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About This Issue

A Ride with Morgan

This is a story of the pilot (Morgan)
known for the fact he was flying the plane
that went down with Major Glenn Miller
when their single engine Norseman D-64
crashed into the English Channel December
15, 1944. This story first appeared in the B-
17 Combat Crewmen & Wingmen April
1993 and is reprinted by permission.

An Air Medal For the
Flight Surgeon

An Air Medal For the Flight Surgeon
was submitted by our own Blair Palmer
Browne, 826 Squadron. Non-flying medi-
cal personnel usually were not awarded Air
Medals, but there is always an exception.

Young Man Behind the
Plexiglass

The editor is most grateful to the New
Yorker Magazine for permission to reprint
the story " Young Man Behind the Plexi-
glass", by Brendan Gill. The story first ap-
peared in the August 12, 1944 issue. While
it deals with abombardier assigned to B-17s
with the 8th Air Force, the similarities in the
training and war experiences of our own
484th BG people is striking. It is for this
reason that we are publishing the story in
this issue. Reprinted by permission ©
1944,1972 The New Yorker Magazine, Inc.
All rights Reserved.

Bicycle Thief

This story was first published in
Crosshairs, the official publication of the
Bombardiers, Inc. What do youdo when the
bicycle you've stolen, is stolen from you.
The solution to the problem is typically
American.. Reprinted by Permission.

B-24 Serial Numbers

You may wonder why another piece
dealing with B-24 Serial Numbers is in this
issue. It is one way of tracing the combat
history of our groups. We (Bea and I) had

occasion to visit TheNational Archives some
years ago, we found the mission reports
contained aircraft numbers, squadron num-
bers and the names of every airmen by last
name who were assigned to a particular
mission . It is also a way for both flightcrews
and especially ground personnel to identify
with a particular ship. Assignments to air-
craft varied from group to group. Some
airmen report they flew the same aircraft on
most missions, others say just the opposite.
Each aircraft had their own peculiarities, no
two were alike, some burmed more fuel,
others were difficult to hold in formation,
and so on, This is brought out in some of the
letters to the editor in this issue.

The story on the B-24 serial numbers
printed in the previous issue dealt mostly
with aircraft that were shot down or de-
stroyed as gleaned from Missing Aircrew
reports. The story in this issue represents all
of the aircraft known to have been operated
by both the 461st and 484th Bomb Groups
during the one year plus that these two
groups were operational at Torretta. Serial
numbers were taken from movement orders,
photos of aircraft, and correspondence. They
were added to the ones shown in the last
issue.

Letters & Obits

In this issue you will find more letters
to the editor and more obituaries than in
previous issues. This is just a reflection of
how the mail bunches up. Although it is
apparent from the obits that the numbers are
increasing. So if you plan on attending a
future reunion, don't put it off! Join us in
Harrisburg this year for sure.

The Scholarship
Donations

The list of contributors to the Scholar-
ship Fund that appears in this issue, is for the
period from December 1992 till June 22,
1993. Members who wish to remember their
loved ones may contribute to the fund in the
name of the person or persons to be so
honored.

The Torretta Flyer

a =)
Index

Gront Cover
Ship 4#2-52684 of the 826
8¢ (54) was shol down by
[&;MM on ;mu 11, 1944 Lt

.fmcj’ﬂmmﬁe
pilol in command. (See
page 18)

An Air Medal for the
Qlight Surgeon. . . . Page 6
Young Man Behind the
Ploniglasa . ........Page 7
Bicycls Thief. . Page 12
Aircrafl Operaled by the
46142 & 4841h Bomb Groups

R — ]
The Loil Misdion. . . . . .

ey veves..Page 34
\ )

Number 24 Summer - Fall, 1993




News Of The Association

The 1993 Harrisburg Reunion

This is a gentle reminder to send in your Harrisburg reunion
registration form pronto. We need to know how many attendees to
plan for. Members who need additional registration forms (Bulletin
29) should call (310) 316-3330.

