


Lt. M. A, Terhune
Company Commander

b

Lt. J. C. Van Aman
Adjutant

EMICAL GOMPANY

The men in the Chemical Company had one
fantage over the rest of the base. Their quarters
re situated in the shadow of the mess hall. Aside
m these gluttonous implications, their heavy
¥-to-day work was not such as to arouse envy.
These were the men who took charge of the
mical bombs and fuses. When the ordnance men
e called out to “bomb up” a mission, the chem-
| men teamed up with ordnance to load the
ilers and aircraft.

- All incendiary and smoke bombs were handled
Y the 869th, from the time the convoys pulled
the base until the load had been tucked safely
the belly of a Fortress.

It was hard work, but it was necessary work,
nd the blazing cities of Germany bore heated tes-
mony to the efficiency of the wares of the Chemi-
gal Company.

Bergman
W. Officer

- Front L. to R.: Sgt. D. Anderson, T/5 J. Isenberg, Pfc. V. Motekaitis, T/5
L. Boratyn, Pfc. J. Carlin, Pfc. R. Scheidel, Pfc. R. Brown, T/5 C. Wanat.
Rear L. to R.: Pfc. J. Krull, Pc. R. Irizarry, T/5 J. O'Briant, T/5 M. Bell,
T/5 G. Hyland, T/5 B. Bruyn, Cpl. T. Liedle, Pfc. C. Gilliland, Pfc. H.
. Marcoux, Jr.

Front, L. to R.: §/Sgt. F. Bambino, $/Sgt. L. Hackel, T/5 D. Hagerman,

S/Sgt. H. Garrison, Pvt. H. Herron, T/5 H. Litton, T/5 T. Kaczmarek. Rear,

L. to R.: Pfc. J. Meryo, Pfc. J. Grady, T/5 L. Christensen, Lt. J. Van Aman,
Pfc. A. Hutson, Pfc. R. Stringham, Pfc. A. Hobman, Pfc. S. Kaposta.

L to R T/5 H Calhoen, Sg! M. Seeser, F/Sgi R. Johnsen, Lt. J Van Arnurl,
Lt. M. Terhune, Sgi. D. Hendricksen, T/5 J. Longo.

Front, L. to R.: Pfc. B. Campbell, Pfc. P. Lopez, Cpl. E. Goss, Pfc. R. Chesbro,

T/5 H. Menard, T/5 M. Beach, T/5 T. Smith, Pvt. R. Miles. Rear, L. to R.:

Pfc. R. McKee, Pfc. K. Rogers, Pfc. R. Ross, Pvt. B, Thompson, Cpl. L. Amstutz,
T/5 W. Morse, T/5 E. Fisher, Pfc. P. Kemp.
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Capt. J. L. Moores Lt. Col. G. W. Dauncey Mai. G. F. Erb
Air Administrative Administrative

L. to R.: $/Sgt. J. Hamlin, T/Sgt. R. Bragg, Capt. P. Lipstate, Maj. G. Erb, Sgt. E. Larson,
3 g Sgt. J. Puskarz, Cpl. G. Donley, Lt. Col. G. Dauncey, M/Sgt. Fox, Sgt. J. Whitton, M/Sgt. J.
Lt. A. Pecyk Freeman, T/Sgt. R. Richardson, T/Sgt. C. Plank, Pfc. A. Johnson, M/Sgt. R. Hill.
Air '

- L = \
oy Front L. to R.: M/Sgt. R. Hill, Maj. G. Erb, Capt. P. Lipstate, \\&
T/Sgt. D. Dickson. Rear L. to R.: Sgt. E. Larson, T/Sgt. R. Fred-

erick, Sgt. J. Whitton, Pfc. A. Johnson,

S/Sgt. V. Collins
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FINANCE SECTION
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Front L. to R.: Cpl. Killen, Sgt. P. Oravis, Sgt. E. Parsons, £
F. Morrissey, Sgt. J. Hurley. Rear L. to R.: Sgt. L. Swans
Capt. R. Hepner, Cpl. V. Valberg, Lt. J. Isaacman, Sgt. Thel
son, M/Sgt. W. Martin.

o d =
Baldwin, T/Sgt. K. Stoeklin, S/Sgt. W.

Capt. G. K. Cohn
Hart. Rear L. to R.: Pfc. M. Ray, Cpl. R. Williams, T/Sgt. L. Station Finance Officer
Lieberman, Cpl. J. Reside.




POST EXCHANGE

Sgt. Frank Maloziec

1. Albert Paul

Sta. Post Exchange PX Manager

Rear L. to R.: Cpl. J. Staggs, Pfc. L. Corbell, Lt. A, Paul, Sgt. R. Allen.
Front L. to R.: Cpl. P. Jaehnen, Pfc. E. Thompson, Cpl. G. Lau, Pfc, Luther.

Sgt. F. ). Hartnett
| PX Mnnager
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Figures show that the postal men filled
out 60,000 money orders totalling close to
$3,000,000. They sold more than $225,000 in
stamps, and in the summer of *44, served 20,-
000 men, including other East Anglian bomb
groups. At no time did the unit serve less than
12,000 men, although their T/O called for
7500 to 10,000 men.

Front L. to R.: Cpl. B. Eckhaus, 5gt. J. Croity, 5/Sgt. G. Schanzle, Lt. A, Anderson, Sgt. L.
Kolhoff, Sgt. P. Connolly, Rear L. to R.: Cpl. J. Cohen, Cpl. W. Morgan, Cpl. R. Geyda,
Cpl. L. Harris, Cpl. A, Goldstein, Cpl. R. Rech, Cpl. S. Reed.






" Capt. A. Alex Lt. C. Vail

. Below: Mr. 5. Palmer and Mr. H. Green,
Base Engineer and Works Clerk.

o A
Front L. to R.: Pfc. S. Yohn, Pvt, F. Calco, Sgt. J. Caron, Capt. A. Alex, Lt. J. Merrill, Sgt.
L. Javaux, Sgt. W. Hjulstrom, Cpl. R. Landphere. Rear L. to R.: Cpl. B. North, Cpl. J.
Merner, Pfc. C. Dalton, Cpl. B. Bailey, Sgt. H. Foster, Cpl. J. Capps, Cpl. C. Greening,
Pvt. W. Williamson, Pfc. J. Wilson,
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S/5gt. W. Hale

Lt. J. Perez-Petinto

Lt. T. Temple Lt. J. Stephens

M. P. Company. Front, L. to R.: Sgt. Homacher, Sgt. Bauer, Sgt. Johnson, Sgt. Cambell, Li. Vernier, Lt. Perez-Petinto, Sgt. Darrell, 5/Sgt. Hicks, Sgt. Weitzn
Sgt. Harrington. Rear, L. to R.: Sgt. Hall, Cpl. Hunter, Cpl. Booth, Sgt. Balser, Cpl. Ramsey, Pfc. Atkins, Sgt. Gano, Cpl. Whittbrodt, Cpl. McCallie, Cpl. Ar

Pic. Stoddard, Pfc. Medala, Pfe. Letzic, Cpl. Nolan, Cpl. Fedora, Cpl. Hill, Cpl. Salade, §/Sgt. Hale, Cpl. Graibel, Pfc. Ehiehardt, Cpl. Behnke, Cpl. Bow

Cpl. R. Conner, Pfc. Roumbal.
4 I MLITANY 58
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L. to R.: Pfc. Meadows, Cpl. Conner, Pfc. Jacobs, S/Sgt. Hamacker,
Cpl. Salczynski.

i



Military Police

TR

MAIN GATE

_,_,."n

" ESCORT

Kneeling L. to R.: Pfc. Luvanee, Sgt. Rump, Cpl. Nolin, Pvt. Jacobs, Pfc. Wysocki, Sgt. Armstrong, Sgt. Weitzman, Cpl. Rush. Rear L. to R.:
Pfc. Meadows, Cpl. Phillips, Pvt. Montgomery, Cpl. Fedora, Sgt. McDonald, Cpl. Wittbrodt, Pvt. Lovell, Pfc. Franko, Cpl. Rich.
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Lt. R. M. Sangro

2110th FIRE

Rear L. fo R.: Cpl. H. Steele, Cpl. R. Parrotte, Cpl. D. Moore, Cpl. E. Garvin,
Cpl. A. Bollich, Cpl. T. Bickley. Front L. to R.: Pfc. J. McCann, Cpl. R
Naranjo, Cpl. J. Hale, Cpl. L. Guillotte, Cpl. E. Stoll.

Rear L. to R.: 5/Sgt. C. Anthony, Sgt. C. Covington, Sgt. H. Pledger,
Cpl. C. Huff, Pfc. J. Peters. Front L. to R.: Pfc. D. Eiskant, Cpl. A. Crotty,
Pfc. H. Falk, Pfc. P. Rambo, Pfc. R. Utley.

Men from the Fire Fighting ™=

Platoon were on call at all hours
of the day or night. They moved
swiftly and efficiently when a
fire broke out. A crashed plane is
always in imminent danger of
explosion. Crash trucks were
always present at take-off and
return, and many lives were
saved by the quick action of the
men with the hoses.
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H. H. Krinke

Lt. J. D. Clinkman
Station Rail Transport
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Quartermaster

T/Sgt. W. R. Buchanan
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T/Sgt. A. J. Marshall

Class | Supply
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Property Clerk




Quartermaster

Q. M. ACTIVITIES

SALYAGE

FOOD
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S. O'Brien, Capt. Front L. to R.: Pfc. J. Evarts, Lt. R. Mishler, Sgt. H. Lath
Cpl. G. Carter. Rear L. to R.: Sgt. H. Lake, Pvt. R.
Pvt. R. Bissell, Sgt. C. Foulk, Pvt. J. Datta, Pfc. L. Morni

Front L. to R.: Cpl. Holly, Sgt. W. Kennedy, 5/Sgt. W. Stommes, S5/Sgt.
R. Burns, Pfc. A. Alberti, Sgt. A. Egri, §/Sgt. 1. Jones, T/5gt. M. Sweeney. Rear L. to R.:
Cpl. J. Evans, Cpl. O. Knapps, Pfe. L. Levy, Cpl. Castleberry, Pvt. R. Able,

Cpl. T. Decker, Cpl. Barker.

Cpl. Bentley,

e s I e

e
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S/5gt. §. O'Brien



ROYAL AIR FORCE

DETACHMENT

This small detachment
worked as a liaison unit, con-
centrating mainly on supply.
All aviation fuels used on-base
were issued through the liaison
office. Average consumption of
petrol per month was over 1,-
000,000 gallons. Between 8 and
14,000,000 litres of oxygen was
inhaled monthly. Coal, coke,
bedding, water, electricity and
the destruction of rats were
among the responsibilities of
this detachment.

F/Lt. G. A. Williams

Front L. to R.: Sgt. Paterson, F/Lt. Williams, Cpl. Poole. Rear
L. to R.: Cpl. Percival, Cpl. Jellison, L.A/C Mihr.

— =1

E L .
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R.A.F. Detachment, early 1944,




HE Third Reich, which Hitler had boasted would
last a thousand years, was crumbling. It was

February, 1945. Rosenberg’s pagan Gods lay
strewn in the rubble of the once arrogant strongholds
of Fascism. The Horst Wessel had dropped from the
Nazi Hit Parade and Goering was busy unpinning
his medals. The blood-bath begun by a third-rate psy-
chopathic painter was drawing to an end.

