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It was not an easy thing for me to leave a Montana sheep ranch and the security of a 

small rural community to enter the awesome task of joining millions of other "GI Joe's" 
fighting to preserve our American heritage and the freedoms we enjoy. Serving in the Armed 
Forces during World War II was one of the greatest things that ever happened to me and, like 
so many others, we grew up before our time. 

 
Training for the job was rigorous and demanding and where we learned discipline 

and responsibility.  We soon learned that our tasks were easier to accomplish when we all 
worked together and shared the load. Everyone, in the Armed Services and at home, witnessed 
each day the ravages of dictatorships and the loss of individual rights and freedom in those 
countries that were out to conquer the rest of the world. Serving in the Armed Service has 
given me a greater appreciation for the basic principles on which our country was founded.  

 
My reminiscences include, not only my personal experiences, but also a collection of 

pictures, clippings and reproductions of printed articles and handouts that I acquired during 
my time in the service.  I also included copies of most of the assignment orders that were 
issued transferring me from base to base and other military duties and activities. The orders 
document the names of servicemen from across the nation of as well as Montana servicemen 
assigned to the same activity.  Many of my friends have suggested that this collection of 
material was worthy  of  preserving in an organized fashion, at least for my family. 

 
My brother, David Drummond completed his tour of duty as a B-24 pilot in the 

Pacific Theater with the 7th  Air force. My brother Tom served as Wing Administrative 
Inspector with the 3rd Bomb Wing in Korea. My wife Betty's brother, Jim Watson, served as a 
Navigator aboard a B-29 in the Pacific Theater with the  21st Bomb Group, 497 Bomb Group 
20th Air Force and was Killed in Action. Betty's brother George also served in the Air Corps 
and was stationed in the United States. 

 
Enjoy my efforts and I hope that this document of the procedures and records 

accumulated during my service time will give you a better understanding of my daily life as I 
ventured my way through World War II. 

 
 
 

Jim Drummond 
December, 2001 
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Reminiscence of my Service during World War II 
 

BY  
JAMES DRUMMOND 

 
 

Induction - Fort Douglas, Utah 
 

Most of us leaving Montana State College at the end of Spring Quarter in June of 
1942 knew we would not likely return in the fall.  I had just completed my sophomore year 
in Agriculture and completed the required two years of training with the Reserve Officer 
Training Corps (ROTC).  Every male was required to register with the Selective Service 
when they reached the age of twenty – one.  My 21st birthday was in February of 1942 and 
I was registered in Deer Lodge County. 

 
I returned home to the ranch near Galen at the end of the quarter, about the 20th of 

June, and decided that I had better enlist in a branch of the service of my choice.  I 
seriously thought of joining the Army Air Corps because I enjoyed mechanical work and 
thought it would be fun to work and travel with the big birds.  I don’t recall what I did 
about those thoughts.  I had a low selective service number and I knew my time was 
growing short before being drafted.  I applied for admission to the Marine Corps that was 
promoting a great career and training opportunities.  I also thought they had fancy looking 
dress uniforms. I did not pass the physical after reporting to the Marine recruiting station 
because of a low foot arch that was classed as a flat foot.  This was news to my folks and 
me.  I was quite disappointed that I was not accepted but now realize that it was probably a 
stroke of luck for me. 

  
 My Draft Notice came the first week in July directing me to report to the 

Montana Induction Station in Butte for my physical on the 9th of July.  I reported to Butte 
on the morning of the 9th and by afternoon had passed the physical (flat feet and all), 
taken the oath to defend our country and was inducted into the army.  Before the new 
inductees were sent home that afternoon we were released from active duty and assigned 
to the Enlisted Reserve Corps at Anaconda.  We were also handed orders that effective 
July 22, 1942 we were to proceed by train from Anaconda to Fort Douglas, Utah where 
we were to report to the Commanding Officer. I joined our contingent in Butte on the 21st 
and, after an overnight train ride on the Union Pacific to Salt Lake City, and were met at 
the train by several non- - commissioned officers and escorted to the reception center. We 
were at Fort Douglas four or five days where we were outfitted with our uniforms, a 
World War I steel helmet, and our khaki all wool blankets and other gear. This was 
followed with another physical examination, shots and vaccinations. Paper work was 
filled out for power of attorney, wills, next of kin, G. I. Insurance, personal history and 
many other necessary forms.    

            
My worries and concerns of Army induction were eased when Dan Mizner met me 

on the street. Dan and I had been in high school in Deer Lodge at the same time and were 
College students at MSC.  It was a great feeling to find someone I knew and could visit 
with in the hustle and bustle of a very active army staging camp. 
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During the various interviews I was asked me what I would like to do in the army.  
I have concluded that was a standard army question to ask what you would like to do, 
where you would like to be stationed then place you as remotely away from the answer as 
possible.  My answer was I would like to get into the Army Air Corps. I was sent to a non-
commissioned officer who called me into his office and asked if I would like to work on 
the China Clipper.  The China Clipper was the name of a large seaplane so I was quite 
thrilled to have been asked and responded quite positively.  He escorted me over to the 
mess hall and proceeded to explain that I was to operate the dishwasher, commonly 
referred to as the china clipper, and assigned me to K.P. (kitchen police) duty for the next 
day.  My first big assignment wasn’t too successful for the Army because one of the 
pressure water pipes into the dish washing machine blew off the “china clipper” and water 
ran everywhere.  The kitchen crew shut the water off and swamped the place out while I 
finished my shift doing dishes in a big sink. 

 
Infantry Training - Camp Roberts, California 

 
Individuals from our contingent were shipped out of Fort Douglas to a number of 

different army installations across the country for basic training.  
 
I was shipped out of Salt Lake with a small group of recruits on a Union Pacific 

passenger train heading West. We were not told our destination and every time the train 
pulled into a station we wondered if it was our stop. A colored recruit sitting near me was 
handed orders to debark at Oakland, California where he was to attend a cooking school. 
Most of us from Salt Lake continued on to Camp Roberts near Paso Robles, California for 
basic training in an infantry unit. 

 

 
Camp Roberts, California - 1942 
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In 1940 The U. S. Government purchased 13,000 acres of the Nueiminto Ranch 12 

miles North of Paso Robles, California and in a nineteen week period, between November 
of 1940 and May of 1941, built the largest infantry and artillery replacement training 
center ever to be built in the United States. The job was accomplished in the short period 
by using nine thousand workers at a cost of thirteen million dollars. At full strength it 
could provide basic training for twenty six thousand Selective Service Trainees for each 
training period. 

 
We reached Camp Roberts on August 3, 1942 for a thirteen weeks of so called,        

" Boot Training " and detrained at the camp railroad yards.  The rail center had three and a 
half miles of track for train cars carrying thousands of troops in and out of the yards every 
day. The yards also contained a rail car docking unit for loading and unloading supplies. 

 
I was assigned to the 19th Regiment, 89th Training Battalion, Company " C ", that 

had a specialty title of  "Heavy Weapons and Rifle".  Our barracks were located near the 
foot of the hill on which the camp water storage tanks were located.  The camp barracks 
were two story buildings and each housed sixty-four trainees. The camp housing facilities 
had sufficient space to accommodate the full training capacity of twenty - six thousand 
personnel at one time. 

 
The Army Infantry became a real and serious part of my life. I weighed about a 

hundred and twenty pounds and was about five foot six inches tall. These were not the most 
desirable physical attributes for one assigned to a rather rough and tumble Company of 
Infantry trainees. Our first few weeks were directed toward building our physical endurance 
and I did quite well. My work on the ranch and physical education classes in college had 
kept me in good shape compared to many of the trainees. The drill field or parade ground at 
Camp Roberts was just over a quarter of a mile wide and over three-quarters of a mile long 
and was almost six million square feet in area. For comparative purposes it is recorded that it 
had the capacity to accommodate a million marching men or ninety football fields at one 
time. Small airplanes used it for a landing runway when they brought an occasional ranking 
officer in for business. During most of our training we were on the parade ground early in 
the day doing calisthenics for an hour or more and then practicing our marching and drilling 
with our rifles. Our rest breaks were spent on the parade ground and only came back to the 
Company barracks for lunch. The temperature on the drill field would reach over a hundred 
degrees quite regularly. During 1942 the United States was preparing us for the hot climates 
of fighting the battles in North Africa and the Pacific and the hot surface of drill field was a 
good place to start the process. During this period of our boot training we were allowed one 
canteen of water and were expected to make it last all day in the terrific heat. A few of the 
recruits had overheating problems and had to be carried off the field, but in general, most of 
us fared quite well. We were given a daily ration of ten or twelve salt tablets to consume 
when we drank water during the day.  

  
We were soon moving off the parade ground and into the marching miles across the 

hills with full field packs and our rifles. We would march a distance and then jog a 
distance. After a few weeks we could make the miles go by before we needed a rest break. 
I admired the stamina of the calisthenics and drill cadre of the camp. When not drilling, 
marching or doing calisthenics, we were on the rifle range target shooting with 30 caliber 
Springfield rifles, 30-caliber water-cooled machine guns, and the 50 caliber automatic 
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weapons. It was about this time that our pay scale went from $30.00 dollars per month to 
$60.00. We were also issued the new type army helmets and our old World One 
Springfield leaf sight rifles were replaced with new model 30 caliber rifles. 
 

 
 

Target practice with 30 caliber machine guns -  Camp Roberts 
 

         
 

Target practice with 30.06 caliber Springfield rifles - Camp Roberts 
 
When we were not on marches or other activities, it was back to the drill field area 

for lectures on first aid, rifle and machine gun disassembly and assembly as well as the 
care and cleaning of everything from our eating utensils to our boots. In the barracks it was 
inspections of beds (blankets tight enough to flip a quarter over when tossed on top of 
them), footlockers with everything properly rolled or folded in its proper place and spit 
polished footgear. 
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We ran, crawled and climbed obstacle courses, over walls, along trails and through 
water and mud. We learned to properly fit and use our gas masks by running through 
clouds of tear gas and how to crawl flat on our stomachs across the ground and under low 
hanging barbwire.  

 
The training was rigorous and we became dog tired but for some reason I was 

comparatively happy at the Camp and rather enjoyed the area and the dry hills. It was a 
nice experience to march over the various trails throughout the hills, set up pup tents and 
have meals delivered to our bivouac area. As I mentioned earlier, there were a few trainees 
that didn’t mind using their size to intimidate me and usually made sure that I wound up 
carrying the eighty - one millimeter mortar base plate on our marches. It was heavier that 
the rest of the hardware we carried but I was usually spelled off after a mile or two. As a 
mater of fact, I was rather proud of the fact that I had more stamina that some of the taller 
and heavier trainees.. 
 

         
      

A rest break during one of our marches into the hills -  
50 caliber Browning Automatic Machine Gun. 

 
Camp Roberts had a population of about 26,000 Staff and recruits and not all had 

been willing to leave civilian life to participate in the rigors of army life. The camp Brig 
(prison) had a considerable number of inmates. Many were incarcerated for minor offenses 
such as getting back a few days late from a weekend pass or having problems of obeying 
orders of superiors. Many preferred the brig to going overseas and as soon as they were 
released did something to cause them to be returned to the compound. 

 
Our company had very little trouble with the exception for a period of thefts from 

our footlockers. Our platoon came back from an outing and one of the residents in our 
barracks found a few personal items missing. The company commander called us into 
formation and began hazing us in the hopes that someone would confess to stealing. We 
were made to stand at attention looking straight ahead and if anyone dared move they were 
made to do pushups or some other activity until they collapsed from exhaustion. When 
someone passed out from the strain of standing at attention a minimum of assistance was 
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provided. No one gave in to admitting guilt and the punishment continued into the evening. 
The officer finally gave in but put our platoon on hot dog and bun rations as well as extra 
duty and barrack inspections for several days. I never had a problem with army food and 
the hot dog and bun rations were no problem for me during the days of our probation 
period. The culprit was never caught but the thefts came to an end and training continued 
as usual. 

 
  Recruits were assigned night guard (sentry) duty one or two times during the 
training period. We patrolled twenty-four hour shifts alternating between the sentry periods 
and rest periods so that we had two hours on patrol and two hours off.  The duty called for 
walking back and forth around the company area and challenging everyone we 
encountered after curfew hours. If they did not respond with the proper pass we were 
supposed to bring them in at rifle point. The cadre would often test us with a reply that 
they were an officer and it was all right for them to go through the area. The soldier 
permitting anyone, including officers, to pass his post without giving the word of the day 
was severely reprimanded. There was good cause to be vigilant on guard duty because of 
the possibility of sabotage to our Camp. There was excitement on one occasion during our 
stay at the Camp when it was rumored that a Japanese man had tried to poison the water in 
the water tower. It was probably a false rumor but it did bring to our attention that the war 
was closer to home than we thought. It was about this time that Japanese submarines were 
prowling waters off the California coast and even landed a few torpedoes on one of the 
beaches in California. 

 
 In addition to guard duty we also had to our fair share of KP duties in the mess hall 
and kitchen. The regimental area of Camp Roberts had 84 mess halls, each having a 
capacity of 250 men and 7 mess halls that would each seat another 170 trainees. Seventy 
tons of food was served per day when the camp was operating at full capacity. During one 
maximum strength training period, the food services cut 28,000 pounds of beef carcasses 
into retail cuts each day and delivered them to the various camp mess halls.  During one of 
my mess hall duties I had to help unload a truckload of lamb and mutton carcasses and 
carry them into the storage cooler in our company mess hall. The Mount Haggin sheep 
ranch that I was raised on near Anaconda was recognized for its top quality meat type 
carcasses produced by the Hampshire breed. I thought the carcasses we were unloading 
were from goats because they were so thin. I later realized they were Rambouillets raised 
on the drier ranges of the Southwest. I was used to eating lamb and mutton and thought the 
cooks did a good job of cooking leaving me little complaint about the meat or other 
rations. I heard more dissatisfaction with the army food service after the war than during 
my tour of active duty. 
 

While on one of my first shifts of K.P. duty at Camp Roberts, I was introduced to 
the automated potato peeler. The peeling machine had a rough-sided barrel shaped tumbler 
that held about 50 pounds of potatoes. I filled the tumbler and ran some water into it, then 
turned the machine on. As the rough surface of the tumbler rolled around, the potato skin 
slowly rubbed off. My mother always had me cut the potato eyes out with a knife until 
none of the peel remained and that was my goal with the automatic peeler. It took 
considerable time and ground off lots of clean potato before I finally removed the last of 
the potato skin from deep in the eyes. I was left with a tub full of golf ball sized potatoes 
for cooking and was quite pleased with my culinary art and happy to deliver them to the 
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cook. The Mess Sergeant took a look in the kettle and got thoroughly shook up at the small 
volume of potatoes that he was left to cook. He chewed me out in no uncertain terms and 
made sure that, in the future, I knew how to peel potato Army style. 

.

 
Kitchen Police (K.P.) at Camp Roberts 

I’m on left (in front of glass door) in the back row. 
 

I found it easy to live at the camp. We were treated to haircuts courtesy of the U. S. 
Army. The hair was cut short and was easy to care for. Our laundry was collected weekly 
at the Company supply depot and returned to us in tip top shape also courtesy of the U. S. 
Army and a small fee. There was also a Post Exchange in the area where we could 
purchase personal items. 

 
We were granted weekend passes on occasions if we wanted them. Not many of the 

trainees in our Company took leave as it was a hassle to find ride to San Migual or Paso 
Robles and back to camp. I do, however, recall visiting the USO in one of the towns not 
too long after we arrived at the training center. Most of us were just happy to have a day 
off and rest up from the hassles of the week.  

 
My mother was very faithful about writing letters to me with the usual family and 

hometown news. I am sure I must have spent some weekend time writing letters home.  
One of her letters informed me that Nick Michael, one of our long time ranch workers that 
watched my brothers Dave and Tom and me grow up, was coming to Camp Roberts to 
visit me. I got a pass for the weekend and we had a nice visit that helped ease the stress of 
being away from home. 

 
One weekend our Company was invited to be the guests of the owners of a large 

orange orchard near Santa Barbara. The ranch had saddle horses and I thoroughly enjoyed 
the trail ride that many of us took for a mile or two around the outskirts of the property. 
The hosts treated us like royalty and everyone thoroughly enjoyed the day. 
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A lot of time was spent standing in long chow lines waiting our turn to have a meal 
splashed into our mess kits. The oval shaped metal mess kit had a division down the inside 
of the lid where food could be placed on each side. The bottom mess kit served as one 
larger dish. Our canteen was nestled inside a large metal cup and the unit was carried in a 
canvass case that fastened to a heavy web multiple use belt around our waist. The mess kit 
was carried in our backpack. 
 

 
 

                     Chow line, Camp Roberts, September 1942 
 
When we were away from the Company mess hall area, the food was hauled and 

served in the field. We stood in line whether in the sun or rain and ate the food in the sun, 
dust or wet and mud. Washing our metal mess kit and cup consisted of dipping it in a 30 
gallon garbage can filled with warm water (if you were among the first) and swishing the 
utensils around in the water a few times. This was followed by a quick dip in a second 
garbage can that contained the rinse water. The water was not changed and became rather 
dirty and thick by the time several hundred trainees and staff had put their utensils through 
the wash cycle. A couple of bouts with diarrhea and we soon learned to wipe all our field 
utensils thoroughly (with our handkerchiefs) before eating. 
 

Training in a heavy weapons company included a few short sessions learning how 
to drive a truck in convoy without excessive speed or braking. It was not easy to keep a 
relatively uniform speed when most of the trainee drivers had never sat in the cab of a 
large vehicle before coming Camp Roberts. We soon learned how to drive the trucks on 
sandy beach as well as climb hills without getting stuck. 

 
During one pleasant afternoon we were sitting on the side of a dry hill listening to a 

lecture session on constructing barbwire barricades. During the lecture I glanced into a 
gopher hole that was quite wide at the top and saw a rattle snake laying coiled just inside 
the entrance.  I tapped a trainee that was from Texas on the shoulder and pointed into the  
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hole. He was wearing a pair of heavy leather gloves to protect his hands while working 
with the barbed wire. Before I could say anything, he jabbed his gloved hand into the hole 
and grabbed the rattler behind the head. He grabbed the tail end with the other hand and 
stretched the snake out in a straight position. One of the other trainees took a field knife 
out and cut the snake in half. Everyone nearby jumped back a little but the lecture went on 
with minimum disturbance. 
 

 
           Jim with one of the six wheel drive trucks he learned to drive 

 
 

 
           Some of the fellows from my barracks, note WW I helmets,  
                                     Jim – front center kneeling. 
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Most of the fieldwork and marches were in the hills. During our rest breaks we 
would usually sit or lay down stretched out on the ground and often near the nests of 
tarantula spiders. Tarantula spiders lived in holes they burrowed in the ground that were a 
half-inch to an inch in diameter with a heavy white web covering the entrance. We had 
been warned that the bit of a tarantula was painful and could cause us to get quite sick but 
those of us that had never been around the spiders and were quite intrigued by their size. 
We were continually trying to find a larger specimen. The web cover was removed with a 
stick or pencil and a small amount of water poured in the hole and in a few seconds the 
tarantula to come crawling out. The hairy mean looking critters crawled out quite rapidly 
and usually stopped beside the entrance with their big eyes staring at us. We pestered them 
to get the insect to fight back but I never picked one up. They were good entertainment for 
a farm boy from Montana.  
 

 
 

  Platoon lecture site, 1942 - Jim 3rd row, 2nd from right 
 
Ten or eleven weeks into our training period I reported to sick leave with a tooth 

ache and was scheduled for a dental appointment in a few days. On the appointed date, I 
went with another trainee from my barrack to the dental facility. It was housed in a two-
story barrack with individual rooms of a large number of practicing dentists. My 
companion was called in first, giving me time to look about and read the notices on the 
bulletin board. Among the notices was a notification and schedule of qualification tests for 
admission to the Army Air Corps and stated that interested persons should report for the 
tests. I made up my mind to apply. 

 
While I was sitting in the waiting room, a medical corpsmen came down the hall 

with my barrack buddy on a stretcher. The dentist had tried to pull his tooth and broke the 
jaw. Needless to say, I went back to the barrack without going to my dental appointment.  

 
I immediately reported to the Company Commander and asked permission to take 

the scheduled Army Air Force qualification tests. He proceeded to tell me in no uncertain 
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terms that I was in the Infantry and that was where I was going to stay. I was not about to 
get in any more trouble so I didn’t ask any further questions.  

 

 
 
                                 A little practice for a ball game. 
 
Within a day or two I was called in to explain why I had not reported for my dental 

appointment. My explanation was accepted with some understanding and a new 
appointment was scheduled. Fortunately for me my new appointment was scheduled in the 
same building and at the same time as the Air Corps test. I decided that would take the 
tests instead of going to the dentist. I was gambling that the Air Corps tests were not an 
option for the Company Commander to refuse. I took the tests and went back to the 
barracks and said nothing of my alternate activity. 

 
Several days later I was called to the Company Headquarters and informed that a 

staff member would escort me to the dentist. I assured them that I would report and they let 
me go on my own. The dentist inquired as to my problem and my answer was that I didn’t  
know why they sent me for a dental checkup. He looked into my mouth, said everything 
looked good and sent me back to the Company area. 
 

The last of our training consisted of a twenty-five mile forced march and an 
overnight bivouac in the foothills of the Hunter Liggett Military Reservation. We reached 
our destination late in the evening and were required to dig a one-man foxhole deep and 
large enough to keep our body below ground level for the night. It was terrible weather, 
raining and quite chilly, but I dug through layers of shale rock using my trench shovel and 
lifting the broken rock out with my hands and finally had a sufficient size fox hole. I ate 
my canned rations and settled in for the night. I did my best to keep the rain out by 
covering my foxhole and myself with my rain gear but was quite wet. Most of us slept 
from exhaustion and were not in the best mood when we were roused out of our sleep early 
in the morning. A truck pulled into our area with supplies and the driver called out my 
name. I reported in and was informed that I had been transferred to the Army Air Corps. I 
grabbed my gear, jumped in the back of the truck and was soon on my way back to camp.
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The company CO was not very happy and assigned me to teaching General Orders 
to a group of volunteers that had difficulty reading and writing. The assignment was 
temporary and within three or four days I was on my way to the Air Corps Cadets Pre - 
flight Training Center at Kelly Field, San Antonio, Texas.  

 
Cadet Classification - San Antonio, Texas 

 
Upon arrival at San Antonio, I joined a contingent of trainees and we were escorted 

to the San Antonio Aviation Cadet Center at Kelly Field. From the moment we stepped off 
the trucks we became “ Mister “ and the West Point training methods of the Army Air 
Force Cadet Program came into our lives. We were marched in cadence as we were 
escorted to the various buildings for processing and classification. 
 

I exchanged my infantry issue items for the new aviation cadet issue. Everyone was 
lined up and assigned to Squadrons and Flights and assigned quarters in two - story 
barracks buildings. They were of the same outside appearance as those in Camp Roberts 
and each floor had twenty double deck bunks. The cadet in the top bunk slept with his feet 
at the end over the head of the cadet in the bottom bunk. Our beds were made up each 
morning using the same procedure as the infantry but with much more precision.  

 
After our clothing and equipment issue, barracks assignment and crew haircuts, we 

were ready to face the rigors of the various physical, mental and physical tests of the Army 
Air Force Classification Center. It was here that a determination was made whether a cadet 
would enter the training for Pilot, Bombardier, Navigator or assigned to ground duty only. 

 
For the next week each cadet faced a continuous barrage of paperwork covering 

wills, power of attorney, G. I insurance ($ 10.000), payroll and payroll deductions, 
personal history, medical and psychological examinations and much more. 

 
The medical examination was known as the Medical 64 and took two days to 

complete. The examination was developed by the Air Surgeon’s office in Washington, 
D.C. and was reported to be more comprehensive than that given to West Point Cadets. 
The criteria were designed to make sure that cadets that would eventually become pilots or 
crew members would not place themselves, crew or others at risk because of a physical 
abnormality. Stringent eye exams for defects, coordination and color blindness were 
included. A depth perception test was given that required us to align two pegs along side 
each other. The pegs were on a track on a flat table about eight or ten feet from our 
observation point and maneuvered parallel to each other by pulling strings. 
 

My physical also included a trip to the dental office which revealed my tooth 
problems that had plagued me in the infantry. I had four or five cavities filled and later had 
a wisdom tooth pulled. I was relieved to finally have the job completed before going 
overseas.  

 
Psychological tests followed the Medical 64. They were designed to test our 

judgment and understanding from reading charts, graphs, mathematics and other subjects. 
Very few were able to complete a particular test before the instructor called time and 
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passed out another test on a different subject. It was a sure-fire method to see how fast we 
could think. 
 

The psychomotor tests were designed to test our eye, hand and feet coordination 
and were extremely challenging. The tests would have been fun if I had not realized how 
important they were in the cadet air classification.  Today’s youth who have been playing 
nintendo and other video games would probably have found little challenge in what I 
thought was a grueling experience. 

 
One of the tests had four green lights with red bulbs on each side of the green bulb 

that could be turned on or off by the instructor. We had eight switches mounted on a panel 
in front of us. When the instructor turned on a red light we were expected to flip the switch 
to turn it off as determined by its position to the green bulb. Our future could be relegated 
to “ground duty only “ by a blink of the eye or slow flick of a switch. 

 
Several coordination test were given that required us to center a pointer on a brass 

button, about the size of a penny, that moved irregularly across a disk that rotated. I found 
that I did best with the long hand held pointer although I did not do too bad using the up 
and down and right and left levers. After the tests were completed, we were interviewed 
and asked for our preference of aircraft position for aircrew training.  I was informed that I 
had no choice other than that of Pilot, Bombardier or Navigator. I chose to try for pilot 
knowing that failure here would still give me the option of Bombardier or Navigator. 
Within a day or two I was informed that I was selected for pilot training and was assigned 
to preflight training in the class of 43 I. 
 

 Preflight - San Antonio, Texas 
 

My student days in the ROTC program at Montana State College included an upper 
and lower class system of military command. However, it didn’t come close to the two - 
class “ West Point “ system enforced at Preflight. "The brace" and being "racked back" 
became a regular part of cadet life. It was "brace Mister, chin back, suck your gut in, eyes 
to a point" and we didn’t dare move or we were made to do pushups or pull-ups until we 
were exhausted. We marched everywhere in cadence while we sang. Those of us that had 
trouble with keeping a tune had to sing at the top of our voices. 

 
As cadet underclassmen we were required to eat  "square meals" and the name did 

not refer to a sumptuous amount of food. We sat stiff backed on the front edge of our 
chairs in a sitting brace. Our eyes were fixed on the cadet (usually an upperclassman) 
across the table. The food was transferred from plate to mouth by moving our fork in a 
vertical line to a level with our mouth then horizontally into our mouth. A movement of 
our eyes to either side earned a demerit and after a certain number of demerits, we were 
assigned extra duty. Talking at the table, other than "sounding off to have food passed" 
was not permitted and the bad habits of fast eating, full mouths and leaning on the table 
were soon forgotten.  

 
 Our day began with reveille at "0550 hrs." (5:50 a. m) and we were soon in 

formation and marching to the mess hall for breakfast at "600 hrs." After breakfast we 
returned to the barracks and did our housekeeping. At  "800 hrs." we were headed for our 
morning of classroom instruction. After dinner (lunch) we had the usual close order drill 
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and marching as we, the underclassmen, withstood the continual demands and harassment 
of the upperclassmen. Retreat or the end of our formal training was at "1645 hrs." and 
supper was at "1715 hrs." or "1830 hrs." After supper the underclassmen were free to avoid 
the upperclassmen but most of the time the attempt was unsuccessful. Call to quarters 
sounded at "2015 hrs." and we returned to the barracks where we spent time studying, 
shining our shoes and brass buckles or writing a letter home. The Bugler sounded Taps at 
"2200 hrs." and everyone was in bed and not a sound uttered for fear that an 
upperclassman might be nearby. 

 

Table manners were soon learned by the underclassmen 
 
The instructors were civilian employees and did their best to help us with our 

classroom work. As busy as they were, they took time to give us individual help when we 
were having difficulty with a subject. Several would drive back to the base in the evening 
to give us extra help with our Morse code so that we could meet the minimum eight words 
per minute of audio sending and receiving signals. Other instructors did the same for other 
classes and made us feel that they were really working to make us the best trained cadets 
that would graduate from pre - flight.  

 
I returned to the barrack one hot afternoon to take a shower and clean up after our 

usual three mile run though the Texas brush and over the sand drifts. I showered in warm 
water and stepped out to dry myself. I was covered with red spots and more were breaking 
out by the minute. I was sent to the medics and was found to have the three-day measles. I 
was immediately placed into quarantine in the isolation ward of the hospital.  
 

The isolation ward was one large room with, perhaps, twenty beds. The patients 
were those with various communicable diseases. The patient that I worried most about was 
extremely sick with spinal meningitis and in much pain. The rest of us were quite 
concerned about being exposed and did not go near his area.
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The Cadet Commandant saw to it that my books were sent to the ward with orders 
that I was expected to continue my studies and to keep up with my class. I didn’t feel the 
best in the world for the first day or two and consequently spent little time on my studies. 
In addition I took advantage of being away from the Pre - flight area and caught up on my 
rest and sleep. About the third day my naval forces instructor showed up and informed me 
the rest of the class had taken the final examination on Navy ship identification and he was 
here to give me the test. I indicated that I had not studied the material and was not 
prepared. He paid little attention to my excuse and proceeded with the test. The test 
required knowledge of the types of ships and their name. I could identify the class of ship 
with accuracy but could not name the individual ships. The instructor worked with me until 
he was satisfied that I could recognize most of the larger ships by name and was satisfied I 
would probably retain them. 
 

 
  
The exam was completed in 45 minutes or so and the instructor thanked me and 

left. He was not about to let me be held over for the next class because of ship 
identification. Also, by the time he finished my examination he had taught me more about 
ship identification than if I had spent hours studying the subject. I always felt that he put 
himself in a dangerous situation to come into the isolation ward for communicable diseases 
to help me along the way. The instructors and cadre were truly dedicated and 
understanding people and extended their responsibilities to make sure we received the best 
training possible for the tremendous tasks we would soon face. 
 

Segregation was a word that a farm boy from Montana was not particularly 
concerned about. While laying in my bed in the isolation ward I struck up a conversation 
with the man in the bed next to me on several occasions. After one of our visits another 
enlisted soldier came over and informed me to quit visiting with my neighbor. My question 
back to him was “why” and I was promptly informed “ because he is a mulatto.” I had to 
ask him what a “mulatto” was and was informed that it was a person that had a genetic 
mixture of the white and black races. (His description used words that were a little more 
representative of the Southern culture of that era.) 

 
Three days in the isolation ward was enough for me and I was anxious to get back 

into routine of pre-flight training. Our morning sessions were devoted to classroom work  
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Mess Hall chow line on Christmas day 
1943 at the Pre-Flight Training Center. 
My note on the back of the Picture states 
1500 cadets and staff were fed dinner.  
 
 
 

 
 
Dressed in our Cadet Uniforms we relax in 

a San Antonio park.  (Jim Center). 
 

 
 
 
 

 Jim on the left with 
       Friend “ Moose” at Pre-flight 

 
  

 
                           
 
          
 
 

and the afternoons to “ P T ” (physical training ), marching and close order drills. The 
mornings were relatively free of the commands and demands of the upper class cadets but 
the afternoons were a different situation. Our every minute was under their supervision to 
and from the drill field and every moment on the field. It was almost a relief to have the 
Physical Training instructor to work us over for an hour of sit ups, pull ups, push ups and 
an array of arm and leg stretching and swinging. We then finished the afternoon exercises 
with a three mile run over the sand hills and through the mesquite brush area surrounding 
our camp.  
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 We were also posted on guard duty several times during our pre - flight training 
rotating the usual two hours on duty and two hours off during an eight hour shift. We were 
required to make the same challenges and be just as alert as guard duty in the infantry but I 
did not feel the Training Center was in as great a risk of sabotage as that of Camp Roberts 
during the period that I served as a trainee in the infantry. 
 