The 1994/95 Reunions

You will remember from the previous Torretta Flyer that a
Cruise Reunion for the 1994 reunion was suggested by several
members at the 1993 Dearborn reunion. We sent out a questionnaire
in January of this year and received enough votes to consider the
proposal seriously. A separate mailing to those voting for the cruise
was mailed out shortly afterwards.

The Cruise

The cruise departs from Ft. Lauderdale November 7, 1994 and
returns to the same port November 11, 1994. The cost of the 4 night
5 day cruise is $560.00. To secure a positive reservation at this price
adeposit of $100.00 per person must be received by August 1,1993.
Members and friends who wish to join the cruise must send in their
deposit before August 1, 1993. The deposits are fully refundable if
the cruise is cancelled

Dayton, Ohio Future
Reunion Site

A future reunion will be held in Dayton, Ohio, for a very
important reason, that being the dedication ceremony for the 484th
Bomb Group plaque and tree to be installed in the Memorial Garden
of the United States Air Force Museum prior to the reunion. At the
time this issue is being prepared, (June 30, 1993)itis still a little over
amonth till the cruise deadline of August 1, 1993. At that time, a go,
no-go decision will be made for the site of the 1994 reunion. The
Dayton, Ohio Marriott will serve as an alternate for the 1994
reunion. If the 1994 cruise reunion takes place, the 1995 reunion will
be held in Dayton, Ohio at the Marriott.

Memorial Plaque to be Installed at Air
Force Museum

The Association has made a deposit to secure a place in the
United States Air Force Museum's Memorial Park to install a
memorial plaque and plant a tree for the 484th Bomb Group. This
beautiful area is limited in space and will fill to capacity soon. We
have decided to act now so that our Group will have an honored
place. The park can be visited without entering the museum itself.
The park can be seen just to the right of the museum's main entrance.

The total cost of the plaque and tree will be slightly under
$3000.00. Beginning with this issue of the Flyer your donations
toward the installation of the memorial plaque and tree are solicited.

The Association Pin

The last shipment of the Association stickpin for the ladies has
beenreceived along with the men's tie tack. The pins display thenew
logo, an adaptation of the 484th Bomb Group design which first
appeared on the face of the monthly reports and was later adapted
and worn on the A-2 jackets of 484th Bomb Group personnel.
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Copyright © 1993. Reproduction without permission
is prohibited.

The Torretta Flyer is the official publication of
the 484th Bomb Group Association. Normal distri-
bution is limited to members only. Requests from
non-members for copies should be directed to the
editor.

Contributions of stories, articles, memorabilia,
and graphic materials to the Torretta Flyer are
always welcome. Clean typewritten manuscripts
and Microsoft Word disks are preferable. Other
forms also are acceptable. Please contactthe editor
for further information.

The Torretta Flyer reports primarily on the his-
tory of air warfare during WWIl and the accomplish-
ments of members of the 484th Bomb Group during
WWII. From time to time the magazine will cover
other subject matter related to aeronautical events
as material becomes available. Readers are en-
couraged to submit their own stories or material
from other sources.

Editor, Bud Markel
Associate Editor, Bea Markel

Board of Directors 1992-1993

484th Bomb Group, Bud Markel.

BeaMarkel, Frank Valdez, John Billings, and Charles
McKew.

Scholarship Committee, Chris
Donaldson, Ross J Wilson

Membership Committee
Charles McKew

Publicity Committes, Clark Ecton
Adolph Marcus, Harold Toomey, Bud Pressel, John
Billings.