The Battle of the Bulge became but a bitter
memory as the infantry crossed the Roer and the
Moselle. The air forces continued to sweep the skies, as
Luftwaffe opposition flickered close to extinction. As
the 3rd, Ist, 9th, and 7th Armies slashed and took
prisoner the soured cream of the Webrmacht, the Red
Army was driving bard toward the Elbe. . . .

The Hundredth completed fifteen missions dur-
ing February, then stepped it up to a climactic 22 in
March. Americans poured over the bridge at Rema-
gen, as other Americans dropped tons of explosives
and incendiaries on Bohlen and Weimar . . . Chemnitz
and Cottbus.

The weather was soupy on February 15, as a
complete cloud cover sent the formation on to attack
the secondary target. Maj. Neal Scott was Wing Air
Commander in the attack on the important railroad
center at Cottbus, a vital junction that handled a
heavy flow of supplies for the Eastern Front. The
target lay hidden 24,000 feet below. Lt. Storm C.
Rhode picked up the target in his radar scope at forty
miles, and all checks were good. Bombs were pitched
through the clouds, and terrific explosions were felt
as the target area was hit. The planes, even at high
altitude, rocked from the concussion, and orange
flames were seen through the undercast as the aircraft
turned away.

A brief time out from the war was taken at the
month’s mid-way mark. A time out, that is, for the
ground men. While a mission was out, a field inspec-
tion was held on the ground. Shoes had been highly
polished, medals and ribbons placed with army regu-
lation perfection on pressed olive-drabs, and the men,
fatigued from their exertions in seeing the mission
off, went through the formalities.
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Maj. Gen. E. E. Partridge, 3rd Division C.O.;
and his Chief of Staff, Brig. Gen. Neil B. Harbold,
arrived at 1035 hours and swept up through the sites.
Later, the men were formed into platoons
marched out to the ramp, where the wind blew,
overcoat tails flapped and the inspection went
with accord. The men marched back, inspected
tired, changed into fatigues and returned to the r
to sweat the ships in.

On February 23, the planes visited Treuch
lingen, and Don Ventriss, Group Bombardier, flew
“A” Squadron and dropped his load squarely on
rail junction. A commendation from higher head-
quarters was forthcoming.

f-

In any factual history, there lies the ever-pr:
danger that cold tabulation of chronological ev
will divest the subject of human values. A ce
number of planes rise, a certain number success
bomb the target, a certain number are crippled,
the rest return to Thorpe Abbotts. . . . That, in
essence, is the story of the Hundredth in aerial war-
fare.

Yet that is not the story of the men who set ¢
destructive cycle into operation . . . the men W
flew Bremen and Munster . . . of the Bloody Hu
dredth for which the Germans seemed to lie in
.. . the Bloody Hundredth of Hamburg and Be
and Regensburg.

Heroism and airmanship were routine . . .
the Purple Hearts were many. . . . S. Rhode, wounds
over his mickey set. . . . J. Olmstead, flying the t
as formation controller, wounded but fighting
attacking planes. . . . The stories of pilots bringi
back flying sieves were legion. . . . Furrer led back
friendly fighter. . . . Wofford from Berlin on
engines. . . . Lazzari with a hole in the waist large
enough for a man to walk through. ...

On March 3, 1945, the Hundredth led the 3rd
Division forces to Brunswick. Lt. Col. Wallace
Capt. G. Brown led, with Capt. F. Craft and Lt.
Dawson flying deputy lead. Maj. J. Robinson
Lt. C. Blanding led “B”’ Group, while Capt. R. Hensey



Lt.. D. Hutchinson led “C.” The attack was
cted against a large motor transport factory.
The bomber stream was preceded by a chaff
consisting of six aircraft, led by Lt. J. W.
er. These aircraft carried, in addition to their
s of ten 260 pound fragmentation bombs, a load
netallized strips to be tossed from the plane, the
pose of which was to confound the German radar
flak operators, diverting their attention from the
n attack.

Carrying the bomb load made a level bombing
‘necessary, and the flak came closer. Before bombs
y, with no previous warning, a jet bounced out
clouds, and as the bombs were dropped, made
firing heavy calibre shells. The shells ripped
‘one wing, setting it afire. Thrasher immediately
g the alarm bell and put the plane into a dive in
ttempt to douse the flames. His calm voice sought
e men over the interphone. . . . “All right boys.
.. This is it . . . Bail out, boys. ...”

Navigator G. A. Rimmel helped bombardier
1, F. Bott divest himself of his flak suit. Thrasher
ered co-pilot C. B. Bayha to leave the ship. The
alone remained at the controls, fighting the
e, trying desperately to keep it out of a spin so
hat his crew could get out.

Those few precious seconds saved the men. Then
e flaming wing snapped off and an explosion blew
men clear. Rimmel later reported that he never
Thrasher again. The pilot apparently had no time
snap on his chest pack . . . having stuck to the
el so that his crew could escape.

The Hundredth returned to the base after a
d bombing job. The lost plane was the first in
tly one month. The Intelligence narrative stated:

tion of Chaff Force believed to have caused in-
ccuracy of flak in the target area.”

On March 28, Gen. Eisenbhower, at a press con-
nce, blasted the theory of air “support.” He in-
d that it was one war, and that both air and
nd branches were out to accomplish the same
bjective . . . to smash the ability of the enemy to
ke war. Neither branch supported the other. Both
were an integral part of the whole. The reporters
listened and were impressed.

~ Ten days prior to this conference and a week
after the Remagen bridge had been found intact, the
Hundredth struck again at the Reich capital. Maj.
‘Harry F. Cruver led the formations on what was to
be the final offensive aerial sweep by the Century
group against Berlin. Sounding a final but deadly note

163

of defiance, jet-propelled ME 262’s of the Luftwaffe
attacked near the Initial Point. The layers of cloud
that obscured the aircraft from prying eyes had
fallen away, and the battle was sharp as the bombers
retained their tight formation and attacked the target.

The low squadron was hard hit. Four jets came in
fast, registered strikes in the left wing of the lead ship,
and destroyed the Number One engine. Air Com-
mander Capt. R. L. Swain received a head wound.
The fuel tanks flared up and men mushroomed from
the escape hatches. Swain and pilot Lt. P. E. DeWeerdt
were' the last men to leave the plane. Engineer M.
Kolling refused to bail out and Swain later reported
“. . . it is believed that he was lost with the aircraft.”

Lt. M. Jensen in Aircraft 295 slipped toward
earth, fire streaming from smoky wounds. . .. Lt. E.
Gwin went down. . .. Lt. R. C. King’s aircraft had
sustained two attacks. Sgts. R. Mitchell and J. Baker,
ball and tail gunners, had been killed in the second
enemy pass.

The jets came in for the third time, and the
bomber spun violently as two more direct hits smashed
under the flight deck and into the root of the right
wing.

There was danger of explosion and King gave the
bail-out order. The ship blew up as soon as the men
left. -

Four planes failed to return to Thorpe Abbotts.
Berlin, even to the very end, had proved a tough
target. The Nazi jets were fast and powerful. Only
one had been destroyed during the battle, although
two probables and seven damaged had been scored.

One year earlier, the jets might have prolonged
the war and caused a tremendous casualty rise. Now,
they were dispersed and their striking power was
ephemeral.

Another battle took place during the month, a
battle no less fierce and basic although the blood shed
was nil. Sgt. Bill Mauldin tangled with Gen. George
Patton over two guys named Willie and Joe. Those
seeking to use army periodicals as sounding boards
or their own brands of peculiar reaction, ran into
concerted protest, and back-tracked as the Supreme
Commander lay down the law with a few choice and
democratic sentences.

As a result of this decision, the men of Aachen,
of St. Lo, of the Roer and the Moselle and the Rhbine
were able to continue to laugh at the bewbiskered
tragi-comedy of Mauldin’s art, and to hurl their
bitches into the B-Bag.

1t secemed bealthy that in the climax struggle of
the greatest war in history, men fought not only for



their lives, but also for a class-free heritage where
thinking is not one of the privileges of. rank.

The struggle in the air continued as the Hun-
dredth, flying wing lead, battered the secondary
target of Plauen on March 21, as bombardier Lt. J. J.
Orendorff, despite a bombsight gyro that insisted on
tumbling at crucial moments, managed to smash the
works at the machine plant with results later judged
to be excellent. On this mission which was led by
Lt. Col. Lyster, German jets were again engaged near
the target, and the plane piloted by Lt. B. Painter
failed to return. One jet was destroyed.

Then, in rapid succession, the group struck at
an airfield at Alhorn on the 22nd, marshalling yards
at Unna on the 23rd, and flew two missions on the
24th of the month.

Capt. E. Ferbrache led the mission to the Ger-
man airdrome, where all three lead bombardiers, Lts.
D. Crichton, W. Wellings and A. Shiurba socked
their targets for ratings of very good.

Col. Sutterlin led the outfit and the wing to
Unna. For more than a month, incessant bombing had
been shaping a major strategic policy . . . the isolation
of the Ruhr from the remainder of the Reich.

By March 23, 1945, both of the principal water-
ways by which heavy traffic was moved out of the
Ruhr had been sealed off. . . . One route to Southern
Germany via the Ruhr, the Rhine and its tributaries
had been cut by the advance of the ground troops,
while the other route to Northern and Central Ger-
many via the Dortmund-Ems and Mitteland Canal
systems had also been cut. Of the three main rail
routes leading northeast out of the Ruhr, two had
been severed by the destruction of rail viaducts and
damage to bridges.

As a result of the difficulties which the Germans
experienced in moving traffic over these lines, a great
deal of freight had been backed up into the marshall-
ing yards of the eastern Ruhr area. The target of
Unna was one of these marshalling yards.

The weather was clear as the formations ap-

proached the target. The lead navigators, Lts. C.

Roesel and R. Kirby, made good the LP., and the four
squadrons of the Hundredth peeled off and bore in.

Lt. C. Svendsen in the lead ship dropped his
bombs on the yard, and Squadrons “B” and “C” fol-
lowed suit. Results were very good.

Bombardier Shiurba of “D” was unable to define
the target due to the intense smoke from the previous
bombings, and decided to attack the last resort target

. . the marshalling yard at Marburg. The squadron,
led by Capt. D. Liljenquist, used the rendezvous point
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-and no ’chutes were seen.

of the primary target as the LP. for the last report.
target. A good bomb run was made and the load was
poured into the target area.

Flak, although meagre, had been accurate near
the primary target, and Lt. A. Guardino’s ship
struck. The right wing crumpled and the ship wen
into a spin, levelled off for a moment, then plung
and exploded on impact. There was no fire, no smoke,

The morning of March 24 came in clear and
beautiful. Spring had definitely arrived. The m
stepped out of their huts to see the rare English s
There was sunlight on Thorpe Abbotts and on t
Rhine, where Americans and British swarmed o
the river. Across the skies, Halifaxes and Lancast
pulled their cumbersome gliders to points beyond
Rhine, where they disgorged their bellyfuls of par:
troopers,

The ships of the Hundredth were in the midst
the operations. Two missions were on tap that da
0600 hours, 38 aircraft of the group were dispatch
to a Dutch airfield at Steenwijk. Maj. J. Gibbons W
in charge of this operation, which had been d
to cooperate with ground moves so as to insure th
forced unemployment of all jet airfields, plus
ternate fields that the German fighters could
use. The A. M. raid was extremely successful, |
bombs were spread over the MPI . . . the runways
the field. . . . |

At 1325 hours of the same day, Lt. Col. Wi
and Capt. J. DePlanque led the wing to the s
airfield at Ziegenhain, and Capt. S. Passen and
Kirby were the navigators. Bombardier Lts. C. Sver
sen, A. Belimow, M. Snyder and A. Shiurba pla
their bombs on the field covering the large hangar
the west end. Results were rated very good to -:f;_-_-_;"-
lent. .