 Towards the end of our underclass training the upper class cadets decided that our 
flight should have a funeral procession and cremation. Six cadets were chosen as the body 
bearers and I was selected as the body. I was made to "brace" chin and chest in and 
maintain a motionless upright position. I was hoisted to a horizontal position over the 
heads of the bearers, who, with their inside arm and hand raised above their heads had to 
carry me about the barracks area. It tested their strength as they held me above their heads 
as the walked for blocks without changing the position of their arm. I was finally disposed 
of as they carefully laid my rigid body on top of the furnace housing in the barrack. 

 
Midway through our nine weeks of pre - flight training the Cadets in the Class of 

43-I became the Upper Class and the new arrivals in the Class of 43J became the Under 
Class and the traditions of the Cadet training carried on. As Upper Class we still spent the 
mornings at class and the afternoons with marching and physical training. 
 

Cadets were paid $ 75.00 dollars per month plus a $ 1.00 per day for meals. 
       We were then charged: 
 

Meals--------------------------  $ 1.00 / day 
                            Laundry ----------------------   $ 1.00 / week 
                            Dry Cleaning -----------------  $ 0.45 / week 

                                        Ground school equipment -- $ 1.00 total 
                            Name tag & rubber-stamp -- $ 1.00 total 
                            Cadet Club dues ------------- $ 1.00 / Class 
 
We were allowed "open post" one day per week but most of us spent our weekends 

at the base. I did go to San Antonio on several occasions and visited the Cadet Club. The 
Club took up most of the mezzanine floor of the Hotel Gunter and had a hired staff to see 
that the Cadets had a place to rest, relax and visit friends. It also served as a host facility 
for the friends and relatives visiting the Cadets. I also visited the Alamo and other 
historical sites near town. 

 
In March of 1943 I was assigned to elementary (primary) flying training at the Pine 

Bluff School of Aviation, Pine Bluff, Arkansas. My travel orders were issued and I 
boarded a troop train for Arkansas and was quite excited as I looked forward to my first 
flying experience.  
 

Pine Bluff School of Aviation, Pine Bluff, Arkansas 
 

Our rail transport cars were pulled by a steam engine and rolled along 45 to 55 mile 
per hour so the trip from San Antonio to Pine bluff took several days.  Spring weather was 
well on its way and as we approached the central part of Arkansas we began encountering 
flooding streams and cropland. At one point we were sidetracked until a freight train was 



 22 

dispatched to travel ahead of our troop train through an area where the floodwaters covered 
the tracks.  

 
We debarked at Pine Bluff and were transported to Grider Field where we were to 

receive nine weeks of flight training at the Pine Bluff School of Aviation. We thought we 
were in heaven when we arrived at the training field. Our barracks were nice one-story 
buildings divided into rooms, each housing two cadets. Each set of rooms was separated by 
a bath. We soon paired up as roommates and were assigned to our living quarters. 

 
New Cadets were put through the usual indoctrination period of acquainting us 

with the facilities and what was expected of us in the coming weeks. Grider field was a 
civilian flying field and all the instructors were civilian pilots. We were informed that they 
commanded the same respect and attention as if they were Army officers. The only Army 
officers were the Commandant of Cadets, the Adjutant and the Army pilots that supervised 
the training with everything under the control and supervision of the Army Air Force.  

 
The landing field was a small grass covered area, perhaps a mile long and a quarter 

of a mile wide. Along one side of the field was the plane parking and tie down area, 
hangers and a building where we stored our flight gear and assembled for instruction from 
our flight instructor. In the center of the field was a large "T" shaped wooden box that 
could be turned to indicate the direction to land. The wind direction was determined by 
observing a "wind sock" mounted on a pole. The "T" was turned to indicate wind direction 
only if there was enough to affect our landings, otherwise it was parallel to the flight line. 

 
It took us a day or two to settle into our housing quarters, pass through orientation, 

and draw our flight gear and classroom books. Between times we had to continue our usual 
calisthenics and physical training exercises. We were formed into groups of four or five 
Cadets and assigned to a civilian instructor, I was assigned to Mr. Dowd a middle-aged 
man in his fifties. Our flight thought we had the best instructor on the field and, when we 
finished our training, we presented him with the most up to date catfish fishing equipment 
we could purchase in Pine Bluff. 

 
Our training planes were Fairfield PT - 19 A’s powered by a 175 horsepower 

inverted six cylinder Ranger engine. They were blue planes with yellow wings and could 
be easily seen when miles away. The inside of the plane made me feel like it would be a 
complicated piece of machinery to fly. The front panel contained six or more instruments 
and toggle switches that I was sure I would have a problem monitoring and flying the 
plane at the same time. As I look back I chuckle about my concern as the only instruments 
were a tachometer, compass, altimeter, air speed indicator and a needle and ball. There was 
also a temperature gauge, fuel pressure dial and an oil temperature gauge. 

 
I believe the PT 19 was a perfect plane to mass produce pilots with a minimum of 

risk. It was a single wing, two passenger plane with a wooden propeller. The instructor 
almost always sat in the back seat with the student in the front seat. To start the plane, the 
student or instructor stood on the left wing and inserted a crank into the engine 
compartment through a hole in the side panel of the engine housing. The memorized check 
list was then called out "safety belt fastened" and after a positive answer, was continued 
with "controls free" and the lever in the front cockpit that held the stick in a fixed position 
was removed. Gas was checked for "on fuller tan" and " brakes set". The "throttle backed 
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and cracked" indicated that the throttle had been pulled all the way back and then pushed 
forward about half an inch. The final check was "pressure up". The planes had been parked 
with the gas shut off and the engines allowed to run until the gasoline in the fuel lines was 
used up, therefore, it was necessary to reestablish the fuel pressure to the engine 
carburetor. This was accomplished by reaching down and pumping the lever of “the 
wobble pump“ until the fuel pressure gauge on the front panel registered five pounds.  
 

The verbal checklist was completed when the pilot was informed to switch the 
magneto to “ left mag.”. The crank was then turned until a flywheel on the engine was 
rotating at a rapid rate and then quickly removed. The pilot quickly pulled a lever to 
engage the flywheel to the crankshaft and the momentum of the wheel would crank the 
engine. After the engine was running, the pilot signaled to switch to both magnetos and the 
plane was ready to proceed to takeoff position. I have incorporated the procedure to show 
how basic (primitive) the planes mechanical system was designed and that there was no 
battery operated electrical system. 
 

 
 

Primary Trainer - Fairchild PT 19 A 
 
 Mr. Dowd had met with our flight members and laid out the rules and what was 
expected of us. His job was to work with us individually and do his best to develop and 
coordinate our mental, physical, and disciplinary abilities into those required to fly an 
airplane. He appeared to be easy going but I realized that he expected more than average 
from each one of us.  

 
 Climbing into the open cockpit of a PT 19 for the first plane ride of my life was not 
a big thrill. I had the feeling that it was just another day of Army life and I was going to do 
my best to be successful, but if not, I knew there were more jobs for me in the air. We took 
off and climbed to 300 feet where he made a turn to the right. He then turned left 45 
degrees to leave the traffic pattern and climbed to a cruising altitude of a couple of 
thousand feet.  The instructor flew around the town of Pine Bluff and across the Arkansas 
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River where he called my attention to a couple of bridges and other landmarks that I would 
be using to find my way back to the field during future flights. One caution he made quite 
clear to me was that if, in the future, I were to fly under the railroad bridge that crossed the 
river I would be an automatic transfer out of the Cadet program. Apparently several had 
tried that very thing, resulting in everyone being advised of the consequences.  
 

Conversation in the air was only transmitted from the instructor to student. Our 
fleece lined flying helmet had a right angle metal pipe located over each ear that were 
fastened to each of the earflaps. We would slide a section of a "Y" shaped hose that led to 
the back seat over each of the metal helmet pipes. Mr. Dowd spoke into a funnel attached 
to the single end of the hose in the rear cockpit resulting in quite audible communications 
to the front seat. Acknowledgment of the message by the pilot in the front seat was given 
by shaking the stick a short distance to each side of neutral position a couple of times. 
About mid way through our nine weeks of training, Mr. Dowd and I climbed aboard the 
plane and took off and headed for an auxiliary field to practice landing and taking off. 
During the twenty five-mile trip he usually gave instruction about some maneuver or other 
flying instruction. I was merrily flying about, thoroughly satisfied that I was doing great 
job as I had not heard from my instructor. It was not long before I felt a tap on my left 
shoulder and turned my head to find that Mr. Dowd had climbed out of the back seat and 
was standing on the wing along side the cockpit pointing at my unattached "gosport" 
connections. It scared the daylights out of me but shook up as I was, I really flew straight 
and level until I heard his voice come "through the tube" telling me to relax. After all we 
were flying right along at our full cruising speed of 80 to 90 miles per hour. I was not 
reprimanded for my blunder but I am sure Mr. Dowd knew I had been shocked into 
learning something about the importance of memory and following the checklist. I never 
forgot to connect the "gosport" tubes again. 

 
Our flying gear, in addition to our seat parachutes, were light flying coveralls for 

warm weather and sheepskin coats for cool weather. The PT-19 was an open cockpit 
airplane making it necessary to wear goggles over our eyes. We also carried notebooks and 
an occasional textbook stored on the seat under our parachute. 
 

During my first ride I was allowed to handle the controls during which time we 
went up and down as though on a roller coaster but I did fairly well, more or less, in 
keeping the plane on a particular heading. A few lessons later I was practicing landing and 
taking off and in ten days and little over seven and a half hours of flying time, I was told to 
"take it up alone" for my first solo flight.  

 
I have forgotten many of the happenings of Cadet training but still have a very 

vivid recollection of my first solo flight and landing. Up until then, flying was interesting 
and fun, but when the chips were down and I was not confident that I was prepared to solo. 
I recall asking Mr. Dowd if I should have another lesson but he told me I would do fine. 
He accompanied me out to the plane, made sure the checklist was gone through and the 
engine running properly, gave me a confident smile and waved me to taxi out and take off 
for my first solo flight. I made a series of "S" turns back and forth as I taxied toward the 
end of the field. The nose of airplanes with tail wheels or skids, block the forward view. 
Making a series of "S" turns allows the pilot to look over the side and see what is ahead of 
the plane. 
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I lined up parallel to the "T", pushed the throttle forward and was soon climbing 
into our flight pattern. Taking off is the easiest part of flying if everything is going right 
but is also the most critical if an engine fails or other malfunction while at low air speed 
and altitude. I made a climbing turn staying in the traffic pattern then leveled off at 500 
feet and turned on the downwind leg. I made the next turn on the base leg and at a point at 
spot at a 45 Degree angle from where I wanted to land I cut the throttle and made a gliding 
turn onto the final approach. I thought everything was going good but I had a good sweat 
up. Nearing the ground I eased back on the stick to level out but realized that I was still 
two or three stories above the ground. I pushed the stick forward and started down too fast 
so I pulled back on the stick and up I went. A couple of more ups and downs and I finally 
landed, rather rough, but safely. I was disappointed in my performance and as I taxied in 
toward Mr. Dowd, my hope was that he would climb in the back seat and have me shoot a 
couple of more landings with him in the back seat. Instead of that, he signaled me to take - 
off again. My second landing was much better and for the rest of my stay at Grider Field I 
made all the take-off and landings during my flight instruction periods.  

 

 
 

Jim - every Cadet had their picture taken in  
primary training flight gear. The only non  

issue was the silk scarf. 
 

We began to put in more flight time with our instructors. Mr. Dowd was a patient 
and understanding person. Several Cadets washed out along the way and most were 
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beginning to feel the strain of the effort that had to be put forth. I always felt that I was not 
under as much stress as those students who left home to become pilots. Many Cadets felt 
that those at home would be embarrassed if they did not succeed. I was happy and relaxed 
to be where I was and if I did not succeed the in performing a maneuver properly the first 
time I would try again without being instructed to do so and did not worry about my 
original failure.   

 
Cadets were taught to be prepared, at any time and at any altitude, for an 

emergency landing. Mr. Dowd would pull the throttle back and I was supposed to 
immediately locate an area to make an emergency landing and enter into a glide slope to 
reach the selected area. Occasionally the area was one of easy access but more often it was 
an area where I would have to maneuver back and forth into or circle in order to land into 
the wind or in the most advantageous direction of the selected landing spot. I think it was a 
fun thing for Mr. Dowd because, quite often, he would let me almost set the wheels into 
the grass before he would take the stick and pull up.  

 
Another requirement we had to demonstrate was the ability to accomplish short 

field landings. Our training was directed toward giving us a feel of what the airplane would 
do under various conditions. It was a sort of "fly by the seat of your pants" with the use of 
air speed, altimeter, and needle and ball. Short field landings did much to develop that 
sense of feel. For short field landings, bushel baskets were placed in a row across one end 
of the landing area and a second row placed across the area a short distance down field. We 
were expected to land and stop between the row of baskets. This was accomplished by 
coming in the last part of the final leg with power on and flaps full down. The nose was 
raised slightly and sufficient power was applied to fly low over the baskets just above 
stalling speed, then we would cut the throttle and drop to the ground.  Our instruction time 
was limited and we were only allowed to spend one or two periods practicing the 
maneuver. Our Cadet class accomplished that part of our training quite well and did not 
crush many baskets or crash any airplanes.  

 
It was not long before our air time instruction changed from seat of the pants flying 

into a phase of perfecting our techniques of hand and foot coordination during turns, level 
flight, rolls, loops, stalls and ascending and descending turns. The use of the altimeter, 
airspeed indicator, needle and ball, and compass became a part of every movement of our 
hands and feet. We soon learned to make a "one needle width turn", keeping the ball 
centered (a black ball in a liquid filled curved tube), maintain our altitude and roll out on a 
specific compass heading. 

 
Mr. Dowd relayed to me the instruction that he was going to demonstrate the 

procedure used to make a slow roll. He dropped the nose slightly to gain a little air speed 
then pulled it up just above the horizon and began to slowly roll the plane over. He 
explained every move as he rolled, "move the stick to the left and as the plane starts the 
roll, right rudder is applied". He continued to explain that when the plane approached a 
quarter roll sufficient rudder pressure was applied to keep the nose above the horizon, then 
as we approached the half roll the rudders were brought back to neutral and the stick, still 
to the left, was pushed forward to keep the nose slightly above the horizon. It was in this 
position my world began to come apart and I found myself in a situation that placed Mr. 
Dowd and his instructions far down on my priority list.   
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 I had taken the usual preflight precaution made sure my seat belt was fastened and 
that I had pulled the safety belt tight across my lap until it was snug in the buckle clamp. 
As the plane rolled into the upside down position, the belt began to slowly slip through the 
metal fastener. I grabbed madly at everything within reach on the inside of the cockpit and 
I still recall that it was difficult to find anything to hang onto. I finally got both hands 
locked onto something and I hung on for dear life. As I hung upside down I saw a flick of 
something pass by my head on its way down but that was a minor part of my worries. Mr. 
Dowd completed the roll and by that time I was signaling him with the stick (this time it 
was not that I wanted to take over) and was frantically signaling him with my free hand 
that I was ready for a time out. He recognized I had a problem and flew back to the field 
where I informed him of my situation. He was very consoling but I’ll bet he laughed all the 
way back to the flight room. When I looked on the cockpit seat for my notebook and text 
book that had been stored under my parachute I realized they were the dark shadow that 
past me by on their way down to some farmers field. 

 
I was not the only one to have seat belt problems. About the same time as my 

experience, another cadet was thrown out of the airplane during a roll maneuver. He pulled 
his ripcord and floated safely to the ground. He never recovered, mentally, from the 
experience. A few weeks after his accident our flight was assigned to "police" (clean up) 
the barracks area. I was near the cadet when I saw him looking down in a space between 
the boards on the wooden sidewalk and mumbling and talking in the most insane manner. 
He was taken to the hospital and was later washed out of the program. 
 

I only recall leaving the field to visit Pine Bluff once early in our stay at the field 
and once again when we went to buy a gift for Mr. Dowd at graduation. I also went with a 
group on a bus trip to Little Rock, otherwise most of us were happy to stay at home to 
catch up on homework or rest. I did hike in the area surrounding airfield. I enjoyed 
watching the numerous small turtles along the banks of the ponds and streams. We did not 
have turtles in the Deer Lodge Valley, so this was a new experience for me. 

 
My first trip to Pine Bluff brought a full realization of the problems associated to 

segregation. We were a group of five or six of Cadets from our building that decided to go 
to town on a Saturday. It appeared that everyone in the neighborhood came to town on 
Saturday afternoons. As we wandered through town we were, more or less, crowded off 
the sidewalks and into the streets. We were never harassed or threatened but being in such 
a minority and treated as such, certainly brought home the lesson to a country farm kid 
from Montana that the color of a persons skin did make a difference. 

 
During one of our flights, Mr. Dowd grabbed the control stick and signaled that he 

would take over. We were only flying about 500 feet above the ground when he rolled the 
plane up on its side and down we went in a steep dive. He skimmed the plane across the 
ground toward a colored lady hanging out her wash on a clothesline. She saw us coming 
and threw her basket in the air and dove for the house. I thought it was a thrilling ride but 
Mr. Dowd informed me that I should never try that stunt
 

Another incident took place when an instructor, flying with a student, saw a couple 
of colored men fishing in a small lake from a rowboat. He let down over the water and 
headed for the boat. The fishermen jumped out the boat into the water just before the plane 
hit a telephone line across the lake and crashed on the opposite bank. The plane hit the 
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shore and slid sideways into the trunk of a tree and split in half between the front and rear 
cockpits. Miraculously, neither student or pilot were hurt but I was sure that instructor was 
grounded. Perhaps the residents of the Pine Bluff and the surrounding rural area had real 
cause to not throw out the welcome mat for the Cadets at Grider field. 

 
 

 
 
 
  

 

 
    
(Above) Jim 3rd from left and buddies 
in summer khaki uniforms in front of 
our housing unit  
 
 
(Left)  Everything we owned was 
carried in two duffel bags and a carry 
on.  
 

 
 
I was required to demonstrate my progress about midway through our nine weeks 

training period and again at the close of our flight instruction. The “ check rides “ were 
conducted by an Air Force officer and were designed to evaluate the progress of the 
student and also the proficiency of the instructor. We were expected to be prepared to 
perform every function in a satisfactory manner from the time we stepped onto the flight 
line until we returned to the flight room. Individuals that were having difficulty in handling 
the plane in the air were given additional check rides along the way and several were          
“washed out ” of pilot training. 
 

I had no problem with my first check ride as I was quite relaxed and our training to 
that point was quite basic. By the end of primary training I was beginning to enjoy flying 
but like the other Cadets I began to “sweat out “ my upcoming check ride with a full-
fledged Army Air Force officer in the back seat.  When my turn came, I was careful to do 
the preflight check list procedure and used carefully executed zig - zag turns while taxing
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and then parked at the required 45-degree angle at the end of the field. We had been told to 
prepare for any maneuver and emergency procedure. I was sure that as soon as I started my 
take - off that the check pilot would pull he throttle back as I became air born and I would 
have to recover and land. When that did not happen I relaxed and concentrated on my 
check ride. I was evaluated on straight and level flight, slow rolls, loops, spins, and various 
types of turns. At lower elevations the throttle was invariably pulled back and it was up to 
me to make a quick determination of wind direction, find a level field or landing spot and 
maneuver the plane until I was on a final leg and almost into landing attitude. It was not 
until then would the check pilot signal he was taking over to climb back to altitude. I was 
happy to have passed my flight check and realized that my instructor had made my first 
flight training pleasant and thorough and left me with the feeling of being prepared for my 
next adventure of flying larger airplanes. 
 

 During our nine week stay at the Pine Bluff School of Aviation we spent half days 
on the flight line listening to our instructors as they critiqued each of us as we returned 
from our flight. We also had blackboard sessions of ground and flight protocol and other 
topics that would help us along the way. We also had a number of sessions (total of 5 
hours) in a Link trainer. The Link trainer was a replicate of the cockpit of a PT 19 and was 
positioned on the top of a pedestal that it allowed the simulated airplane to move in any 
direction. It was designed to simulate flight and its flight path and attitude was maintained 
by controls and instruments similar to those in a real airplane. All flight simulation was 
strictly dependent upon flight instruments and without reference to an actual horizon. The 
link instructors were young women enlisted in the WAAC (Women’s Army Auxiliary 
Corps.) program and were just as serious at making us proficient in flying the link trainer 
on instruments as were our flight instructors in the air. 

 
The link trainer could be made to simulate rough air conditions, make us fight cross 

winds or buck head winds by a push of a button by a push of a button by the operator.  Our 
airlift could be made less by the simulation of icing conditions. I do not recall my first 
practice flying under the hood in the air but I do recall that my first flight in the link trainer 
was a disaster. The instructor put me in the air and informed me of what I was supposed to 
do. She continually monitored the instruments and the attitude of my airplane. If my 
airspeed was too fast or to slow, she would inform me over the intercom. When I looked at 
the airspeed indicator I would a drop a wing or the nose and would be informed that I was 
out of position with the horizon.  I recall that I went into a spin and wound up fighting the 
controls. No matter what I did I just kept spinning and the altimeter unwinding like a 
runaway clock. I think that I got so rattled trying to straighten the plane out on my own that 
I forgot to use the procedures that I had been taught in the air. I was almost dizzy when I 
stepped out, quite disgusted, of the link trainer. The young WAAC instructor assured me 
that my next session would be easier. 

 
Classroom sessions, physical training, close order drill, billet inspections and 

general clean up duties filled the half days that were not spent on the flight line. The 
general strict discipline of the Aviation Cadet training program continued throughout our 
stay at Pine Bluff developing, within each of us, a quick response to any needed action. 
The built in discipline and immediate reaction time stayed with me throughout my entire 
service time in the Army Air Corps. 
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After passing my final check ride, I joined the rest of Mr. Dowd’s students in 
saying farewell as we presented him with a set of top of the line cat fish gear as our token 
of appreciation for the patience, time and comprehensive training that he had given us. 
 

 

`    
 
Several students of the class of 43 I washed out during our stay at the Pine Bluff 

School of Aviation but, in general, it was far fewer than I had expected. Most of us were 
able to check in our equipment to the Quartermaster and were ready and waiting for 
reassignment to one of the many fields offering Basic Training in more powerful single 
engine airplanes. 

 
Coffeyville Army Air Field, Coffeyville, Kansas 

 
It was about mid May when I received my travel orders and boarded a train at Pine 

Bluff and headed for Coffeyville, Kansas where I was assigned to the Coffeyville Army 
Air Field for basic flight training. I do not recall many things about the physical facilities at 
the field but I do remember that the countryside and weather were beautiful during June 
and July. As I look at my flight log I can understand my not being able to remember the 
town. My flight log entries record that I flew six days a week for several weeks, one seven 
day week and a stretch of nineteen days in succession with two flight sessions per day for 
several of the days.  

 
Our training airplanes were Vultee BT-13 A models with a single 450 horsepower 

Pratt and Whitney engine. I felt like I was about to fly a monster when I compared the size 
and power to the chassis and 175 horsepower engine of the PT-19. In addition to the size 
and power I was faced with the task of spending the first few days familiarizing myself 
with new instruments and learning their use. In addition to the familiar instruments used at 
primary I had to learn to adjust and use an artificial horizon, fuel mixture control, 
carburetor heat control, propeller pitch control and their settings and to use the radio and 
interphone system.  We had to learn to locate, blindfolded the light switches for landing 
lights, passing lights, instrument gauge lights and navigation lights. The checklist we had 
to memorize for take - off and landings in a BT-13 made the familiar checklist of the PT-
19 look like a pre -school admission test. It looked to be a big adjustment but a year later it 
appeared so simple. 

 
Ground school took up a good share of our time as we continued to add to our 

knowledge of navigation and other necessary fundamentals that would be needed for flying 
an airplane under wartime conditions. When we were not flying, or in the classroom, we 
were studying or doing training to build our physical endurance and muscles. The 
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importance of physical fitness was stressed continually and was accomplished with the 
usual outdoor exercises and games. I did not look forward to these activities but I did look 
forward to flying. It was in Basic Training that I began to like flying. It was a sweaty job 
because I realized what the consequences of lapse of memory or reaction at the wrong 
moment would do to others or myself. 
 
 My first ride in a BT-13 appeared to be a big jump in size of airplane and engine 
power. The flight controls maneuvered the plane in the same manner as the smaller 
primary trainer but with quicker reaction and severity. The plane was also flying at a 
greater rate of airspeed, which required quicker mental and physical reaction times.  
 
 Our instructors did not waste any time before getting us into the air. The first two 
weeks were spent teaching us the flying characteristics of the BT-13 and preparing us to 
cope with flight emergencies. Gone were the days of “seat of the pants” flying which was 
replaced with flight instruments and more precision flight maneuvers. 
 
 We worked on perfecting our takeoff and landing procedures from the asphalt 
paved runway and were expected to maintain exact altitudes, compass headings and turn 
angles. We were taught to place the plane in such a position that it would stall out and sink 
toward mother earth and the pilot temporarily without control, then, by proper use of the 
stick and rudder, bring the airplane back under control. It was not unusual to be practicing 
a slow roll and have the instructor pull the throttle off when the wheels were skyward and 
our heads hanging toward the earth. I had to think fast to remember that, when hanging 
upside down, I had to pull or push the stick the opposite direction than would have been 
done in normal flight.  
 

 
 

Vultee BT 13A Basic Flight Training Airplane 
 

I continued to be relaxed during flight instruction and if I didn’t perform a 
maneuver properly the first time I would usually try again without being told to do so by 
the instructor. Again, I believe that my relaxed attitude contributed much to my success 
during training. 
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As the month of June progressed I became proficient in walking the airplane along 
in a stall attitude with the stick back, nose up, and keeping the wings level by maneuvering 
the right and left rudder petals. We were taught to control the plane in precision spins of 
one or two turns. The procedure was to hold full rudder in the direction of the spin, then 
one turn before the direction I wanted to head in after pulling out of the spin, apply full 
opposite rudder for half a turn then snap the stick full forward and the plane would turn the 
last half and come out of the spin on the precise heading. It took practice on my part and it 
certainly built my confidence in being able to fly with a degree of accuracy and 
proficiency. 
 

Loops were a fun acrobatic but I was worried, somewhat, about a problem I 
encountered when leveling out at the bottom of the loop. To begin a loop, I would put the 
nose down and gain sufficient air speed to pull up and over, then I would pull the throttle 
back and start my pull out toward the bottom of the loop to complete the maneuver. If I 
pulled out rather sharply I would black out and wake up with my head banging on the 
stick. The plane would level out when I blacked out and my hand fell off the control stick. 
Cadets that passed out for any reason were removed from pilot training. I would liked to 
have asked if that included black outs from “G” forces but I decided that it was best if I 
didn’t mention the fact. The blackouts were momentarily and only occurred a few times 
but I wondered where the instructor, who always flew the back seat, thought my head was 
during the pull out. He must have thought I really sunk down in the seat or he was in the 
same condition that I was. 

 

 
 

We developed a reasonable proficiency doing an assortment of air maneuvers 
during our first four weeks.  These included chandelles, lazy eight’s and combinations of 
various aerobatics designed to improve our skills of precision flying. I accumulated about 
25 hours of flight time toward the end of my first four weeks at Coffeyville and was 
checked out for my first solo flight in the BT-13. The second half of our Basic Training 
period continued with the aerobatics but the emphasis turned more toward training for 
cross country navigation, instrument flying and night flying.  
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Our regular courses in navigation, weather, radio procedures, map reading and 
orientation in ground school combined with our in flight instruction were expected to 
prepare us for cross country flights. My first cross-country flight was a flight path from 
Coffeyville to Fort Scott, Kansas to Chanute, Kansas and back to Coffeyville a distance of 
approximately 120 miles. I carefully determined the various compass headings, distances 
and the estimated time of arrival at various checkpoints along the route and wrote the data 
on a pad fastened to my leg above the knee. I folded my map properly so that it could be 
unfolded to the various segments of the route with a minimum of disruption or having to 
divert too much attention from flight observation. I took off from the airfield with the 
confidence of knowing that, with our training, I would not have any trouble. 
 

It was a beautiful clear summer day and my check points were easy to locate and 
the roads into and out of the towns were easy to distinguish as were the section fence lines. 
I was quite comfortable until suddenly the little town beneath my wings had the same 
identifying characteristics as the town I had marked for my last checkpoint. I was rather 
shocked but knew that it was not wise to turn around and fly back to the last point I 
checked. I had to presume that I was at least nearly on course and the wind had drifted me 
to the right or left or that I had a tail wind or a head wind. The direction of the blowing 
dust on the ground at this point would not necessarily be the direction it was or had been 
blowing from half an hour before. My only choice was to continue on with my flight plan. 
In a short while I came to another town that had no resemblance to a point along my route 
so I knew I was lost.  

 
We had been taught an emergency procedure to assist in orientating ourselves in 

such situations as I now found myself. I thought the procedure was fun when my instructor 
had demonstrated it but in my present state of mind, fun was the last thing I needed. The 
procedure required I fly around the perimeter of the town at an altitude of 1000 feet above 
the ground, locate any tall towers, buildings or other structures and also the wind direction 
and the railroad station. I then flew parallel to the railroad track in as near downwind as 
possible for about a mile from the station. I checked the fuel tanks and set the switch to the 
fullest tank. The flaps were lowered partially and the propeller moved to high rpm. I made 
a turn until I was over the railroad track and proceeded to assume an approach path that 
would place me about 100 feet above and to one side of the railroad depot. As I flew by I 
read the name of the town on the end of the depot and then climbed back to my flight plan 
altitude. It wasn’t hard to locate the town on my map and make the needed corrections to 
continue my cross county flight.  

 
I returned to Coffeyville without being too far off schedule and reported my 

experience to my instructor. I was unhappy about getting lost but he was not concerned, as 
this was not an unusual problem encountered during basic training. He was pleased that I 
had orientated myself by using the proper procedure.  

 
After completing another cross county flight or two, our flight training was directed 

toward our becoming proficient in instrument flying by controlling the airplanes flight path 
using only the instruments located in the cockpit. The front cockpit of the BT-13s had been 
retrofitted with a heavy dark cloth hood over an accordion type folding frame fastened to 
the airframe behind the front seat. When the hood was pulled forward the student was 
unable to see any visual references outside of the cockpit area. My first few instrument 
flights were under the direction of my instructor with most of the ensuing practice sessions 
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accomplished with the “buddy system”. Using the “Buddy System” a cadet would practice 
instrument flying under the hood in the front seat accompanied by another student pilot in 
the back seat to keep a lookout for other planes and to see that the pilot did not stray too far 
from home. We would land and exchange places, return to the air so that each of the  
“buddies” would have an instrument flight practice session.  

 
During the first two weeks at Coffeyville, I spent about an hour in the air each day 

but was soon flying two to three hours a day with some days almost five hours in the air. 
We still had our daily ground school classes calisthenics, close order drill, retreat and the 
ever-persistent check rides with different instructors who evaluated our progress. 
 
 Having passed my aerobatics, cross country, and instrument proficiencies I was 
now ready to enter the night flight phase of basic training. Taking off into the night skies 
with an instructor was nerve racking enough and I did not look forward to flying around in 
the dark by myself. I enjoyed flying by instruments under the hood and did relatively well 
but if I found myself in trouble I just had to pull back the hood and see blue sky and 
mother earth. At night all I saw was dark starry skies and lights on the ground that looked a 
long way off. Night flying was the phase of training that was most stressful to this point of 
my cadet life. 
 