Direct all inquiries to the Editor, Torretta Flyer, 1122
Ysabel St. Redondo Beach, CA 90277-4453,US A Phone
(310) 316-3330
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Scholarship Program News

1993 Scholarship Awards
Ceremony will take place Satur-
day, October 23, 1993, in
Cerignola, Italy.

Members are Invited to Attend

The presentation of the Scholarship awards will take place
Saturday, October 23, 1993, in Cerignola, Italy at one of the
schools to be designated. This year the American Ambassador
along with the Minister of Education, Foggia District, Dignitar-
ies from the church and local officials will be invited to attend
the ceremony. Fall 1993 has special importance to the Italians
as September 30, 1943, is the day that Cerignola was liberated
from the Germans by the Anglo-American forces some 50
years ago. There will be a celebration on that date in Cerignola
to commemorate the liberation.

Members and friends are invited to attend the ceremony as
representatives of the 484th Bomb Group Association. Please
advise the Association office if you wish to participate in the
awards ceremony.

No Italian Tour in 1993

The Association will not organize an Italian tour this year
as too few member have expressed a desire to participate.
Members wishing to attend the Awards Ceremony should
make their own arrangements.

Openings on the
Scholarship Committee

With the passing of Ed Goree, 764 sq. (See page 35 this
issue) of the Scholarship Committee, there is one opening on
the committee to take his place and possibly two. Chris
Donaldson, 765 Sq. has expressed a desire to pass the mantle
ontosomeone else. Persons wishing to serve on this committee
should express their desires to the President of the Association,
Bud Markel.

New Scholarship Donations

The Scholarship Donations received from December 1,
1992 until June 22, 1993 are shown at right. This is a continu-
ation of the list that appeared in Torretta Flyer Number 23 Fall-
Winter issue. Name of contributors received after June 30 will
be listed in the next issue of the Flyer. Please indicate if your
contribution is being made in memory of a person you wish to
honor.
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A Ride With Morgan

Flyer No # 19, page 26.

I took a break from winning the war
single-handed and headed for London on
leave. I was a twenty-four year old captain
running the machine shop at the 8th AF
Depot No11, Warton, Lancashire.

In the late summer or early fall of 1943,
Ihopped aride in an aircraft that brought me
to my former base, at Honington. It was a
posh pre-war RAF station in East Anglia
which had been turned over to the Ninth Air
Depot Group; the outfit in which I had gone
overseas the year before. It became kind
of home-away-from-home for me and I
greatly enjoyed visiting those I had left
behind for my assignment at Warton.

It was my intention to travel on to
London via the LNER railway that rattled
into Liverpool Street Station at the snail-like
smoky pace of England’s wartime trains,
butsomekind soul suggested thatl getaride
with the courier aircraft that would be head-
ing my way. That is how I got to ride with
Morgan.

Morgan was a flight Officer, One of a
few “Galvanized Sergeants” who fell into
this rare category of lightweight pilots. Not
trained for combat roles, they were assigned
flying duties to those assigned to Service
Pilots, Morgan’s job was to fly a small
transport aircraft between the bases of the
command that had been established over the
expanding Eighth Air Force’s Strategic Air
Depots. Carrying personnel, critical sup-
plies, and making whiskey-fetching forays
into the wilds of Scotland is what he did. For
this purpose, a lend-lease vehicle, an Avro
Anson, had been pressed into service.

Now the RAF refers to its aircraft as
“kites”. Anyone that's puzzled over this

This is a story of the pilot (Morgan) known for the
fact he was flying the plane that went down with
Major Glenn Miller when their single engine
Norseman D-64 crashed into the English Chan-
nel December 15, 1944 as reported in Torretta

by

Maurice R Commanday

euphiemism need only encounter an Anson
to vinderstand the basis for that. Powered by
two Armstrong- Siddley radials it was ca-
pable of a fairish cargo for its size and
weight. But a kite must surely have had its
way with one of its female ancestors!

I was in class “A" uniform. Three en-
listed men were aboard as well as a crate of
significant size and unknown weight. Some-
one had managed to foul the interior of the
aircraft with the bronze pigment contents of
a sea marker so | was invited to take the
relatively cleanrighthand seat which I grate-
fully accepted. The enlisted men were in
fatigues and took up spots where they could
on the floor around the crate.