A total of 1,380 bombs (100 and 150 po 1de
were released on jet fields in the twin raids, ast
Hundredth evened up the score of long standing,

In other parts of the world, other scores were
ing evened. The U. S. 5th Army was on the move
Italy. ... The men on Luzon were advancing. .«
29 Super-Fortresses were carrying the war to Ja
proper. . .. The British bit back on the road to.
dalay. . . . Then, as the Hundredth ended the
with missions to Hanover, Hamburg and Zeitz
April 1945 took over. . . .



The month was charged with drama. On the
of April, an overtone of tragedy was sounded
ghout the world, and free men bowed their
in mourning at the loss of a great leader. The
- at Thorpe Abbotts dropped to half-mast, and the
e of the world bore a black frame. . ..
Franklin Delano Roosevelt, President of the
ted States and Commander-in-Chief of the Armed
ces, died of a cerebral hemorrhage. From the
ble capitals of the globe to the stone church at
kdish, his passing was mourned. It was mourned
the roads of Germany by the GI's. . . . It was
urned in the halls of Congress. . . . It was mourned
y the little men of the world.

A friend as well as a leader was gone. A friend
had against overwhelming opposition fought to
e the little man his Wagner Act, his social security,
he safety of his bank deposit.

In war as in peace, he had proven himself a
ader of the people. With the change of conflict from
nal to international, he had spoken for all hu-
y regardless of arbitrary lines of sovereignty.
Four Freedoms, Yalta, the Atlantic Charter were
 behind for the people as a heritage of his wisdom
nd foresight.
There were small men who carped at his great-
. . but then, there were small men who had
d at the greatness of Lincoln and Jefferson and
on. As Roosevelt himself had said of Jackson on
uary 8, 1936. ... “It seemed sometimes that all
against him . . . all but the people of the United
The same was true of Roosevelt. . . . It seemed
imes that all were against him . . . all but the
gople of the United States. . . .
~ He did not live to see and feel the fruition of his
lanning and aspirations, but he had led the world
put of the shadow of the threat of Fascism, and had
en that democracy could act swiftly and ef-
tly in a framework of freedom. . . . He was not
 his desk when the reports came through that the
ans had entered Berlin . . . that the Americans
joined them on the banks of the Elbe. . .. He was
e, but the people would remember. . . .

 In April 1945, the 7th Army uncovered the hell-
hole that was Dachau. Newsreel cameras recorded the
orrors of the camp for the world to see. The Nazi
ord was etched into the fire-scarred bones of the
former inhabitants, and it was now impossible for
people to shrug and say with an air of disbelicf. . . .
“Propaganda.” A load of buman bones in an oven is
‘more than “propaganda.” . . .
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The air forces flew combat until the list of pos-
sible targets dwindled to zero. Then they flew again,
but this time on errands of mercy.

The Hundredth completed fifteen combat mis-
sions in April, and a total of six aircraft failed to re-
turn. In an attack on the 3rd, the group lost Lt. W.
Baldwin’s ship, which was last seen heading into the
undercast after bombs away on the submarine pens at
Kiel. Baldwin called on VHF saying he had fifteen
minutes and eighty gallons of gas left for each en-
gine. . . .

On the 5th, marshalling yards at Nurnberg were
destroyed, as bombardiers, Capt. J. J. Orendorff, Lts.
A. Paterno and J. Tolliver socked their target. . .
Lt. R. Estes did not return. . . . Five more top bomb-
ing ratings were achieved at Eger, Czechoslavakia on
the 8th, at Munich, at an airfield near Magdeburg, at
an Ordnance depot in Landshut on the 11th, and
bombs were dropped on German ground defenses in
the French area of Royan on the 14th.

The Hundredth tangled with the Luftwaffe
twice in April. On the 7th, an estimated 40 enemy
aircraft jumped the group before target time. The
action sprawled out over the sky as the escort fighters
engaged the ME 109’s. At least ten jets passed high
above, but did not join the fight. Numerous single
attacks were pressed home against the planes of the
Hundredth. The German pilots were fanatically ag-
gressive, and bore in with suicidal determination.
... Lt. W. Howard’s ship went down. . ..

The Hundredth gunners traded volleys. . . .
S/Sgt. W. Dudecz picked out an ME 109 coming in
from five o’clock, tracked it and kept firing as the
Kraut came in close to sixty feet. It suddenly seemed
to vibrate violently, came sliding in and slashed the
tail of the Fort. The fighter fell off toward seven
o’clock and spun down as the injured Fort continued
on to the target....S/Sgt. J. R. Smith fired two long
bursts and smoke streamed from an ME 109 as it
broke away and went down. . . . Another ME 109
made a six o’clock attack on the plane piloted by Lt.
A. Calder . . . one third of the bomber’s right wing
was smashed off. The Fort spun and went down. . ..

Sgt. L. Barnes, tail gunner with Lt. A. Leader,
was killed. . . . The gunners destroysd eight German
planes as men teamed up on kills. . . . T/Sgt. H. Lar-
sen, S/Sgts. J. Cox, E. Miller, W. Cohen, R. Eckert, R.
Blikeng, Sgt. J. McCullough and Lt. R. Decker con-
nected. . . .

Three days later, the second and final encounter
of the month took place . . . the final brush with the
Luftwaffe in World War II. Two planes of the Hun-




dredth were destroyed . . . those of Lts. D. Reeve and
L. Bazin . . . while gunners Chandler, Radice, Yarnat
and Agan racked up four German jets. . . .

As the days passed through April, the group
reached the 300 mission mark, and bitters plus good
spirits flowed in the clubs.

On April 20, 1945, Maj. R. Stivers and Lt. C.
Hellerich led 29 planes of the Hundredth to Oranien-
burg. This was a transportation target, and the en-
deavor had been planned in order to break up German
defenses between the Elbe River and Berlin.

As the 500-pound General Purpose bombs
dropped and blossomed on the marshalling yard, the
detonations roared the final blast in the chain of Hun-
dredth missions, a chain which had strengthened from
a series of untried links at Walla Walla, Washington,
into a forged weapon that hung heavy about the neck
of Fascism.

The Hundredth had pierced enemy territory on
306 occasions, and had dropped 33,473,000 pounds of
high explosive on strongholds in Nazi and Nazi-held
territory. Incendiary powder and jelly totalled 2,634,-
000 pounds. . . . Gunners of the Hundredth destroyed
261 enemy aircraft, and 101 were listed as Probably
Destroyed. . . .

The bombs lay quietly in their revetments. Mis-
sions were scheduled on April 21 and 23, but were
scrubbed. There was no place to go. The “rough
ones” were over. The “milk runs” were over. The men
leaned back and waited. . . .

In the final week of April, 1945, a convoy wound
its way into Thorpe Abbotts, and the trucks were un-
loaded in the ordnance area. The load consisted of
strange, cylindrically-shaped metal containers. In a
few brief courses, the armorers and ordnance men
were taught how to load the containers into the bomb
bay.

On May 1, after bad weather had grounded the
ships three times, the airmen were briefed. The con-
tainers were loaded with food and supplies, and the
following instructions, set forth by USSTAF, were
delivered:

“A. Crews will be briefed on the im-
portance of this operation to the Dutch people,
and will be instructed to make every effort to
drop loads in the proper areas.

The civilian population of Occupied Hol-
land, particularly in the cities, is suffering from
lack of food as the result of their isolation and
occupation by enemy troops, and deaths are oc-
curring at the rate of several thousand per day.

In order to alleviate famine conditions, this Air
Force and the R. A. F. have been ordered to d
food supplies in the vicinity of the larger ci
West and SW of the Zuider Zee. A truce wi
the German forces occupying this portion of
Holland is being made in order that our Air
Force may fly unmolested at required low alti-
tudes through defended areas.

B. All crews will be cautioned against coms
mitting a hostile act of any kind while over
Holland. Second runs are not authorized if air
craft are being fired upon from the ground.

All aircraft are cautioned to stay south @
a line running east and west from Den Heldes
The truce does not extend north of this line.”

Col. Sutterlin, Lt. Wofford, Capts. Kodas, Hut
chinson, Milling and Lt. Gilbert led 37 planes of the
Hundredth, as bombardiers Paterno, Zemske
Calvert dropped the parachute containers on |
large white crosses which were used to mark the ta

Some of the containers snarled due to the
gested condition of the bomb bays. The men, who
been forewarned, shoved them free with large b

The Nazis did not interfere. It seemed t
Eisenhower’s message, sent to the German comman
notifying him that any interference with the dr
ping operations would result in the guilty par
being treated as violators of the rules of warfare, ha
taken effect. 1

There were five additional “Chowhound” mi
sions, and the ground men, after sweating out the wi
in the “paddlefoot™ classification, were given the
portunity to fly along on these errands of mercy. T
planes flew low over Holland, and the men could
the large letters spelling out “Thank you” o
ground as the life-giving loads of flour and bacon a
cheese were released.

As a lease on life was being issued to the Dut
life was being squeezed from the broken Ge
armies. Peace rumors raced around the world
May 2, the Germans in Italy surrendered. . .. A
can commanders accepted the surrender of Germ
armies in the field. . . . In Czechoslavakia, the R
Army continued to battle against pockets of
sistance. . . . On May 7, 1946, the attention o]
world turned to a schoolbouse in Rbeims,
where Gen. Gustav Jodl, German Chief of Staff,
the two unconditional surrender documents. The
man Fascist reign of tyranny was over at 0241 hou
British Double Summer Time. Three days later,
Western Allies met the defeated Germans in Ber



ield Marshal Keitel, Admiral Friedeburg and
Stumpf signed for the vanquished. General
and Air Marshal Tedder signed as representa-
f the Allies, with Generals Spaatz and Tassigny
nesses. . . . The European war had been signed,
ed, and the world had been delivered. . . .

With the advent of peace in Europe, the group
yarked upon a period of speculation. It was an-
nced in terms most certain that work still re-
ned to be done, and routine still remained to be
ed. Thoughts of home inevitably grew stronger,
e long-awaited army service rating point system
t the men into an arithmetical flurry.

Those with less than the magic 85 points were
ont to spend their evenings at the Sad Sack, bemoan-
eir fate and imbibing that which made fate
bearable. The unfortunates minus the battle
ound it more difficult to reach the saturation
- A battle star, in many instances, proved to be the
wivalent of a return ticket home. Each star carried
ints and the blessings of “them as had ’em.”
ily the men actually assigned to the Hundredth re-
ived these five point benefits.

By the time the final tallies were being made
the year, many men possessed no less than six
ese bronze stars, or their utility value, thirty
iceless points. The first had been issued under the
al title, Offensive Europe, and included the
up to June §, 1944. As the armies and airmen

as issued, followed by the Campaign Northern
france and Campaign Ardennes. The fifth and sixth
ars were for Rhineland and Central Europe, adding
p to a boat ride past the lady with the torch.