 
  

The navigation lights of the night flying planes circling the field were quite 
spectacular and often confusing to cadets that were new to the airfield. The area above the 
airfield was divided into four fly zones or quarters of a circle with four levels of zones 
stacked above each other at intervals of 500 feet. Airplanes flew in three of the zones at 
each level making a total of 12 planes circling in the quarter zones above the field. We 
flew at various times in the zones from dark until two or three in the morning. Each 
unoccupied quarter fly zone was used to climb or descend to the different levels for take - 
off or landings. The planes flying the zones flew a pattern that extended outward three or 
four miles from the field to allow the pilots some variation in maneuvering rather than 
keeping the plane flying in a tight circle for any length of time. In addition to the planes 
flying the zones, there was a constant flow of planes in the pattern taking off and landing. 
It was not unusual for twenty or more planes to be in the air near the field and another four 
or five taxing between the landing strip and the tie down apron. 
 
 After a few hours of night flying with an instructor I was ready for my night solo. 
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Although I felt quite prepared, I was a little nervous when my turn came to join the never 
ending stream of red and green navigation lights on planes taxing across the field and using 
their bright landing lights to find the edges of the taxi strip. Communications with the 
tower was carried on by radio and was used in conjunction with a “biscuit gun“ to control 
our activities and position. The tower radioed me when to taxi to position in the take - off 
line. When I reached the number one take - off position I parked at the usual 45-degree 
angle to the runway and ran through the takeoff checklist. I had just finished the check 
when the tower aimed the “biscuit gun” at me and gave me the green light to take – off. 
 

Everything was routine and I recall that it was a nice evening and I was enjoying 
the solo ride. I was quite conscientious about staying within my fly zone and keeping a 
lookout for other planes. Flying alone at night, no matter how pleasant it might be, a short 
time gets to be a long time and somewhere along the way I lost track of the plane that was 
flying in the zone below me.  I slid back the cockpit canopy in order to look down over the 
side to see if I could locate it. As I leaned out I saw a large stream of fire shooting along 
the outside of the fuselage and extending from the engine cowling to the rear part of the 
cockpit. I was caught off guard and I all I could think of was a momentary flash of  "my 
planes on fire". A few seconds later I realized that the flame was from the large engine 
exhaust port on the right side and was not as visible during daylight but was rather bright at 
night. During my previous night flying sessions with an instructor I had never had the need 
to open the canopy and look over the side. It wasn’t hard to stay alert for the rest of the 
evening as I continued to check the exhaust flame regularly. It was hard to believe a flame 
that long and bright would not burn through the thin metal covering the side of the BT-13 
training plane. 
 

The rest of the night was routine, following the radio commands as the tower 
worked each plane down into the lower zones. A green light from the “biscuit gun” finally 
cleared me to enter the landing pattern and complete my first night solo flight.  

 
Upon completion of my solo night flying in the holding pattern and shooting night 

take-off and landings I was required to perform a solo cross county night flight. I flew East 
from Coffeyville, Kansas to Neosho, Missouri then southwest to Claremore, Oklahoma. 
The bright lights of Tulsa gave me some confidence of my location as Claremore is located 
just a short distance northeast of the town.  Coffeyville is located about fifty miles directly 
north of Claremore and was an easy leg of the flight to complete. I was happy to get home 
and into my bunk even if I did have to get up when six o’clock reveille sounded. 

 
In addition to night flying we received instruction and practice in formation flying 

and short field landings and take - off. We continued to build up our air time and to perfect 
new flying procedures and techniques and continued to practice of all the flying maneuvers 
we had learned as well as instrument and hood flying, link trainer time and our ground 
school classes.  

 
Graduation day at the Coffeyville Army Air Base was a much larger event than was 

held for the class of 43-I at the Pine Bluff School of Aviation. Many parents of the 
graduating Cadets were present and Several high ranking Army Air Force officers flew in 
to take part in the ceremony and review the troops. The entire base turned out for a full 
dress parade in front of the reviewing stand.  
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    Formations and drill exercises were part of                The never ending area cleanup 

     daily life in the infantry and cadets                               and policing duties 
 

 
Calisthenics were always a part of our schedules 

 
  (Below) Cadet barracks at the Coffeyville  

    Army Air Field, Coffeyville, Kansas 

       
(Above) Housing quarters at the Pine Bluff   

School of Aviation, PineBluff Arkansas 
 
(Pictures on this page from my class book for the Aviation Cadet Class of 43 I)  
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 Several days before the graduation exercises, three of us were informed that we 
had been selected to perform acrobatics and other flight maneuvers over the field while 
graduation was taking place. When graduation day came we donned our flight coveralls 
and enjoyed an exhilarating forty - five minutes doing every flight maneuver we could 
think of as well as a few passes demonstrating our abilities to fly formation. We were 
instructed to perform all the maneuvers at no less than several thousand feet. Our 
performance may not have looked that great, especially the formation flying, but it was the 
highlight of my time in the Cadets up to that point in time.  

 

 
 
I left Basic flight training with total eighty-eight flight hours in a BT-13 and had 

accumulated a total flying time between March 24 and July 26 of one hundred fifty four 
flight hours. At the end of our instruction period we were asked what type of combat flying 
we would prefer. My instructor had pulled the throttle back on the only engine in our 
aircraft so many times that required me to prepare for emergency landings that I decided, 
without a doubt, that multi - engine was the way to go. I appeared that my chances of 
getting back from a combat mission would be much greater if I had more than one engine 
to depend upon and I have never regretted the choice. 

 

 
Our class of Cadets was split up and assigned to a number of different fields for 

advanced training. Many went on to single engine training to become fighter pilots, a few 
to multi - engine training for cargo planes and some for advanced training in AT-9s that 
prepared them for low level flying. I was shipped to Altus Army Air Field, Altus, 
Oklahoma for twin engine training and probable heavy bomber assignment.  

 
ALTUS ARMY AIR FIELD, ALTUS, OKLAHOMA 

 
Ten days after my last flight at Coffeyville I was in the air again at Altus, 

Oklahoma. The Army Air Corps wasted no time in moving us along. During the short 
transition time in transferring from one field to the other, we checked in our equipment at 
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Coffeyville, rode the train to Altus, Oklahoma where we checked out our new issue 
equipment. We went through the now familiar processing procedures, received our books, 
pamphlets, field regulations and technical manuals for the Cessna AT-17 twin engine 
airplane. We enrolled in our ground school classes and were back doing our calisthenics 
and physical training exercises in a short time. I was assigned to a flight number 11 
consisting of five Cadets and to which Lt. Robert Bendele was assigned as our instructor.   

 
We were soon working to familiarize ourselves with the aircraft, memorizing the 

location and use of the instruments and controls. We had to memorize the location and 
position of 46 switches and controls and find them while blindfolded before we were 
allowed to fly. There was a separate set of controls and instruments for each engine. The 
six or seven dials on the instrument panel of a PT-19 A that required so much of my 
attention four months earlier seemed quite inconsequential now. 

 
The take - off and landing check list grew longer and I became more conscious  

of its importance as the aircraft size and performance requirements grew. Lt. Bendele also 
had our flight remember the name of the comic strip “ Andy Gump”. During the final 
approach to the landing strip we would make the final check word “ Gump”. The fuel was 
checked to be set at "G - on reserve tank ", "U - under carriage, down and locked", "M - 
mixture, full rich", and "props - full r.p.m". 
  
 We flew as a pilot and copilot team either with an instructor or as a team of Cadets. 
When we sat in the left seat as pilot we had to learn to operate the engine controls with the 
right hand instead of the left as was done with a single engine aircraft. The pilots flight 
controls were also the opposite, using the left hand on a wheel instead of the right hand on 
a stick control in the center of the cockpit. When flying copilot, the left hand was used to 
manipulate the engine controls and the right hand was used for flight control on the right 
hand wheel. 
 

 
 

AT-17s on the line at Altus Army Air Base 
 
 After learning to taxi about the field using the engines and brakes we took to the 
air. Then came the usual procedure of getting us to "get the feel of the airplane" and its  
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take - off, flight, stall and landing characteristics. Stalls were practiced with power on and 
power off and with flaps up and at various down positions. These were practiced regularly 
through out our stay Altus. Then came the routine of simulated landings with one engine 
out. When we accomplished a satisfactory level of proficiency we were allowed to solo 
under the "buddy" system.  
 

It was not long before I had to put my knowledge of emergency procedures to use. I 
was flying as pilot at an elevation of 3 or 4 thousand feet along with a “buddy” copilot”. 
We had been in the air for some time performing various exercises and were running low 
on fuel in the operational tank and, as a proper procedure, turned the fuel tank control 
valve to the fuller tank. A few minutes later both of our engines sputtered and stopped, 
leaving us no power and the propellers wind-milling. The AT 17, referred to as the  
"bamboo bomber", was a light weight airplane with considerable plywood structure and 
easy to fly. As soon as the engines cut out I put the plane in an easy glide attitude and held 
the airspeed at a comfortable level above that of a stall.  When the engines cut out, the 
copilot immediately reached down and checked the position of the recently switched fuel 
tank control valve. We checked the fuel gauges and they indicated we had a sufficient 
supply of fuel in tank being used. Next we checked the engine electrical switches and the 
main switch and every thing appeared to in order. While we were checking tanks, 
instruments and switches we were busy carrying on a "what next conversation". During all 
of this I was busy maintaining a power off glide path, with the propellers wind milling, and 
moving the plane back and forth is “S’ turns trying to locate an area in which to make an 
emergency landing.   
 

The "bamboo bomber" just kept floating along loosing altitude very slowly.  
We both believed the problem was a fuel failure so I made one more check of the dual tank 
check valve before we had to make final preparations for a belly landing. I reached down 
and switched off the full tank and then back onto it. I felt the valve snap down into a notch 
and a few seconds later the engines started. Apparently it was not turned far enough to 
snap into position when the valve was first switched to change tanks it. When the copilot 
visually rechecked the position of the alignment arrow on the switch and it appeared in line 
but was not close enough to allow the valve to completely snap into position.  
 
 I recall the incident quite vividly to this day. I don’t know how long we were 
without power but it seemed like a long time. As I glided the plane back and forth in the 
turns, the copilot and I were not overly concerned during our conversation of the possible 
solutions to our problem. We had been trained so long and hard for such occasion and, as I 
think back, I can hardly believe that we were not more shaken about our situation. There 
was no doubt in our minds that we could make a satisfactory emergency landing. 
 
 The first two weeks of advanced training was primarily classed as transition flight 
as we learned the various techniques of flying twin engine planes. From transition we were 
back to instrument flying and longer cross country flights. This phase of training required 
us to plot our flight course, fill out flight plans and put onto practice the lessons we had 
learned from our many hours in navigation classes. We also continued our instrument 
training in the link trainer flight simulator.  
 
 During this phase of advanced training, I began to realize that all our ground school  
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and flight training were coming together and I felt quite comfortable flying twin engine 
aircraft and performing the various air maneuvers and flight procedures. I passed my check 
rides after just over thirteen hours of student air time and was soon flying with a "buddy" 
in which we each took turns flying as pilot or copilot during our flight sessions. 
 

Our training schedule became intense and it became quite evident that in less than 
six weeks many of us would sent off as replacement copilots or into our final phases of 
training for combat. I felt a real urgency to learn and become as proficient a pilot as 
possible in the short time remaining. 

 
At this stage of our training we were considered to be proficient in instrument 

flying and the use of cockpit instruments.  We entered a phase of training whereby a 
considerable number of hours were devoted to flying at night to make us more at ease and 
more adjusted to longer flights during which we were unable to see the ground and other 
landmarks in the darkness night. It was more stressful than the night training that we 
encountered in Basic training when we were almost always in sight of the home field.  

 
Switching from daylight and familiar surroundings, where we depended upon 

visual topographical objects, to night flying over unfamiliar territory was even more 
stressful than giving up my security blanket and teddy bear when I was a youngster. Night 
navigation depended on the use of visual lights of towns, Civil Airway marker lights, radio 
signals or any combination of references.  Our visual Morse code came into use as we 
determined the code letters emitted from the airway beacons and the audio code was put 
into use as we flew the different airway beam corridors.  

 
It was relatively easy to follow the rotating beacons of the Civil Airway corridors at 

night. The red flashing beacons were located approximately every ten miles along the route 
and flashed a Morse code letter marking its mileage location from the origin of the airway.  
On clear nights we could see four or five beacons ahead and behind us as we flew the 
airway corridor. Night navigation outside of the corridors was another matter and required 
us to use various navigation instruments and coordinate them with the use of navigation 
maps and estimated times to various points.  
 
 As we advanced in instrument flying we received instruction in the use of the radio 
compass aboard our airplanes. The civil airways operated radio range transmitters from 
stations located all across the country to assist pilot’s move from point to point under 
instrument flight conditions. I enjoyed my few hours of instruction of homing in and 
tracking stations using radio direction finding (RDF) and automatic direction finding 
(ADF) equipment and procedures. I found that using radio signals was my most reliable 
way of finding a specific location. 
 
 I flew AT-6s for a short period after I came back from overseas and was quite 
comfortable using the radio compass tuned in to read the signal of local commercial radio 
station across the country. 
 
 Using a transmitted audio beam to fly an airway corridor at night and coordinating 
it with flight instruments, either in bad weather or because we were under a hood, was not 
something that kept a person very alert. Radio beams were transmitted from a ground 
station and were fan shaped with the narrow point over the station and became wider as the 
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transmission traveled away from the station. On one side of the beam was a DA - DIT, DA 
_ DIT signal received every second or so.  On the opposite side of the beam, the signal 
received was a DIT - Dah, DIT - DA received in the interval between the DA - DITs of the 
other side.  When flying in the center of the beam, the DAs and DITs formed a continuos 
solid tone. Once in the air the transmitted beam was located and the plane was positioned 
to parallel the beam at a specific altitude.  
 
 We had several procedures for locating and entering the flight paths of the radio 
beam. I always attempted to fly the beam on the edge so that I heard the continuous tone of 
the beam center and the faint background of the code side. If the code signal became 
louder and the solid signal faded I would make a slight correction in flight path to center 
on the beam path. It was a monotonous task and after awhile I would not notice that the 
DIT- DA was gone and I had slid through the beam into the DA-DIT quadrant. Being on 
the opposite side of the beam, any correction I made took me farther from the beam. After 
a couple of misguided corrections I would realize my numb mind had not read the slow 
slide into a different code signal. I only made the mistake a couple of times but it was 
frustrating and took time to locate my position and get back on the beam. The mistakes I 
made during my flight lessons in Advanced flight training ensured that they would not be 
repeated. 
 
 I did have a close call during a night flight at Altus. I had just turned onto my final 
approach leg and had the wheels down and some flap extended. I was loosing altitude and 
suddenly the runway lights went out. I pushed the throttle forward and raised the wheels 
and began to climb. Suddenly the runway lights were as bright as ever and as my co-pilot 
and I looked down as the top of a hill slid by a hundred feet below us. My timing had been 
off and I established my base leg too far from the field and he hill had cut off my view of 
the field lights when I . I spent a restless night for what sleep I had left. 
 

 

 
 

I am aware of only one incident of  Cadets getting in trouble “ buzzing” an AT-17. 
Two students were cross country flying when the pilot decided to “drag” a farmyard. He 
flew in at ground level, past a barn and hit a power line. The wire wrapped around one 
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propeller and snapped off. He flew back to the field on one engine. Dragging a section of 
power line and landed safely. The word was that there were chicken feathers in the engine 
cowling. We were close to graduation so the only reprimand he received was a loss of 
privileges. The rumor was that he was going to be assigned to twin engine low level flight 
training for ground support on the front lines where he could expend his energy strafing 
enemy fuel depots and supply lines. 
 

I accumulated about 80 hours of student pilot time and another 44 hours of copilot 
time flying AT-17s during the nine weeks at the Altus Army Air Field as well as completing 
the required ground school classes. 

 
 

YOU TOO CAN BE AN ... 
 

Yes, we heard those magic words-, so we investi- 
gated, discussed, considered and finally decided. 
 
First the screening test and the 63 physical . . . . . 
followed by weeks of apprehension, misgivings, 
inquiries and then that long white envelope. 
 
Five days to pack … dispose of the car . . . 
liquidate finances . . . have a few quick ones with 
the old gang, and work up to that last good-bye to 
the family and best gal. 
 
The train . . . "match you for the upper" … Poker 
and Bridge … "We're out of wafer" … side- 
tracked again . . . no letter mailed enroute . . . big 
talk and confused talk . . When do we fly? . . . 
Where do we go? ... Texas really is big! and flat 
 … There's Randolph and Kelly . . . "There it is, 
fellows" … the Saaaaaaaaad SAACC! 
 
"G.I." trucks … "You'll be sorrreeeee!" feather 
merchants … "Over here. Mister" … Reveille,. 
"Who said Texas is warm?" "Detail, tenn-hut!" 
Did you ever see rocks grow before? . . . General 
orders . . . KP, guard duty, KP . . . Class A's and 
fatigues . . . The Air Corps Song . . . Pass your 
64?"…more mental exams . . . First letters from 
home … "Gigs", demerits and tours … 
"Whoopee, I made pilot!" 
 
Across the road . . . That first day! … That -First 
week ! ! That first month ! ! … Hit it Mister! … 
DRIVE . . . hold those seams between thumb and 
forefinger. . . "You're absolutely RAUNCHY!" … 
"Are your eyes on a point?" … Wrinkles in chin, 
arms straight, chest up, hands cupped, feet at 450 
angle, thumb's at seams, stomach in! . . . They 
can't do this to me … or can they?" …"We're 
upper classmen." 
 
Be proud, Mister!  You're an Aviation Kaydette" . 
…Code and Physics . . . Parade and inspection . . . 

... The cannon . . . Perspiration down your back . . 

... White gloves … "G.l." parties … 4 inches of 
your chair! . . . dress your plate! ... Dive 
bombing?. . . "Bombs Away!" … We'll march 
those smiles! First "Open Post" … Gunther Hotel 
. . . Cadet Club. . . PT! ... Cross Country . . . 
"T.S." Cards . . 
 
"C. S." officers . . . Primary fever … and 
suddenly it's all over! 
Primary, here we come! … At last! We really 
fly!… Goggles, helmets and flying suits ... That 
first trip … Brakes set--controls free--belt 
fastened--gas on -throttle back and cracked --on 
left mag …coordination ... relax! . . . Stick and 
rubber, STICK AND RUDDER! …"Do you call 
that a normal glide?" … "You're diving it…back, 
back! BACK! … Okay, she's all yours … Make 
three landings … "We soloed!" But a lot of swell 
guys didn't. 
 
The twenty hour check-ride … forty hour check- 
ride . . . sixty hour check-Army check … check 
and double check! . . . Spins, stalls, chandells, 
lazy eights, precision, the pattern, forced landing 
Take me back to the field … Whew! 
 
The "Country Club" … Those wonderful inner- 
spring mattresses … Those trim buildings … end 
of  the class system ... cafeteria style … 
meteorology and engines . . . Link trainer . . . the 
floods . . . the swell gals in the nearby town … 
The wonderful treatment from the towns folk … 
Is it any wonder we swallowed a lump as we 
boarded for Basic. 
 
Back to the Army . . . What a ship that vibrator . . 
. . Procedure . . . torque correction, CORRECT 
FOR TORQUE! ... Watch that turn into the 
approach! We solo again . . . more gauges, more 
speed . . . Night flying . . . formation flying . 
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"Stars" on the ramp! …  Spin recovery under the 
hood … "Radio check, Over" … More link. 
 
Obstacle course ... Weather and Renshaw flash . . 
."Stay on the ball, Mister" . . . Flight Officer's 
Act!... Visitors from home!  It won't be long now 
Twin engines for me! 

"Get that stuff in there" … Bombing and Arma- 
ment … How to become an officer in eight easy 
lessons …  First Aid . . . An upper classman for 
he last -time … Are we happy?  Yes and no.   his 
comradeship and experience, the memories 
and our future.  We are humble and grateful.  We 
cannot believe it.  We have earned our wings.

 
 

 
The preceding “ YOU TOO CAN BE AN “ …was taken from the Aviation Cadet 

Class of 43 I class book received when we graduated from the Altus Army Air Field. It 
summarizes the transition from homes, pre-flight, primary, basic and advanced until we 
received our wings and our rank as Commissioned Officers. 
 

Nine cadets and instructors lost their lives in airplane accidents at Altus from May 
to September of 1943. Two of the casualties were from our Class of 43-I. The accident of 
one of our classmate occurred just five days before we completed our flight training at the 
Altus Army Air Base. 
 

The commencement address was presented by a flight instructor from Tarrant Field 
at Fort Worth, Texas. He was an impressive speaker and was of American Indian heritage. 
During the ten day interval of leaving Altus and arriving at Fort Worth he been involved in 
a take-off accident and belly landed a B-24 into a lake at the end of the Tarrent field 
runway. He was back and flight instructing when I was ready to begin my four engine 
training. 

 
The day following the graduation exercises were again following the usual 

procedure of checking in our equipment and checking out of the base. Having earned our   
“ Wings “ the procedure included several extra steps. I was escorted to one desk where I 
received an “Honorable Discharge” from the Army of The United States on September 30, 
1943. I was then directed to a second desk where I was given my orders appointing and 
commission me as a Second Lieutenant in the Army of the United States effective October 
1, 1993. The cadre made sure we did not go anywhere between the few minutes of 
receiving our discharges and re-enlisted as officers.  
 
 As new officers, our first duty was to outfit ourselves with our new dress uniforms 
and other gear. The dress uniform was a nice looking olive drab jacket with our silver pilot 
wings insignia proudly pinned to the lapel of the upper pocket of the jacket. We picked up 
our orders for our next assignment. The members of the class of 43-I were shipped to a 
number of different airfields and flight assignments. Many were directed to further twin 
engine training, some assigned as copilots to units going directly overseas while others 
were assigned to transport units.  
 
 I was assigned to Tarrant Army Air Forces Pilot School at Fort Worth. Texas for 
specialized four engine pilot training. We were given a ten day furlough before reporting 
for our assignments. I had to travel by train and I am sure it must have taken at least two 
days to get home and another three to get back to Fort Worth. I did get home long enough  
to enjoy a trip to the Mule Ranch in the Big Hole country and mothers home cooking. 
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TARRANT FIELD - FORT WORTH, TEXAS 
 

The following material is taken from a publication we received when we arrived at 
Tarrant Field best describes the airbase and the mission and scope of out next nine weeks 
of pilot training. 

 
“ The field, like the giant Consolidated plant that lies opposite its double-X shaped 

runways, is a manufacturer. Its products are men who rank among the most highly skilled 
in the Army Air Forces, experts in all phases of battle tested and proven B24 Liberators.  

 
Training of flyers is the field’s No. 1 job. Part of the carefully planned system 

which is producing the world’s airmen in numbers believed impossible a year ago, the 
field is an advanced school that gives flyers their first post graduate course. 

 
The field, which was first activated in mid-August, 1942, is not concerned with 

beginners. Its pupils own their own prized pilots’ wings when they arrive; all are 
commissioned officers. Their problem now is to learn to herd the huge four engine B-24  
through the skies, which is like jumping from arithmetic to calculus. First training was 
started at the field on Oct. 11,1942. 
 
 At the Fort Worth field, the flyer comes face to face, for the first time,  with a real 
combat ship. The one he is destined to fly in battle. The transition is a huge one. In place of 
the relatively light twin-engine trainer he flew in advanced school, he is now confronted 
with a 29-ton aerial dreadnought powered by super-charged motors of tremendous power. 
A glance at the instrument panel, a Rube Goldberg-like maze of gadgets, would in itself 
frighten a less courageous soul out of six months growth. 
 
 But in nine weeks at Tarrant field the student officer learns all their is to know 
about flying this giant of the clouds. He spends 105 hours in  the air, day and night, in 
good weather or bad, or over half as many air hours as he has accumulated in all his 
previous training. With only oceans to form the boundaries of his classroom, he flies from 
coast to coast, learns to figure out his own navigation problems. 
 
 The Field, which is building “first pilots” at the rate of one class every 41/2 weeks, 
also has achieved outstanding results in development of maintenance mechanics and aerial 
engineers. A ground school for enlisted men conducts a four-week course which, with 
actual experience on “the line”, qualifies men as top-flight mechanics. 
 
 The quality of these men is perhaps best attested by the fact that a larger 
percentage of the field’s craft is in the air on training missions than a majority of the 
fields. 

 
The field is able to care for virtually all its needs, carry on all its functions within 

itself.  Its Quartermaster division supplies enlisted personnel with food, clothing and 
shelter. No  problem of building or repair is beyond the engineering department. There is a 
complete station hospital, modern theaters, chapels, and athletic facilities. Each squadron, 
the basic administration unit of the field, has its own day room equipped for varied 
recreation.” 
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 After my furlough I reported for duty at Tarrant Field October 14, 1943. I was 
anxious to get back in the air and do my part to get the war over with.  I think we all had a 
feeling that the sooner we got at it the sooner life would return to normal. We were all 
aware of the risks that comes with war but always had the attitude that when something 
happened it was always going to happen to the other guy. 
 
 We went through the usual procedure of meeting our flight instructor then were 
enrolled in the various ground school classes.  For several days were spent familiarizing 
ourselves with the physical structure of the airplane as well as learning the location and 
function of the various controls and instruments in the cockpit.  We now had four engines 
so it was necessary to monitor four instruments for each engine function to determine how 
each was performing.  Our training airplanes were Consolidated B24-Ds powered by four 
Pratt and Whitney engines for a total 4800 horsepower.  
  
 My first flight was an orientation flight on October 20,1943 that lasted an hour and 
forty minutes and I got my turn to pilot the plane along.  There was an impressive 
difference in the handling characteristics between the twin engine planes I had been flying 
and the heavy bombers I was now flying. The controls were heavier to move and the heavy 
craft was considerably slower to respond. We all found that our new job was harder work 
and we had a lot more responsibility.  
  
 Several of us were on the ride and after reaching cruising altitude the instructor had 
us take turns sitting in the Bombardiers position in the nose. The B24-D did not carry gun 
turrets in the nose or tail of the craft. Heavy clear plexi -glass surrounded the bombardier’s 
compartment overhead, around the sides and front as well as underfoot. When my turn 
came to ride in the nose I was instructed to watch the section lines and roadways as we 
flew across the Texas landscape and to mark our path on my map. When I was dutifully 
following the instructions I did not pay much attention as to the sideways rocking back and 
forth of the plane as I watched the landscape pass below. All of a sudden I realized that I 
was on the verge of a case of airsickness. I spent the next five minutes or so watching 
distant objects on the horizon before I snapped out of it. I had never been airsick but my 
first ride in the nose compartment of a B24-D looking straight down at the ground without 
taking a break to look up or ahead caused me to be on the edge of an air-sick feeling.  I 
learned that checking the horizon frequently while reading maps or non-pilot work in the 
cockpit reduced the chances of air sickness. 
 
 I do not recall any bad accidents at Tarrant Field but I came close to having one and 
just the fast reaction of my instructor prevented what could have been a serious tragedy. 
Unlike the commercial planes today, we entered the landing pattern on a downwind leg. 
We began a lengthy checklist of engine settings, after which we started a gasoline engine 
that ran an auxiliary hydraulic pump. We checked to be sure the gear was down and locked 
and the crew members were at their proper stations. The indicated airspeed was reduced to 
about 150 miles per hour on entering the downwind leg and when the gear is lowered the 
airspeed drops to about 145 miles per hour. We lowered the flaps 10 degrees on the 
downwind leg, then to 20 degrees on the base leg.  
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 During night landings the cockpit lights are very dim to give better vision of the 
runway. This makes it difficult to read the dim fluorescent instruments dials. On the final 
approach the airspeed is reduced further and full flaps are lowered. The landing flair out is 
started about 100 to 150 feet above the runway and the speed reduced to about 100 to 105 
miles per hour. If we missed lining up with the runway with the lighter planes we were 
used to flying we just used a little rudder or stick and we were right back on the flight path. 
The B24 was slow to maneuver and, as new pilots, we had to develop a feel for the proper 
moment to act to allow the plane to react to place it in the desired position.  
 
 I had turned onto the final approach on either for either my first or second night 
landing I was sweating lining the plane up with the runway, getting the flaps down, 
monitoring the rate of decent and especially the airspeed. When we were just a few feet 
above the runway I pulled the throttles back and the emergency horn let out a very loud 
continuous blast.  It was the first time I had ever heard one and was more than just startled. 
My instructor hit the throttles full forward and the plane the wobbled off into the air. 
 
 The alarm horn only sounds when the manifold pressure drops below 15 inches and 
that only happens in the last few seconds before the wheels touch the ground. I my case the 
wheels were not down and locked. We had gone through the checklist and lowered the 
wheels and they should have been checked by the flight engineer. Everything was cleared 
and I was sure the wheels were down. While I was nervously checking all the instruments, 
lining up with the runway and setting the trim tabs during the last minute or two of the 
final approach, I am sure that I reached down and pulled the gear lever up rather than 
leaving in the down position. Another few seconds and I would have made a perfect belly 
landing but that would not have help me sleep any better that night. 
 
 A few more hours of flying time in the B-24 and I could tell by the sound and 
handling characteristics of the craft when the wheels were down or up. by the time we 
finished training at Fort Worth learned the significance of every rattle and bump as well as 
well as what to expect from the different engine sounds both in the air and on the ground. 
 

Most of our time was directed toward learning the capabilities and flying 
characteristics of the B-24. We learned to fly the aircraft with one or two engines 
inoperative and also with only two engines running on one side. We learned the stalling 
speed and characteristics of the plane with varying loads and angles of turns. We also 
devoted more than thirty air hours to hours to cross country and navigation flights. Most of 
these flights were under the hood using instrument techniques until I finally became more 
comfortable flying the B-24 by instruments than by visual flight references. 

 
Pilot training at Tarrant Field was hard and tiring work but we became quite 

proficient in flying the heavy bomber. By the time I completed my tour at Fort Worth I had 
flown twenty - nine days in the air at and accumulated 102 hours of flight time. This 
included 27 hours of instrument time at the controls of the plane. In addition I completed 
18 hours of instrument instruction in the link trainer on the ground.  Much of the link 
trainer time was simulated emergency procedures while flying under instrument 
conditions. It also involved the use of radio beams for flight path location and orientation, 
as well as simulated cross country navigation. 
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We also completed the usual ground school classroom work. I do not recall leaving 
the base for a day in town during my nine week tour. I was happy to get a day off to rest 
and catch upon sleep and a base movie or two. The Post Exchange was always a good 
place to go to by a few necessary items and check out the gift counter for something to 
send home.  

 
During my stay at Fort Worth we had a hurricane alert and everyone was called 

upon to batten down the barracks and all the structures to prevent wind damage.  I lucked 
out and was given a special assignment to fly one of the B-24s to the airfield at 
Albuquerque, New Mexico to ride out the storm. I spent a day or two enjoying the town 
and area before being called back to Tarrant field. 

 
It was a happy day when we completed the nine weeks of transition training at Fort 

Worth and we looked forward to getting our own crew and training for an overseas 
assignment. 

 
I completed my last training flight at Tarrant Field on December 14, 1943 and by 

the 16th I had received transfer orders assigning me to the 18th Replacement Wing, AAB, 
Salt Lake City with a reporting date of December 18. Those assigned to Salt Lake were not 
granted a leave of absence during the Christmas holidays although there were a few 
exceptions granted. Most of us had been granted a ten day furlough in October and the 
Army was not too receptive to having additional soldiers traveling on an already 
overloaded transportation system during the holidays. 

 
We were billeted in the large exhibit hall of the Utah State Fair at Salt Lake. 