We took off uneventfully from
Honington's grass field and headed south-
west for Hendon. At Morgan’s invitation, 1
took the wheel and drove the Anson over
and around the barrage ballcons; a welcome
activity; rare in the life of an un-rated engi-
neering officer, Hendon came into view.

Hendon was London’s oldest aero-
drome having been establishedeven before
WW 1. It was rather small in size and com-
pletely surrounded by urbanity. Around its
western edge arced a high railway embank-
ment complete with telegraph lines which
provided an interesting hurdle on our ap-
proach to the runway in use.

Now the Anson was equipped with a
retractable landing gear of the old school.
Nothing fancy! A release lever and a hand
crank which Morgan’s “crew chief”, a Staff
Sergeant, wound down as we completed our
approach. When we touched down I heard
Morgan mutter an oath. He opened the
throttles to go ‘round again. We seemed to
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be traveling pretty fast on that short runway.
Sergeant cranked up the gear promptly and
we had a tour of the vicinity.

The next go at the runway was better.
We touched down much closer to its begin-
ning, nearer to the railway embankment, but
notclose enough. Again the curse and opened
throttles and re-cranked gear. By this time,
in my front row seat, I had the distinct
impression that maybe our center of gravity,
affected by the crate’s unknown mass, was
not in an ideal location, Never mind, Mor-
gan swore he'd get the damn thing in!

I must say he made a masterful ap-
proach the third time slipping the craft past
the embankment touching down at the very
edge of the runway. I was too busy looking
ahead to consult an airspeed indicator as we
tore along! With Morgan pumping the
Dunlap brake lever on the control wheel, I
do remember looking at the air-brake gauge
and consoling myself between prayers that
the receiver was at normal pressure and the
brake bladders in the wheels were getting
what they needed; but we were really rolling
hell bent for election!

From the corner of my eye I noted the
RAF “meat wagon~ was already en-route
on a convergent path. We took the entire
runway, crossed the perimeter track and
rolled across a plot of grass. At some point
a wag back in the cabin, suggested putting it
in the garage across the street. Finally we
came to a halt with our starboard airscrew
just five feet short of a very solid, well-
entrenched street lamp.

I didn’t notice the garage across the
street, but there was an Underground station
in plain view. Anxious to avoid any embar-
rassing contact with the RAF folks, I thanked
one and all and promptly disappeared down
the tube station entrance. I thus became one
of very few travellers who have been deliv-
ered to a subway stop by air.

Two years ago, at areunion of the First
S.A.D. Association, I learned that about a
year after my ride with him, Flying Officer
Morgan, still on courier assignment, went
down in the Channel with Major Glenn
Miller. Maurice R Commanday of Palos
Verdes, CA contributed to this story.
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An Air Medal For The Flight Surgeon

Our crew arrived at the 826th Squad-
ron in the very early moming of arainy day
in August, 1944. As co-pilot,I was grounded
for five missions while the rest of the crew
were certified to fly combat. Literally hav-
ing nothing to do in the two weeks or so
involved, I wandered the area and discov-
ered the Link Trainer building where I met
Sgt. Ted Mahan who was in charge of the
trainers. It was something to do and some-
thing which I enjoyed doing,
so I spent as many hours as
Sgt. Ted would give me in the
trainer.

But I digress.

In time, we built ahospi-
tal, which was part Tufa Block
and part Quonset Hut, and
where I met Capt. Jack M.
Sheppard, M.D., of Little
Rock, Arkansas, Flight Sur-
geon to the 484th Bomb
Group. The Doctor and I spent
muchtime togetherin general
discussions of the war, the
time before and what to ex-
pect after. These discussions
were often lubricated by the
ingestion of good old 180
proof grain alcohol. In time, Doc Sheppard
allowed as how he would like to get some
kind of medal out of this war. I suggested it
would be easy to get the Air Medal and that
I would advise him as to which missions to
fly. Accordingly, he would stand outside the
Briefing Room each morning and we would
give him the thumbs up sign if the mission
was perceived as a “Milk Run”; whereupon
he would collect his gear and meet us at the
aeroplane. I recall he flew all but one or two
of the five missions required for the Air
Medal with us; I donotrecall which crew he
flew the odd mission with. It would be
interesting if anyone remembers.