. The big news broke on the final day of the
nonth, immediately prior to Pay Call. The squadron
manders, at meetings held in the squadron areas,
formed their men that the group had been chosen
ne of several to occupy Germany. Sharply diver-
views were held. . . . Sure, it was better than
ng the Pacific, wasn’t it? . . . Then again . . .
not as good as going home. . . . Home seemed
her away than ever as the men sat on the grass
nd digested the news.

- In the ensuing months, they lived under the oc-
upation cloud. Then, on a night in August, Lt. Col.
allace swept through the base and announced per-
ally to the wildly cheering men that the group had
ddenly been scheduled to go home.

Meanwhile, everyone sat and scanned the news

ded the Continent, a Campaign Normandy star -
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sheets. There were curses as Himmler escaped the
Allied bhangman by committing suicide. . . . The

‘Churchill government, the war job completed, re-

signed, and new elections were set for July. . .. The
fighting in Burma came to an end. . . .

On the base, in a typical army move aimed at
taking up the time slack, programs were inaugurated
embracing the finer points of military existence. The
men marched to and fro, going through the motions
of close order drill. There were lectures on Japan and
military courtesy . . . map reading and a brief course
on military sanitation. There were also passes, fur-
lough and inspections every Saturday morning. Guard
duty was still pulled in occasional four=hour shifts.

Movement came with June, and the first major
shipment of high-pointers took off in trucks and high
spirits. I.ow-pointers soon were shipped in to replace
them.

As the old man of Vichy was being tried for
treason, the even tenor of life continued at Thorpe
Abbotts. The 500 men who had enrolled in the base
education system attended classes and turned to those
men from the base who turned up as instructors. . . .
The queues sweated out the Base Cinema for such
masterpieces as “Meet Miss Bobby Socks” . . . while
“I'm Beginning to See the Light” flowed symbolically
from the wireless. . . . Lauren Bacall was undraping
her look for the edification of the London critics and
the British jazz mag editors were complaining about
the large numbers of Yanks who knew nothing about
real American jazz. The sun grew a degree or so more
virile as July pushed into the picture.

At the half-way mark in July, Britain tramped
to the polls. The ancient Tory principles of privilege
clashed against the nationalization plans of the Labour
men, and the campaigns were marked by deep ani-
mosities and bitterness. It was two weeks before the
slow returns began to sift in, and from the outset,
Labour in the person of Clement Attlee took the lead
over Winston Churchill and the Tories. . . .

In August 1945, the atom bomb stunned the
world, first with the elation of victory, then with a
growing uneasiness that man had achieved the ul-
timate . . . the sharp and final method by which he
could destroy himself. London’s Hyde Park, ablaze
with the summer sun and the high-pitched arguments
of the rickety-platformed speakers, lashed out at the
moral degradation and responsibility of releasing the
weapon. Elation was mixed with horror, and horror
with the faint ray of hope. To many people, the an-
swer was simple. Either a strong United Nations



Organization arose out of the shimmering cloud over
Japan, or the globe would struggle to its destruction.

More high-pointers prepared to leave for home.
Before the Japanese officially threw in the ragged
towel on August 15, 1945, rumors of V-] swept the
European capitals as early as August 10, when snake
dances slid through Oxford Circus and crowds
jammed Piccadilly, blowing vigorously on horns and
shaking rattles with long-postponed abandon.

The prematurity of the highjinks did not
dampen the enthusiasm less than a week later, when
the end of the war was announced officially. Thorpe
Abbotts was being cleared of men scheduled for the
sea voyage. Large groups left in August and Septem-
ber, making for severe shortages of manpower in the
vital functions of the station. Gunners remaining on
the base were pressed into service as telephone operat-
ors and clerks. . . .

This was the twilight in the history of the Hun-
dredth Bombardment Group. It had fought its way
across the skies of Europe against the best that Fascism
could offer. It was high on the lists of achievement,
heroism and color. As far as the men were concerned,
it was rumored that the boys in the Pacific had heard
- of only two outfits fighting the war in the ETO . ..
the Eighth Air Force and the Bloody Hundredth. . . .

The Hundredth had been the first outfit to hit
England with Tokyo tanks, which later enabled the
entire air force to strike longer and longer blows at
the Axis. It had been the first outfit to carry twelve
500~pounders with the full gas load. . . . It was
rumored that Capt, Bennie DeMarco was the first
man in the ETO to see pink flak . . . but that remained
unconfirmed.

The war work was over as the squadrons became
receptacles for the varying point totals. Each squad-
ron received men, held them until shipment, then let:
go. As the momentous year 1945 closed out, the
squadrons headed for the boats. Capt. E. F. Beech
Jr.,claimed to be the last Yank to leave Thorpe Ab=
botts, as he took off during the first of the new year."

It was 1946, and the Hundredth Bombardment
Group had cleared out for home. It was a long timg
since the train had wheezed into Diss Station back
1943. . .. A long time and a large turnover. M
had died since that day, so that many more could now
go home in peace.

The trains still pull into Diss, some heading {0
Norwich, some heading for London. The pubs in
towns still sell their mild and bitters. The British sti
congregate and chat, sipping their Whitbread an
Guinness. . . . Sometimes they talk about the wi
sometimes about the peace. . . . Their towns
quieter, and they mention this. . . . “Now when ¢
Yanks were here. ...” |

Perhaps the Red Cross Acro Club at Thorpe Al
botts has been torn down. Perhaps it has been t
painted. Whatever its fate, the quotation on one Wi
had been alive, and would be remembered. . ..

. and we met a new land and sky pattern &
grey sky . .. '
damp earth . . . and birds were different . . .
trees and stones . . .

and insects were of another season . . .

the people spoke and thought another part of life
embracing customs foreign to our own . . . and.
a common cause expressed itself 1
by theirs and ours who gave their lives. . ..”

168






somesroment  34Oth ~ squADRoN

COMMANDING OFFICERS

7

= .
- oI !_ e y
o/ A
’ A
Maj. W, W. Veal Lt. Col. J. M. Bennett Jr. Maj. 5. H. Reeder Maj. C. A. Martin Mai. J. 5. Robins

OFFIC
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Capt. W. G. Burke Lt. D. P. Vernier

L. toe R.: Cpl. R, Hull, Sgt. C. Hantusch, 5/Sgt. B. Byrd, Cpl. B. Sims,
Cpl. W. Grindle. .

ASE o~

Rear, L. to R.: 5/5gt. J. Stiff, 1st/Sgt. A. Johnson, Maj. S. Reeder, Capt. T. Wedin, Pvt. S.

Gottlieb, 5/5gt. B. Byrd. Front L, to R.: T/Sgt. E. Smith, Cpl. E. Trainor, S/Sgt. C. Fiala,

Cpl. E. Covey, Cpl. R. Barney.
. e

Rear L. to R.: Lt. E. Walton, Capt. J. Herlihy, Lt. L. Rosenfeld,
Capt. G. Erb. Front L. to R.: Capt. J. Williams, Lt. D. Cu

R : - T '!_Y ¥
— - Y
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L. to R.: 1st/Sgt. H. Thomas, Cpl. J. Mackluso, T/Sgt. C. Garrett, Cpl. R. Hull, Sgt. R. Martel, Pfc. W. Holland, Cpl. L. Cassino.
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Brdnance. L. 1o R.: Sgt. R. Evans, Cpl. A. Dibattista, Pvi. L. Kerekes, Pvt. J. Garmus, Sgt. E. O'Connor, Sgt. B. Armstrong, Sgt. W. Holland, Cpl C. Reese,
Sgt. C. Kleiber, 5/Sgt. D. Veum, Pfc. F. Kelley, S/Sgt. B. Skrobacz.

ament. L. to R.: Cpl. N. Klbler Cpl. P. Suvage Cpl H. Pleczensky (Unid.), Pfc. S. Meyers, S/Sgt R. Leighs, Sgt. J. Reardon, Cpl. R. Starky, S/Sgt. B.
O'Dougherty, M/Sgt. A. Etheridge, Cpl. Polaski, S/Sgt. G. Butts.

Comm, L. to R.: Cpl. R. Delay, Cpl. J. McDonald, T/S S. Polka Sgt. J. Tidnell, Pfc. W. Smith, T/5 D. Sipowicz, M/Sgt. R. Jacobs, Cpl. B. Massimino, Sgt. G.
Phnl!rps Sgt. W. Davis, 5/ Sgt J. Rade, Cpl. 5. Zamansky.

L to R.: Sgt. L. Levesseur, (Unid.), Sgt. P. Somonnsmso, Cpl. K. Graves {Umd] P Moody, F. Forgcces Sgl R Peters, Cpl W Hoﬂrnurl (Unld

" *.-u

_‘» .

), S/Sgt. White.

Jordan, Sgt. J. Riemenschneider, Pfc. |. Winsten, Pfc. N. Trock, Cpl. W, Cadge, Cpl. J. Reed, W. Kannositch, Pfc. J.
Ruddy, T/Sgt. T. Krause, Pfec. O. Rosenberg.

.t (Unid.), Pfe. W. Gould, Cpl. H.

1st/Sgt. A. Johnson
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All men identified Left to Right. ROW 1: Lt. J. Accinelli, S/Sgt. F. Accordino, Lt. C. Adams, Lt. J. Adams, Sgt. A. Addison, 5/Sgt. W. Adkins, S/Sgh
Sgt. J. Agan, ROW 2: T/Sgt. G. Albright, Lt. M. Alexander, S/Sgt. W. Allan, Lt. G. Allen, S/Sgt. B. Alshouse, Sgt. C. Alspach, Lt. A. Amiero, Sgt. C. A
ROW 3: Lt. J. Anderson, Lt. M. Apking, Lt. J. Archer, Ctp. J. Armanini, §/Sgt. C. Armbrust, $/Sgt. S. Atherton, Lt. R. Atkins, Lt. E. Aubuchon. ROW
T. Baer, Sgt. J. Bailey, Sgt. R. Bair, Sgt. M. Banta, Sgt. L. Barger, Lt. C. Barnes, Sgt. D. Barnes, Lt. W. Barnhill. ROW 5: Lt. H. Bassett, Lt. P. Botti i
Baugh, Sgt. D. Becker, Lt. H. Becker, Lt. A. Becktoft, S/Sgt. A. Beechey, Sgt. D. Benson. ROW 6: 5/Sgt. R. Bergendahl, Sgt. R. Bessey, T/Sgt. T.

