on continued  production of consumer goods to maint ai n 

high civil ian mora le . ·rhe numbe r of German famil ies able to keep servant s 

h ad remained cons tant throughout the war . Despite incess ant day and night 

p ounding by All ied bombe rs ,  German industry s us tai ned a remarkable output and 

actually reached its zenith when the Al.lies had approached the German borde r 

in the fall of 191+,h. P • 12 

The 3ri tish writer Malcol·� Muggeridge archly s ignalled the Ame rican 
service ' s  maturation:  1 1 Ah, those first OSS arr ivals in London! How well I 
remember them, arr iving l ike jeune s filles en fleur straight from a finishing 
s chool t all fre sh  and inno cent , to start work in our frows ty ol d  intelligence 
brothe l ,  • • •  all too s oon they were ravishe d  and corrupte d ,  be coming indis 
tinguishable from seas one d ' pros who had been in the game f or a qu�t o():'i· century 
more . 1 1 p .  21 

George Pratt re fused  a c om�i s s ion be cause the European l abor leaders 
with whom he would  be deal ing were histori cally mist rustful of the military. 
He nee d  not have c oncerned hims e l f .  To Europeans , the Ame rican mil itary looke d 
like civil ians in uniform anyway. o .  27 

Whe n Goldberg and Pratt came to Algiers , Van Arke l des cribe d  the 

talents of s o'.ne o f his re cruits . He had instructed four German t rai nee s to 

go fro ·r1 Algiers to Oran on a practice exercise in whi ch they were to see k 

information on activit ies in the Allied-controlled port . The group spoke 

l it tle Ene;lish,  and the i r sole res ource was a modes t  s um of ·noney .  

l'hey headed first to a supply center, v,,he re they bought Ar.1erican 

unifor�s . The oldes t o f the group fixed his epaule ttes with the stars of a 

general . ihev u s e d  OSS fac ilities  to forge o rders enabling them to fly from 

Al5iers to Oran. In Oran, they  che cked into a hot e l  re s e rved for A11.eric3.n. 

military per� vnne l .  �'nv group ' s  radio ope rator had himself ass igne d a room 

on the top floor . The bogus gene ral then took the a�ents to the p ort , whe re 

officers and enl isted  men acc orde d his party smart salutes . They counte d 

every ship and shipment in sight , then neturned to the hotel  and radioe d  

back to Algiers a comprehens ive report on act ivities  i n  t he Port of Oran. 
P •  27 

To fte and Thomps on perfe cted a system for supplying t he Yugoslavs 

by daring boat runs rathe r than the a ir drops �mploye d e arl ier .  'rhey d e l ivere d 

6 000 tons of water-borne s uppl ie s  to the part is ans , co�1pared to 125 tons 

d�op:Je d e arlier by air. 'rhompson and Tofte later were awarde d  Yugoslavia' s 

highe st qil itary de corat ion for the ir Adriatic  gun-running. P • 46 

R E_UN ION S 

1 5  Feb 1989 99th Bomb Group , McAllen TX 
Jeff Waguespack , 1423 Tulip Ave . , McAllen TX 78504 

1 May 1 989  Bombardiers , I nc . , Dayton OH 
E . C . Humphries , Star Rt . 1 ,  Box 254 , Eagle Harbor MI 

19 May 1989 NW Chaoter ,  99BGHS , Spokane WA 

13  Aug 1989 

Spring 1 990 

Charles , D . Boggs , E . 2 50 Wo o dland Dr . She l ton WA 98584  
Ph . ( 20 6 )  426-4371  

1 5AFA, Las Vegas NV 
P . O . BOX 6325 , March Air Force Base , CA 9 2 5 1 8  

99th Bomb Group , Huntsvi lle AL 
H . E . Christiansen , 4520 Panorama Dr . ,  Huntsville , AL 35801 
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1 9 8 1 - 1 98 8  NEWSLETTERS , $5  per yr . 8 1_8 2_83_84_85_86_8 7_8 8 Total  ---

CITY����������������STATE ___ ZIP  ___ PHONE������������ 

Mail  to Walter Butler - 8608  Bellehaven Place NE , Albuquerque NM 87 1 1 2  
Make check payable to 99BGHS . Your address label shows the 

the date to which you are paid  up . 
We do not stop the subscriptions of deceased members · we extend 

the subscr iption grati s  for an extra year . But please rememb�r to send 
us any change of address . 
* * 

THOMAS GAMM 

* * 

TA PS 
Our fri end and comrade 

* * * 

Tom Gamm pass ed away on 

* 

or about August 3 0th . Services were 
2�d , and were attended by the fami ly 
his comrades of the 99th .  

held here i n  Albuquerque on September 
and close friends , which included 

JAMES !!.:. BRADFORD . I am saddened to inform you that my husband , James 
H . .  ( Bra� ) �radford passed away March 2 3 ,  1 9 8 8 . He had a heart attack 
w�i l e  fishin� only about f i fty yards from our pier here on the Tennessee 
R iver . He died . suddenly . We had attended the Dayton and Dallas reuni ons 
an� he was l�oking forward to the one in Fort Lauderdale . we so much 
enJ ofed meeting the members and wives o f the 99th and especially General 
" Uppie" and Betty . 

Brad . and Chr i s . Chr istianson from Huntsville  had begun making plans 
for the . reunion to be in Huntsville  some day , and I was overj oyed when 
I read �n  the November 1 i ssue that you will  be coming to our area in 
the Spring of 1 990 . I hope that I may be able to attend 
LYLE BEU�HLER Another sad passing :  Lyle Beuch{er 1 63 5  s Sand ia  
West Covina Cal . 9 1 790 in October ,  1988  of cancer . He was ' the co-�ilot ' 

on the same B- 1 7  that Brad served as radio operator .  ( 347th squadron )  
· · · I hope to be at ( Huntsv i l l e )  i n  1 990 . 

Corinne H .  Bradford Rt . 1 ,  Box 1 99C Shef field  AL 3 5 0 6 1  
�EON LOWRY nr®ll®� 

Mrs. Arlene Lowry advises that her husband , Leon 
fourteen years ago after suffering a heart 

L . , passed away 

the 99th at B · Id h 
severe attack . Leon joined 

Africa .  After
o

��!;let�n� :r�t;a�o���an�er . o f the 3 46th Squadron in North 

the fall of 1 94 3  
missions , he returned to the Z I  in 

· Lew Boatwright 

. The Associati on of Former Prisoners Of War In Romania  has sent 
us their August , 1 988  Roster , from which we have extracted the fol lowing noks 
of deaths . No detai l s  are given . 
JAMES C .  BORLAND High Po int NC . 
GERALD A .  BRIGGS Coos Bay , CA 
GEORGE CARMIGNANI 
JULIAN E .  CURRIE 
LEROY M. HAUF 
MARTIN HAUMANN 
EDWARD J .  HEIN 
BARRY D. HENDERSON 
HARLAN H .  JOHANNADER 
JOHN J .  MC TIERNAN 
WALTER PETERS 
RICHARD D .  RUNYAN 
CHARLES L .  SNYDER 

Jackson MS 
Round Lake Heights IL 
San Francisco CA 
Chicago I L  
( Betty)  1 0 9 1 0  Woodstock Road , Roswell GA 
Warrenton MO 
Mi l ford MA 
Houlton ME 
Mason City NE 
Pittsford NY 
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