I must apologize for his fifth mission
but I was young and others in the squadron
share in my blame. At a bull session one
evening, it was decided by those present,
that the good doctor should go to a tough
target on his final mission. Soooo0, having
been briefed on the mission for the day
(Linz, Austria, I believe), we exited the

By

Blair P Browne, 826 Squadron

Briefing Room withbroad smiles and thumbs
up to the Doc and he hurried off to get his
gear and met us in our revetment.

All was sweet innocence through en-
gine start, warm up, taxi, take-off, assembly
etc. until we crossed the Alps. Now Doc was
no great navigator, but it was becoming
obvious to him that we were far afield from
our usual routes on his prévious missions.
He questioned us as to our destination, and

I presume the Bombardier and/or Navigator
gave him an answer. It was the Doc’s usual
practice to ride in the nose and as we were
the alternate lead (we flew in the slot - #4),
the Bombardier (Charles Lindsey) rigged an
extension trigger so that Doc Sheppard could
stand on an ammo can, look out the astro-
dome and drop our bombs whenhe observed
the bombs exiting the lead ship.

When we tumed at the I.P., the sky
ahead was literally black with Flak and we
were all alittle nervous. Atany rate, “Bombs
Away”, Doc pressed the trigger with verve,
toppled off the ammo can, landed on his
back on the nose wheel door (which sprang
part way open), pulled his parachute and
was recovered by the Bombardier.

Now our nose gunner (A. F. Segarra,
deceased) always opened the turret doors
over the target, so we had a good blast of air
through the nose, whichresulted in the para-
chute canopy coming up through the rudder
pedals, which was our first clue that some-

The Torretta Flyer

thing was amiss up forward.

The Navigator (William T. Schwartz)
always observed the bomb bay to assure all
bombs were gone before the bombbay doors
were closed; so he was crawling back through
the tunnel to the nose when he encountered
great clouds of canopy. Eventually the para-
chute was recoverd and Doc was sitting in
the nose with a lap full of silk, questioning
everyone as to what he should do if we had
to abandon the aircraft. Ev-
eryone suggested he be very
careful notto tangle his chute
and to not let go of it until
after a slow count to ten. It
becameobvious to all aboard
that Doctor Sheppard was
NOT AMUSED!

Return to base was un-
eventful, except for the con-
stant abuse of yours truly by
the good Doctor, who would
occasionally include the
crew, the squadron, the group
and the U. S. A. C. in his
invective. Needless to say, I
no longer enjoyed his com-
pany nor his alcohol forsome
time.

In due course, Major-General Twining
arrived at the 484th and presented medals to
all those qualified, including Flight Surgeon
Captain Jack M. Sheppard. Later that after-
noon, I went to the hospital and congratu-
lated him on the receipt of his Air Medal. He
castigated me once more, stating thathe was
married, had or hoped to have children and
he saw no humor in our actions - “I could
have been killed!”; whereupon I reminded
him that he had a good story for his grand-
children and that no matter how much he
embellished it, or how much he left out, he
could depend on me to corroborate what-
ever he said. He finally smiled and we cel-
ebrated with a few glasses of his 180 proof;
cut with water, naturally.

I have not heard of or from Doctor
Sheppard since the end of WWII and since
49 years have passed, | am assuming he isno
longer with us, otherwise I would not have
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written this story.
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Young Man Behind Plexiglass

by
BRENDAN GILL

Reprinted by Permission © 1944,1972 The New Yorker Magazine, Inc. All Rghts Reserved.