Several hundred men were housed in the building. Most of the space was taken up with 
double deck bunks with little space left in which we could move around. The weather was 
miserable and cold during most of our stay and the building was heated with quite a number 
of coal burning heaters. Several nights after I arrived I woke up in the middle of the night 
and looked up at the high ceiling and saw a fire burning a hole on the roof.  About that time 
someone sounded the fire alarm so we watched the fire crew put out the flames. It was only 
a small fire that started when chimney sparks burned through the roof from the outside. 
 

On another occasion, during the short period we were at Salt Lake, several Airmen 
were playing poker on the bottom bunk of one of the beds and an enlisted man was lying 
on a bunk next to them. After a couple of hours with no movement they determined that he 
was dead. The report was that he passed away from natural causes. 

 
Within a day or two I was assigned the members of the crew I would leading into 

combat and we were issued orders directing to report to Peterson Field, Colorado Springs, 
Co. on January 5, 1944.  The next day we were loaded on a train and shipped out for our 
next training period. 

   
Peterson Field, Colorado Springs, Colorado 

We shipped out of Salt Lake as Crew No. 2129 and reported to the 383 Combat 
Crew Training Center at Peterson Field at Colorado Springs Colorado on January 5, 1944. 
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Winter had set in and the weather was cold when we arrived at Peterson Field. 
There was snow on the ground and would get deeper before our three months of combat 
flight training was over. We were housed in single story temporary wooden barracks that 
were heated by coal burning stoves. During periods of little wind, the coal smoke from the 
large number of stoves cast a smelly haze over the camp. Fortunately there was enough 
wind most of the time sending the smoke off in an Easterly direction.  

 
We were supposedly well trained pilots by the time we arrived at Colorado Springs 

and our new mission was to train as a crew, develop teamwork and a working relationship 
of trust and dependability. The combat crew that shipped out of Salt Lake was made up of 
the following members with the exception of the navigator who was assigned to our crew 
at Peterson Field.   

 
2nd Lt. James Drummond  (Pilot) 
F/O Walter C. Carlton, Jr. (Copilot) 
F/O Thomas R. Bacon  (Bombardier) 
2nd Lt. Hyman Abrams  (Navigator) assigned at Peterson Field 
S/Sgt. Roy L. King (Radio Operator) 
Sgt. Joseph W. Herrick, Jr. (Engineer) 
Sgt. Laurel F, Clemans  (Armorer and ball turret gunner) 
Sgt. Thomas J. Mawhinney, Jr. (Nose gunner and ass’t radio Operator) 
Sgt. William M. Sturgill  (Tail Gunner) 
Sgt. William D. Morris  (Top turret and ass’t engineer) 

 

Each member of the crew had completed a rigorous training period at their 
respective specialized training schools and were now proficient in their respective fields. 
We were to work together as a team to develop the most effective firepower, bombing 
accuracy and pinpoint navigation. Learning how to cope with emergency procedures was a 
big part of the training and each person learned to fill in the various positions in times of 
need. 

 
The crew prepared the plane for flight, loaded and armed the bombs, loaded 

ammunition and checked the oxygen and fuel tanks. The Radio operator kept his 
equipment in operating condition as well as developing onboard message transmissions. 

 
The B-24 carried a gasoline engine driven combination auxiliary electric power 

unit and hydraulic pump. It was the responsibility of the Flight Engineer to start the 
auxiliary unit before taxiing out to the runway and then shutting it off before take off and 
the reverse procedure on landing. Of all the jobs he had to perform, I think starting the 
engine of the auxiliary unit was the most temperamental and frustrating of them all. 
Another important part of his responsibilities was to keep tract of fuel consumption and 
transfer fuel between the main engine tanks and between main and auxiliary tanks while in 
the air. This was a standard procedure of the engineer and his backup crew members and 
was practiced on a regular basis on our training flights out of Peterson Field.  The 
procedure was used on during long flights and combat missions, especially when we were 
experiencing fuel problems while returning from combat missions with shot up fuel tanks. 
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Much of our air time was flying in an area extending up to one hundred to one 
hundred fifty miles South and East of our base. During the flights every person was at their 
stations. The gunners were in their turrets tracking other planes or ground objects to 
develop proficiency in coordinating the controls to rotate the turret position for holding 
their gun sights on various moving targets 

 
We were fortunate to have a top notch navigator in Lt. Hy Abrams on our crew. Hy 

was from New York and returned home after hid tour of duty to become a hometown 
attorney. He was very proficient in math and celestial navigation and was continually 
taking readings of the sun, stars or planets with his sextant. Day or night. He was always 
able to give me a compass heading to get back to the field or other locations in just a few 
minutes. 

 
Lt. Tom Bacon, our bombardier, had the responsibility of insuring the security of 

the secret Nordan Bombsight for our aircraft. He checked it out of the security vault before 
every flight, mounted it in the plane for our flight and returned it to the security vault when 
our flight was complete. Although the enemy must have recovered some undamaged 
bombsights from downed planes it was it was considered a highly classified instrument and 
the responsibility of the bombardier to keep it under his immediate sight and care when not 
in the security storage. 

 
After a few weeks of training our CoPilot, 2nd Lt. Leonard Poskitt replaced Flight 

Officer Carlton. Lt. Poskitt was a well trained pilot and got along with the crew very well. 
We were well into flying combat missions when he was promoted to 1st pilot was assigned 
his own crew. 

 
Our training schedule at Peterson Field included a few practice sessions dropping 

dummy bombs comparable in size to one hundred bombs. The bombing range located and 
serviced out of Lowery Air Force Base at Denver. The practice bombs were filled with a 
white powder and would break apart when they hit the ground. The Bombardier was able 
see the bombs impact point in relation to the target. We soon found that it took a lot of 
practice for the pilot to maintain constant air speed and flight path to the target and 
coordinate with the Bombardier to the point until he engaged the bombsight that flew the 
plane over the target drop site. 

 
I recall that our trips to the bombing range were at an altitude of nine to ten 

thousand feet. They were in the middle of the winter and it was extremely cold but we got 
along fairly comfortably. Fleece lined headgear, goggles and oxygen masks covered face 
and head. Our flight suits were bulky sheepskin jackets with the fleece wool on the inside. 
Our trousers were of the same material. We had thin fabric gloves that we wore inside 
heavy fleece lined mittens. Heavy fleece lined boots covered our feet. Our body stayed 
warm but our hands and feet got quite cold which made the bombing run and use of the 
bombsight controls more difficult.   

 
There was considerable snowfall during the period I was at Peterson Field. At one 

point the snow that had been plowed off the runway and piled along the edges was as high 
as our wings.  
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 Toward the end of our training I was nearing the airfield when I saw a large cloud 
of black smoke billowing into the sky. I knew a plane had gone down. The crash site was 
rolling hill type country and the plane appeared to have hit hard and then exploded. After 
landing at the base I learned that the pilot was one of my very close friends. A couple of 
friends and I had spent an evening visiting he and his wife at their apartment in Colorado 
Springs just a few nights before the accident. I don't recall but I believe all ten crew 
members were killed in the crash. 

 
I did get one trip home from Colorado Springs. The Red Cross sent a telegram 

informing me that my Aunt who had lived on the same ranch as my family had passed 
away. Because of the close relationship as I grew up, the Red Cross was asking that I be 
allowed home for the funeral. A leave was granted and I immediately bought a round trip 
ticket from Colorado Springs to Butte and back on a Greyhound bus. I attended the funeral 
in Anaconda and, perhaps, had the next day at home before I was back on the bus heading 
for a cold tiring trip back to Peterson Field. The a crew was not able to get into the air 
while I was gone so the Commanding Officer was not about to let me take a few days at 
home at the sacrifice of our training missions. 

 
During my stay at Peterson Field I accumulated just over ninety four flying hours 

of which fourteen hours were under the hood or under actual instrument conditions. In 
addition I spent eleven hours on the ground in the link trainer doing the usual navigation 
and emergency procedures under simulated conditions. Our spare time was taken up with 
the usual ground school classes and physical training.  

 
Upon the completion of our training as a crew we were issued orders to report to 

the Army Air Field at Topeka, Kansas. My records show that my last flight at Colorado 
Springs was on April 4th and that I checked into our BOQ (bachelor officer quarters) in 
Topeka on April 6th. 

 
 At Topeka I accumulated a few more items to my personal GI issue goods. Added 

was a rather fancy appearing set of Bausch and Lomb binoculars that had three or four 
correction filters that could be moved in front of the lens to correct for haze, fog, glare or 
combinations, a 45 caliber pistol and a brand new B-24 G right off the Ford Consolidated 
manufacturing plant assembly line.  

 
The next day, April 12, we took the plane for a pre-departure test to calibrate the 

instruments, fuel consumption at different throttle setting and altitude and general handling 
and performance tests. The plane was the first I had seen that was not painted the usual 
army olive drab and we soon discovered that flew about five miles an hour faster because 
of the smooth aluminum body. The navigator did a very thorough job calibrating the 
magnetic compass and the other directional finding navigational equipment. the radio 
operator fine tuned his equipment and practiced sending and receiving messages. We flew 
in the local area until each man was completely satisfied with the airplane and its 
equipment.  The total flight time was five and a quarter hours but we were confident that 
we were ready for our flight overseas.  

 
On April 13, 1944 we received our orders to report to the " Air Port of Embarkation 

" located at Morrison Field, West Palm Beach, Florida for assignment to our overseas 
destination.  The next morning we were in the air for a  9 hr. 40 min. flight from Topeka to 
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West Palm Beach. We constantly checked our aircraft's performance and fuel consumption 
at various altitudes and speeds enroute to our destination. By the time we arrived a West 
Palm Beach we were very pleased to be flying the newest version of B-24, the Model G 
and looked forward with confidence to our flight to our overseas destination.. 
 
(The following is taken, in part, from a pamphlet prepared by Captain E.J.Wynn, AAF 
Pilot School, Fort Worth, Texas.  It was used in briefing us for our flight overseas.) 
 

LET'S FERRY OUR SHIP OVERSEAS 

The preceding chapters have stressed the importance of knowing  every part of our 

equipment and knowing it thoroughly; also the importance of  learning all the flying 

characteristics of our own particular ship. Naturally, it is impossible to set down in print 

every item you should cover, and every move you should make.  It is assumed that the 

individual officer is interested enough to use this text as a guide and will possess enough 

initiative to work out the details for himself. 

Before we leave the United States to embark on our long flight to foreign ports over 

strange and long stretches of jungle and ocean, we should accomplish one more important 

mission as regards our own ship  

Run a pre-departure flight: 

1. Ascertain as accurately as possible, the fuel and oil consumption of your 

engines. 

2. Make a general check of the mechanical functioning of ship and engines. 

3. Check the proper functioning of all flight and engine instruments, placing    

particular stress on the compasses. 

4. Check the operation and proper functioning of all radio equipment, placing 

particular stress on the Direction-finder compasses. 

5. Make the pre-departure flight a training flight for every member of the crew.       

If possible, try to make this pre-departure test as part of your normal flight to the point of 

departure from the U. S., rather than have to run a separate flight.   In other words, if you 

are taking your ship from Fort Worth to Miami, and will leave Miami for overseas; use the 

trip to Miami as your pre-departure test flight. 

This pre-departure flight must be conducted with extreme accuracy and care.  If 

you will do this you will be one jump ahead of the fellow who has not done it.  You will 

leave Miami knowing (not estimating) how much gas you will need to reach Trinidad or 
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Paramaribo, or wherever your first stop will be.  You will know exactly how much 

reserve gas you will have, how fast you should cruise; you will know that every member  

of the crew knows his job and performs it to your satisfaction (if not, you have found it out 

and can make corrections before it is too late).  Also, if any mechanical defect shows up, 

you will now have it remedied in Miami where there are adequate facilities for repair, 

instead of trying to get it done down the line where spare parts and equipment become 

scarcer as you go along.  

A fuel and oil consumption test must be flown at a given altitude using a pre-

determined airspeed, and power setting with a pre- determined loads and amount of fuel 

aboard.  Obtain your transatlantic cruising charts.  If these are not available, then use the 

power charts which are set up for maximum range; because maximum range is what you 

are striving for; ----- not speed.  

These charts will tell you at exactly what air-speed and power settings you should 

climb to the most efficient altitude for long-range with the load you will have at take. 

 Take no one's word for the loading of your ship. Check every gas tank and every 

oil tank  personally, with your flight engineer.  If you have 848 gals. of gas in a tank, call it 

848 gals.---not 850. 

Fly your pre-departure flight exactly as you would fly the ocean;-- accurate power 

settings to altitude, and at your cruising altitude; exact compass courses, etc.  Keep every 

member of your crew busy as they will be on the ocean hop.  Have your navigator take 

bearings with the D. F. compass and give you your position hourly.    If he can't do it now, 

what sort of predicament will you be in when you're trying to hit a speck in the ocean later 

on?---and if your D. F. compass is off, now is the time to find it out now.  

At the end of your pre-departure flight, which should not be of less than 5 hours 

duration, you should have an accurate knowledge of your fuel and oil consumption, the 

status of your crew, the mechanical condition of your ship, and the condition of your 

radios and instruments. 

You really know your airplane now, and are ready to take it any where in the 

world. 

 

Final Pre-Departure Check 

Once we have completed our pre-departure test flight, and our ship is ready, no 

one should be allowed in or on that airplane except with the Pilot's permission, 
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Particularly after the load has been checked and found correct.  This precaution not only 

prevents any possibility of sabotage, but also prevents the well-meaning borrower from 

borrowing some -part of your equipment with the intention of  "putting it right back" which 

he never does. 

You should be provided with a complete list of the equipment and necessary codes, 

weather, briefing, radio facilities, spare parts aboard, emergency; rations, maps, etc. 

necessary for the flight to your destination.  If necessary, make up your own list.  

Following are some of the things you should check before takeoff: 

1. Life rafts-check them yourself for CO2 bottles, for proper stowage, etc.  Look and 

see if the rafts contain the emergency radio set.  Take nobody's word for it. 

 2. Emergency rations---be particularly careful to check this item.  If ever you are 

forced down in the jungles or on a desert, those rations mean the difference between life 

and death. 

3 . Life preservers or "Mae Wests".    Make certain there is one for each crew 

member and passenger, and place them carefully where they can quickly be reached.  If 

ever you are flying over water lower than 5,OOO feet, wear them. 

4.  Signal flares and rockets. 

5.  Very pistol and plenty of extra cartridges. 

6.  Signaling lamp. 

7.  Guns. At least one shotgun should be carried if at all possible whenever flying 

over jungle or isolated terrain- Sidearms should be worn or carried very close to your 

person so that if ever you are forced to bail out you will have it on you, or can immediately 

grab it as you prepare to bail out. 

8. First aid kits. 

9.  Check your oxygen bottles for contents and leaks, and see that you nave enough 

masks. 

10. Make certain you have an adequate number of parachutes  

And here is an important observation on the use of parachutes. If you have six men 

flying in your airplane, and six harnesses and six chutes scattered around your ship ---- 

they are not worth carrying. If you ever need your 'chutes, you're going to need it in a 

hurry. No where is there a better example of the adage, "Familiarity breeds contempt", 

than the way most air crews abuse their parachute equipment. There is only one way to use 

this equipment properly: ---- Have every member of your crew including yourself try a 
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'chute harness on.  Fit it on yourself properly, then mark it with crayon or some other 

means. From now on, that is yours and only yours.  Whenever you are in the air, unless 

you are flying over water out of sight of land, wear your harness.  Place a quick connector 

'chute where on can put your hands on it immediately, after you have practiced snapping it 

on a few times.  Don't ever let anyone else use or misplace your harness or chute.  Don't 

ever let anyone stack harnesses up in a pile somewhere in the ship. Occasionally, pull out 

the little packing slip to ascertain that your 'chute was packed within 60 days. 

Spare Parts: 

Make certain that you have the necessary spare parts.  Particularly carry spare 

fuses.  Remember that the farther you go away from a main base, the more difficult it 

becomes to obtain spare parts.  Carry all the spare parts you can get, and are allowed to 

carry. 

Radio and Codes: 

If your ship carries three command receivers, have all three checked and tuned.  

Have all your transmitters checked and tuned to the proper frequencies.  Be careful of this 

tuning and frequency business.  Don't ask a passing radio man what frequencies are being 

used.  Go yourself in to the proper briefing office and find out exactly what frequencies are 

being used.  The British use different frequencies than we do.  Make certain you know their 

frequencies and whether they transmit continuously or on request only.  In that regard BE 

WARNED: Obtain now, and at each stopping point from now on, the list of radio stations 

to the next point of landing ---and check it very carefully.  The frequencies are constantly 

being changed.  Also, the hours of operation are changed frequently.  Some stations 

transmit continuously 24 hours each day.    Some are turned off for a certain number of 

minutes each hour; some will operate only upon your request given with the proper code 

signal.  Ask the briefing officer if you have the very latest "dope".  This radio information 

should be checked with your radio operator. 

Be certain to have the colors of the day and your secret "syko" information.  Bare 

in mind that, from now on, you will be flying in foreign countries and near and into combat 

zones.  All flying is controlled by code and secret challenge signals.  Woe unto the pilot 

who sails blissfully into a restricted zone without the proper challenge signals.  More than 

one aircraft has been shot down by friendly fighter or ack ack because of this oversight. 
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Navigation Aids: 

Obtain a route manual of the route you are taking.  It will contain sketches of all 

the fields on your route along with information as to runway lengths, dangerous 

obstructions, safety corridors, etc.  Don't ignore the emergency fields or alternates along 

your route. You may be forced to seek a. quick landing place because of weather or 

mechanical difficulty.  You will find good airports practically everywhere along the 

regularly traveled routes around the world; however, some of them are not adequate for 

the bigger ships.  Make certain you have a complete set of maps to take you right to your 

ultimate destination.  Don't depend on being able to pick them up farther on.  You won't 

find them farther on.  And always get enough extra maps to cover the territory at least 1.00 

miles on each side of your intended course.  Get together with your navigator a day or two 

before flight and draw your courses on your maps.  Step them off with dividers into 50 mile 

sections, using nautical miles on the long over-water hops.  Mark in red ink or crayon all 

the danger spots, such as mountain peaks, restricted territory, etc. 

                Warning:   Many of the maps you will use in S. America, Africa and Asia, are not 

accurate.  I have actually located towns on the west bank of a river when the map showed 

it to be on the east bank.  Particularly, watch out for elevations.  Many of your foreign 

maps will have the elevations marked in meters rather than feet.  Study your maps 

carefully. 

WEATHER 

  Get your weather just before takeoff.  Take your navigator into the meteorology 

office with you, and accept only a recent report.  Study your pressure areas and the 

location and movement of fronts. You will, ordinarily, not have to worry about ice 

anywhere along the South Atlantic route, although it is possible to pick up carburetor ice 

under certain conditions of humidity and temperature.  Your chief concern is the location 

of storms or fronts on your route, and the altitude at which to fly in order to take 

advantage of the best winds. 

A point about fronts.  The weather you will encounter in the tropics can be very 

treacherous.  Inter-tropical fronts are, sometimes, encountered where the tops of the 

clouds reach to heights from 20,000 to 40,000 feet.  These fronts are marked by black 

threatening clouds, severe turbulence, and heavy rain.  Between Miami and the island of 

Trinidad we don't usually run into anything much higher than 9,000 to 12,000 feet at the 

tops.  Local thunder-storms Are quite frequently encountered in the vicinity of Haiti.  It has 
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been my personal observation that flight altitudes of from 8 to 12,000 feet seem to be the 

most efficient, everything considered, for the entire South Atlantic route. 

A general picture of South American weather will be of some value to you.  

Diagram I shows the high -pressure area to the right of the continent  known as the South 

Atlantic High which exerts a great influence on South American weather. 

It is this great high pressure system that, during the summer months, brings onto 

the continent most of the warm moist air which affects the northern portion of the 

continent, especially Brazil, during the summer season. This high pressure area, with its 

counter-clockwise circulation, brings over Brazil the majority of the warm fronts and 

warm air masses affecting this region. 

 
This high pressure area, with its counter-clockwise circulation, brings over Brazil 

the majority of the warm fronts and warm air masses affecting this region.  The circulation 

of pressure systems in the Southern Hemisphere is just exactly opposite to that as 

encountered in the Northern Hemisphere as shown by the chart, Diagram 2. 

From this chart, we can see that, when flying over a given area and advisable to fly 

at low altitudes.  Due to the flat swampy jungle in Northwest Brazil, flight at low altitudes 

is advisable as only heavy rain will be encountered. 

The Inter-tropical Front, running from South America to Africa, is much more 

defined and, in many cases, it can be flown parallel to the entire route.  Very seldom do the 

clouds associated with the front build higher than 15,000 feet over the water but, 

occasionally, a few tops will reach 20,000 feet.  On the NATAL-ASCENSION ISLAND-

ACCRA route little or no weather should be encountered as a result of this front, although 
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NATAL and ACCRA may encounter some weather when the front is in the vicinity of these 

two stations. 

 
The general weather and climate in Northeastern Brazil, the part in which we are 

most interested, is what one could call nearly ideal except for the period of each year 

called the "rainy season", the region around Natal, both land and water surfaces, is 

seldom visited by moderate or intense storms or other disruptions to the good weather. 

This, of course., does not take in the weather accompanying the Inter-tropical Front when 

it moves to the vicinity of Natal. 

One statement can be made at this point with relation to fog as a hazard to flying.  

Fog has very seldom occurred in this section and, when it has, the length of time required 

for it to dissipate was approximately 30 minutes.  It is safe to say that fog presents no 

hazard to safe operation of flight schedules. 

CLOUDS 

Cumulonimbus clouds from Trinidad to Belem reach to altitudes of 35,000 to 

60,000 feet and are to be approached with extreme caution as severe turbulence is 

encountered in these clouds.  However, the average clouds in northeastern Brazil and 

vicinity run from cumulus to stratocumulus types as the predominating cloud types with 

altostratus and altocumulus clouds occurring very frequently.  The average bases of these 

cumulus and stratocumulus clouds, in this area, vary from 2,000 to 3,000 feet although it is 

not uncommon when scattered fair weather cumulus clouds are present to have bases up to 

4,000 feet.  The average tops of the stratocumulus type clouds is approximately 6,500 feet 

with many variations on either side of this figure. 

Cumulus type clouds on the South American to Africa route have the average 

height of their tops approximately 7,000 feet although it is possible and at times it has been 

the case where these tops have risen to heights as much as 20,000 feet. 
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VISIBILITY 

Visibility in northern Brazil and vicinity are, the major part of the time, unlimited.  

Due to the geographic position of the airport at Natal, winds in this area, at times, will. 

cause light to moderate dust or sand storms in which the visibility is lowered to one 

quarter to one half mile although, very often, they will drop to almost one quarter mile.  

The visibility at night is usually unlimited or very close to it 90% of the time. 

ICING 

Along the equator and in equatorial regions icing very seldom, if ever, will appear 

below 12,000 feet. 

RAINY SEASONS 

The rainy season in Belem starts in December and lasts through May with the most 

rain fall occurring in February, which has some 700 mm. of rain in that month.  The 

average over the six month period is approximately 500 mm.  Natal experiences its rainy 

season from February to July, reaching a maximum of about 650 mm. in April with an 

average for the six months of approximately 440 mm.  These months of rain fit in perfectly 

with the movement of the Inter-tropical Front which reaches Belem in December moving 

south reaching Natal about April. The front will fluctuate between Belem and Natal from 

December to May at which time it begins its normal movement northward. 

 

"LET'S TAKE-OFF FOR AFRICA” 

We are ready to leave for our long flight to a far off front. Unlike the pilot who 

hasn't made a study of the job ahead of him, we are confident and eager to go.  We are not 

worried and there is no uncertainty because we know our ship, our crew, our maps, routes, 

radio facilities, weather, etc.  For us this is going to be just a new and interesting flight. 

We decide to make our first hop to Waller Field in Trinidad, passing up Porto Rico.   

The distance is 1,415 nautical miles and should take us in the neighborhood of 7 to 8 hours 

depending upon our cruising speed and the winds.  We decide to leave Miami about 

midnight (not forgetting to allow for G.M.T. time) so that we will have the benefit of 

celestial navigation, and a cool trip.  We arrange our take-off time so as to arrive at 

Trinidad shortly after dawn.  We notice that one of the other pilots has not laid out a direct 

course to Trinidad, but instead has drawn his course slightly to the north to Mona Pass, 

and from there to Trinidad.  He has done this to avoid the peak at Hispaniola which towers 

almost 12,000 feet into the sky.  That is a matter of opinion.  Personally, I prefer to fly a 
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straight line which goes almost directly over the high terrain.  I have a reason for doing 

this. I know that terrain is there, and I am going to fly high enough to definitely miss it.  If I 

try to fly around it there will be a tendency on the part of both myself and my navigator to 

stay at altitude even though it is lower than the peak, depending on our course to miss the 

peak.  A small mistake in navigation putting us to the south of our course plus an increase 

in velocity of a north wind, or a change in the wind to the north, and we will be flying 

directly toward that dangerous ground.  If it is the usual dark night, or we are on 

instruments, our first knowledge of the presence of that peak will be the tinkling of the 

glass in the bombardier's compartment.  So we fly direct ----- but high. 

Our take-off is normal except for the increased run because of the heavy load of 

gas. (this difference in run and weight will be more noticeable if we are flying a twin-

engine craft).  Also, we have on board a few bundles of the latest newspapers and 

magazines for those fellows over there who are starving for them. We climb at an accurate 

airspeed and exactly on course until we reach our cruising altitude, which tonight is 8,000 

feet.  We don't forget to go into "cruise lean", close our cowl flaps and accurately trim the 

ship to fly "hands off".  And we do not put on the automatic pilot until the ship has picked 

up speed and settled down in trim. 

Once on the automatic pilot, we make a final complete check of all controls, lights, 

instruments, etc.  The navigator has noted the time of leveling off and is computing our 

present position based on our climb.  Our chief job now consists of keeping an accurate 

course and airspeed and altitude, and of supervising the crew. 

An hour before reaching Hispaniola --- we apply climbing power and go to an 

altitude of 13,000 feet.  We remember to compute for actual altitude, not indicated altitude. 

Whenever we hit some rough cumulus we take it off the automatic and fly it 

manually.  We do this to spare the automatic pilot and because it is easier on the airplane 

controls, and also because we want things in our own hands if anything drastic happens as 

we toss around.  We don't mind the rough instrument flying, because we know that we are 

pretty "hot on instruments. Only a fool would embark on this trip in command if he were 

not a capable instrument pilot. 

A couple of hours before our E.T.A. we consult our weather forecast and start a 

gradual slide downhill.  We know better than to approach our destination at altitude on 

instruments.  The rocky coasts of Trinidad and of Venezuela are formidable obstacles.  So 

we carefully ease down until we come out underneath a low ceiling almost on the water. 
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Now we can see ahead, and know we will not suddenly run up to a sheer cliff, as we strain 

for a sight of land.  We have been briefed to enter the island through a definite narrow 

safety corridor.  We know that to vary from this approach is to risk being shot down. 

Never approach a safety corridor in a dive, or at excess speed.  Stay under 1,000 

feet and lower your lending gear.  Fly a steady course and have your signal flares ready 

with the correct color of the day. 

DO NOT FLY OVER SURFACE SHIPS OR HARBOR INSTALLATIONS HERE OR 

ANYWHERE ELSE WHILE THERE IS A WAR ON.  Posthumous D.F.C.'s are not granted 

for being shot down by friendly ack ack. 

We circle the field in exact accordance with our briefing instructions and land tired 

and weary.  We want to rush for a tent and a cup of coffee.  But we don't.  We have many 

things to do before we can rest.  Important things: 

We supervise the loading of gas and get an accurate check on the exact amount of 

fuel we burned, also the oil. We must turn over to the field operations officer all secret 

papers, and weather data.    It is now, another day, and we turn in yesterdays “syko" card 

and colors of the day.  After all these things have been accomplished we see that the gas 

and oil tanks are sealed with a piece of cellophane tape. Also, seal the ship entrances. Post 

a guard and give him a list of the members of your crew whom he may allow to enter the 

ship.  Make it plain,----NO ONE IS TO BE ALLOWED ON OR NEAR YOUR SHIP.  Don't 

let anyone talk you out of it.  Sabotage is not a word of fiction, or something that takes 

place only in grade B movies.  Sabotage is a. powerful weapon of war and is quite 

prevalent around airfields in some foreign 

countries. 

Now that everything is properly taken care of, go over to a good breakfast and bed.  

You will find from now on, that sleep is the one thing you will most need to carry on in the 

tropics.  The tropics have a way of sapping the strength of the man who does not take good 

care of himself. 

 Our next hop is to Natal, the jumping-off place for Africa.. We can stop at Belem if 

we wish and we decide to do this.  It is 1060 nautical miles direct. 

 

TRINIDAD TO BELEM 

There are two routes to Belem; direct line across the jungles, or around the coast 

by way of Devils Island.  Generally speaking, if you are flying twin-engine it is best to go 
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the coast way.  You will add approximately 90 nautical miles to your trip, but you will be 

using better judgment, and here is why.  The coast route provides you with better visual 

fixes and makes your chances of getting lost practically nil.  Also, in the event of an engine 

failures you will be flying along the coast where you can set down with a. margin of safety 

almost anywhere on the beach.  Even a crash landing in the shallow surf is preferable to 

landing in the dense Brazilian jungle.  Someone will pick up your distress signals very 

quickly on the coast and you will be picked up without much difficulty.  Flying the direct 

route (which is O.K. with 4 engines and good weather) takes you over almost five hours of 

unbroken jungle.  That jungle appears, from the air, like a great stretch of soft green moss.  

It isn't.  It is the densest possible growth of huge trees underlined with impenetrable 

growths of vines, through which flow streams and swamps impossible to see from the air 

through the thick canopy of trees and dense jungle growth.  Down there are a thousand 

kinds of death. 

This does not mean that it is impossible to get out of the jungle if you are fortunate 

enough to survive a crash landing into it.  But it will be an unpleasant experience you will 

never forget if you live through it. 

Added to the danger of a possible landing in the jungle is the fact that the inland 

route provides you with few check points and makes navigation that much more uncertain. 

Both routes should be flown in daytime by personnel inexperienced in this type of flying. 

An altitude of 8,000 to 9,000 feet should clear all cloud tops. Avoid flying into towering 

cumulus in this area, because of extremely heavy rain and severe turbulence.  You have a 

few good airports which you can use on your way to Belem.  However, do not use these 

fields except in emergency 
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Belem has good facilities for homing with your D.F. compass, both commercial 

broadcast and beacon radio.  If the weather is really bad or showers obstruct the visibility 

head for the mouth of the Para river and hit the east bank at the coast,- then simply follow 

the east bank in to the field which is right on the river just before you reach the city of 

Belem. 

 A general observation about flight from Miami to Natal, and from 

Natal to Africa is to keep a constant eye out for submarines.  Aircraft have been fired upon 

by enemy submarines.  Give all surface craft a wide berth.  Report the location of, and 

anything unusual about any strange surface vessels. 

A friendly bit of advice about your stay in Belem and later in Natal.  The natural 

tendency is to rush into town and go sightseeing. There are only one or two hotels in 

Belem and only one in Natal safe to go to.  Do not drink water or eat food anywhere except 

in the hotel dining room.  Even then, insist upon sealed bottle water.  Do not put ice in 

your water.  The ice contains the source of some of the diseases prevalent in the tropics.  

Unless you wish to contract dysentery, which in the tropics is very serious, never eat green 

salads, fruits with peels on, etc.  To do so is to be almost certain of contracting dysentery. 

Insist upon your food being very well cooked and served piping hot. I repeat   ----- insist 

upon it. 

BELEM TO NATAL 

This hop is 842 nautical miles and is usually flown direct. It is pretty much a 

duplication of the hop from Trinidad to Belem.  Your takeoff will be sometime in early 

morning.  You will receive good weather information before takeoff and can expect a flight 

of about 5 hours at an indicated airspeed of 155 m.p.h. That figure, of course, is, 

approximate. 