S/Sgt. R. Beyne, S/Sgt. L. Bianchi, Lt. D. Bishop, Sgt. H. Black, 5/Sgt. R. Black.
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bombardment aquadron

1: Lt. R. Blais, 5/Sgt. W, Blevin, Lt. J. Bohrer, Sgt. G. Borba, Lt. G. Bowen, 5/Sgt. C. Bozeman, lt. R. Bradley, $/Sgt. R. Brady. ROW 2: Lt. J. Brand,
E. Brandt, Lt, S. Brewin, Sgt. D. Bridge, S/Sgt. A. Bridges, Sgt. G. Briggs, F/O C. Brooks, Sgt. R. Brooks. ROW 3: Lt.. W. Brothers, Lt. C. Brown, S/5gt.
own, 5/5gt. G. Brown, Sgt. Sgt. G. L. Brown, Lt. J. W. Brown, Sgt. R. Brown, $/Sgt. J. Brunnworth. ROW 4: Sgt. R. Buchanan, Sgt. J. Bucher, S/Sgt. F.
rdt, S/Sgt. G. Burton, T/Sgt. H. Burton, Lt. A. Busalacchi, 5/Sgt. G. Bush, S/Sgt. R. Butler. ROW 5: Sgt. F. Caldwell, Sgt. P. Calkin, T/Sgt. J. Callahan,
Calvert,”S/Sgt. L. Capdeville, Lt. R. Caras, Lt. A. Cardea, S/Sgt. P. Carlson. ROW é: Lt. K. Carpenter, Lt. D. Carr, Lt. W. Carr, Sgt. B. Cassles, Sgt. F.
lo, F/O R. Chell, Lt. S. Clark, 5/Sgt. L. Clegg. ROW 7: Lt. L. Clements, Sgt. E. T. Coley, Lt. A. Combs, Lt. C. Compton, §/Sgt. F. Compton, Sgt. A. Congrove,
L €. Conley, Lt. R. Connaway. ROW 8: Lt. R. Connelly, Lt. B. Conover, T/Sgt. A. Cooper, T/Sgt. J. Cooper, Lt. N. Cooper, Lt. J, Coppinger, S/Sgt. R. Corcoran,
Sgt. C. Corea.
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4 349th Bombardment Squadron

ROW 1: Sgt. W. Cornelius, Sgt. J. Cortelletty, Sgt. J. Costanza, Lt. W. Couch, Lt. W. Cowan, §/Sgt. N. Coyle, T/Sgt. W. Crabb, Capt. F. Craft. ROW
J. Craven, Lt. D. Croft, Sgt. L. Cronin, S/Sgt. D. Cross, Sgt. F. Crowner, 5/Sgt. D. Crozier, Lt. R. Culp, L. R. Curran. ROW 3: §/Sgt. S. Cusmeno,
Cutler, Lt. C. Dailey, S/Sgt. R. David, Sgt. C. Duws, Lt. E. Davis, Lt. P. Davis, Sgt. C. Dawson. ROW 4: T/Sgt. DeBartello, Sgt. K. Dech, T/Sgt. F.
Lt. L. Delaney, Lt. P. Delao, 5/Sgt. A. Demonica, T/Sgt. R. Dettweiler, 5/Sgt. R. Dew. ROW 5: Lt. H. Dibbern, Lt. E. Dickens, Sgt. A. Dill, T/Sgt. A. Di
S/Sgt. W. Dishneau, Lt. T. Don, Sgt. G. Donahue, Lt. W. Donel ROW 6: Lt. T. Doran, Lt. R. Dorman, 5/Sgt. M. Dottoviano, T/Sgt. J. Dcugheﬂy, Lt
water, Sgt. G. Dudley, T/Sgt. H. Duke, $/Sgt. R. Dunbar. ROW 7: Sgt. J. Durrenberger, Lt. R. Dussault, S/Sgt. W. Easom, Sgt. G. Easterwood, Sgt.
F/O H. Edeburn, Lt. W. Edmondson, Lt. M. Ehorn. ROW B: Sgt. G. Elder, Sgt. T. Elliott, S/Sgt. Ellsworth, S/Sgt. S. Emmanuele, S/Sgt. F. Erb, 5/Sgt. A. E

Sgt. J. Eschbach, Sgt. J. Eubanks.
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349th Bombardment Squadron

W 1: Lt, J. Evans, S/Sgt. W. Ewing, Lt. W. Fagan, Lt. D. Farrell, Lt. E. Fehrenkamp, Sgt. W. Fessier, T/Sgt. L. Field, S/Sgt. R. Fife. ROW 2: S/Sgt. N: Fike,
J. Finnegan, Sgt. F. Fischer, Lt. A. Fitzpatrick, S/Sgt. L. Florida, S/Sgt. R. Fosdick, Sgt. S. Fowle, 5/Sgt. J. Fowler. ROW 3: Sgt. A. Frankel, Lt. W. Fuess,
LN Fuller, IT. J. Fulton, Lt. A. Gallagher, $/5gt. C. Garberoglio, Sgt. W, Geigle, MySgt. A. Gibbons. ROW 4: Lt. J. Gibbons, 5/5Sgt. J. Gibson, T/Sgt. R.
rt, Sgt- M. Gill, S/Sgt. A. Gillen, T/Sgt. M. Gillen, Lt. D. Gilzinger, $/Sgt. C. Glade. ROW 5: §/Sgt. G. Glasmeier, S/Sgt. L. Glasser, Sgt. R. Goff, 5/Sgt.
Inburg, $/Sgt. F. Goldstein, Sgt. E. Gomez, Sgt. J. Gordon, Sgt. D. Gospodinoff. ROW 6: Lt. J. Gossage, Sgt. S. Goftlieb, Sgi. M. Grabel, S/Sgt. A.

, Sgt. B. Green, Sgt. D. Green, Sgt. J. Gregg, S/Sgt. L. Greil. ROW 7: Lt. W. Grier, $/Sgt. F. Gron kowski, Lt. W. Greover, S/Sgt. G. Gunther, Lt. C. Gus-
Sgt. D. Guthrie, T/Sgt. D. Gutsch, S/Sgt. H. Hafko. ROW 8: Lt. W. Hahn, Sgt. K. Hale, Sgt. D. Hall, Sgt. M. Hall, Sgt. M. A. Hall, Sgt. N. Hamalak, Sgt.

H. Hamilton, Lt. C. Hansen.
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349th Bombardment Squadron

ROW 1: Sgt. P. Hanson, Sgt. R. Hanson, S/Sgt. C. Hantusch, Lt. C. Harding, Sgt. C. Harnden, Lt. W. Harrington, Lt. J. Harrison, Lt. W. Harrison. ROW 2:

Harte, Sgt. G. Hartos, F/O E. Harvey, T/Sgt. A. Hathaway, S/Sgt. A. Hauge, S/Sgt. J. Heaney, S/Sgt. R. Heger, Sgt. H. Heiber. ROW 3: Lt O. Heinr

J. Heller, Sgt. J. Hellmann, Sgt. L. Henderson, Capt. H. Henington, Lt. C. Herrmann, Lt. F. Herres, Lt. H. Hey neman. ROW 4: Lt. H. Higgs, S/Sgt. J. Hill

O. Hildebrandt, Lt. D. Hiley, T/Sgt. G. Holden, S/5gt. M. Holditch, Lt. A, Holmes, S/Sgt. N. Holton. ROW 5: Lt. T. Hood, Sgt. C. Hopkins, Lt. R, Horn

Horvath, Lt. M. Hoskinson, S/Sgt. J. Hruskocy, Lt. M. Hudak, S/Sgt. A. Hudnall. ROW 6: Lt. C. Hudson, T/Sgt. W. Humphrey, 5/Sgt. R. Hull, Sgt. C.

T. Hunt, Lt. B. Hurst, Lt. K. Hurst, Sgt. H. Hyde. ROW 7: Sgt. R. Ingalls, Sgt. F. Jackson, Sgt. L. Jackson, $/Sgt. H. Janderup, Sgt. J. Jedryck, Lt. H. J

Lt. C. Johnson, S/Sgt. E. Johnson. ROW 8: Sgt. J. Johnson, Lt. J. Johnston, Sgt. C. Jones, $/Sgt. G. Jones, Lt J. F. Jones, Lt. J. M. Jones, Sgt. J. M.
Capt. J. Justice.
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Bombardment Squadron

1: Sgt. Karicher, Sgt. S. Kazmierski, Lt. R. Keagy, Lt. J. Keeffe, 5/Sgt. J. Keegan, Sgt. C. Keeling, S/Sgt. W. Keijonen, Lt. H. Kelly. ROW 2: Sgt. H. Kemble,

. T. Kemp, Sgt. W. Kemp, Lt. J. Kenney, Sgt. G. Keon, Lt. 1. Keys, S/Sgt. W. Kibbe, S$/Sgt. J. Kidner. ROW 3: Sgt. N. Kiefer, Capt. B. King, Capt. J. King,

‘0 V. Kinkade, Sgt. T. Kiriako, Lt. P. Kirsch, Lt. A, Kirsling, Sgt. H. Kleckner. ROW 4: Lt. T. Kleinman, Lt. E. Knapp, Lt. P. Kohler, Sgt. W. Kolar, Lt. E. Kono-

Lt"R. Koper, Sgt. J. Kossin, S/Sgt. G. Kostovlakos. ROW 5: 5/Sgt. J. Kovacs, Capt. A. Krezo, Lt. R. Kroenke, Sgt. J. Kromer, Sgt. D. Kuntz, T/Sgt. E.

nan, Lt. R. Kuyrkendall, §/Sgt. S. Kwiatkowski. ROW &: Sgt. S. Laface, Lt. D. Laird, Lt. R. Lambiotte, F/O P. Lammers, S/Sgt. C. Lane, S/Sgt. C. Langmo,

. G. Lashbrook, Sgt. E. Latimer. ROW 7: Sgt. K. Lash, Lt. F. Laver, F/O J. Laverick, L. G. Lavoie, Sgt. U. Leavitt, $/Sgt. J. Lee, Sgt. J. Legg, Lt. M. Leininger.
ROW 8: Sgt. R. Lestico, Sgt. C. Levee, Lt. P. Levy, Sgt. C. Lewis, Lt. G. Lien, Sgt. R. Lilly, Lt. J. Lindh, S/Sgt. V. Lines.
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ROW 1: Sgt. M. Lobb, Lt. R, Lohof, Lt. P. Lollis, Sgt. A. Lombardi, Sgt. M. Londra, 5/Sgt. E. Loomis, Lt. S. Louros, S/Sgt. R. Levin. ROW 2: T/Sgt. F.
C. Luquette, Lt. R. Lund, Capt. R. Lunsford, Lt. J. Lux, Sgt. C. Lynch, Sgt. W. Lynn, Sgt. D. Lyon. ROW 3: T/Sgt. E. Lynch, Lt. W. MacCarter, Sgt. L.
S/Sgt. ). McAuliffe, $/Sgt. R. McCaughin, Lt. L. McChesney, Sgt. G. McCleary, F/O R. McClure. ROW 4: Lt. C. McCormick, Lt. R. McCormick, Lt. B,
Sgt. T. McDonald, T/Sgt. J. McDonough, Sgt. N. McElroy, Lt. J. McGarth, Sgt. C. McGrogan. ROW 5: Lt. J. McGuire, Lt. E. McKeague, 5/Sgt. J. McKi
R. McKee, T/Sgt D. McMillan, S/Sgt. M. McMullen, Sgt. W. MeMullin, Lt, J. Mack. ROW &: Capt. J. Maddox, Sgt. A. Madson, Lt. G. Maguire, Lt. D'
S/Sgt. A. Main, S/Sgi L. Maltbie, Sgt. P. Marungos_. S/Sgt. J. Marasco. ROW 7: Sgt. R. Marbach, Sgt. R. Marcell, Sgt. P, Martin, Lt. F. Mason, §/Sg
Matthews, Sgt. R. Mathieson, Sgt. N. Matulik, "Sgt. R. Matz. ROW 8: Capt. V. Mays, T/Sgt. E. Mazanec, S/Sgt. S. Meyers, Lt. A. Mikkelsen, Sgt. E.(l
S/Sgt. T. Miles, 5/Sgt. E. Miller, Sgt. J. A. Miller.
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¥ ‘Ig S/Sgt. J. Miller, Lt. 1. T. Miller, Lt. R. Miller, $/Sgt. C. Miner, Sgt. R. Mitchell, Capt. D. Moede, 5/Sgt. R. Monroe, Sgt. R. Montondo. ROW 2: Lt. C.