JOSEPH THEODORE
HALLOCK, who has light-blue
eyes and an engaging smile and
is usually called Ted, is a first
lieutenant in the United States
Army Air Forces. Two years ago
he was an undergraduate at the
University of Oregon; today he
is a veteran bombardier who has
completed thirty missions in a
B-17 over Germany and Occu-
pied Europe. Eighteen months
ago he fainted when an Armmy
doctor examining him pricked
his finger to getasample of blood;
today he wears the Purple Heart
for wounds received in a raid on
Augsburg, the Air Medal with
three oak-leaf clusters, and the
Distinguished Flying Cross. Be-
fore he got into the Air Forces,
he had beenrejected by the Navy
and Marines because of insuffi-
cient chest expansion; he still weighs less
than a hundred and thirty pounds, and this
gives him an air of tempered, high-strung
fragility. When he relaxes, which is not
often, he looks younger than his twenty-two
years, but he doesn’t think of himself as
being young. “Sometimes I feel as if I’d
never had a chance to live at all,” he says
flatly, “but most of the time I feel as if I'd
lived forever.”

Hallock and his wife, Muriel, recently
spent a three-week leave in New York, and
I met him through friends. I took him aside
onemorning and talked with him for an hour
or two about his part in the war. I was
naturally curious to know what it felt like to
complete thirty missions in a Flying For-
tress, butI also saw, or thought I saw, thathe
was eager to speak to someone of his expe-
riences. Apparently he considers himself
typical of thousands of young men in the
armed forces, and he rejects any suggestion
that he has done more than was specifically
demanded of him. “WhateverItell you,” he
said, “boils down to this: I'm a cog in one
hellof a big machine. The moreI think about
it, and I’ve thought about it a lot lately, the
more it looks as if I've been a cog in one
thing or another since the day I was born.

Whenever I get set to do what I want to do,
something a whole lot bigger than me comes
along and shoves me back into place. It’s not
especially pleasant, but there it is.

“As a matter of fact, my father had
about the same deal. He’d graduated from
Oregon State and was just starting in busi-
ness when we got mixed up in the first
World War. He joined the Navy, and from
what he says I guess he disliked the war but
liked his job. He’d been trained as a radio
engineer, and that was the sort of work they
gave him to do, so he got to be a C.P.O. and
kept on working for the Navy for quite a
while after the war was over. He and Mother
moved around from Mare Island to Port-
land, down to Los Angeles and San Diego,
and so on, and they seem to have had a good
enough time. Like Muriel and me, they
probably didn’t try to figure what was going
to happen to them next. I was their only
child, and I was born on October twenty-
fifth, 1921.” Hallock shrugged. “In a way,
it’s funny my being born then. I was arguing
about the war with a fellow the other night,
and he kept telling me what Wilson should
have done and what Wilson shouldn’t have
done. I got sore finally. Why, hell’s bells, I
hadn’t even been born when Wilson was
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president! I don’t give a hoot about Wilson,
I'told this guy, Wilson’s been dead for years;
it’s 1944 I'm worrying about.

“Things must have been pretty un-
settled when I was a baby, just as they’ve
been ever since I grew up. Whatever that
boom was I've heard about, I doubt if it
meant anything ritzy for the Hallocks. My
father helped found a company that manu-
factured radios—he was in on the ground
floor in radio, from crystal pickup sets to
those big old-fashioned jobs with all the
knobs and dials— but he figured the fad
wouldn’t last. That was what he used to
say—’Radio won’t last.” Those early sets
cost too much for the average guy, Dad
thought, and it didn’t occur to him that the
prices were bound to come down someday.
So he drifted into one job or another, some
good and some bad, up to the time of the
crash.

“Naturally, I don’t remember any-
thing about Harding and Coolidge. One of
my earliest memories is of betting marbles
with the kids at school about who was going
to win the election, Hoover or Roosevelt. I
bet on Roosevelt. I suppose my mother and
father had been talking abouthim athome—
about how bad things were and about how
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