Before takeoff you, of course, make the usual careful inspection of your ship, As 

soon as you get on course, start checking your drift. It is surprising how accurately you 

can navigate across desert and jungle by frequent and accurate readings of your 

driftmeter.  I have navigated a six hour flight almost without landmarks to within 5 miles of 

my destination using only the driftmeter. 

The procedure is simple, but it requires constant checking on the driftmeter, plus 

accurate readings and accurate flying. 
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Here is the way it works:-----Set out on a no-wind course.  Observe drift.   If there 

is zero drift you have a tail wind, head wind, or no wind. If there is a drift apply it to your 

compass reading, subtracting right drift, adding left.  If you will fly that driftmeter "right 

on the button", you will find it is as good as a railroad track.  However, it requires a view 

of the ground beneath, and should be used not as a means alone, but as an added check.  

Never neglect the use of all possible means of checking your course and ground speed. 

Natal is the jumping-off place for the flight across the big pond, so it is here that 

you want to be particularly careful to observe all safety precautions, all emergency 

procedures, briefing instructions, codes, weather information, etc.  

As soon as you land at Natal, report to operations and report anything that might 

be wrong with your ship, or any of its equipment so that the maintenance crew can start to 

work on it. 

Do not leave Natal until every piece of radio equipment in your ship has been 

checked and is correct and set up for the proper frequencies to receive Natal tower, 

Ascension Island and the Coastal stations in Africa, all of which information will be given 

you. 

When your ship is gassed and oiled here, have your flight engineer or other 

member of your crew get right up an the wing and watch emery drop of fluid that goes into 

those tanks.  And make certain only fluid goes into them.  Have him seal the tanks himself, 

and mark the date and his signature on the seal.  Bear in mind:-----you are accustomed to 

having all such details of mechanical work, refueling, etc., done by trusted ground crews 

back in the United States.  Things are different down here.  Trust no one as regards the 

condition of your ship, the amount of fuel and gas, etc., except yourself and the members of 

the crew who are going to fly with you. 

I once had a bad prop on takeoff.  When I came back in for repairs the propeller 

man who made the repairs did the work in about an hour's time and insisted it was all 

right.  However, when I insisted on his riding on the test hop, he suddenly decided he had 

some more work to do not that prop before he was sure it would be safe to fly.  Result:-- it 

was a complete day before he finally O.K.ed it and came along on the test flight. 

Remember ----- you have to fly that ship. Be sure it is right. 
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WE PREPARE TO CROSS THE OCEAN 

The flight across can be made non-stop to Marshall Field in Monrovia, Dakar, 

Freetown or several other landing places on the west coast of Africa, or it can be made 

with a stop at Ascension Island. 

If you have your choice and elect to go straight across be certain that your 

destination is notified of your coming and will have a D.F. beacon. on for you.  Carefully 

figure your gas load and fuel consumption based on your trip from Miami and do not start 

across with winds that will cut your reserve down too closely. 

Unless you are part of a formation, it is generally considered best to make the 

crossing at night because of the aid of celestial navigation.  However, plan your flight so 

that you will arrive either, at the African coast or at Ascension Island well after daybreak.  

Never arrive during hours of darkness.  Do not arrive at Monrovia at daybreak as you will 

quite often find your field obscured by ground fog. 

Many pilots prefer to cross entirely in daylight.  This has the disadvantage of not 

being able to use celestial navigation except for sun shots.  It has several distinct 

advantages.  Everyone usually feels better psychologically because they can see the ocean 

and the sky, a landing could be made easier on the water in daylight; storms and fronts 

can be seen at a distance, and other aircraft coming from the opposite direction can be 

seen. 

With the increased radio facilities, and with all radio equipment functioning 

properly it is probably just as well to cross in the day time. 

When you arrive at the field for takeoff, arrive early enough so you and your 

engineer or copilot can make a complete inspection of the ship..  Inspect tires, hydraulic 

lines, all control surface hinges, internal control cables, etc.  Have your radio man check 

all radio equipment.  Personally check your gas and oil tanks.  If a seal has been broken --

-- stop right there and determine why.  Look the whole. ship over carefully for gas leaks, 

particularly in the fuselage, or bomb bay tanks. 

As at previous stops, obtain all codes, "syko" cards, weather information, radio 

call letters, etc.  Don't ever leave for Ascension Island unless you have the radio "dope" up 

to the minute. 

Plan your flight with the navigator.  Two heads are better than one.  Too many 

pilots depend entirely upon their navigator to plan the flight alone, making his own 

decision as to altitude, course, etc. It is a serious mistake to sit behind the, controls of any 
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long-distance aircraft taking orders blindly from a navigator.  Do not misconstrue my 

meaning in this regard.  Your navigator knows his job and in all probability knows more 

about the navigation of your aircraft than you do. It is not intended that you should 

interfere with his work.  Never the less, there is a tendency on the part of some pilots to sit 

at the controls like an animated Charlie McCarthy, altering course whenever the navigator 

tells him to, never knowing exactly why nor for how long, leaving the navigator as the only 

man on board who knows where they are or why.  When this happens the pilot is no longer 

in command of that aircraft. 

The pilot, as commander of the aircraft and its crew, should at all times work with 

the members of his crew, and supervise their activities. So get together with your navigator 

and make out an accurate, definite flight plan before you get into your ship.  Use a 

moderate altitude with favorable winds.  Set down the speed at which you will climb, 

temperature in the climb, cruising altitude to be used, magnetic heading, etc. 

Get our your own computer and do your own figuring.  Maybe the navigator made 

some small mistake.  At any rate, you will keep up on your navigation this way. 

Before you ever leave the ground you should know within 15 minutes your E.T.A. at 

your destination.  Time enough to alter your figures when celestial fixes prove your flight 

plan wrong in the air.  As a final resort you always have your D.F. radio. 

 

CROSSING THE POND 

We have made all the careful preparations any human could make and have 

decided to take off at night so as to arrive at Ascension Island about an hour after 

daybreak.  If we have been wise we have contacted other pilots, preferably Air Transport 

Command pilots, and discussed our flight with them.  They have done it before and they 

give us a few last-minute tips.The take-off: If you are flying twin-engine and are carrying 

full tanks, do your warm-up and run-up, then have the gas truck "top off” your tanks again 

just before takeoff. If you have a B-24, B-17, or a C-54, you can spare the gas used for 

run-up. 

A word of warning: Your takeoff will not be a normal one.  Not only have you an 

excess load, but unless it is a light clear night, your takeoff at Natal is to all practical 

purposes an instrumental takeoff.  Do not regard it as just another night takeoff.  You can 

expect to use all of the runway with your load, at which point just after you have left the 

ground you plunge into inky blackness.  There are no bright city lights out ahead for 
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orientation.  Knowing this, you will be prepared and should have no difficulty. Set your 

gyro and horizon before taxiing to get them spinning.  Set and uncage your directional 

gyro again just before takeoff. 

By this time your copilot is well versed in the habit of handling the throttles on 

takeoff, so you are free to do a job of instrument flying right from the ground.  Do it that 

way. 

Climb right off the runway on your turn-and-bank and your airspeed. Check your 

directional gyro and artificial horizon and also glance at the altimeter.  Do not look 

outside.  There is nothing out there to see.  Relax and settle down to a nice steady climb. 

At the risk of repeating myself --- let me reiterate, fly accurately, and I mean just 

that.   Give your navigator a break.   If he is computing your climb on an airspeed of 150 

m.p.h. indicated, and you are varying from 150 to 160, and if your heading in the climb is 

to be 118o and, you wander from l15o to 120o how do you expect him to give you an 

accurate dead reckoning position?  And be honest with your navigator.  If you have been 

so busy lifting flaps, adjusting power, etc., that you have wandered off course or airspeed, 

advise him of the fact.  Remember-- if he doesn't navigate you to your little island out there 

---- it might be his fault, but you will get just as wet as he does. 

WARNING: Fly at the proper altitude level for an eastbound flight with your 

altimeter set at 29.92. That ocean might seem mighty lonesome to you, but you will pass 

more than one clipper or transport plane during the night.   It is very unlucky to run into a 

clipper over mid-ocean. Once at altitude you can settle down to a comfortable flight. 

Worrying will do you no good.  Keep a constant check on fuel consumption, and work with 

your navigator, but don't get in his way. You should have a beautiful flight across the south 

Atlantic and, in all probability, will.  It is usually a, most enjoyable flight. 

ONE MORE PRECAUTION: You see, this long-distance flying is not difficult but it 

consists of being careful about the hundreds of little things.  As soon as you leave Natal 

check all your gas tanks.  Fly 15 minutes on each one.  That way, if any one tank fails to 

feed, you will find it out in ample time to turn around and go back. 

 

LET'S CROSS AFRICA 

Let us assume that our first stop will be Kano in Northern Nigeria. Now there is no 

need to go over our next flight step by step, but there are a few things we should watch in 

regard to desert flying.  Primarily, make the very best possible use of pilotage and dead 
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reckoning whenever flying in the daytime, and whenever possible make your desert flights 

in the daytime.  Try to stay contact if possible, and never relax vigilance looking for and 

checking landmarks.  Here again as in flying over Brazil, you will find the driftmeter a 

valuable aid if used properly. 

Some of the "airports" you will go into are not much more than marked off spaces 

in the desert.  You will find D.F. very important finding these desert fields.  It is quite easy 

to fly right by these fields without seeing them, if there is any amount of wind blowing the 

loose sand. 

Dust storms present a certain hazard at times.  A real dust or sand storm will force 

you to go on instruments if you allow yourself to be caught in one.  They can entirely 

obliterate an airport.  Needless to say, you would not continue to fly in a sand storm, but 

would seek the quickest way out. 

Much of the desert can be landed upon in an emergency even with wheels down.  A 

great part of the surface in the desert of central Africa is rocky shale and. scorched hard 

earth.  Great caution should be used, however. Watch your tires when flying this hot 

country.  It helps to deflate them a little.  More than one pilot has had his tires explode 

when the extreme heat expanded the tubes. Particularly, let some of the air out of your 

tires if forced to take off from a loose sand surface. 

If you are flying a tri-cycle gear airplane, watch your nose wheel. Land in sand 

with your nose wheel well off the ground.  Be particularly careful in the use of brakes 

when taxiing in loose sand.  If you allow the nose wheel to become cocked sideways it will 

pile up sand in front of it,- and will collapse if power is applied to force it around.  Get the 

weight off the nose wheel as quickly as possible on take off. 

WARNING: On all takeoffs and landings bear in mind the heat and consequent 

thinness of the air. You can expect increased length of run on takeoff followed by a 

comparatively inefficient rate of climb immediately after takeoff.  You will, also, find 

yourself "coming in hotter".  Allow for it.  

 

ON THE ROUTE TO ITALY 

Whenever flying across stretches of barren country such as encountered in central 

Africa and up to Cairo, carry plenty of drinking water.  Also, carry quantities of salt 

tablets to prevent heat exhaustion. 
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If ever you become lost, or think you are lost when flying this type of country, do 

not start circling or altering course looking for a landmark.  Keep your wits about you, 

hold your compass course and estimate your position from your known ground speed, 

course flown, and your time in the air. 

 

  
 

Should you be forced to land in the desert because of mechanical or other 

difficulties, make every attempt to contact a ground station by radio notifying them of your 

estimated position.  Never leave your ship when down in barren desert country.  To start 

wandering off across the desert on foot is to invite disaster.  Stick to your ship, husband 

your food and water, and make yourself as comfortable as possible.  Remember, your 

airplane is quite easily spotted from the air by an aerial search party, But. you yourself 

would present an object hard to see if you wandered away from your ship.  

Wherever your trip ends, you will have had an interesting trip. Your flying 

education should be greatly augmented and you will have gained much.  If you are 

ferrying you will soon be back for another ship, this time confident in the knowledge of 

what you are doing.  If you are fortunate enough to be stationed over there on a combat 

mission, by the time you get back there will be an even bigger ship waiting for you and you 

will be a veteran at flying the "big stuff". 
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We spent the day of April 15 in briefing for our overseas flight. Briefings covered 
everything that we might expect along our flight path along and alternative landing sites 
and emergency procedures. We were given final briefings for security and communication 
restrictions. I had the choice of certain flight paths and, with the navigator and co-pilot, 
chose the most direct route much of which was over the jungle. We did make some 
changes along the way to our original planned route. We were continually reminded that 
the enemy was watching all our transportation routes and we were to be as inconspicuous 
as possible both in the air and at the various air fields along the way. We were on radio 
silence for transmissions but radio stood by for any necessary incoming calls. We were 
advised to watch for submarines and report any sightings at our next destination. 

 
I remember well the morning of April 16, 1944 in West Palm Beach. The crew and 

I were up well before daylight and loaded our gear for the flight. The navigator and I 
received our final weather briefing and flight information. I was handed a sealed envelope 
containing our final destination overseas and was instructed not to open it until we had 
been in the air for ten minutes en-route to our first stop at Trinidad .  

 
It was still dark as we made an early morning take off from Morrison field.  The 

weather at the time of our take-off was marginal with some fog and a low overcast ceiling. 
I was not too concerned about the flight conditions as we lined up and rolled down the 
runway for take off.  Everything went smooth and we entered the heavy overcast at about 
500 feet. I was still working on setting the throttle and mixture controls when I had the 
feeling that the left wing was down and in a turn to the left.  I was flying by cockpit 
instruments and everything indicated the aircraft was in a straight normal climb. For a few 
moments I could not reconcile the mental feeling of the ship's attitude with the reading of 
the instruments. It was all I could do to overcome the feeling of the plane being in a turn 
and loosing altitude. I soon realized that I had a very bad case of vertigo and  if I had not 
had the many hours of instrument flight training the consequences could have been tragic. 

 
Once in the air we set course for Trinidad, our destination for the first leg of the 

journey. We were all anxious to learn of our overseas destination but we faithfully waited 
the assigned ten minutes before opening the secret orders. Although the monotony of the 
long flight had not yet set in it, the ten-minute wait and the discussion that followed gave 
us some other things to think about. 

 
We soon left the fog and overcast of the Florida area and by daylight the weather 

was clear and sunny.  I think we must have been routed around some of the larger islands 
of the West Indies but we enjoyed looking down at the small rocky islands protruding out 
of the ocean and wondering how often they were completely covered with water.  It was a 
new experience for a farm boy from Montana. Our flight to Trinidad was smooth and 
uneventful.  The flight time from West Palm Beach to Waller Army Airfield was 10 hours, 
55 minutes a distance of just over 1600 miles. 

 
My flight log record indicates we were at Trinadad for two days before taking off 

for Belem, Brazil  I do not recall the reason for the delay but I presume that it was due to 
the weather conditions along the route.  

 
We took off in the early morning of April 19 and flew the most direct route from 

Trinidad to Belem.  The landscape was continuous jungle. We all enjoyed the scenery and 
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spent considerable time looking for some kind of activity or movement in the forest or 
clearings.  As we neared Belem the navigator directed me to the coastline which we 
followed south until we were at the mouth of the Amazon River. The crew was amazed at 
the width of the Amazon where it entered the ocean. 

 
We flew Southward a few miles past the Amazon River to the Para River channel, 

then North a short distance to the Airfield at Belem.  The total flight time for the Trinidad 
to Belem leg was 7 hours, 55 minutes.  My flight log records that 1hour 15 minutes of the 
time was under instrument conditions indicating we did have some cloud cover along the 
way.  

 
We were up early on the morning of May 20, got our usual weather briefing and 

flight plan review and directions, then headed for the airfield for the next leg of our 
journey. The distance from Belem to Natal is approximately 970 statute miles. The flight 
path we selected was over forested jungle type terrain.  We again flew at an altitude of 
9000 feet and I recall changing coarse headings several times to avoid high cumulonimbus 
thunderheads along our route.  Flying time was 6 hours 30 minutes with  
1 hour 30 minutes on instrument flight through cloud cover. 

 
The day following our arrival at Natal was scheduled for a layover and we could 

rest or do what we wanted.  I stayed at the field and caught up on my rest and checked in at 
the flight room for the latest weather reports and other questions I had about the Atlantic 
crossing.  The crew went to the beach for an afternoon of rest and sunshine. When they 
reported back that evening ( April 21) they brought the bad news that they had taken the 
navigator to the hospital for treatment of a serious case of sunburn.  He was hospitalized 
for four days before returning to the flight line. Time became heavy on our hands as we lay 
around the base waiting for Lt. Abrams to recover.  We were fed, what I thought were 
green bananas, boiled or fried plantains every meal which made us even more anxious to 
get back in the air.  

 
The day our crewmember was discharged from the hospital we took our airplane up 

for a 1 hour 10 minute flight for final equipment and instrument checks. The navigator 
checked and made final calibration adjustments on all our navigation equipment. The radio 
operator and flight engineer checked out their equipment until they were satisfied we were 
ready for our long trip across the ocean. 

 
After our morning flight checks and weather briefing we got off to an early start on 

April 27 and headed directly to Dakar, French West Africa. We were cautioned to maintain 
radio silence except in dire emergency and to be very careful not to fly over any ship or 
submarines. We were also instructed to report any sightings and their locations on arrival 
at Dakar.  We did sight a submarine along our route and watched it submerge below the 
surface. 

 
The navigator used sextant readings and continually plotted our position as we flew 

along. He would occasionally adjust our heading and was always able to give me our 
position and estimated time of arrival. The engineer continually estimated fuel 
consumption and transferred from tank to tank as needed. We crossed the coastline of 
Africa on schedule and at the proper location after 11 hours and 25 minutes in the air.        



 80 

During the flight we did cross a weather front and were on instrument conditions 
for an hour and a half.  Our cruising altitude for our flight was 9000 feet for all legs of our 
flight from the time we departed Topeka until we arrived in Dakar.  After landing at Dakar 
we checked in for our debriefing at Base Headquarters in Dakar where we reported our 
sighting of the submarine along the route.  We also reported the wind and weather 
conditions encountered along the route as was routinely done as we finished each leg of 
our journey. These reports contributed a significant part toward the weather forecasts that 
were relayed to the other air traffic flying the Southern route.  For the first time since our 
journey started I began to realize we were in a strange country and at this stop the dress 
and appearance were characteristic of the Africa we had studied about in grade school.  I 
was somewhat intrigued and impressed but also had a twinge of a lonesome sort of feeling. 

 
My flight log records show a day layover before we took off for the next leg of our 

journey from Dakar to Marrakech, Morocco.  During our pre-flight briefing we were 
instructed to plot our coarse in such a direction that would assure that we would not cross 
the border of Río de Oro, a small zone in Spanish Sahara, a Spanish province.  Spain was 
not allied with the United States at that time.  We also had an extensive briefing about the 
what to expect crossing the Sahara Desert and were reminded that we had to cross the 
13,000 foot high Atlas Mountains on our route into Morocco. 

 
Our flight North was routine and the aircraft was cruising smoothly along on auto-

pilot at an altitude of 9000 feet. The crew gunners had taken off their parachutes and were 
in the back of the plane sprawled out on the floor aft of the bomb bay.  Suddenly the 
airplane did a violent whip and  went into a vertical nosedive.  The co-pilot and I always 
flew with our seat belt fastened, which prevented us from getting thrown around.  As I 
grabbed for the control wheel my hand landed on the wheel on top of the auto-pilot 
disengage button and I pulled back on the controls and leveled off. 

 
We lost less than a thousand feet of altitude but everything not tied down was 

tossed around.  Our first concern was for the crewmembers, especially in the rear of the 
craft.  Most of them had been banged up a little but nothing serious.  The belly turret 
gunner had his parachute broken open after hitting something and we did not carry a spare.  
He proceeded to lace it up with shoe laces in such a way that when pulled on the lace the 
chute would open. 

 
As we flew North over the Sahara Desert we could see a large cloud ahead on the 

horizon but it did not appear to anything to be concerned about. As we drew near I realized 
that it was a large dust cloud and started to climb. I had started too late and was soon in a 
heavy sandstorm rather than dust.  We went in to a full climb to an altitude of 12000 feet 
before we were above the sand.  I have often wondered why the engine filters did not plug 
up or some parts were not ground to pieces while we were in the climb. 

 
We cleared the Atlas Mountain range and let down for our landing in Marrakech.  

As I circled the field for a landing I glanced at a group of airplanes parked on the ramp.  
Being pre-occupied, I did not pay much attention but thought in my own mind that a group 
of B-17s were heading for a combat unit.  After landing, while taxiing toward the parking 
ramp, I realized that the large single tailed bombers parked on the ramp were a flight of  
B-29s. This was the first time I had seen the large round nose bombers and I thought they 
were huge. It was rumored that they were on their way to India.  Not only was I impressed 
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by the size of the B-29 aircraft but I was also impressed by height of the local French 
Moroccan Army guards that were assigned to secure our Airplane while on the air base. 
Those I saw must have been over six feet tall and several at least six feet six.  

 
Our Airtime from Dakar to Marrakech totaled 7 hours and 40 minutes. We spent 

the night comfortably housed in stone, native type barracks and were up early the next 
morning refueling our plane and preparing for our flight across Algeria and into Tunisia. 
 

The flight from Marrakech to Tunis, Tunisia was uneventful but was interesting as 
we viewed the countryside as we flew above it. Our flight path took us across much of the 
developed areas of Morocco and Algeria with green pastures and cropped farmland of .  
Our flight time to Tunis was 6 hours, 55 minutes at an altitude of 9000 feet. We landed at 
the Army Air Field at Tunis, our assigned destination after leaving West Palm Beach. 

 
Air Force orders were issued at Tunis reassigning us to an air base at Goia del 

Colle, Italy, a small town just North of Toranto near the boot of Southeast Italy. 
We took off the next morning ( May 2 ) and headed for Italy.  A short time later, as we 
were flying over the Mediterranean Sea, I noticed a stream of oil slowly streaming back 
over the housing of one of  the engines. In a few minutes it was moving across the top of 
the wing and I realized that I should shut the engine down and feather ( blades facing 
parallel to the engine) the propeller. It was another 200 miles to our next fuel stop at 
Catinia, Sicily and I decided it was not a wise move to continue the trip on three engines. 
The ship flew well with three engines but there was a risk that another might go out. The 
navigator located a small airfield used by the British as an air base for their planes 
patrolling the waters for German submarines. We headed for the base located at Borizzo, 
Sicily.  Our arrival brought out the base staff who welcomed us with many questions and 
were given a tour of the first B-24 they had observed close up. Word of our problem and 
location was forwarded to the airbase at Goia and that we would be requesting repairs as 
soon as we determined our needs. Our engineer worked with the field personnel and made 
arrangements to get equipment that would allow him to get into the engine. It was decided 
that he would begin to work on it the first thing in the morning. 
 
 After breakfast the following morning I went out to the plane and waited for the 
engineer and the other enlisted crew to show up.  One of the British ground crew members 
came by to inform me that my crew had been out on the town with some of the Base crew 
and were in sorry shape. He doubted that they would be along very soon. I was thoroughly 
disgusted and decided to tackle the engine repair myself. We had enough delay and I saw 
no reason that a farm boy from Montana would have any trouble finding the oil leak.  
 
 I had most of the necessary panels off the engine when one of the field mechanics  
stopped by and volunteered to help.  We found a flexible oil line had ruptured and could 
not be repaired. He was sure that he could find a replacement on one of their wrecked 
patrol planes. It was not long before he was back with a solid oil pressure line with fittings 
on each end that would match our engine connections. The sad looking crew that I was 
very unhappy with had reported by the time we were finished with the repairs and 
everything was ready to take off for the continuation of our journey. 
 
 Before leaving the island we stopped at the field headquarters and thanked the 
British Officers for the hospitality and courtesy they had extended to us during our 
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unscheduled stop. They were happy to have had us and during the conversation the Base 
Commander asked if there was a chance that he and some of his staff  could get a short ride 
on the plane. I was not very anxious to take off and land again on the short runway but I 
agreed on the basis of an engine check ride.  
 
 A minimum of my own crewmembers was loaded along with 4 or 5  British 
officers. I taxied to the end of the runway then decided to taxi another hundred feet or so to 
get a little more length  for take-off. The base officers said that the ground was packed 
sufficiently to carry the weight of our plane.  I proceeded out past the end of the runway, 
turned the aircraft around and proceeded with our usual checklist.  When it was completed 
I pushed the throttles forward we started toward the runway but our forward motion never 
got over a slow jog and came to a stop just feet before the hard surface runway.  After 
shutting down the engines everyone climbed out to survey the situation. The wheels of the 
main landing gear were in the ground about the depth of  the tires and I was sure that we 
would be holding traffic up until the base crew could get us pulled onto the runway.   
 
 After thinking the situation over I decided to try to lift it out with the use of the 
flaps. Everyone was unloaded except the copilot and myself. The engines were started, the 
throttles were gradually moved forward to full takeoff power then the flaps were lowered 
to the full down position. The lift created by full throttle and the flaps took enough weight 
off the wheels to allow the plane to roll onto the runway. I was a mighty relieved farm boy. 
 
 Everyone boarded the plane again and we flew the Britons around the base a few 
times and checked the engines. Everything appeared in good operating conditions so we 
landed, said good- by to our British friends and took off for a stop at Catania, Sicily. It 
must have been a scheduled fuel stop on our trip.  My logbook registers an overnight stop, 
continuing on the next day for a 2 hour 15 minute flight to our assigned airbase at Goia, 
Italy.  
 
 The 15th Air Force reassigned us to the 49th Wing, 484th Bomb Group, 826 
Squadron flying out of a recently constructed base near the Torretta crossroads southeast of 
Cerignola. We took off from the Goia base on May 5 and located the twin runway our 
destination airfield after about an hours flight time. The Army Engineers had built the 
runways with soil from a farm field and surfaced it with a crushed gravel mix. Each end of 
the runways had heavy metal mats extending several hundred feet which served as the 
touchdown area. It was a noisy landing when the wheels  touched down on the metal mat 
and rolled down the gravel runway. A ground crewman driving a jeep met us and directed 
us to a parking pad where we parked the first non-painted B-24 G assigned to the 484th 
Bomb Group. Our crew loaded our gear into an army truck that delivered us to our new 
headquarters area. 

 
WAGING WAR WITH THE 484TH BOMB GROUP  

ITALY  1944 
 

One of our first jobs was to set up our own tents which would serve as our home 
for the duration of our stay in Italy. The four commissioned officers stayed together in one 
tent with each of our canvas folding cots taking up most of the length along one side. We 
did have enough space to place our barrack bags on the ground at the foot our cots. We 
scrounged a few boards to serve as a floor.  
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A few weeks after our arrival I constructed an oil burner outside the tent to heat 

water for washing and shaving.  It had about a gallon tank that I found to which I fastened 
a shut off valve and a length of fuel line that ended in small piles of gravel and sand.  
When the valve was opened the fuel would soak into the sand and gravel and would burn 
with sufficient flame to heat the water. On one occasion I boiled half a dozen ears of field 
corn in a bucket but left the corn boiling in the water until it was too tough to really enjoy. 
 

Our drinking water was treated with chlorine tablets and stored in canvas " lister 
bags" hanging from tripods or tree branches. It had a rather strong taste but we developed 
a tolerance of it. The water was hauled to our area in larger water tanks mounted on two 
wheel trailers and parked at various sites for wash and shower water. Latrines were in 
wooden shacks with the usual outhouse type hole dug beneath the seats.  They were treated 
with plenty of slacked lime to keep the odor down and the flies partially under control. 
 
 As I recall the mess hall was also housed under tents as was the chapel.  I believe 
the only permanent building was the Officers Club that had been a stone barn on the 
farmstead. 
 

The 49th Wing was made up of the 451st Heavy Bombardment Group located at 
Castelluccia and the 461st and 484th Heavy Bombardment Groups that shared the Air Base  
at Torretta. The 484th was originally designated as a Pathfinder Group but never functioned 
as such. To my knowledge there were fifteen B-24 and 6 six B-17 Heavy Bombardment 
Groups in the 15th Air Force. The 484th Bomb Group arrived in Italy with sixty B-24's 
assigned to four Squadrons. The Squadrons had large two digit numbers painted on the 
side of nose and the waste sections for identification. The upper half of the rudders were 
painted red and the lower half displayed the group insignia of a large red bow tie. It was 
originally an hourglass shape but had to be turned on its side to fit on the lower half of the 
rudder. Aircraft insignia and numbers were, not only necessary for flight control and group 
assembly in the air,  but made it easier to identify the disabled aircraft we would see going 
down.  
 

The 15th Airforce's 306th Fighter Wing in Italy was made up of P-51 Mustangs and 
P-38 Lightnings. They were used for support of ground troops and their operations and for 
escorting the heavy bombers and attacking enemy aircraft. The Tuskekee Airmen of the 
332nd Fighter Group escorted us several times and did a great job of protecting us when 
enemy fighter planes were attacking our formations. The pilots were all colored officers 
and I have always maintained that they sounded just like the members of the Globe Trotter 
basketball team as they called signals between each other when they were engaging the 
enemy planes attacking our bomber groups. 

 
My flight log records a 1 hour 30 minute local flight on May 9  that must have been 

an orientation or check flight for my first combat flight.  The Group was short of planes 
and pilots and I do not recall having a pilot with combat experience flying with us on our 
first mission.  We were a filler crew for the unit as they had suffered severe losses of men 
and planes during the month to six weeks prior to our arrival.  The Group had trained in 
Nebraska and arrived at Torretta sometime in March. As a replacement crew we were "new 
kids on the block" and we could not help but feel somewhat like outsiders.   
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       HOME AT THE 484TH BOMB GROUP FOR MYSELF,  
         CO-PILOT, BOMBARDIER, AND NAVIGATOR 
 
                                                                                                          GROUP  HEADQUARTERS  
 

   
 

  
  
  OUR SQUADRON CAMPSITE AREA FORMERLY 
  USED FOR FARMLAND AND SHEEP GRAZING. 
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Most of our activities during our stay overseas were as a crew rather than with the 
Squadron. This was the same situation for most of the replacement crews 

 
I was always amazed at how the individual aircraft crew chiefs and field 

maintenance personnel could repair the damaged engines and fuselage between the time 
the plane landed in the afternoon and was ready to fly the next morning.  It was an unusual 
day when we landed without flak holes in the metal body . It was a short turnaround time 
to drop a damaged engine and have a new one in place for the next mission.  

 
Our crew was notified the evening of  May 10 that we would be flying our first 

combat mission the next day.  We were routed out of bed early the next morning and 
headed for the mess tent for breakfast. I do not recall being nervous or apprehensive about 
the unknowns of combat operations we were about to experience but I think that the rest of 
our crew and myself had confidence in our training and our equipment. If anything 
happened it was always going to be to the other guy and we just wanted to get our job 
done. 

 
After breakfast we stopped by our tents and picked up our barracks bag containing 

clothing and other flight accessories. There was a heavy sheepskin lined flight jacket,  
trousers and rather heavy thick sheepskin lined boots.. We had a pair of thin silk gloves 
that we put on our hands before we put on heavy sheep skin gloves. There was a snug 
fitting sheepskin helmet with built in headphones and a pair of large goggles we placed 
over our eyes. At altitudes over 10,000 feet, we placed an oxygen mask over our mouth 
and nose and when fully clothed during flight there was little if any patch of skin showing. 
We loaded our gear in a truck and headed for the briefing room for our pre-flight briefing.   

  
Flight briefings were conducted 1 ½ hours before engine starting time with a wait 

time of another 30 minutes before take off.  Add another hour or more for dressing and 
breakfast put had us getting up 3 or 3 ½ hours before we were in the air.  The target was 
announced and the alternate targets in the event the main target had to be scratched due to 
bad weather or other reasons. We were informed of the other groups participating, our 
assembly areas and times as well as routes and the various turning points en-route to the 
target. We often took initial headings that would cause the enemy to think we were heading 
for targets in one direction then several hours we would change or heading toward the 
assigned target.  