mery, S/Sgt. B. Moore, Lt. J. C. Moore, Lt. O. Moore, Sgt. W. Mooreland, Lt. G. Morgan, Capt. L. Morgan, §/Sgt. J. Morrow. ROW 3: Lt. C. Mueller,
t. R. Mulgrew, Sgt. T. Mullenix, T/Sgt. J. Murphy, Capt. M. Murray, Lt. W. Murray, T/Sgt. W. Myers, $/Sgt. G. Marengo. ROW 4: Sgt. L. Nachatilo,
Nall, Lt. R. Nelson, Sgt. W. Nelson, Sgt. W. T. Nelson, F/O M. Nemerowski, Sgt. N. Nesser, T/Sgt. M. Newman. ROW 5: Lt. W. Nichols, S/Sgt. W.
nan, T/Sgt. N. O'Connor, Sgt. R. Odgers, T/Sgt. G. Ofiesh, Lt. A. O'Laughlin, Sgt. J. O'Leary, S/Sgt. F. Opala. ROW &: S/Sgt. R. Osborn, 5/5gt. G. Page,
3gt. 5. Palmer, Sgt. T. Palmer, Sgt. J. Palmquist, S'gt. J. Parham, 5/Sgt. H. Park, Lt. W. Parkhurst. ROW 7: S/Sgt. R. Patrick, S/Sgt. J. Peace, 5/Sgt. R.
son, Sgt. W. Peck, Capt. R. Peel, Sgt. B. Peffer, $/Sgt. J. Pellegrino, Capt. GPendleton. ROW 8: Sgt. G. Penman, Lt. E. Perdue, Sgt. A. Perry, 5/5gt. 1.
Peters, F/O C. Peterson, S/Sgt. C. Peterson, Sgt. C. Phillips, Lt. P. Phillips.



349th Bombardment Squadron

ROW 1: Sgt. T. Phillips, Sgt. I. Ping, Lt. J. Pitner, Lt. A. Plischke, Sgt. W. Poklemba, Lt. L. Poksay, Lt. C. Polak, Sgt. J. Pontzious. ROW 2: T/Sgt. H. 3

H. Popielarski, Lt. A. Pranger, 5/Sgt. L. Pratt, §/Sgt. R. Price, Lt. G. Putnam, Sgt. L. Quidaja, Sgt. D. Radice. ROW 3: S$/Sgt. J. Raff, Lt. F.

Rakosnik, Sgt. R. Rall, Lt. J. Raper, Lt. J. Raring, Lt. H. Raschke, Sgt. O. Rathbun. ROW 4: F/O W. Read, Lt. V. Reed, Sgt. J. Ribuffo, Lt. M. Richme

Rieger, Lt. D. Riggle, Lt. A. Ringhofer, Sgt. E. Ritter. ROW 5: Lt. F. Ritter, Sgt. L. Robbins, Capt. F. Robinson, Lt. C. R bison, Lt. N. Robitov, Sgt

Lt. R. Roeder, S/Sgt. F. Rogers. ROW 6é: T/Sgt. J. Regers, Sgt. D. Rohasek, Sgt. S. Romero, Sgt. E. Rose, Sgt. R. Rose, Lt. D. Roth, Lt. F. Rubick, S

ROW 7: Li. A. Rule, T/Sgt. H. Rundquist, S/Sat. P. Russell, Sgt. A. Russo, Sgt. M. Rusten, Sgt. J. Sabotka, S/Sgt. D. Sackrider, F/O W. Sajonc. RS
E. Samuelson, Sgt. G. Sandoval, T/Sgt. R. Sandy, Lf. R. Sattler, Sgt. C. Saver, S/Sgt. L. Savell, Lt. J. Savino, Sgt. R. Sawaya.
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W 1: T/Sgt. A. Sawicki, Sgt. F. Schillinger, Lt. D. Schmocker, S/Sgt. S. Schneider, Sgt. M. Schrader, Sgt. L. Scofield, Lt, B. Scott, 5/Sgt. E. Scott. ROW 2: Lt.
Scott, Lt. F. Seaman, Lt. B. Seeley, Sgt. R. Seemater, Lt. W. Shaddix, 5/Sgt. G. Shields, Lt. J. Shields, Lt. H. Shotland. ROW 3: 5/Sgt. T. Sibert, Lt. J. Silvestro,
J. Sleeper, Lt. J. Slevin, Lt. W, Smith, §/Sgt. G. Sne ckus, Capt. R. South, Sgt. W. Sowl. ROW 4: Lt. C. Spencer, 5/Sgt. G. Sportelli, F/O R. Stamford, $/Sgt.
onley, Capt. C. Stapleton, Sgt. J. Staron, Sgt. R. Steinmetz, Lt. W. Stewart. ROW 5: T/Sgt. W. R. Stewart, Sgt. L. St. John, Sgt. O. Stockton, Sgt. W. Stone,
'Sgt. S. Stopa, Sgt. A. Stoppel, Lt. E. Stork, F/O W. Storz. ROW 6: Lt. J. Stout, Lt. C. Streed, S/Sgt. K. Strough, Sgt. D. Sullivan, Lt. E. Sullivan, Lt. G. Sulli-
n, S/Sgt. V. Summers, Sgt. D. Sundin. ROW 7: Sgt. J. Swafford, Sgt. E. Sweeney, Lt. H, Switzer, Lt. O. Symer, S/Sgt. S. Szalwinski, S/Sgt. L. Szentomasky,
/Sgt. R. Tangradi, T/Sgt. M. Tanowigch. ROW 8: Sgt. F. Tarr, Capt. H. Tennenbaum, Capt. W. Terminello, S/Sgt. V. Terrell, Sgt. F. Theobald, S/Sgt. F.
Thomas, Lt. C. Thompsen, Lt. G. Timms.
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ROW 1: Lt. G. Tolbert, Sgt. J. Tomaszewski, 5/Sgt. G. Toomey, Lt. L. Townsend, Lt. T. Tracy, Capt. J. Trapnell, S/Sgt. A. Trebnik, Sgt. W. Trembley. |
Lt. H. Tripp, S/Sgt. J. Tukesbrey, S/Sgt. W. Turcotte, S/Sgt. I. Turner, Lt. W. Turnipseed, Lt. A. Twitchell, F/O J. Twomey, Lt. W. Vaden, ROW 3: L.
entine, Sgt. W. Valentine, Lt. G. Verdal, Sgt. T. Verdusco, Lt. E. Vishion, Sgt. R. Vogel, Lt. R. Vollmer, S/Sgt. P. Wagner. ROW 4: Lt. R. Ward, §/§
Wargo, Sgt. R. Washington, Lt. J. Watkins, Lt. H. Weachter, Lt. J. Wearne, Sgt. M. Weintraub, F/O E. Werner. ROW 5: F/O M. West, 5/5gt. G.
T/Sgt. R. Whitlock, Sgt. G. Wickland, Lt. Wilkersan, Sgt. J. Willburn, T/Sgt. L. Willey, S/Sgt. L. C. Willey. ROW 6: T/Sgt. E. Williams, Caopt. E. R.
Lt. J. Williams, S/Sgt. J. P. Williams, Lt. T. Williams, S/Sgt. W. Williams, Lt. B. Wilson, Capt. M. Wilson. ROW 7: Lt. G. Wing, Sgt. J. Winter, Lt. A
S/Sgt. W. Wolfstein, Sgt. G. Wood, Lt. J. Wood, Lt. HWbodall, S/Sgt. T. Wooderson. ROW 8: Lt. R. Wright, Sgt. J. Yanushis, Sgt. P. Yarnot, T/Sgt.
Sqt. W. Zabriskie, Sgt. R. Zarzecki, Lt. G. Ziegler, Sgt. P. Zima.
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Boyd, S/Sgt. D. C. Brown, Lt. F. Bryant, Sgt. D. Cary, $/Sgt. P. Caveny, S/Sgt. E. B. Clark, $/Sgt. F. Dolsen, Lt. A, Fahlstedt, 5/Sgt. G.
Gineikis, S/Sgt. R. Graff, Lt. L. Grate, Lt. L. Jaebker, $/Sgt. D. Rattin.

3 R.: S/Sgt. W. Wixom, T/Sgt. D. Gordon, T/Sgt. H. Yatt, S/Sgt. B. L. to R.: 5/5gt. C. Ping, T/Sgt. C. Brewster, S/Sgt. F. Dolsen, Lt. R. Engel,
- Richardson, 5/S8gt. S. Sharp. Capt. S. Reeder, 5/Sgt. R. Lovin, S/Sgt. O. Furlong.

Front L. to R.: Lt. C. Campbell, Lt. A. Stipe, Lt. D. Schmucker, Lt. O. Roane.

Rear L. ta R.: §/Sgt. R. Stroble, §/Sgt. J. Jarvie, S/Sgt. A. Hauge, S/Sgt. P.

Healey, T/Sgt. C. Tomb, T/Sgt. R. Stuart. The donkey was brought back from
Morth Africa.
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COMMANDING OFFICERS

b
4
} .

Maj. G. W. Cleven

Maj. M. J. Fitzgerald

* 5

Maj. A. M. Eltan

*

Maj. M. F. Youngs Lt. Col. D. K. Lyster Maj. C. E. Robbs

STAFF OFFICERS

Capt. F. S. Seibert Capt. A, Paul

3R Pfc. F. Ramirez, Cpl. D. Fayssoux, T/Sgt. J. Sheridan, Capt. R. H.
Tienken, Cpl. P. Garcia, Cpl. D. Polver.