 
We were informed of the expected density of anti-aircraft fire, our flight altitudes, 

potential enemy fighter planes and when we might expect to be within their range. Reports 
included our fighter escort group and the estimated time and point where they would join 
us to provide flight protection. I as I recall, the P-51 Groups had a shorter escort range and 
the twin fuselage P-38 groups usually ran the enemy interception protection for the longer 
flight times and near the target areas. 

 
Bomb loads, weather briefings, assembly areas, turning point headings, radio 

frequencies for emergency use and code call signs were all a part of the briefings.  We also 
briefed on signals transmitted by the biscuit gun from the control tower.  
  
 Communications from the lead ship for assembly, climbing, leveling off or 
descending as well as target changes and bomb drops was by using color combinations of 
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Very’s signal cartridge flares shot from a special flare pistol.  Radio transmissions between 
ships in the air were used only in the case of emergencies.  The on board communications 
between the crew was over our ships intercom system and was mighty busy during enemy 
fighter attacks and in and around the target areas.  
 

At the end of the briefing, everyone synchronized ( hacked ) their watches, and 
checked out a small flat survival packet that contained maps of the areas along the route we 
would be flying.  It also contained several gold coins. The packet of maps, printed on fine 
woven cloth, and coins could be easily slipped into our flight jacket pockets.        
 

 I also carried a small cloth bag containing first aid supplies, a chocolate bar, a few 
atabrine tablets and water purification tablets and my small bible. The drawstring bag and 
bible was given to us by the Red Cross and contained a few emergency items.  I kept my 
little rescue bag tied to my trouser belt on every mission in the event I had to bail out over 
enemy territory.  We all believed our chances were fair that we could parachute safely 
from a disabled plane and work our way back to a rescue point. 
 

After the briefing we climbed aboard a weapons carrier and were shuttled out to the 
flight line.  The ground Crew Chief for our aircraft greeted us with the usual kindly words 
and briefed me on the maintenance work he had reformed on the plane since its last flight. 
Each member of our crew ran through their pre-flight checklists, after which we dressed in 
our heavy flight suits and helmets. We had our earphones on and oxygen mask dangling 
around our necks. It was not easy to move our bodies around once we were in the seat with 
the seat belt and shoulder harness fastened.  We kept the flack vest close by and slipped 
into them as we neared enemy fighter and target areas. 

 
The engines were started and checked as we taxied toward the end of the runway.  

Each plane in the flight entered the line of planes according to its assigned location in the 
squadron and flight.  As soon as we were in the air we turned on a designated heading and 
climbed  toward our rendezvous area. 

 

 
 

I took this picture out of my window beside the pilots seat. This is a few of the  
B-24's in front of our plane that are moving slowly forward into take-off position.  As soon 
as the plane in front of us started down the runway, we taxied into take-off position and 
started our take-off run when the plane ahead started to become airborne.
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Assembling the large number of aircraft was not a difficult task but it took a lot of 
ground planning and coordination.  Timing, good leadership and well trained pilots were  
the keys to assembly and formation flying.  A tight formation definitely discourages enemy 
fighter planes from becoming overly aggressive in their attacks. 
  

During my stay in Italy I recorded a few notes about each of my missions in a diary.  
To me, now, it appears that I often felt too sorry for myself and perhaps our bombing record 
was better than I thought.  However, I think that most soldiers are "a little scared" when the 
bullets and shrapnel are whizzing past. In the heat of battle everyone has a job to do and 
knowing that if it isn't done you will be back and have to do it again. You don't have time to 
think about anything but flying the aircraft and maneuvering it through the smoke of exploding 
anti-aircraft shells, shifting positions as planes are shot down and, as a pilot, still maintain a 
flight path and attitude that allows the bombardier to get his bombs off on target. 

 

 
  Heading out on a bombing mission above the clouds – the waist gun door is open and the 
50-caliber machine gun and waist gunner can be seen.  This picture was taken by one of our    
484th Bomb Group photographers named Sykes. 
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My diary does not record many of the things that happened that I thought were routine 
but I realize would have been quite interesting now. I have included my recollections and other 
records that I have found in recent years about the missions in which I participated. 
 

I have not located a source of official records of the missions flown by the 484th 
Bombardment Group of the 15th Air Force but have included information from an Internet 
history site that summarized the daily activities of the strategic operations of the Air Forces in 
the Mediterranean Theater  I have followed my diary entries with the selected internet  
information reported for the same day as my mission entries. 
(http://www.heavybombers.com/USAF_Histories/ )         
 
My Diary-- May 10, 1944 -- Flying time 7:45 – Target ,Wiener Neustadt, Austria 

Our first mission, roughest mission carried out by 484 bomb group to date - flak 
extremely heavy, intense. Planes ahead and on left and right wings shot down and left us 
in a formation as a single plane box. Hydraulic system shot out- landed with no brakes. 
Large hole in left rudder, large hole in left aileron. Small flak holes about ship. All scared 
but no casualties. Fragmentation bombs carried - Group dropped slightly short of target. 
Damage to target - moderate. Double mission - 48 to go 
 
Strategic Operations—May 10, 1944  ( Web.) 
 485 Bombardment Group ( Heavy ) with B-24s is declared operational, giving the 15th 
Air Force it's planned operational strength of 21 bomber groups.  The 52nd Fighter Group with 
P-51s also begins operations with the 15th on this date making a total of 6 fighter groups. 
Around  400 bombers attack targets at Wiener Neustadt Austria:  B-17s bomb aviation 
industry targets;  B-24s bomb the industrial area and an air depot; 200+ fighters provide 
support;   300+ bombers are forced to abort due to bad weather which has halted operations 
for the past few days;  opposition is fierce;  21 bombers ( 10 men each ) and one fighter are 
lost; US aircraft claim 50 aircraft. ( enemy ) 
 
 Upon returning to headquarters we were greeted by Red Cross workers with coffee and 
donuts.  There was even a shot of whisky for those who wanted something strong however, it 
wasn't a big demand item.  We were de-briefed by Group Intelligence Officers and reported 
downed planes locations , crippled aircraft and parachutes sighted. Also the number of enemy 
aircraft sighted or encountered and those shot down or crippled by our crew.  Questions were 
often asked about particular incidents or sightings relative to enemy action or movements. 
 

We started on our first mission not knowing what to expect other than we would do our 
job, come back to the field and after fifty missions we would be sent home.  When we returned 
from our first mission I was absolutely sure that I would never fly all my missions without 
being shot down. We took a beating from enemy fighter planes as they appeared to concentrate 
more on our particular aircraft, although I was doing my best to fly tight in the formation.   
 
 After another mission or two I concluded that our shiny new non-painted bomber 
among a group of olive drab painted planes got special attention from the enemy fighter pilots.  
During our second or third mission an anti-aircraft projectile ripped through the catwalk 
between the rows of bombs on each side of the walk and continued through the top of the 
plane. There was no explosion but we were concerned that the loss of structural support for the 
airframe in the bomb bay area could cause it to collapse on landing. You can be assured that I 
made a very special effort to make a gentle landing. 
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 My Diary -- May 13 -- Flying time 7:15 --  Cesena, Italy 
500-pound bombs - marshaling yards (railroad) yards- hit target. Damage 

heavy to rolling stock. Very little flak. Single mission - 47 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – May 13 – (Web.) 

In Italy, bombers continue interdiction in support of the ground forces. 670+ B-17s 
and B-24s, mostly with fighter escort, attack marshaling yards at Trento, Bronzola, 
Fidenza, Piacenza, Faenza, Imola, Cesena, Modena, Parma, San Rufillo, Borgo San 
Lorenzo, Castel Maggiore and Bologna and hit railroad bridges at Bolanzo and Avisio; 
and fighters sweep the Bologna - Modena area. 

 
Weather cancel all heavy bomber operations on May 15th and 16th.  My logbook 

records a 2 hour local flight on May 15 and 5 hours on May 16. These were probably 
aborted flights because of weather. Non combat. 
 
My Diary -- May 18 -- Flying time 5:15 -- Belgrade, Yugoslavia 

Assigned to Ploesti oil fields but turned back (group) because of overcast.   
B-17s and B-24s that got through suffered heavy losses. We (group) bombed Belgrade 
through solid overcast using radar.  Damage to target unknown - flak sighted - light 
and very inaccurate due to enemy guns thrown off by our throwing out "chaff "  
(tinsel) which attracts radar. No casualties.-- Single mission - 46 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations -- May 18 – (Web.) 

Almost 450 bombers, mostly with fighter escort, hit targets in Rumania and 
Yugoslavia; both B-17s and B-24s bomb the industrial area at Polesti, Rumania and the 
marshaling yard at Belgrade, Yugoslavia; the B-17s also hit the marshaling yard at Nis, 
Yugoslavia. 300+ other bombers abandon the missions because of bad weather; fighters 
strafe airfields at Nis and Scutari, Yugoslavia.  
 
My Diary -- May 20 -- Flying time 6:25  

Took off and landed (entire group) with three 2000 pound bombs and two 
1000 pound bombs.  Flew past Anzio beachhead twice and saw heavy fighting. Flew 
in enemy territory for three hours and did not get credit for mission because we never 
dropped bombs due to bad weather. Some hot shot that sits on the ground and 
doesn’t know what it is to sweat a mission out must have taken credit anyway.  
No mission  - still 46 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – May 20 – (none reported due to bad weather) — (Web.) 

 
 The non- painted aluminum aircraft that we flew from the States was flown on a 
mission by another crew when our crew was rotated for a day off.  I believe the mission 
was to Austria where the plane and crew went down.  The plane had not flown over 5 or 6 
missions.  I felt sorry about loosing the crew but not about loosing the airplane.  We were 
assigned an olive drab painted plane whose crew had just been rotated back to the States. 
 
My Diary -- May 23 -- Flying time 4:45 -- Subiaco, Italy 

Bombs -- ten 500 pound --Target - Mountain pass 
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No flak but bombs were dropped in every wheat field with only a few hitting 
the target. Convoy blocked in on both ends of road and was later strafed and put out 
of commission by medium bombers and pursuit planes. Our bombing results poor.  
One mission - 45 to go.  
 
Strategic Operations – May 23 – (Web.) 
 In Italy, 300+ B-17s and B-24s concentrate attacks on troop concentrations in the 
rear of the battle area, at Avezzano, Subiaco, Valmontone, Marino, Nemi and 
Grottaferrata; P-38s and P-51s provide escort; other P-38s, covered by P-47s, strafe the 
airfield at Ferrara. 
 
My Diary -- May 24 -- Flying time 6:55 -- Zagreb, Yugoslavia 

Mission to Wiener Neustadt, Austria - flak heavy to our left and in front 
 (Group) made a 360 degree turn over target area with weather too bad to locate 
target. Flak very light around us. Our bombs released accidentally.  P-38 fighter 
escort ran low on gas and started for home leaving us behind them. 461st bomb group 
made a run on the target without fighter escort and lost two planes and wounded 
twelve other men when jumped by German 109 fighters. We (group) bombed 
alternate target of Zagreb, Yugoslvalia. No damage to us - damage to target 
unknown. Double mission - 43 to go. Earned Air Medal today. 
 
Strategic Operations – May 24 – (web) 
 620 + bombers attack targets in Austria and Italy; B-17s bomb the Avisio, Italy 
railroad viaduct and Atzgersdoorf, Austria aircraft components factory; B-24s bomb 
airfields at Wollersdorf, Bad Voslow, Graz and Munchendorf, Austria; escorting fighters 
fly 250+ sorties; enemy fighter opposition is especially heavy against the B-24s attacking 
Bad Voslaw, downing 6 heavy bombers. 
 

I am including a part of the mission report (www.461st. com/missions/) of the 461st 
Bomb Group that led the wing (and our group) on this mission.  " The possible success of 
this mission was ruined by excessive cloud coverage of the target plus the fact that oil, 
which had leaked from a line on the nose turret guns, froze and obscured the vision of the 
lead Bombardier. Overshooting the target on the first run, the group made a 360 degree 
circle, lost the other groups in the formation and made another run but, because of crippled 
planes in the formation, the lead ship dropped its bombs rather than make a third pass. 
Again, there was fighter opposition and intense flak.  Flack hit twenty three of our planes 
and two were lost on the mission. The Wiener-Neustadt target was rough." 
 
My Diary -- May 26 -- Flying time 9:25  -- Lyons, France 

Took off from base at 5:20 AM. Flew past Anzio beachhead , across the 
Mediterranean past Corsica Island and into France. Came within ten miles of 
Geneva, Switzerland and crossed the Alps. We bombed railroad yards with very 
heavy damage. No flak encountered. We passed several fighter fields but they 
remained on the ground. Bomb load nine 500-pound bombs.  42 to go 
Longest raid yet carried out of Italy. Over 1400 miles. 
 
Strategic Operations – May 26 – (Web) 
 Almost 700 bombers hit targets in France and Yugoslavia; B-17s bomb the 
marshalling yard at St. Etienne, France; B-24s hit a bridge over the Var River, marshalling 
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yards at Lyon/Vaise, Lyon/Mouche, Chambery, Grenoble and Nice, France and troop 
concentrations at Bihac, Yugoslavia; fighters escort the bombers and strafe and dive bomb 
the airfield at Donji Zemunik, Yugoslavia 
 
My diary  -- May 29 -- Flying time 5:00 -- Assigned to Wiener Neudstadt, Austria 

Had to turn back over Yugoslavia.  Lost oil in No. 3 engine and had to feather 
it. Dumped our bombs off coast of Yugoslavia and accidentally set off a German mine 
field in the Adriatic Sea.  Mission considered a failure although we exploded from 30 
to 50 mines. No mission credit for us. 
 

Strategic Operations -- May 29 – (Web) 829 bombers (largest number of bombers 
completing attacks in a single day up to this time) bomb targets in Austria and Yugoslavia; 
B-17s and B-24s attack an aircraft factory Wollesdorf, Austria; B-24s also attack industrial 
areas at Wiener Neustadt and Atzgersdorf, Austria and troop concentrations at Poderica, 
Yugoslavia.  P-38s and P-51s escort the Austrian missions while the P-38s accompany the 
B-24s to the Yugoslav targets and afterwards strafe numerous targets of opportunity; 
fighter opposition over Yugoslavia is negligible but around 150 fighters attempt 
interception over Austria, principally in the Wiener - Neustadt area; 23 of our aircraft are 
lost and fighters 60+ enemy fighters shot down. 
 
My Diary -- May 31 -- Flying time 8:40 -- Ploesti, Rumania 

Hit refinery on edge of Ploesti. Flak extremely heavy. B-17 pilot with 35 
missions said there was more flak over target than he saw on all his missions put 
together. Hit target and oil spouted flame and smoke up to 18,000 feet. We also hit a 
railroad yard with much damage. Four squadrons lost two planes apiece that we 
know of.  Two planes made it back to (our) home field but were too shot up to land. 
Everyone baled out. Copilot of one jumped with unconscious engineer and pulled his 
ripcord then pulled his own. We were lucky as usual and only got one little hole in an 
aileron. Getting used to flak cause we happen to get on all the rough raids because I 
guess we are the newest crew. We are darned lucky so I guess we will make it. I guess 
we will get to a rest camp at the Isle of Capri within the next month cause this life is 
doggone hard on your nerves. Double mission - 40 to go.  
 
Strategic Operations – May 31 – (web) 
 480+ B-17s and B-24s bomb oil refineries and communications targets in Ploesti, 
Rumania area; fighters fly 200+ sorties in support; 15 bombers are lost to flack and 
fighters; 40+ enemy aircraft are shot down 
 
My Diary -- June 4 -- Flying time 9:55 -- Recco Viaduct, France 

Mission very unsuccessful due to poorest leader I ever hope to see. Only one 
box hit target. Rest hit in Mediterranean.  Load 6 - 1000 pound bombs. 39 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – June 4, -- (Web) 
 550+ B-17s and B-24s attack communications in NW Italy and on both sides of the 
Franco-Italian frontier.  In France, B-17s hit the Antheor railroad viaduct and Var River 
railroad bridges.  In Italy, B-24s hit the marshalling yards at Genoa, Turin, Savona and 
Novi Ligure, the viaduct at Recco, and the railroad bridges at Orelle and Gad.  Fighters fly 
200+ sorties in support of heavy bombers. 
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My diary -- June 5 -- Flying time 5:40 -- Marradi, Italy 
6 - 1000 pound bomb load. Hit railroad bridge (Marradi) in Poe River valley 

to stop retreating Germans. Blew bridge completely off map. Also, some stray bombs 
blocked railroad tunnel and cut main highway. Mission a success. No flak although 
seen along coast and over a city in Italy. 15th Air Force really blasted Italy today. – 
 1 mission credit - 38 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – June 5 – (Web) 

In Italy, 440+ B-17s and B-24s hit targets; B-17s hit railroad bridges at Pioppi and 
Vado; and B-24s hit marshalling yards at Balogna, Castel, Maggiore, Forli, Ferrara and 4 
railroad bridges; P-38s and P-51s fly escort; 53 P-38s strafe Ferrara and Poggio Renatico 
airfields and 40 strafe and dive-bomb airfields at Bologna and Reggio Emilia. 
 

 
 

Smoke puffs from anti-aircraft shells exploding near our plane 
 

My Diary -- June 7 -- Flying time 8:00 -- Nice, France 
R.R.  (railroad) bridge on Ventimiglia R.R. above Nice. Very heavy flak.  

Heavy, high explosive shells.  We got hit in No.3 engine and an oil line shot out.  
Landed on the island of Corsica for temporary repairs. No one hurt in our crew.  
Ship we flew had 13 missions on it and it was our 13th mission. Came home and tent 
all ripped down (wind) and clothes all black because a haystack close by had burned 
down. Extra tough day.  Bomb load  - 5 - 1000 pound bombs. 37 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations  -- June 7 – (Web) 
The 15th Air Force reaches its planned operational strength of 21 heavy bomber groups 
and 7 fighter groups as the 332nd Fighter Group begins operations with P-47s. 
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In Italy, 340 B-17s and B-24s, some with fighter cover, hit Leghorn dock and 
harbor installations, Voltri shipyards, Savona railroad junction and Vado Liqure 
marshalling yard; 42 P-38s bomb the Recco Viaduct and 32 P-47 fly an sweep over the 
Fenara-Balogna area. In France, the Antheor viaduct and Var River bridge were hit.  

 
My Diary -- June 13 -- Flying time 8:00 -- Munich, Germany 

Supposed to bomb airplane factory but never got a chance. Half the group 
turned back (due to weather) leaving only nine planes in the first attack unit. Flak 
extremely heavy at Munich and we got jumped by 30 or 40 fighter planes. We (our 
plane crew) are sure of shooting down four. That makes seven planes we shot down in 
the last two raids. The Germans are getting mad and sending up fighters. We bombed 
a rail yard at some little town south of Munich. (railroad marshaling yards at 
Innsbruck, Austria that was heavily defended). 6 B-24s missing today and 5 last raid. 
Twelve crews left so we have to fly almost every day to send our ten crews up with the 
rest of the group. Bomb load: 9 - 500 pound bombs. 35 to go. 

There was a shortage of bombs on 
occasions that necessitated us returning 
them to our base if we were unable to 
see our primary or secondary targets. 
On these occasions, we were careful to 
land smoothly and ease the brakes on 
due to the extra weight.  With this plane 
I made a smooth landing, taxied to our 
parking stand. While turning around to 
park, I pivoted too tightly for the weight 
and the landing gear gave way. 
 
 
 

 

 
 
Strategic Operations -- June 13 – (Web) 
 560+ B-17s and B-24s, most with fighter escorts, attack targets in Germany and 
Italy; B-17s attack aircraft component plants at Munich-Allach; B-24s marshalling yards at 
Innsbruck and Munich, Germany and the industrial area at Porto Marghera, Italy; they 
claim 30+ Luftwaffe aircraft shot down; 10 Army Air Force aircraft are lost and several 
others are missing
 
My Diary -- June 14 -- Flying time 5:00 -- Split, Yugoslavia 

Bombed cement factory. Missed target (our group) no damage. Supposed to go to 
Austria but our group could not get elements together. We did not want to go into Austria 
without fighter cover. German fighters have us slightly buffaloed but we are getting to be 
pretty good shots.  Load - 18 - 250 pound bombs. 34 missions to go. 
 
Strategic Operations --June 14 – (web) 
 660+ B-17s and B-24s attack targets in Czechoslovakia and Hungary; The B-17s attack 
oil refineries in Budapest; The B-24s hit five oil targets, one at Parducice, Czechoslovakia and 
Petfurdo, Komarom, Osijek, and Sisak, Hungary.P-47s and P-51s escort the bombers and P-38s 
strafe and dive-bomb the airfield at Kecskemet, Hungary. 
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My Diary -- June 15 -- Flying time 4:20 
Mission canceled (en-route to target) due to bad weather. Flew around base to use 

up gas so we could land with 9 - 250 pound bombs.  No mission credit. 
 
Strategic Operations – June 15 – (Web) 
 Weather cancels bombing operations. P-51s and P-38s strafe La Jasse,  Orange/Plan de 
dieu, Orange/Caritar,  Avignon/Chateau-Blank and Avignon/Pujaut airfields in France.  HQ 
307th Bombardment Wing ( Heavy ) is disbanded at Bari, Italy and HQ 68th Tactical 
Reconnaissance Group is disbanded at Blade, Algeria. 
 
My Diary -- June 22 -- Flying time 6:45 Bombed Pola submarine base in Yugoslavia. 
Bombed through overcast skies by radar. Results unknown. Flak moderate. No casualties 
but bombardier hit between eyes by flak leaving only a bruise. Bomb load  - 18 - 250 pound 
bombs. 33 mission to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – June 22 – (Web) 
 Following 5 consecutive days of bad weather 600+ B-24s and B-17s bomb targets in 
North Italy; B-17s hit marshalling yards at Foranova di Taro,  Modena, and Parma;  
 B-24s hit 6 marshalling  yards and 2 bridges in Italy,  an automobile factory at Turin and an 
automobile depot at Chivasso;  fighters fly 250+ sorties in support of the missions. 
 
My Diary -- June 23 -- Flying time 7:50 -- Guirgiu, Rumania 

Bombed oil refineries at Guirgiu. Flak light but fairly accurate. We got two holes (in 
our plane) that I saw. Weather very bad. Hit target with 5 - 1000 pound bombs.  Double 
mission. 31 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – June 23 – (Web) 
400+ B-24s and B-17s attack oil targets in Rumania; the B-17s hit oil refineries at Pilots; The B-
24s also hit oil refineries at Ploesti and oil storage at Guirgiu.  100+ US aircraft shot down; the 
bombers and escorting fighters claim 30+ aircraft destroyed. 
 
My Diary -- June 25 -- Flying time 8:20 -- Avignon, France 

(Rail) marshaling yards in France. No flak. 9-500 pound bomb load. Saw several 
enemy fighters but none attacked us. Never hit target with all ships. Only about 2% hits on 
target. (By our group). 30 to go 
 
Strategic Operations – June 25 – (Web) 
 650+ bombers attack targets in France; B-17s attack marshalling yard and oil 
installations at Sete; B-24s bomb the industrial site at Sete, the marshalling yard at Avignon and 
harbor facilities at Toulon; fighters fly almost 200 sorties in support; One fighter group strafes 
targets along the Fiume, Italy-Senge, Yugoslavia road and at other points along the Instrian 
peninsula. 
 
My Diary -- June 26 -- Flying time 5:05 -- Split, Yugoslavia 
Lost all oxygen on way to Austria so turned back over Yugoslavia. Bombsight would not 
work so we bombed a cement factory, secondary target from 18,000 feet by mathematics 
and timing.  Only missed target by 500 to 750 feet. (Group commander gave us mission 
credit and then withdrew it) 30 to go. 
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 Strategic Operations – June 26 – (Web) 
 677 B-24s and B-17s attack targets in the Vienna, Austria area, hitting the aircraft 
factory at Schwechat, marshalling yard at Vienna, Austria/Floridsdorf, and oil refineries at 
Korneuburg, Vienna.Florsidsdorf,  Moosbierbaum,  Schwechat,  Winterhafen, and Lobau;  
fighters fly 250+ sorties in support;  an estimated 150 to 175 fighters attack the formations;  
nearly 30 US aircraft ( mostly bombers ) are lost;  US claims 60+ enemy fighters. 
 

Aircrews were assigned a leave for rest and recuperation (R&R) about mid-way through 
their projected combat flying missions. The orders set the dates of Friday June 30 to Friday July 
7 for our crew to spend our rest period at the Isle of Capri Rest Camp. The airmen from the 484th 
Bomb Group were loaded aboard a two ton six-by-six truck for a trip to Naples and then by 
ferryboat to the Isle of Capri. The Island was a beautiful place at that time of year and served as a 
rest camp for those serving in all branches of the military. 

 
We were still fifty yards or so from the island shore when ten or twelve soldiers jumped 

off the ferry and swam for shore. Fortunately they all made shore but got a lecture from the 
Military Police. Army transportation was not available to us on the island so we carried our 
duffle bags from the landing docks to the hotel that was located six or eight blocks up a steep 
hill. 

 

             
 

                  The Isle of Capri was a steep rocky island used by all branches 
                 of the military for short time rest and recuperation assignments. 
 

I do not recall how many days we were on the island but it must have been about a week. 
During one of the first few days on the island I was walking up the street to my hotel when I met 
Bob Simkins from Bozeman.  Bob had been one of my Platoon leaders in the ROTC program at 
Montana State College and was now serving as an Intelligence Officer in the Army Air Corps.  
It was a special feeling of joy to find someone from home to visit with while resting on a remote 
island in the Mediterranean Sea.  
 
 Word was out that the Monks would design and make leather patches for our A-2 jackets  
One of the first activities of our crew was to visit a Monastery located a short 
distance from our hotel.  In addition to the chapel, the monastery compound had several stone 
buildings with small rooms, very plain and quite cool that were used for the living and sleeping 
area. The Monks worked with the crew and in a short time we had made up a design and ordered 
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our patches. The emblem design had clouds on a blue background with a buzzard standing on a 
fifty caliber machine gun superimposed over a bomb on its way down past the clouds. A couple 
of days later we were all sporting a five-inch patch on the left side of our leather jackets just 
under our silver pilot wing patch. 
 
 Automobile transportation was not available on the island so our crew hired a driver with 
a donkey and two wheel cart to transport us our outings. One of our trips was to an ancient 
Catholic Cathedral situated on the top of a mountain. Our guide showed us where the Germans 
had chiseled large gemstones from the pulpit. I was impressed with the construction of the 
building and décor but concluded that it would be too cold and uncomfortable for anyone to 
sleep through a church service. We also took a row boat trip through a couple of the islands 
caves or Grotto’s along the east shore. The entrances are rather small but the inside is quite large 
allowing the sunlight to reflect beautiful brilliant blue, green or yellows throughout the various 
caverns.  
 
 We spent time swimming and relaxing along a small rocky beach.  One of the less 
appetizing things I witnessed on the island was one of the natives pulling an octopus with about 
three foot tentacles out of the water.  He then sliced the tentacles into sections about an inch or so 
thick and proceeded to eat the raw slices.   
 

Most of the supplies, repair parts, ammunition and supplies for the bomb groups in the 
Cerignola and Foggia areas were shipped into the harbor at Bari, Italy on the Adriatic Sea.  The 
port had been heavily bombed by Luftwaffe Ju-88s in December of 1943 just a few months after 
the 15th Air Force had been established. There was a heavy loss of supplies and the docks were 
quite damaged but the port continued to service our area. 
 
 The big 6X6 army supply trucks were continually on the road from the 484th Bomb 
Group supply area to the Bari supply depot, a distance of 40 to 50 miles.  Our crew decided to 
visit Bari on one of the days we were not scheduled to fly.  After hiking out to the main road, we 
thumbed a ride on one of the 6x6 trucks going after a load of supplies.  This was the accepted 
way for our soldiers to travel.   
 
 Bari had a beautiful sandy beach but it was littered and absolutely filthy.  Apparently 
those using area had no inclination to use an inside bathroom or build an outhouse although they 
enjoyed using the beach.  We decided that we would pass lounging on the sand or swimming in 
the water and settled for hiring a man with a rowboat to take us out on a short fishing trip.  The 
water in the Adriatic Sea was very clear and the salt content is not as high as the Mediterranean 
but we did not have any luck at fishing.  I had a pink flower like shellfish attached to my hook on 
one of times I pulled my line in. 
 
 Leaving Bari, we flagged a truck returning to our field with a load of bombs. The truck 
was heavily loaded and the bombs were stacked higher than the top of the cab. We climbed on 
top of the bombs along with a dozen or more air and ground force soldiers and enjoyed a 
pleasant ride back to our base. 

It took a tremendous effort and number of trucks traveling, around the clock, from Bari 
and Naples to supply our ammunition dump with sufficient small and large caliber ammunition 
and bombs to keep our planes in the air every day. 
 
My Diary -- July 8 -- Flying time 7:25 -- Vienna, Austria 
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Second most heavily defended area in the world. Flak was very intense but our 
target was oil storage tanks on very edge of flak. We had no (flak) hits. I counted 16 
parachutes about 10 miles from target. I think they came from three separate ships. 
Double mission.  28 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – July 8 – (Web) 
 In Austria, 520+ B-24s and B-17s attack targets in the Vienna, Austria area bombing 
refineries at Vosendorf and Korneuburg, the airfield at Zwolfaxing, Markersdorf, and 
Munchendorf, and marshalling yard and oil storage at Vienna/Floridsdorf, and the airfield at 
Veszprem; fighters fly 200+ in support of the bomber missions which were opposed by 100+ 
fighters; 14 US aircraft are lost; heavy bombers and fighters claim 50+ fighters shot down 
 
My Diary -- July 11 -- Flying time 8:00 -- Toulon, France 

Had a ship that wouldn’t fly at altitude. Cut inside all turns to stay near formation 
and was in position only long enough to drop bombs. One flak hole in nose turret and one 
about size of fist in right wing. No damage to amount to anything. Single mission.  27 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – July 11 – (Web) 
 Bad weather curtails the bomber effort; the only target attacked is the harbor at Toulon, 
France, where 87 B-24s hit jetties, oil stores, a nearby telegraph cable factory, barracks, repair 
shops, an adjoining marshalling yard, and submarines in dry dock. 
 
My Diary -- July 12 -- Flying time 8:35 -- Nimes, France 

Flak fairly accurate and heavy. Hit target very well. (railroad marshaling yards). 
Came home on three engines. Every time I have flown to France I have come home on 
three engines -- 26 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – July 12 – (Web) 
420+ B-24s attack targets in SE France, scoring numerous hits Nimes and Miramas marshalling 
yards and cutting rail lines at Theoule-sur-mer bridge.and Var River bridge in Provence; around 
50 enemy fighters oppose the missions; the bombers and fighters claim 14 shot down; 7 US 
aircraft shot down. 
 
My diary --July 15 -- Flying time 8:05 -- Ploesti, Rumania 
  Hit Ploesti oil field again. Target covered with smoke, flak intense but inaccurate. 
Good mission but Air Force only gives us single missions for them now.  25 to go. On the 
hump. Radar mission. 
 
Strategic Operations – July 15 – (Web) 
 In Rumania,  600+ B-24s and B-17s bomb 4 oil refineries in the Ploesti area and the 
Teleajenul pumping station; and P-51s and P-38s fly 300+ escort sorties. 
 
My Diary -- July 16 -- Flying time 7:15 -- Wiener Neudorf, Austria 

Bombed aircraft factory by radar. Missed target. We (group) stirred up flak from 
over 300 guns but we got over without any (casualties) at our altitude or range.  (Our ship) 
Accidentally flew over Zagreb (Yugoslavia) while (we were) escorting a crippled ship home. 
Heavy flak encountered but it only bounced off our ship. Missed target. -- Double mission. 
23 to go. 
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Strategic Operations – July 16 – (Web) 
 In Austria, around 380 bombers attack oil and aircraft targets in the Vienna area, 
bombing Munchendorf airfield,  Wintershafen oil depot, Vienna marshalling yard,  and Wiener 
Neudorf engine factory;  P-51s and P-38s fly 150+ sorties in escort while 132 other P-51s sweep 
the Vienna area;  100+ fighters oppose the raids;  10 US aircraft are lost and several others are 
missing;  US claims of fighters shot down total 30+. 
 
My Diary -- July 17 -- Flying time 8:00 -- Tarascon, France 

Good mission with good results. Used 1000-pound bombs to bomb railroad 
(running) to French beachhead. 3 or 4 small flak holes. 1 mission. -- 22 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – July 17 – (web) 
 In France, 162 B-24s attack a marshalling yard and railroad bridges at Avignon and 
railroad bridges at Arles and Tarascon; P-51s and P-38s provide escort. 
 
My Diary -- July 18 -- Flying time 8:05 -- Friedrichshafen, Germany 

Bombed Dornier aircraft factory. Did a good job. Right on the Swiss border. Might 
have got into Switzerland about a quarter of a mile accidentally.  Flak heavy, accurate and 
a moderate amount. Got a couple of small holes. No one hit. (On our crew). Double mission. 
20 to go.  461st Bomb Group from our field lost 12 out of 22 ships to fighters. 
 
Strategic Operations – July 18 – (Web) 
 In Germany, 200 B-24s and B-17s attack Memmingen Airfield and the Dornier aircraft 
works at Manzell, and Casara della Delizia railroad bridge in Italy; 250-300 fighters oppose the 
formations attacking targets in Germany, beginning the interception at the N Adriatic coast, 
continuing to the targets and back as far as the Brenner Pass; 20 aircraft lost; the bombers and 
escorting fighters claim 66 fighters shot down. 
 
My Diary -- July 19 -- Flying time 8:45 -- Munich, Germany 
Flew behind lead ship of Group. Ship on our left had pilot hit in hip with flak. Lead ship 
got controls shot away and bombardier’s leg broken. Ship on right hit in gas tanks by flak. 
Our Bombardier hit in the face and shoulder by flak. All ships hit at same time and almost 
hit us. One, two and three lead ships fell out of formation so we lead Group out of flak. 
Came closest today of being shot down than any other time. This is the second time ships 
ahead and their wing men have been knocked out of formation and leaving us up there.  
Bombardier not too badly hit but suffered a little shock.  Gets oak leaf cluster for his 
Purple Heart.   18 to go.  P.S. flak extremely heavy and accurate. 
 
 
Strategic Operations – July 19 – (Web) 
 In Germany, 400+ B-24s and B-17s bomb an ordnance depot, an aircraft factory, a 
motor works, and an airfield in the Munich area; P-38s and P-51s fly 300+ sorties in support.  
Enemy fighter opposition was weak but flak was heavy and accurate; 15 US aircraft are shot 
down and several are missing. 
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B-24 Liberators over the Alps 
 
My Diary -- July 22 -- Flying time 8:10 -- Ploesti, Rumania  

Flak low because we flew at high altitude. Saw two ships go down and crews bail out. 
One ship bailed out over (oil) field making three ships that I know of. Probably lots more 
down. 50 mile an hour cross wind at our field so we had to land at another one and wait until 
almost dark. Another day and only two fried eggs to live on. To top it off our tent blew down 
and everything covered with dust. Large wheat field fire burned about 2.5 miles in 45 
minutes and hit large incendiary bomb storage dump. Over a million dollars worth of bombs 
exploded. -- 17 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – July 22 – (Web) 
In Rumania, 76 P-38s and 58 P-51s begin the second Fifteenth Air Force shuttle missions, 
attacking airfields at Zilistea and Buzau  (claiming the destruction of 56 enemy aircraft) and 
landing at Operation FRANTIC bases in the USSR; 458 B-24s and B-17s (with fighter escorts) 
bomb oil refineries at Ploesti and other bombers hit alternate targets of the 
Verciorova marshalling yard,  Orsova Railroad Bridge,  and Kragujevac,  Yugoslavia 
marshalling yard  
 
My Diary -- July 25 -- flying time 6:00 – Linz, Germany 

Lost an engine and had to return early.  No mission credit. 
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                          HEADING OUT ON A BOMBING MISSION 
 

My Diary -- July 28 -- Flying time 8:00 -- Ploesti, Rumania 
Rough mission but we went around target cause we got in prop wash and lost two 

turbos. I was sure glad we didn’t go through all that flak alone. Saw one plane explode 
ahead of us so completely that there was hardly anything left. Never was so scared in my 
life. Saw ships cracked up all along route home.  No damage in our squadron.   34 missions. 
-- 16 to go. 
 
( Our crew had an extremely close call. We were flying the slot just behind and below the plane 
that exploded. I did not have time to take evasive action before flying through the smoke and 
debris of the explosion. Coming out of the smoke and rubble, I pulled behind another plane and 
the prop wash caused our propellers to surge causing a loss of turbo 
 
power.  All we could do was drop our bombs and stay as close to our group as possible taking 
our chances in the flak rather than with the enemy fighter planes. ) 
 
Strategic Operations – 28 July – (Web) 
 345 B-24s and B-17s attack 2 oil refineries at Ploesti, Rumania and a marshalling yard at 
Florina, Greece; P-51 and P-38s provide support for the Ploesti raid. 
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My Diary -- July 30 -- Flying time 7:50 -- Budapest, Hungary 

Rough mission and I’ll be dog gone if I don’t get so scared it’s pitiful. Bombardier 
lay on floor and covered himself up with metal flak suits and navigator's knees gave out on 
him over target and he can’t look out anymore. Crew never looked out to see where bombs 
hit. I guess 50 missions are about enough. Three boys returned through Yugoslavia from 
northern Italy after being shot down by fighters. 35 missions - 15 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – July 30 – (web) 
 300+ Bombers attack targets in Hungary and Yugoslavia; B-24s bomb Duna Airfield; B-
17s bomb the aircraft factory at Budapest, and marshalling yards at Brod,Yugoslavia; P-38s and 
P-51 escort the missions. 
 
My Diary -- August 2 -- Flying time 6:55 -- Avignon, France 

Bombed bridge (railroad). Lost one engine on bomb run and a second lost almost all 
oil pressure coming off target (lost both on right side). Had everything ready to throw out 
in case we lost too much altitude. Made Corsica O.K. and left our plane there.  Needs two 
new engines. (and major repairs so was junked).  At camp someone said we were last seen 
heading for Spain so all enlisted men’s pistols 
and jackets were taken but they got them back from some embarrassed boys.  We got a 
new plane. This makes our fourth. The name of it is the “flaming Mamie”. All of its crew 
have finished 50 missions except its (original) pilot who was shot down in another plane 
and probably is a POW.  36 missions .-- 14 to go 
(A rescue plane picked us up at Corsica. I have the clock from the junked plane) 
 
Strategic Operations – August 2 – (Web) 

330+ bombers are dispatched to hit targets in France and Italy; B-24s attack Genoa, 
Italy harbor; B-17s hit targets in S France, including Le Poouzin oil storage, Portes-les-
Valences torpedo factory and marshalling yard, Le Pontet oil storage, and Avignon railroad 
bridges; P-38s and P-51s provide escort 
 
My Diary -- August 9 -- Flying time 6:25 -- Almasfuzito, Hungary 

Blasted target of synthetic oil refinery clean off map. Every bomb except a couple 
from our group hit target. Flak was light and inaccurate. No damage. 37 missions. 13 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – August 9 – (Web) 
 Around 400 bombers, with fighter escort, hit targets in Hungary and Yugoslavia; B-17s 
bomb an aircraft assembly plant and a rolling stock plant at Gyor, Hungary and Marshalling 
yard and oil refinery at Brod, Yugoslavia;  B-24s bomb 2 airfields and an oil refinery at 
Budapest, Hungary. 



 104 

 
 

484th Bomb Group, Aug. 2,Alt- 21,800 ft., heading 275°, Avignon, France, Railroad bridge 
 
My Diary -- August 10 -- Flying time 8:10 -- Ploesti, Rumania 

Hit a very rough target in Ploesti. Right on edge of town. Flak, accurate and intense. 
Flak hit flight deck, top turret and a piece about four inches long and ¾ inch square 
wrecked tail turret. No one hurt. We dropped back after we dropped bombs and it is a 
good thing we did or we would have been shot down. Flak started bursting where we 
should have been and there were about 20 bursts there. I guess we are plain lucky. 38 
missions. 12 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – August 12 – (Web)  
 450+ B-24s and B-17s, with fighter escort, hit 6 oil refineries in the Ploesti, Rumania 
area.  In Italy, The 37th Fighter Squadron, 14th Fighter Group ceases operating. 
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from Corsica with P-38s and returns to the base at Triolo Airfield; and the 94th Fighter Squadron, 
1st Fighter Group, based at Salsola Airfield with P-38s, send a detachment to operate from 
Aghione, Corsica. 
 
My Diary -- August 12 -- Flying time 6:30 -- Genoa, Italy 

Flak was moderate but I never saw a burst. This is the second raid since I have been 
over here I did not see any flak. One ship had a hole big enough to put your head and 
shoulders in where a shell went through without exploding.  
--39 missions. 11 to go. 
 

 
 

Bombing pattern 484th Bg., Aug.12, alt. 21,190 ft. 
Heading 118º, Coastal Gun Post, Genoa, Italy 

 
Strategic Operations – August 12 – (Web 
 Almost 550 fighter-escorted B-24s and B-17s attack targets in France and Italy; the B-
17s bomb gun positions in Savona, Italy area; B-24s attack gun positions in the Genoa, Italy and 
the Marsille, Toulon, and Sete areas of France.  100+ P-51s strafe 
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radar installations and other coast-watching facilities along the French South coast.  These and 
Twelfth Air Force strikes are preparatory to operation DRAGOON. (Code name for the invasion 
of Southern France). 
 
My Diary -- August 14 -- Flying time 7:00 -- St. Tropez, France 

Flew mission in afternoon. Landed at 7:00 P.M. Easy mission with 1000 pound 
bombs on gun installations in France. (Toulon) 40 missions. 10 to go. 

 
Strategic Operations – August 14 – (Web) 
 540 B-24s and B-17s bomb gun positions in the Toulon, France and Genoa, Italy areas 
as the operation DRAGOON convoy heads for the French Mediterranean coast; 145 P-38s and 
P-51s strafe radar installations at several coastal points. 
 
My Diary -- August 15 -- Flying time 7:15 -- Frejus, France 

Supported invasion (of Southern France) this morning by bombing beach. Saw 
hundreds of boats and troops landing. Five-minutes after we bombed the beach the 
infantry hit (landed) on it. Big show with lots of planes and boats. They also landed 
paratroops inland while we were bombing.   41 missions.  9 to go. 
 

This was a spectacular mission to be on.  Our Group arrived at the beachhead early in the 
morning and approached the target area at an altitude of about 11,000 or 12,000 feet. On the 
approach to the invasion area we had the opportunity to witness much of the activity below.  We 
flew over the larger naval vessels as we first approached the coast.  Next were a tremendous 
number of troop landing craft moving in small circles awaiting their turn to land the infantry 
soldiers and their equipment on the beach.  The B-24s and B-17s started bombing and were 
clearing a path inland several miles.  Our group were assigned an area several miles inland and 
as we were on the way overland I saw paratroopers jumping from  C-47 troop carrier aircraft. I 
also witnessed a flight of glider aircraft land in small pastures that had stone fences around the 
perimeters.  The gliders would skid to a halt with the tails almost vertical then settled back on the 
ground allowing the infantry troops to jump to the ground and seek cover and ready for full 
combat.  

 
. (I am including the following summary of both the 15th Air Force strategic operations and 
the 12th Air Force Tactical Operations from the web site.) 
 
Strategic Operations – August 15 – (web) 

In the Fifteenth AF’s first mass night raid, 252 B-24s and B-17s after a pre-dawn 
 take off pound beaches in the Cannes-Toulon, France area in immediate advance of Operation 
DRAGOON; 28 other fighter escorted B-17s bomb highway bridge over the Rhone River; B-17s 
sent against coastal gun positions abort the mission owing to poor weather; and 166 P-51s 
escort Mediterranean Tactical Air Force  (MATAF) C-47s carrying airborne invasion troops. 
 
Tactical Operations – August 15 – Twelfth Air Force, Italy  (Web) 

In France during the night of 14/15 August A-20s bomb Le Vallon,  Itres, and 
Orange/Plan de Dieu Airfields and other Rhone Valley targets while the US Seventh Army 
carries out preliminary operations to isolate Operation DRAGOON invasion beeches;  the US 
Special Service Force invades Lavant and Port Cros Island and secures the left flank of the 
assault area;  French commandos land east of Cap Negre and clear coastal defenses, the French 
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Naval Assault Group lands Southwest of Cannes and secure the right flank;  the First Airborne 
Task Force drops in on the rear of the assault beaches and blocks off the invasion area from the 
interior;  the main force,  the US  VI Corps  land 3 divisions abreast between Nice and Toulon at 
0800 hours local;  A-20s  bomb barracks in the invasion area while B-25s, B-26s, P-38s  and P-
47s supporting the invasion, pound the beaches, enemy concentrations, and gun positions in 
coastal areas and latter in the day move attacks inland interdict enemy communication lines 
successfully hitting numerous bridges;   fighters maintain constant patrol over the convoys and 
invasion area;  HQ 64th fighter wing moves from Santa Maria di Caputa, Italy to St Tropez, 
France ;  and the 111th Tactical Reconnaissance Squadron,  XII Tactical Air Command,  Based 
at Borgo, Corsica, sends a detachment to operate from St. Maxime and Grimaud with F-6s. 
 

 
 

Picture - 484 Bomb Group, Aug.17, 10.33 A.M, 23,500 ft, Heading 125°, Romano Amer 
Refinery, Ploesti, Rumania (enemy smoke cover, black spots are flak, white spots old bomb 
hits, bombs exploding from 3 flights in upper right quarter. 
My Diary -- August 17 -- Flying time 8:05 -- Ploesti, Rumania 

Rough as usual. Got main and Auxiliary gas tanks shot out as well as several flak 
holes.  42 missions --- 8 to go. 
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Strategic Operations – August 17 – (web)  
 53 B-17s with fighter cover bomb Nish Airfield, Yugoslavia.  250 B-24s escorted by P-51s 
bomb 3 oil refineries and targets of opportunity in the Ploesti, Rumania area. 
 

 
 

484th BG, Aug18, 9:12 AM, Alt. 17,000 ft, Heading 305°, Alibunar Airdrome, Yugoslavia – 
fragmentation bombs – enemy airplanes in the small inked in circles. 

 
My Diary – August 18 – Flying time 5:50 – Alibunar Airdrome, Yugoslavia 
 Fragmentation bombed 50 - ME 109s parked on Airdrome.  No flak.  Good mission. 
43 mission – 7 to go 
Strategic Operations—August 18 – (Web) 

370 fighter - escorted B-24s and B-17s bomb 5 0il refineries around Ploesti, Rumania; 
89 B-24s with fighter cover, bomb Alibunar Airfield, Yugoslavia.  The detachment of the 94th 
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Fighter Squadron, 1st Fighter Group, operating from Aghione, Corsica with P-38s returns to its 
base at Salsola, Italy. 
 
My Diary -- August 20 -- Flying time 6:45 – Kiskun  Felegyhaze, Hungary 

Frag bombed airfield full of planes. Fair job. Little flak. Another group dropped 
bombs over us and blew up one of our ships. -- 44 missions -- 6 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – August 20 -(Web)  

460 B-24s and B-17s, some fighter - escorted, bomb the airfield and marshalling yard 
Szolonok, Hungary and oil refineries at Dubova, Czechoslovakia, and Czechowice and 
Auschwitz, Poland. 
 
My Diary -- August 22 -- Flying time 6:25 -- Vienna, Austria 

Roughest raid since first Weiner Neudstadt.  Hit by 30 or 40 fighters and lost one 
plane piloted by my old co-pilot on his last mission. Flak was extremely heavy but we 
dropped bombs (on target) and went around flak the best we could. Fighter planes laid for 
us all the way home and flew around us until we sighted the coast of Italy. Hope I never 
have another mission like today. My nerves are getting shot. Can’t sleep much at night. 
Flew a couple of new gunners with my crew today to break them in. They are broke in. -- 
46 missions. -- 4 to go.  ( Lobau oil storage tanks) . 
 
Strategic Operations – August 22 – (Web) 
 Around 530 B-24s and B-17s supported by P-51s and P-38s bomb targets in Austria and 
Germany; B-17s bomb oil refineries at Odertal, Germany; B-24s bomb oil refineries at 
Korneuburg, Austria and Blechhammer, Germany, and oil storage at Lobau, Austria. 
 
My Diary -- August 23  -- Flying time 7:30 -- Markersdorf, Austria 

Flew with a new crew as instructor pilot. No flak but lots of fighters.  (they) shot 8 or 
10 planes out of formation behind us. We were lucky again as usual. Double mission 
(credit). Hit a little flak on the route back. Got 5 holes. Group missed the target.  48 
missions. 2 to go. 
 
Strategic Operations – August 23 – (Web) 

In Austria, 472 B-24s and B-17s supported by P-51s and P-38s bomb the Soutg industrial 
area of Vienna, the Wiener-Neudorf aircraft engine factory, Vosendorf oil refinery, and 
Markersdorf Airfield, and attack targets at Ferrara, Italy, missing a river bridge but hitting a 
synthetic rubber factory. 
 
My Diary -- August 29 -- Flying time 7:20 – Szeged, Hungary 

Easy mission. No flak. We blew heck out of a bridge that was our target. One box in 
flight missed and hit rail yards that must have had a trainload of rockets. We set them off 
and they came almost as high as our formation that was 19,000 feet. They covered town 
and started lots of fires. Flew as instructor pilot again.  
49 missions. 1 to go. 
Strategic Operations – August 29 – (Web) 
 550 bombers strike targets in Italy, Czechoslovakia, and Yugoslavia; communications 
targets in the Po Valley and railway bridges at Ferrara, Salzano; in Czechoslovakia, oil 
refineries and communications targets in the Silesian Plain, including the Bohumin area, steel 
works and marshalling yard, Moravska-Ostrava marshalling yard, oil refineries and industrial 
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area including, tank works and marshalling yards; in the Hungarian Plain, marshalling yards at 
Zsolnok and Szeged; and a railway bridge at Szeged;  and in Yugoslavia,  a railway bridge at 
Borovnica;  
 P-38s bomb Latisina Bridge. 
 

 
 
484 BG, August 29, 10:25 AM, Alt.19000 ft, Heading 228°, Szeged Railroad Bridge, Hungary 

– bombs hit bridge 
 

My Diary -- September 1 -- Flight time 6:10 -- Fararra, Italy 
(Group) Returned bombs to base due to cloud coverage over target. Group separated in 
clouds over fighter territory so I stayed with my box leader. We were the only two ships 
together. Fighters left us alone cause there were lots of single planes up there. Another new 
crew broke in on a rough mission. Hit by flak.  Single mission. 50 missions -- finito – 
Strategic Operations – September 1 – (Web) 
 480 B-24s and B-17s attack targets in Italy, Hungary and Yugoslavia; B-24s Attack 
targets in Italy, Hungary, and Yugoslavia; B-24s attack Boara Pisani, Italy; In Yugoslavia, B-
24s and B-17s attack railroad bridges at Tesica/Morvac, Mitrovica, and Kraljevo, marshalling 
yards at Novi Sad and the airfield at Nish; In Hungary B-24s attack railroad bridges at Szolnok, 
and Mezotur, marshalling yards at Szajol, Debreczen, And Berettypoujfalu; 51 P-51s 
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successfully strafe Debeczen Airfield, Hungary; 16 B-17s evacuate interned  airmen from 
Rumania;  fighters support bombing and evacuation missions. 

Airfield ground casualties 
 
 As I look back I wish I had recorded more details of observations and activities. There 
was a period of time, about midway through my missions, that an aircraft would explode in our 
line-up as we taxied out or were stopped awaiting our turn to move onto the runway for  take off.  
The explosions occurred in the morning and only during the times we were moving forward on 
the taxi strip. I am sure that we lost at least four aircraft and their ten men crews and, looking 
back, I believe it was probably closer to six or seven. 
 

Naturally it was a stressful period. After returning from a missions we would question the 
cause of the explosion but no clear explanation was presented to us.  I do remember returning 
from the last mission where I witnessed an aircraft explode just a few planes in front our plane as 
we stopped on the taxi way. We were told it was on of our own men turned traitor. Rumor or 
whatever, the explanation was that a crew chief was sitting on the flight deck and saw someone 
placing an explosive into the wing section. I do know there were no more losses on the taxi-way 
during the remainder of my service with the 484th Bomb Group. I have never been able to locate 
official records relating to the ground losses. 
 
 There were a number of accidents as crippled ships attempted landings on the runway or 
belly landings alongside the runway. We were following closely behind a bomber on the final 
approach for a landing. The aircraft landed normally and was about half way down the runway 
when it rolled and blew up with a terrific explosion. I aborted our landing and circled the field 
with the rest of the group until the runway was cleared. The rescue vehicles were all at the scene 
immediately but there was nothing but burning fuel and metal. Bulldozers cleared the runway for 
the rest of the group to land as soon they could approach the rubble. As I recall, our Group 
landed with bombs aboard which resulted in the complete destruction of the plane and crew. 
 
 Coming in for a landing after any mission was of concern but considerably more so from 
missions where we encountered heavy anti- aircraft shrapnel or enemy fighter firepower. As a 
pilot, I was able to prepare and compensate for most of the physical damage observed and 
reported by the crew. The serious and most dangerous part of the landing was stress on the 
various parts of the aircraft frame from the unseen and unknown damage.  These included wing 
frames, landing struts, tires, control cables etc.  
 
 Sargent Laural Clemans was the gunner for the ball turret located under the belly of the 
plane located just aft of the bomb bay. We were returning to base from one of our 
 
bombing missions when it was discovered that he could not raise the turret into the up position 
for landing. The crew members reverted to the emergency procedure of  cranking the ball up 
manually but met with failure. They tried several procedures to move the turret around to allow 
the exit door to open into the plane but with no success.  The only alternative was to land the 
aircraft with the ball turret fully extended with the gunner trapped within it. 
 
 During an ordinary approach and landing, the pilot reduces power and begins a flare-out 
by raising the nose of the plane and as the airspeed decreases the main wheels settle onto the 
runway. The nose is held high until it gently settles down on its own at an airspeed of about 70-
75 miles an hour. I would estimate that during a normal landing , as the main wheels touched 
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down and the nose in the raised position, the clearance between the runway and the airframe in 
back of the bomb bay would be about a couple of feet. With the malfunctioning gun turret 
hanging down and using up that couple of feet below the frame, I did not have a lot of room to 
maneuver to keep ball from touching the runway surface. 
 
 Both Clemans and I must have had some big knots in our tummies.  It took a lot of faith 
to do the job. It was not that it something that was difficult to do, it was just the thought and 
worry of one little slip or misjudgment by the pilot in judging  the last minute position of the 
plane seconds before it touched down. I remember there was a little sweat while landing on the 
Island of Corsica with only two engines on one side but this was more stressful and as far as I 
was concerned, much more critical. The last thing I wanted to do was to land a B-24 with the ball 
turret all the way down, clearing the runway by inches with one of my crew members locked 
inside. 
 
 We got the job done. I came in with a little more speed and nose wheel about as level as 
those on the main landing gear. When the air speed dropped off we hit the runway with all three 
wheels. We rolled off the runway where the medics were picking up the wounded and didn't 
move the plane until the gunner was out of the turret.  Some things we forget but I still recall not 
sleeping very well that night. 
 
 The Army Medical Corps did a tremendous job of taking care of the wounded when we 
returned from our missions. Aircraft coming in with wounded aboard were given the first 
opportunity to land. Ambulances and Medical personnel were waiting near an area at the end of 
the runway that the planes would pull into for unloading casualties.   
 
 Our air crews were thoroughly instructed in first aid and our ships carried well stocked 
kits of medical supplies including morphine. (it was the responsibility of the pilot to regularly 
check and be responsible for the morphine supply)  Attending to injuries at high altitudes, 
hampered by oxygen masks, bulky clothes and freezing temperatures was not an easy task.  
Many suffered badly mangled arms or legs for several hours with only the first aid applied by the 
planes crew. Casualties with abdominal wounds were the most difficult to care for in the air. 
Time enroute to professional care was often a critical factor and returning planes often landed at 
alternate airports. When we were forced down in Corsica the Medical Corpsmen were busy with 
casualties from other planes but in was great to know they were immediately available if we had 
needed their services. 
 
 
 



 113 

 
 



 114 

 



 115 

 
 



 116 

 
 



 117 

 
 
 
 

The Fifteenth Air Force in the Mediterranean. 
 
 The 484th Bombardment Group was formed in September of 1943 and trained at 
Harvard Army Air field, Nebraska as a heavy bombardment group. The Group was 
ordered to Italy and arrived in late March and April, 1943 and were assigned to the 49th 
Bombardment Wing (heavy) of the15th Air Force. Our crew arrived at their combat 
airbase at Torretto, Italy the first week of May and flew our first mission with the Group 
on May 11.   
 
 Although the re-designated as a pathfinder (plan and lead) Group in May of 
1943 it never functioned as such and operated as a strategic heavy bomb group. In 
November the Group was re-designated as a heavy bombardment group.  A summary of 
its operations lists major targets as oil refineries and oil storage plants, aircraft factories, 
heavy industry, and communications systems in Austria, Czechoslovakia, France, 
Germany, Hungary, Rumania, and Yugoslavia. 
 
 Our crew participated in the two combat missions for which the 484th 
Bombardment Group received Distinguished Unit Citations.  The first citation reads as 
follows: 

 
1. The outstanding performance of the 484th Bombardment Group (Pathfinder) from 1 
May 1944 to 20 July 1944, is worthy of the highest praise.  Second youngest 
bombardment group of this Air Force, this organization has consistently put up a 
maximum effort of aircraft and despite its handicaps of inexperienced crews and ground 
personnel has equaled the performance of similar organizations with lengthy combat 
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records.  Day after day this organization has airborne two fully equipped attack units 
whose formation flying has been so well integrated that on all but three occasions 
enemy fighters have been loathe to encounter its intense fire power and superior flying. 
This is the group which on 30 May 1944 totally destroyed the large ME 109 aircraft 
factory at Wells, Austria, commended by Air Force as perfect bombing.  This is the 
group which in its third month of operations led the Air Force in excellence of bombing, 
a feat rarely achieved by so youthful a combat team.  Climaxing its first phase of action 
this organization demonstrated its loyalty and devotion to duty on 19 July 1944, when it 
was ordered to aid in the destruction of the important Schleissheim aircraft factory at 
Munich, Germany.  This order came at a time when the complete cooperation of all 
personnel was necessary to complete the missions. Flying on ten of the previous 
fourteen days had worn ground and flying crews close to exhaustion and strained the 
battered aircraft to new feats of endurance.  In the two days preceding this raid, 
the group had scored two of its biggest strikes on targets deep in enemy territory.  Only 
the day before it had been commended by Air Force as one of five groups to reach their 
German targets.  During the night of preparation for this raid more than fifty  percent 
of their aircraft required engine changes and were slow timed throughout the night to 
assure that all aircraft would have been properly flight tested before the dangers ahead.  
The group took off leading the Wing formation but at the tail end of the Air Force 
column. Severe weather conditions were encountered enroute to the target. Due to the 
almost impenetrable cloud cover over the Alps the groups became separated, leaving 
the 484th  Group alone.  As they neared the bombing approach they saw the entire Air 
Force formation and its escort already on the route home.  Because they had been 
briefed to expect upwards of two hundred enemy aircraft and extremely heavy anti-
aircraft fire in the target area they knew that all guns at the target and all enemy 
fighters could single them out for concentrated attack.  They knew that under these 
conditions it was virtually suicide for any lone group to attempt to bomb Munich, a 
target which is unusually dangerous for our greatest strength.  But the importance of 
the target and their complete confidence in their leaders made them determined to 
complete the mission.  On the bombing run the lead ship was twice rocked by flak and 
the lead bombardier wounded both times.  The formation never wavered, but with a 
perfect pattern loosed its bombs in a compact force resulting in the final destruction of 
this high priority objective.  In the rally off the target all three lead aircraft were 
dangerously hit by flak, the lead aircraft losing all aileron controls.  Yet such was the 
confidence of this group in their superior leadership that aircraft stayed with these 
leaders through the danger of fighter hordes and the complete cloud cover in the area.  
After a highly successful bombing mission and in spite of all obstacles all aircraft 
returned safely to base.  This important mission completed at greet risk to all personnel 
involved is a fitting example of the fine contribution this group has rendered the cause 
of the United Nations.  With inspiring leadership, outstanding maintenance and 
courageous flying it has continually carried the war into enemy territory, dropping 
2651 tons of bombs on vital enemy targets in the period 1 May 1944 to 20 July 1944.  
The heroic and superior combat efficiency of the 484th Bombardment Group is worthy 
of the praise of higher headquarters and a grateful nation. 
 
Source:  G. 0. 7,  Hq, 49th Bomb Wing (H) , APO 520, 1 August 44, 
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The Distinguished Unit Citation for August 22, 1944 recommended as follows: 
 

1. The outstanding service rendered the Allied war effort by the 484TH 
Bombardment Group (Pathfinder), in its brilliant victory on 22 August 1944 is worthy 
of the highest commendation.  Ordered to participate in the combined effort to destroy 
the largest oil storage in Southern Europe at Vienna, Austria, this assignment climaxed 
a series of intensive raids against strategic and tactical targets.  In the West this group 
had given invaluable support to the landings in Southern France.  In the East, it had 
been a dominant factor in counter air force operations, aiding in the destruction of fifty-
six (56) enemy aircraft and two (2) enemy airdromes. Personnel were worn almost to 
exhaustion from a relentless succession of twenty-four hour work days.  Never-the-less, 
in preparation for this assignment, described by higher headquarters as the most 
important contribution air power could make to the war effort, at the time, Group and 
Squadron staff and ground personnel worked feverishly and enthusiastically through 
the long night to assure a maximum effort for this vital mission.  As a result of their 
untiring efforts, thirty-nine (39) bombers took off at the tail end of the Wing formation 
and in the most vulnerable position for enemy assault.  Deep in the heart of enemy 
territory the Group was attacked by more than fifty (50) enemy fighters.  The 
diversionary attack of the Eighth Air -Force planned to dissipate the enemy's strength 
had had been canceled due to adverse weather.  Now the enemy committed all available 
from both the Vienna and Munich controls to the assault on this formation.  This fierce 
interception was dispersed along the entire route of approach. Reserves were 
continually thrown into the attack and the enemy never had less fifty (50) ME 109's and 
FW 190's engaged in the violent battle.  Through the entire corridor to the target this 
Group fought a running battle with the enemy, miraculously keeping the bulk of the 
force at bay.  From their exceptionally compact formation, this Group threw up an 
almost I impenetrable screen of defensive fire but in spite of the ferocious 
aggressiveness of the attackers, they knocked thirteen (13) enemy fighters from the sky 
for the loss of only one(1) bomber. This unique achievement in the history of aerial 
warfare is consistent with the amazing past record of this group.  The target is defended 
by the heaviest concentration of accurate anti-aircraft fire South of Berlin and two 
more bombers were-destroyed In the target area, by the heavy crisscross fire.  In the 
face intense barrages of enemy gunfire, and continually harried by hordes of fighters, 
the group leader kept his depleted forces intact and led the formation on a highly 
successful bombing run in which the entire explosive force of their bombs was centered 
on the assigned objective.  By their Intrepid valor a! superior combat skill in the 
Successful completion of this mission against the enemy's fuel supply,  the 484th 
Bombardment Group (pathfinder) has immobilized a large part of the enemy's air force 
and motorized divisions and has dealt a direct blow at the enemy's ability to continue.  
Their outstanding duty and extraordinary heroism in the face of the heaviest resistance 
is worthy of emulation and deserves the highest praise. 
 