Rz Cpl. P. Lacour, Cpl. J. Boese, Cpl. C. McCormack, S/Sgt. E. Rasmussen, Sgt. J. L. to R.: Pfc. L. Worley, 5/Sgt. K. Retz, Capt. A, Paul, Sgt. R.
Hunter, Sgt. M. Dara, Cpl. C. Fity, Pfc. W. Adams, Sgt. V. Craft. Bench, 5/Sgt. J. Rinaldi.
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Pfc. 5. Mideli, (Unid.), T/Sgt. J. Fenlon, Sgt. P. Bernstein, T/Sgt. P. Baffert, Sgt. C. ng, Sgt. W. Todd, (Unid.), 5/Sgt. T. Sugrue, Cpl. L. Doucet, Pfc. E. Evumi
Cpl. C. Ciampa. |

o ‘!‘n*—‘ %y
pe b
- INELY & Aﬁru

Tech. Supply and Eng. L. to R.: T/Sgt. J. Grant, T/Sgt. J. Remmenga, Cpl. S. Paul, Cpl. H. Griffin, Sgt. J. Cuivarwell
Pfc. 5. Wilt, 5/5gt. Gregson, 5/Sgt. T. Salis.
R &~ T 1 %

Armament. L. to R.: Sgt. W. McDonald, Cpl. J. Andfe, Pfc. S. Trott, Pfc. J. Venegas, Cpl. E. Mayer, Pfc. W. Mitchell, 5/Sgt. A. Brautigam, Sgt. C. We!lborn,
D Trmrls,. Cpl. E. kaer, Pvt. W. Smeswd

Armament. L. to R.: Pfc. G. Haggle, Cpl. R. Ranch, Pfc. J. Harris, Cpl. W. Howell, Cpl. D. Whitman, Pfc. J. Dethoff, Sgt. F. Murchison, Pfc. F. Dempsey, Sgt. J. F
Cpl. E. Rolfes, Pfc. R. Littrell.

| ||n, Sgt. G. Michmershuizen, Sgt. L. Strouth, Cpl. J. Sierra, Cpl. G. Foley, Cpl. P. Robison, Cpl. C. Nunnley, Cpl. K. Clameni, Cpl. E. Carl
T/Sgt. R. M:Cfosker, Sgt. L. Williams, Pvt. M. Duwk

Ordnance. L. to R.: T/Sgt. D Deems, Sgt. B. Mathien, Cpl. J. Thompsen, Pfc. G. Smith, Pfc. J. Crowley, Sgt. W. Wright, Pfc. J. Streit, Pfc L. White, Sgt. R. Wa
Pfc. J. Hricik, Cpl. P. Johnson, Cpl. W. Copple, Sgt. E. Westfall.

F
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Link Trumer and Bombsight. L. to R.: S/ng. H. Shalley, Sgt. E. Hewitt, $/Sgt. J. Nelson, Cpl. J. Vensel, Pfc. 5. Weinstein,
Sgt. O. White.

L. to R.: Pfc. J. Wright, Sgt. E. Flynn, Sgt. A. Morris, Cpl. C. Alexander, Cpl. W. Rindfleisch.
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mponuhnn L. to R.: Pfe. Y. Nadvormk Pfc. G. McGill, Cpl. R. Hughes, Sgt. G. Trapp, Cpl. H. Glogau, Pfc. P. Jensen. PX. Cpl. F. Mulzlac, Sgt. J. Kramer,
Pfc. A. Sansavera.

ngineering. L. to R.: (Unid.), Cpl. C. Murhn M/Sgt. C Kenslnger Cpl. J. Maio, Sgi J Zumerskn, Cpl. A, Johnson, Sgt. H. Kent, Cpl. W. Schust, Sgt. W. Rissmiller,
Sgt. G. Cooper, Sgt. P. Stern, Sgt. J. Godwin.

igineering. L. to R Cpl A Sisehi S/Sgi H. Cuykenr;luﬂ Pfc. V. Culhaun Cpl. R. Churchill, Cpl. V. Hetes, T/Sgt. D. Haught, Cpl. C. Elder, Cpl. J. Moore,
S/Sgt. W. Stommes.

. to R.: Cpl. 1. McClendon, S/$gt. H. Loper, Sgt. C. Singleton, Sgt. G. Huff, T/Sgt. R. Fox, Pfc. M. Reich, T/Sgt. V. Johnson, Cpl. J. Sturles, Sgt. M. Milczek,
Sgt. A, Simbari, Sgt. R. Conn, T/Sgi. N. Hummel.




All men identified Left to Right. ROW 1: Sgt. F. Acker, S/Sgt. D. Agee, S/Sgt. R. Agor, Lt. E. Aita, Sgt. L. Albin, Lt. R. Albright, Sgt. G. Allen, L. O.

ROW 2: Sgt. M. Anderson, Sgt. R. H. Anderson, Lt. R. Andris, Sgt. D. Annin, Lt. A. Archambault, T/Sgt. I. Arnold, Sgt. J. Arnold, T/Sgt. C. Ashbaugh.

3: $/Sgt. H. Bagdasian, S/Sgt. C. Bailey, Lt. D. Bailey, Lt. R. Bailie, T/Sgt. J. Blair, Lt. R. Ball, Lt. M. Barasch, Lt. L. Barbour. ROW 4: §/Sgt. F. Barili, F

Barna, Sgt. D. Barnhart, T/Sgt. B. Barr, Sgt. R. Barrie, 5/Sgt. J. Barry, 5/Sgt. R. Bashaw, Sgt. R. Bates. ROW 5: T/Sgt. J. Beard, Lt. H. Becker, S/Sgt. C. Bed

S/Sgt. E. Beister, Sgt. W. Bell, S/Sgt. C. Benedict, T/Sgt. E. Benham, Lt. A. Bentley. ROW &: Sgt. D. Berry, T/Sgt. V. Best, S/Sgt. E, Bevan, T/Sgt. B.
K. Blair, T/Sgt. D. Blitas, Lt. R. Blohm, Lt. E. Blondfield.
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1: Lt. J. Bockhorst, Sgt. E. Boess, T/Sgt. M. Bogard, T/Sgt. J. Boggs, Sgt. B, Boicourt, T/Sgt. D. Borchel. Bost, Sgt. J. Bourne, Sgt. J. Bowers, Sgt. S. Brac

, Lt. ). Bormuth, 5/Sgt. S. Bosser. ROW 2: §/Sgt.co, Lt. R. Braley, Lt. R. Braithwaite, Lt. J. Brian, Sgt. L. Bridgeman, ROW 3: Lt. G. Brewer, Lt. N, Brewster,
. E. Broadbent, Sgt. L. Brooks, Sgt. G. Brown, T/Sgt. J. C. Brown, S/Sgt. M. L. Brown, Lt. G. Browning. ROW 4: Lt. O, Broyles, T/Sgt. T. Brumbeau,

t. D. Bruns, S/Sgt, R. Bryan, Lt. F. Bryant, Sgt. N. Buchanan, Lt. Z. Buckner, $/Sgt. F. Bullard. ROW 5: Sgt. J. Bunn, Sgt. A. Bunting, T/Sgl. L. Burg,
J. Burgin, Sgt. W. Burkhart, Lt. E. Busch, 5/5gt. F. Buschmeier, Lt. F, Bush. ROW 6: Sgt. R. Bussino, S/Sgt. C. Butcher, $/Sgt. E. Butchino, S/5gt. C.

5, T/Sgt. R. Byers, Lt. M. Cain, $/Sgt. H. Calhoun, $/Sgt. L. Callahan. ROW 7: Lt. H. Calvert, T/Sgt. L. Cannon, Lt. F. Carello, Lt. T. Carlton, Lt. W. Carlten,
b . M. Carnell, Lt. W. Carrillo, Lt. J. Carty, ROW 8: Lt. T. Casey, Sgt. J. Cassell, §/Sgt. A. Castrola, Sgt. R. Cawley Jr., Capt. R, Chadwick, Sgt. C. Chal-

loner, Capt. I. Champion, Sgt. C. Cherry.
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ROW 1: Sgt. A. Chianis, Lt. O. Chiesl, Sgt. G. Christian, 5/Sgt. D. Cimmers, Lt. G. Clark, Lt. W. Clayton, Lt. R. Claytor, Lt. J. Clopeck. ROW 2: §/Sgt. .
thier, Lt. E. Colman, Sgt. J. Conger, Lt. E. Connelly, Lt. W, Conselman, Sgt. R. Cook, Sgt. V. Coombs, Capt. M. Cope. ROW 3: 5/Sgt. Coppolino, Sgt. |
coran, Lt. A. Cox, T/Sgt. V. Craft, $/Sgt. R. Crane, S /Sgt. C. Crippen, Lt. R. Crow, 5/Sgt. E. Cruz. ROW 4: Lt. T. Cryan, Lt. W. Cummings, T/Sgt. J. €
ham, Sgt. A. Curlee, Lt. H. Curtice, S/Sgt. J. Daley, §/Sgt. E. Daly, Lt. J. David. ROW 5: Lt. C. Davidson, Lt. H. Davidson, T/Sgt. E. Davis, Sgt. R. Dean,
A. DeGregorio, $/Sgt. N. DelCimmuto, T/Sgt. E. DelosSantos, Capt. B. DeMarco. ROW 6: Sgt. N. DePauw, Lt. A. Depew, Lt. W. DeSanders, S/Sgt. R.
T/Sgt. J. Devich, Lt. H. Devore, Lt. C. DeWolfe, S/Sgt. L. DeWolfe. ROW 7: 5/Sgt. E. Dihlmann, 5/Sgt. T. Dilts, Lt. G. Dobbelaere, Sgt. W. Dobbs, Lt. R. [
Sgt. J. Domenig, S/Sgt. R. Donnelly, Lt. M. Doroski. ROW 8: Sgt. H. Dorr, Sgt. F. Douglas, Lt. J. Downs, Sgt. E. Dumas, Lt. C. Duncan, Lt. R, Dunham, Lt. J

Lt. R. Dykeman. .
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1: §/Sgt. J. Eadie, $/Sgt. N. Eddy, S/Sgt. M. Edelstein, S/Sgt. W. Edwards, Sgt. H. Eichelberger, Lt. A. Elbel, T/Sgt. J. Eling, 5/Sgt. R. Ellis. ROW 2: 5/Sgt.
Epmrich, Lt. J. Eppendorf, Lt. B. Epstein, Sgt. L. Errett, Lt. H. Estil, 5/Sgt. M. Ettos, Lt. L. Evans, Lt. M. Evans. ROW 3: Sgt. R. Faulkner, Lt. J. Fawcett, [t. E. Fayette,
t. D. Feagins, Capt. T. Fellows, Lt. J. Felsenstein, S/Sgt. J. Ferroggiaro, Sgt. F. Fetherston. ROW 4: Lt. A, Fincher, Lt. L. Fink, Lt. R, Fisher, Lt. J. Fitton, Lt
| Fitzroy, Lt. R. Flannigan, Lt. W. Fletcher, Lt. S. Flook. ROW 5: Lt. C. Fond, S/Sat. E. Fontaine, Lt. W. Forbes, Sgt. A. Frank, S/Sgt. G. Frank, S/Sgt. A. Freitas,
H. Fussell, Sgt. A. Galasso. ROW &: $/Sgt. F. Gardner, Sgt. H. Garic, Lt. R. Gast, Sgt. J. Gaunce, Sgt. E. Gehrman, $/Sgt. L. Geibe, Lt. H. Geiger, Lt. M.
isler. ROW 7: Sgt. L. Genovese, 5/Sgt. P. Giaquinto, Lt. R. Gilbert, Lt. J. Giles, T/Sgt. R. Giles, Lt. J. Gladden, S/Sgt. D. Glaze, T/Sgt. H. Glenn. ROW 8:
T/Sgt. J. Good, §/Sgt. R. Goodman, Lt. E. Goodwin, Sgt. J. Goshin, Lt. A. Gospodar, Lt. G. Gough, Sgt. G. Graham, Lt. F. Granack.
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ROW 1: 5/Sgt. R. Graham, Sgt. A. Grasshoff, Lt. J. Grassilli, Sgt. C. Green, Lt. H. Green, Sgt. J. Greenwald, S/Sgt. L. Griffin, Lt. H, Griffis. ROW
C. Grissom, Lt. C. Guhse, Lt. R. Guida, S/Sgt. N. Gunnar, Lt. C. Gunter, Lt. C. Gutekunst, T/Sgt. C. Haarup, Lt. E. Hafen. ROW 3: Lt. G. Hagema
Hahn, S/Sgt. B. Hanger, $/Sgt. B. Hanover, Lt. C. Hardiman, 5/Sgt. O. Hardy, Sgt. V. Harikian, Lt. D. Haron. ROW 4: Lt. C. Harper, Lt. F. Herp
Harrell, Lt. A. Harris, Lt. J. Hart, Sgt. K. Hartley, Lt. F. Hartman, $/Sgt. M. Harvey. ROW 5: Sgt. C. Haswell, Copt. H. Helstrom, S/Sgt. H. Hend
N. Herbert, Lt. T. Hermansen, Lt. M. Hertz, Sgt. T. Hick, Sgt. W. Higginbotham. ROW &: Sgt. J. Himpel, S/5gt. L. Hlavka, S/Sgt. H. Hodgdon, §
man, Lt. D. Hoffner, Sgt. P. Hogan, Lt. V. Hogsett, S/Sgt. L. Holcomb. ROW 7: Sgt. W. Holder, T/Sgt. A. Holladay, Lt. R. Hollenbeck, Sgt. C. H
Horne, S/Sgt. L. Houghton, Lt. C. Howison, Sgt. J. Howley. ROW 8: Lt. W. Hubbard, Lt. T. Hughes, Sgt. L. Hull, S/Sgt. F. Hulsey, Lt. T. Hummel, Sgt. B