Source:  G. 0. 9,  Hq, 49th Bomb Wing (H) , APO 520, 10 September 1944         
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The following was copied from a news clipping . The source is not known: 
 

Eight out of every ten bombs dropped during the war by 
the Fifteenth Air Force fell within 2,000 feet of the target-center, 
Maj. Gen.  J. M. Bevans, commanding general of the AAF in the 
Mediterranean Theater, revealed this week.  Over six of every 
ten bombs released by the Fifteenth's four-engine bombers 
came within 1,000 feet of the point of intended impact.  Of the 
242,000 sorties flown by the Fifteenth, 80 per cent were 
effective, bad weather being responsible for 10.1 percent of the 
non-effective flights.  
 

At its peak the Fifteenth Air Force operated with a total of 
90,176 officers and enlisted men.  In action, it lost over 2,700 
men.  Another 2,533 were wounded and over 12,000 were listed 
as missing.  The Fifteenth lost 3,410 aircraft in action and 
destroyed 3,946 enemy aircraft in the air and on the ground.  

 

.  
                                  Jim in Italy, it looks like 32 bombs painted 
                         on his A-2 jacket representing missions flown to date 
 
 My Diary entries reflect my disgust with our bombing accuracy. I now realize 
that myself and crew were looking for direct hits and did not consider the impact 
damage to the targets caused by hitting within a 1000 or 1500 foot of a target. The 
above report indicates that we were considerably more effective with our bomb drops 
than the credit we gave ourselves. 
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 With our 50th missions complete I received travel orders on September 12, 1944 to 
report to Replacement Depot No. 7 at Naples for transportation back to the states by ship.  
As our contingent left the 484th Bomb Group campsite and headquarters I recall looking at 
a site near our field containing an anti-aircraft emplacement. The emplacement was 
camouflaged with the usual tan and olive drab netting with a couple of anti-aircraft gun 
barrels sticking above the netting and pointing upward.  The gun barrels at the decoy site 
were just good old wooden poles painted like the real thing. 
  
 One of the amazing things of war was the ability of both our side and the enemy, to 
gather so much information through surveillance and intelligence activities. I was sitting in 
front of our tent about seven or eight o’clock one beautiful summer evening and heard and 
airplane approaching at low altitude with a very quiet engine noise. As I looked up a 
German ME 105 flew across our field on a reconnaissance flight. This was not unusual but 
I only saw one fly-over.  The flight was locally referred to by a nickname that I do not 
recall, but did contain the word “Charlie”. The intelligence plane probably took pictures of 
the number of planes on the various fields and I hope he used some valuable film on our 
anti-aircraft gun emplacements.  Such flights must have been some of the sources of 
information Axis Sally forwarded to us over the airwaves to the radio in the Officers Club. 
 

 Our stay at the staging area in Naples was during a rainy and cool period of 
early September 1944.  The compound was located in a low bowl area that had been used 
as sports arena. I recall the persistent rain and the large puddles of water and mud covering 
most of our camping area. Our quarters were tents with wooden planks and pallets for 
floors to keep us dry. Planks and boards were also placed over the mud holes and wet areas 
along the paths. 

 
During my stay at the center. I saw an exhibition of boxing by World Champion 

Joe Lewis who was traveling with a USO show.  Joe was tall and muscular. My seat was 
near the ring which gave me a good look at the fights as Joe invited one after another of the 
servicemen to try their boxing skills against him.  Joe would spar around easily as each 
challenger tried his best to get a few good punches in at him.  They would go around for 
two or three minutes and then Joe would pop a good punch at the challenger and down he  
would go.  Some of the more aggressive boxers that thought they could knock Joe down 
found themselves on the mat in very short time. 

 
I spent about two weeks at the 7th Replacement Depot in Naples with not much to 

do so I took the opportunity to see a few sights in Naples. The town was certainly an 
upgrade from that of Cherignola. The streets were wider and cleaner with interesting stores 
for shopping.  In one of the larger stores I saw my first escalator in operation. 
 

The volcano Vesuvius, located a few miles from Naples, had a major eruption 
during March, 1944.   A number of people were killed and it continued to emit smoke and 
ash during the time I was in Italy.  I did not climb the volcano but did bring back a small 
vial of ash as a souvenir. I also took time to visit a large aquarium in Naples. I was 
impressed as I stood inside a huge glass tunnel that gave me the feeling that I was standing 
under the sea looking at fish and sea creatures overhead and on the sides.   

 
The transportation orders from Naples came through September 27 assigning me to 

Group N277-12 moving us to a reception station in the United States " about 7 October 
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1944".  My individual assignment in the group was to the !st Ind Hq,  ASF,  Camp Patrick,  
Va. 
 Naples harbor was the largest and busiest port in Italy. We boarded the USS 
General Mann for the trip back to the states at the large Bagnoli wharf.  The large liner had 
been converted into a troop carrier and the word aboard ship was that it would carry 5000 
troops when fully loaded.  Since we were heading back to the States it was not difficult to 
load the ship with a contingent of home bound servicemen in a very short time.   
 

The first meal aboard ship was out of this world.  The food was fresh and there was 
all the fresh milk and real butter that we could drink and eat.  On-board the ship, my bunk 
was located in a hold several levels down and was the second from the bottom in a stack of 
bunks about five high.  My bunk location had a definite disadvantage when we hit rough 
seas about three days out and seasickness took over in the upper bunks.  I was not bothered 
by the rolling and rocking of the ship as the motion was similar to that of the airplane and 
my system was probably adjusted to it but the boys above me became quite sick. 

 
I believe we were five days on the water. There was always the danger of 

submarine attacks requiring the ship to take evasive by taking a zigzag coarse across the 
ocean.  The individual legs were not very long in any one direction causing the ship to lean 
from one side and then to the other as it made the many turns. It sure didn’t help the 
fellows suffering from sea sickness.  

 
A copy of  Military orders issued at Camp Patrick Henry, Virginia to the 

Commanding Officer, Reception Station No.12, Fort Douglas, Utah records that our Group 
(N277-12) arrived at Newport News, Virginia at 1200 on 22 October 1944.  The orders 
specified we were to depart Camp Patrick Henry on/about October 24th by rail for 
reassignment at Fort Douglas, Utah. 

 

( The above is a part of my shipping orders. NOTE- original printed lines are curved)                   
 

I had traveled on troop trains on previous occasions but in regular passenger type 
coaches detailed as a special troop train or were rail cars for troop movement that were 
attached to regular passenger train service. As America got deeper into the war it became 
apparent that the available rail cars would  be inadequate to support necessary troop 
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movements.  The Pullman Company was contracted to build special rail cars to be used for 
mass, self sustaining, cross country transportation.  The cars were built similar to wooden box 
cars and modified to carry more people per car.  Sleeping cars were crowded with little space 
between the bunks.  I believe the bunks were stacked three high.  There was a special cook car 
and food storage area. Meals were served cafeteria style as we walked through the  dining cars 
car with our trays. The dining cars were similar to the old boarding house style with wooded 
tables and benches arranged to feed as many servicemen as could be comfortably  seated. 
 
 I do not recall if we had cars with seating in addition to the sleeping and dinning 
facilities.  I do remember that we had small windows through which we could watch the 
country-side pass by as we crossed the country.  
 

It was on  such a troop train that I traveled  from Newport News, Virginia to 
Ogden, Utah and on to Fort Douglas at Salt Lake City.  Orders were issued at Fort Douglas 
further assigning me to AAF Redistribution Station #4 at Santa Ana, California.  The 
orders authorized me to 24 days leave of absence which I enjoyed at home before reporting 
for duty at Santa Ana on the 28th of November. 

 

 
 

The above picture was taken by Warren McGee, Livingston, Montana . It is a photo of a 
troop train moving troops on the Northern Pacific during WWII.  This was the more 
traditional sight of a troop train with a mixture of railcar types depending on the rolling 
stock that was available.  The third car behind the engine is a specially built troop train 
passenger car often used to make up entire military troop trains. 
  
A physical at the Redistribution Center at Santa Ana on December 4, 1944 determined that 
I was in good shape and was again rated for overseas combat service as a B-24 Pilot.  I was 
asked what area in the United States I would like to be stationed during the interim period 
before being called back.  My first choice was the Northwest whereupon I was informed 
that I would be recommended for assignment to the West Coast. In good old Army fashion, 
I was assigned to Harlingen Army Airfield, Harlingen, Texas about as far away from 
Montana as I could have been in the USA. My assignment was Pilot on B-24s carrying 
students in gunnery training on heavy bombers. 
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 SOURCE: A CAMERA TRIP THROUGH “HAAF”  HARLINGEN ARMY AIR 
FIELD— A pamphlet from the Post Exchange in 1945. 
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 This picture was copied from “ A  CAMERA TRIP THROUGH “HAAF”  and 
shows the AT- 6 tow- planes  pulling targets that are being shot at by gunners in the At-6 
gunner planes.  During my stay at Harlingen the targets were pulled by the AT-6 tow – 
planes and the gunners were flown in B-24s fired at the tow targets from the gun turret 
positions and from the waist gun windows.   
 
 Harlingen Army Air Field was a dream after serving overseas.  I arrived about mid 
December and the weather was beautiful with most days in the 70˚ range. The mornings 
were often in the high 30° range with a light fog but by ten o’clock be would be in the air.  
While my folks were freezing I was picking very seedy oranges for my breakfast off the 
tree beside my barracks. I think it was about March when the grapefruit were ripe. 
 

I was living a life of luxury. As pilots, we would report to the flight line and were 
assigned a trainee gunner group and their accompanying gunnery instructor for the days 
flight.  The crew chief had our parachutes in the pilot and co-pilots seats and all we had to 
do was fasten them on and we were ready for flight preparation.  Most of the pilots were 
combat veterans and were treated with more courtesy and respect than we probably 
deserved.  It was nice anyway. 
 
 Once in the air we headed East for the coast-line, crossing Padre Island and out 
over the Gulf of Mexico. When clear of the mainland the AT-6 planes would pull up 
parallel to our gunner plane and several hundred yards out. The gunnery instructor 
assigned the student gunners at the various waist and turret gun position for firing live 
ammunition and tracer bullets at the tow targets. The after a firing session the tow plane 
would pull the targets in close to our plane for visual inspection of the target and count the 
hits. During my stay at Harlingen there was a period of time that Bell Cobra or King Cobra 
aircraft were retrofitted with panels that recorded hits of synthetic bullets fired directly at 
the target plane. 
 
 Live ammunition was used on the training missions requiring us to fly considerable 
distance off shore. We did not have a navigator on board and I would not pay attention to  
our specific location during our practice sessions. Returning home I would fly in a westerly 
direction until I could see the coastline. A short distance off shore is Padre Island, a narrow 
strip of sandy, dune covered land running from the very southernmost tip of Texas north to 
Corpus Christi. If  Padre Island was visible off the coastline I would turn south until we 
located the mouth of the Rio Grande River and from there head for home. Likewise, if 
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Padre Island was not visible off shore I would know I was off the coast of Mexico and 
would fly north to its southern tip near the mouth of the Rio Grande.  Returning to the Air 
Base was just another pleasant event on a clear Texas day.  Most of our flights were of  3 
to 4 hours duration and we flew 5 to 6 days per week.  There were occasions the weather 
was foggy allowing only 1 ½ to 2 ½ hours of flight time, but in general, we had very little 
down time. 
 
 Life in the Army much more simple.  For the first time since I was inducted I was 
relaxed on my days off.  One of my pilot friends had an automobile and we would relax 
sight seeing in the country or visit Harlingen or Brownsville.  Both were nice towns with 
USO facilities and plenty of friendly people.  The Mardi Gras celebration in Brownsville 
was in early February and we were fortunate enough to see the parade and take in the 
festivities.  It was a new experience for me.  My only problem with the area was that 
everyone spoke Spanish for their first language.  They were also proficient in English so 
we were able to communicate but after our visits the natives would usually have a 
discussion among themselves and we would not have the least idea of what they were 
saying. 
 
 The war was still raging strong in Europe and the South Pacific and rationing of 
fuel and goods in the United States was strictly enforced through the issuing of coupons.  It 
was a different situation long the lower Rio Grande Valley.  We would drive across the 
bridge over the Rio Grande River between Brownsville and Matamoros, Mexico to fill our 
automobile with gasoline. A Mexican had fifty gallon barrels of gasoline in a pull out area 
just past the South end of the bridge. A hand pump was used  to fill a gallon measuring 
container with gasoline which he then poured into our tank.  There was no limit on the 
amount we could purchase.  On one occasion we watched a tanker truck from the United 
States deliver the fuel to the Barrels. 
 
 My mother had written and mentioned that her electric clothes iron had burned out 
and she could not get a replacement. I went shopping in Matamoros and bought a new GE 
electric iron and a couple of pair of silk stockings for her and a box of Cuban cigars for my 
Dad which I bundled up and sent home.  
 
 A month or so after I arrived at Harlingen I was asked if I would like to be 
discharged from the Service.  The opportunity for Separation was on a point bases 
determined by several factors including length of service and overseas assignment and I 
qualified on the number of earned points. It was rumored that some discharges were being 
made but it was also true that a number of personnel were being reassigned to the Pacific 
Theater area.  Being doubtful of such a kindly move on the part of the Army, I decided that 
the offer of discharge sounded too good to be true.  I indicated that I was satisfied with my 
present position and would like to remain in the Army Air Corps. As usual, I guessed 
wrong and a number of people meeting the point requirement were discharged. 
 
 About the middle of February the Commanding Officer of my Flight Squadron 
called me into his office and inquired if I would be interested in attending a six week 
school for instrument pilot instructors. The Major had been in the Headquarters of 484th 
Bomb Group during the period I had been with the Group in Italy.  This made a sort of 
common bond and I respected his guidance however, I informed him that I was not 
interested in becoming an instrument instructor or pursuing any further flight training. As 
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the conversation progressed I concluded that it would be a great opportunity with very 
little chance that I would wind up an instrument flight instructor. 
 
 My transfer orders attached me unassigned non-permanent party status to 
AAFCFCT AAf Base Unit, Lubbock, Texas reporting for duty 23 February 1945 to pursue 
AAF Instructor Course ( IP- Instrument Pilot ).  
 

I reported to Base Headquarters and was subjected to the usual army routine of 
checking in and was assigned to the Class 245 ( Instrument Pilot), Squadron H, 2526 AAF 
Base Unit.  As students once again, we were assigned an instrument flight instructor with 
three students per flight. The first thing I had to do was to become proficient flying the 
North America AT-6.  The planes we would be flying were specially equipped with several 
specialized pieces of instrument flight equipment with the operating units located in the 
rear of the fuselage. The extra rear weight made the landing attitude a little more critical 
and more subject to ground-loops on the landing roll after touch down. There were 
occasions when we had several ground loops a day.  I preferred to make three point 
landings and was fortunate in never losing control on the landing roll. 

 
Prior to arriving at Lubbock I had received considerably more flight instruction and 

above average instrument flight time than pilots that did not attend 1st pilot school. Up to 
this point we had been taught the principles of aircraft control under instrument conditions. 
This included the associated courses of mathematics, weather, radio etc. Our classes at 
Lubbock were placed much more emphasis on the basic principles of the bodies physical 
and mental sensation and reaction to the orientation and forces of the airplane. We learned 
about the basis of the body and mind attempting to sort perceptions based on experience 
from illusions or false perceptions or sensations.  We studied the relationship of the eyes, 
middle ear and other forces and senses on muscle reaction and their relationship to the 
aircraft’s flight attitude.  

 
We studied the theory of gyroscopes, altimeters, weather, navigation, blind landing 

systems and about everything else related to instrument flight. Our training was heavy with 
ground school classes. The flight instruction was to relate the lessons learned in ground 
school by reproducing the theory conditions in the air.  We now had a better understanding 
and certainly more confidence of the air maneuvers that we had practiced over the years.  

 
The six weeks at Lubbock passed rapidly.  I had a couple of opportunities to visit 

the town. It was a quiet college community located a few miles from the Airbase with 
friendly people and not much traffic.  
 

During my spare time I also qualified and received my commercial pilots license. 
The course of instruction for Instrument Pilot Rating (IP) was completed on April 4, 1945 
and I was reassigned to Harlingen, Texas.  After a train ride South I reported for 
assignment on the April 7,1945. In addition to myself there were nine other IP graduate 
pilots from the class of 245 assigned to Harlingen Air Base. 

 
After reporting back to Harlingen I returned to my previous position of flying 

gunnery students. There was a surplus of pilots and we were getting less flying time but I 
was still enjoying the area and flying out over the Gulf.. Toward the end of May my 
Squadron Commander called me into his office and informed me that I had been selected 
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to join the flight staff at Lubbock as an instrument pilot instructor. He apologized because 
of the assurances and advice he had given me earlier and I was not anxious to return to 
duties that were considerably more hazardous than flying a B-24.  By the time I left the 
office he came up with the plan to send me home on a 21 day furlough and when my 
transfer orders came through he would inform Lubbock that I was not available until my 
leave had terminated. He surmised that they would choose another instructor from their 
pool if I was not immediately available. 

 
To speed my departure for my furlough and to be sure I was not on the field when 

the orders arrived, the Major arranged a ride to Denver on a training flight. My orders 
authorized three weeks of wartime-rationed food stamps and 21 gallons of gasoline. 

 
I was enjoying my vacation at home and hoping that I would remain on the flight 

staff at Harlingen on my return to Texas. Just two weeks (June 16) into my furlough I 
received a Western Union telegram from Colonel Hughes, Commanding Officer of the 
Harlingen Army Air Base, requesting an immediate return wire whether I desired a 
commission in the Regular Army and or a commission in the Officers Reserve Corps. I 
was not interested in the Regular Army leaving the only choice of the Officers Reserve 
Corps.  It began to appear that I might be on my way out of the service. 

 
I reported back to Harlingen the last week of June.  On the 27th  of June I received 

my orders reassigning me to the AFTRC 2526 AAF Base Unit ( Instructor School 
Instrument Pilot) Lubbock Army Air Field, Lubbock Texas reporting July 3, 1945. 

 
My first assignment appointed me as a pilot for single engine AT-6 (1054) as a 

student of the Station Standardization Board. The Indoctrination Coarse was composed of 
a series of written tests, a review of all the ground and flight rules and regulations and 
more in-flight check rides and aircraft procedure reviews. 

 
I have been unable to locate my flight log for Lubbock but on July 31, my records 

indicate I had a total: 
 Total Flying time to date: - 1148.40 hours 
 Flying time AT-6: - 135.10 
 Certified as a Test Pilot for AT-6D 
 

 August 1 orders through that the standardization board had certified as having met 
all their requirements. I was assigned as a pilot, single engine, (1054) Instrument Flying 
Instructor in Base Group II, Squadron 7. 
 
 The next 2 ½ months were busy, hard flying days.  Most of the students were either 
pilots with the Air Transport Command or were about to move into the Command, 
However, there was a distribution of students from all types of flight backgrounds. 
Ground school had a separate staff for non-in-flight subjects and when the students were 
not in ground school they were in the air. 
 

 The day flights were preceded by chalk board talks about the days flying lessons 
and what we expected to get accomplished.  It was here that we got into the use of the 
latest navigation and landing systems. A few systems had been around for some time but 
were only available at selected airports.  After the chalk talks we took to the air for an hour 



 136 

or more and then back onto the ground where we critiqued the days activities. It wasn’t 
very exiting but did take a lot of work and patience. 

 
The exciting and dangerous phase of the training was during the period that we had 

to fly to an area in the United States to find a heavy weather front for actual instrument  
flight in rain or snow. I can recall a couple of experiences that stressed me during the short 
time I was an instructor. 

 
During one of the training flights a student and I flew to Ogden, Utah where we 

refueled. Out of Ogden we picked up a heavy storm front and headed for Portland. The 
weather was quite soupy with heavy rain and I thought that it was a wonderful weather to 
pick up experience. On the way, darkness settled in and there was a heavy fog at the 
Portland airport. You don’t just fly AT-6 around looking for an alternate airport in an 
extensive front and besides, we were here to use our fancy ISL equipment that would take 
right to the end of the runway. Everything worked fine and we landed (happily) and taxied 
to the terminal. A couple of airline pilots greeted us with questions why we were allowed 
to fly in when they were grounded. I agreed that it was risky but that was our training job. 

 
The flight that caused me the greatest concern was in a storm front we had been 

following across the mid-west.  We were flying the storm front in the area of South Bend, 
Indiana when darkness set in. Everything was quite routine until I noticed that all the 
cockpit and instrument panel lights were growing dimmer. Another 20 minutes or so and 
the only instruments that we could read were those with the fluorescent needles and 
numbers. Our position was well plotted but without radio communication or homing 
devices with ground stations it was going to be difficult to find an airfield.  

 
We took a heading for Chicago and flew until the fog and rain became brighter 

from lights reflection from the ground. Our estimated time of arrival put us over Chicago. 
We hoped that no other planes were in the air and that the tower had a report of an aircraft 
circling the town in an unusual pattern. While circling the area, we were very gradually 
letting down and staying close to where the light reflection was the brightest. In the back of 
my mind was a recollection that, a year or so before, a B-24 crashed into a water tower 
while attempting to land in Chicago. We finally broke out under the overcast and found the 
airport.  After landing we taxied to the terminal and were thoroughly chewed out by the 
tower for taxing to the commercial side of the field instead of  the Army Air Corps area on 
the opposite side. We were just happy to have made a safe landing. 

 
I had the sad experience of having one of my instrument flight students killed in an 

AT-6 crash. Beyond my jurisdiction and for some reason, headquarters authorized the 
student to make a weekend training flight to his home town located within local flight 
distance of Lubbock. There was a low ground fog in the Lubbock area when he was 
returning to the field and there was some speculation that he might have let down into the 
fog and flew into the ground. Rumors abounded for a day or two but to my knowledge, the 
cause was never officially determined. Aircraft crashes and death were part of our flying 
experiences but loosing one of my students was not an easy thing to accept. 

 
   On October 11, 1945, with over 1300 hours flight time,  I was released from duty 
2526 AAF Base Unit at Lubbock and reported to AAF Separation Base, Sioux Falls, South 
Dakota on October 15 for processing and separation form the service.  
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We dropped thousands of these leaflets as we flew over enemy territory while during several bombing missions.
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 The preceding " SO YOU ARE TIRED OF WAR " is an article written by Lt. Eual Stone 
when we were both pilots in the 826 Bomb Squadron and flew many of the same missions. 
While we were visiting one afternoon he said that he had just finished typing an article about 
what it was like to fly a mission and wanted me to read it and give him my thoughts or 
suggestions. I was impressed by the way his writing so truly expressed our daily ritual of life in 
camp as well the preparation and flying a mission. 
 

 I expressed my interest of having a copy and he promptly gave me the carbon copy of the original 
typed script. I have scanned the carbon copy, unedited as his first draft was. It is enjoyable to 
remember Lt. Stone, and his typewriter that needed cleaning, and the  enthusiasm and satisfied feeling 
he had for this piece of work  It truly tells a true unembellished story of what it was like in the 484th 
Bomb Group flying out of Italy.     
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                                                                                                        WWII V-MAIL LETTER 
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 These are a few of the news clippings from my mothers World War II  
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              1st Lt. David Drummond, Pilot – front row, second from left, with his B-24 crew 
 
 

 
 

           Captain James Watson, Navigator – front row, second from left, with his B-29 crew 
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            1st Lt. James Drummond 
 
 

 
 
       2nd  Lt. Tom Drummond 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
  

      1st Lt. David Drummond 
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                     Captain James Watson 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
                    2nd Lt. George Watson 
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1st Lt. James Drummond 
Pilot - Airplane Commander – 826 Bomb Squadron, 484th Bomb Group, 15th Air Force, 
Mediterranean and European Theater of operations. 
50 combat missions – 288 combat hours. 
Air Medal with 3 Oak Leaf Clusters, Bronze Battle Stars for the following Campaigns:  Rome – Arno,  
Southern France,  Northern France,  Air Combat-Balkans, Germany Campaign,  Po Valley, Northern 
Apennines,  and a Unit Citation with one Oak Leaf Cluster. 
 
1st Lt. David  H.  Drummond 
 
Pilot B-24,  431st Bomb Squadron, 11th Bomb Group, 7th Air Force,  Marshall Islands, Asiatic Pacific 
Theater of operations.  
40 combat missions - 446 combat hours 
Distinguished Flying Cross, Air Medal with six Oak Leaf Clusters, Asiatic Pacific Theater ribbon 
with three Bronze Stars. 
Campaigns- Air Offensive Japan, Eastern Mandates, Western Pacific. 
 
2nd Lt. Thomas Drummond 
 
August 1951-February 1952.  2472nd Air Force Reserve Training Center, U.S. Navel Air Station, 
Olathe, Kansas, Records Section for Air Force Reservists in the Kansas City area. In charge of 
section of civilians, Air Police and Library. 
February 1952 – March 1953, 3rd Bomb Wing, Wing Personnel Inspector, Kunsan, Korea, The 
Wing was composed of three squadrons of B-26s bombing North Korea until cease-fire declared. 
 
Captain James Watson  ( Brother of my wife Betty ) 
Navigator B-29,  871 Bomb Squadron, 497th Bomb Group, 21st Bomb Command, 73rd Bomb 
Wing,  20th Air Force, Saipan, Mariana Islands, Pacific Theater of Operations. 
National Guard of the United States and State of Montana, February 1930-February 1933. 
Entered the U.S. Army Air Corps December 1942. 
Graduated from  Navigation School Hondo Army Air Field, Hondo Texas, July, 1943. 
Navigation Instructor at Hondo Army Air Base until June, 1944. 
Saipan, Marianas Islands, January 1945 until Captain Watson was killed in action February 26, 
1945. 
Reverend Larry Nelson of Bozeman was a navigator on another B-29 flying out of Saipan. He 
recalls that while monitoring an emergency frequency, a call came in that a bomber had exploded 
and crashed into the ocean shortly after take-off. His plane dropped down to look for survivors. 
An oil slick and some debris were found but there were no survivors. Upon returning from their 
mission, Larry found that his friend Captain Jim Watson was the navigator on the downed B-29. 
 
2nd Lt. George Watson ( Betty's twin brother ) 
 
Enlisted in Air Force Reserve in 1944 
Stationed at Keesler Field, the Army Air Force Training Command Station at Biloxi, Mississippi 
from May 1945 until Spring of 1946. 
Graduated from Montana State University ROTC program as a 2nd Lt. Air Corps Reserve. 
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    A special ride on July 12, 1997 on the last flying B-24 bomber, the "All American" 
 

It is estimated that there are about seventeen B-24s existing in museums or other 
locations that are relatively intact but non-flyable. The Confederated Air Force flies an LB-30 
cargo/ utility version of the B-24 in tours across the United States and the Collings Foundation of 
Stow,  Maine owns and operate a completely restored version of the original B-24 J model 
Bombers. 

 
One of the very special days in my life was when my sons Jim, Bill, and Bob along with 

the support of their families and my wife Betty arranged for me to fly aboard the Collings 
Foundation B-24 Liberator " All American".  At the last moment Jim Jr. was also able to join the 
few of us boarding the plane and sense some of the feeling that I experienced on my first B-24 
ride. 

 
It brought back many memories as the Crew Chief stood along side each engine with the 

old fire extinguisher as each engine was started.  I was not any more relaxed on the take-off than 
I was when taking off on a mission with a load of bombs.  Watching the co-pilot working the No. 
3 throttle forward of the others brought back the familiar syndrome that the "turbo" was not 
putting out the power that it should. 

 
For the first time in my life I had the privilege of riding in other areas of the aircraft than 

in the nose compartment or on the flight deck.  I began to realize that being a member of the 
flight crew other than the pilot and co-pilot had a tremendous amount of extra stress.  While at 
aircraft stations, I felt an isolation from the cockpit area and remembered the many times we 
were in an emergency situation when it took a few minutes before I or the co-pilot were able to 
communicate with the other aircraft flight stations. 
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The bank of hydraulic and electrical lines as well as the flight control cables were just 

part of the planes fuselage when I was a pilot.  On this flight they became the focus of my 
attention and they appeared awfully vulnerable and I recalled the many times we lost fluid to the 
cylinders on the landing gears and brakes as well as electrical circuits to the various gun turrets 
and other controls while in combat. 

 
It was a thrill to have the opportunity to ride in the nose, top and rear turrets.  I did not 

ride the belly turret.  I'm not sure it was available but I was not about to get stuck in there if an 
emergency were to arise. 

 
The plane was flying low over the Horseshoe hills north of Manhattan while I was riding 

in the tail turret and I was pleasantly surprised at the view the tail gunner had from his station.  
The plexiglas dome allows vision behind and above and it rotates from side to side.  The turret 
extends beyond the tail section and allows quite good vision below. 

 
While riding in the tail turret I recalled an incident on one of our bombing runs over 

Ploesti, Rumania.  Our tail gunner Sgt. Sturgill  was of medium height with a husky body.  He 
always needed assistance to climb in and out of the narrow turret door when dressed in his bulky  
sheepskin coat and trousers.  A large piece of metal from an exploding anti-aircraft shell bust 
through the plexiglas dome of the turret and penetrated the oxygen tank. The concussion from 
the exploding tank knocked the breath out of Sgt. Sturgill and he came tumbling backwards out 
of the narrow turret doors.  He was sure that he had been hit.  The waist gunners rushed over to 
assist him as he rolled around fighting for breath and pointing at his foot.  During the interval of 
recovering his breath, the boys had pulled his boot off and dumped out a large piece of hot 
shrapnel that was burning his foot. 

 
I always appreciated the dedication and cooperation of my crew members.  They truly 

were experts in their fields and worked and socialized as a team.  There was never a question 
about their loyalty or dedication but this special 2 hour ride, fifty-five years after we served 
together, gave me more understanding and grateful feeling of how we stuck together under the 
most stressful of situations. 

 
The bombay area is extremely noisy from the engines and rattle of the metallic aircraft 

skin or wall.  When the waste gun doors on the fuselage are open and the gunners firing their 50 
caliber machine guns, the boom and bang of the exploding of enemy anti-aircraft shells, the 
shrapnel hitting fuselage and a bouncing plane must have been almost chaos.   

 
During our trip from Great Falls to Bozeman I found the noise made it almost impossible 

to carry on a conversation with son Jim or understand the questions of the news media or others 
on board.  Instead of visiting I thought it was great just to explore the "unknown other side" of a 
B-24 in flight and just reminisce. 

 
Thanks to family and friends for the memories 
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Prints from my missions – 89, 94, 101, 102, 104, 105, 107, 108, 110 
 
Warren McGee - Livingston, Montana - from his Railroad Collection – 
Page 130 
 
Jean Mulder, Bozeman, Montana – Pictures on Page 251 
 
 

 
 


	wwIIreminPp000-ii COVER&INDEX.doc (copywrite).pdf
	wwIIreminPp001-30 11-17-01
	wwIIreminPp031-60 11-17-01
	wwIIreminPp061-90 11-1401
	wwIIreminPp091-124 repaged 03-03-07
	wwIIreminPp125-136-11-26-06
	wwIIreminPp137-166 11-15-01
	wwIIreminPp167-192-10-28-01
	wwIIreminPp193-230-10-28-01
	wwIIreminPp231-253 12-18-10 repage