S/Sgt. E. Ingleston, S/Sgt. V. Intoccia.
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¥ 1: Lt. D. Ivons, T/Sgt. H. Jackson, Lt. L. Juebker, §/Sgt. A. James, Lt. G. James, S/Sgt. H. James, Lt. 1. James, Sgt. W. Jennings. ROW 2: Lt. E. Johnson,
M. Johnson, Lt. E. Jones, Lt. B. Joseph, F/O C. Joslin, T/Sgt. J. Judd, S/Sgt. R. Junion, Sgt. F. Kaczynski. ROW 3: Lt. I. Kaminsky, Lt. L. Kassebaum, Lt. E,
[ "'n, Sgt. R. Kauffman, Sgt. R. Kausrud, Lt. J. Kow iecki, S/Sgt. J. Kehoe, 5/Sgt. G. Keirsey. ROW 4: T/Sgt. G. Keller, 5/Sgt. J. Kelly, Sgt. T. Kendoll, Sgt.
, Sgt. T. Kirkpatrick, S/Sgt. G. Knudsen, S /Sgt. K. Knudson, T/Sgt. S. Kopezewski. ROW 5: S/Sgt. L. Kouns, Lt. R. Kramer, Lt. R. Kroske, Lt. W. Krump-
[/Sgt. H. Krumwiede, Lt. J. Kuchta, T/Sgt. F. Kuppersmith, Sgt. A. Labrecque. ROW 6: Lt. W. Lakin, Lt. S. Lambert, Lt. N. Lamontagne, Sgt. G. Langden,
L Larve, Lt. J. Lautenschlager, Lt. R. Lowler, Lt. H. Leech. ROW 7: S/Sgt. C. Lefler, T/Sgt. R. Leibm an, $/Sgt. R. Lepper, 5/Sgt. Leuthold, Lt. B. Liberman,
t D. Lilienquist, F/O B. Lobdell, T/Sgt. H. Lodl. ROW 8: 5/5gt. R. Longdon, Lt. J. Longenecker, T/Sgt. H. Longhi, Sgt. R. Longworth, Lt. K. Lorch, S/Sgt. E.
Lowther, Lt. R. Lucier, Lt. L. Luckow.
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ROW 1: Sgt. V. Lund, Lt. W. Lund, Lt. W. Lundholm, Sgt. E. Lupia, S/Sgt. C. Luquet, Lt, A. McAllister, S/Sgt. D. McAllister, Lt. W. McConnaha. ROW 4
McCormack, Lt. W. McCreight, 5/Sgt. C. McCuicheon, Lt. W. McDonald, Lt. D. McEwen, Lt. 5. McFeeley, Lt. F. McGlinchley, T/Sgt. J. McGuire. ROW
McKay, Sgt. N. McLafferty, Sgt. W. McNally, Lt. B. McNeill, Sgt. C. Mabey, Sgt. R. Mace, S/Sgt. J. Mackey, S/Sgt. J. Madden. ROW 4: 5/Sgt. R.
W. Magathan, Sgt. J. Makowski, Lt. G. Malcom, Sgt. L. Malone, Capt. F. Maloocly, 5/Sgt. B. Mancini, Lt. L. Marks. ROW 5: Sgt. J. Marlowe, Sgt
Sgt. J. Martin, Sgt. J. Martis, F/O A. Maruchess, Lt. F. O. Mason, Sgt. R. Mattucks, Lt. C. Mauvais. ROW 6: 5/5gt. C. Mayville, Lt. F. Mead, Sgt. J. !
Meadows, S/Sgt. G. Melchiorre, Lt. K. Menzie, S/Sgt. T. Mezynski, Sgt. A. Michini. ROW 7: Lt. E. Mikol, Lt. R. Milam, 5/Sgt. L. Miller, 5/Sgt. R. G. Mill
W. Miller, T/Sgt. R. Mintz, Lt. D. Mitchell, Lt. P. Mitchell. ROW 8: Capt. E. Moflly, 5/Sgt. E. Montgomery, T/Sgt. D. Moore, S/Sgl F. Moore, Sgt. F. Mor

E. Moreney, 5/59? J. Morrison, Sgt. J. Morrow.
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Y 1: Lt. T. Mullen, S/Sgt. E. Musante, Lt. H. Nash, S/Sgt. P. Neilon, Sgt. L. Neveu, S/Sgt. A. Nocchiero, Lt. N. Norman, Sgt. 5. Nowakowski. ROW 2: Lt. R.
Sgt. K. O'Connor, Sgt. J. O’'Donnell, Lt. J. Ogg, S/Sgt. P. Ong, Lt. L. Oss, 5/5gt. J. Paciofti, S/Sgt. B. Paddy. ROW 3: Sgt. W. Palmer, T/5gt. L.
eri, Sgt. J. Parascouly, Sgt. N. Pardee, T/Sgt. J. Parks, 5/Sgt. H. Parris, 5/Sgt. M. Parsons, Sgt. C. Pate. ROW 4: Sgt. D. Pate, Sgt. M. Patton, Sgt. A,
ik, Lt. D. Pearson, Sgt. A. Pela, 5/Sgt. A. Perry, Lt. F. Petrdil, Sgt. D. etrecca. ROW 5: Lt. H. Philippe, 5/Sgt. J. Pickrell, Lt. E. Pivonka, Lt. J. Plough, 5/Sgt.
lunkett, Sgt. B. Pollock, T/Sgt. E. Postel, Sgt. W. Potter. ROW 6: Lt. R. Powell, T/Sgt. F. Pribish, Sgt. C. Price, Lt. K. Price, Sgt. H. Prince, Sgt. R. Principe,
Racz, Lt. C. Ramer. ROW 7: Sgt. J. Redmon, T/Sgt. G. Reid, T/Sgt. E. Reimherr, Sgt. E. Rene, S/Sgt. P. Reynolds, Sgt. J. Richard, Lt. R. Ries, S/Sgt. D.
%obb. ROW 8: Sgt. C. Roberto, Lt. A. L. Roberts, Sgt. A. L. Roberts, 5/Sgt. A. B. Roberts, Lt. A. Robertson, Lt. W. Roche, Sgt. J. Rocheford, Lt. J. Rogers.
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ROW 1: Lt. D. Rolnick, Lt. R. Roper, Lt. E. Rosenthal, S/Sgt. W. Rouse, Sgt. R. Rowley, T/Sgt. G. Rudden, S/Sgt. D. Ruggles, Lt. M. Rupert, ROW 2; §
Russell, Lt. P. Ruth, S/Sgt. C. Sanders, S/Sgt. V. Sapone, $/Sgt. C. Satzinger, Sgt. W. Schaefer, gt. R. Scheier, S/Sgt. W. Schneider. ROW 3: Sgt. C.
S/Sgt. C. Schwark, Lt. N. H. Scott, Sgt. H. Scrivener, S/Sgt. P. Sears, Lt. 5. Seaton, Lt. C. ellon, S/Sgt. J. Seman. ROW 4: Lt. E. Settle, Sgt. C. Se il
E. Shalna, Sgt. J. Shandor, Lt. A. Shearer, Sgt. H. Sheldon, Lt. J. Shelly, Sgt. J. Silvani. ROW 5: S/Sgt. J. L. Simmons, Lt. J. W, Simmons, Lt. A,
Skelton, Sgt. C. Slaght, 5/Sgt. B. . Smith, Lt. D. G. Smith, Capt. H. F. Smith. ROW 6: S/Sgt. J. E. Smith, Lt. L. N. Smith, T/Sgt. N. M. Smith, T/Sgt.
Sgt. G. Snyder, S/Sgt. A. Sosik, Lt. R. Speas, Lt. C. Spicer. ROW 7: Sgt. J. Spiker, Sgt. B. Spragg, S/Sgt. C. Sprague, Lt. K. Sprague, Sgt. F. Stafford, Lt. 2
Sgt. H. Stearns, Lt. M. Stein. ROW 8: Lt. G. Steussy, Sgt. W. Stommes, Lt. T. Stookesberry, F/O H. Strasburg her, Sgt. D. Strausbaugh, 5/Sgt. T. Stringfelle
D. Strout, S/Sgt. J. Stryjeski.
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OW 1: Lt. M. Subilia, Lt. W. Sugg, 5/Sgt. A. Sullivan, Sgt. F~Swartz, Sgt. R. Sweeney, S/Sgt. T. Szelewski, Lt. M. Tashjian, Lt. P. Tatar. ROW 2: Lt. T. Taylor,
Thayer, T/Sgt. H. Thomas, Lt. C. Thompson, Lt. C. Thorkelson, Capt. H. Tiahrt, Sgt. J. Ticer, T/Sgt. D. Todd. ROW 3: 5/5gt. L. Tonn, Lt. L. Torbett, Sgt. J.
nd, Lt. R. Tracy, Lt. W, Trenchard, F/O H. Trent, 5/Sgt. H. Trigg, §/Sgt. P. Troetschel. ROW 4: 5/5 gt. J. Trout, $/Sgt. B. Truesdell, S/Sgt. C. Trunkett,
F. Truscott, Sgt. R. Tujaque, Sgt. E. Tyrrell, Lt. A. Usoff, S/Sgt. E. Valentine. ROW 5: Lt. J. Van Steenis, Lt. H. Venzie, T/Sat. J. Verbovski, L. A. Vetter,
gt. P. Vrabec, Sgt. F. Waldschmidt, 5/5gt. D. Wal ker, Sgt. E. Walker. ROW 6: Lt. J. H. Wallace, Sgt. D. Walton, Lt. C. Walts, T/Sgt. R. Walty, S/Sgt. H.
\ S/Sgl. J. Ward, Lt. Y. Warren, Lt. D. Wate rs. ROW 7: T/Sgt. J. Watkins, Sgt. G. Watrous, Lt. R. Weaver, Lt. H. Weintraub, Sgt. E. Wells, S/Sgi. L

fells, Lt. K. Welty, T/5gt. W. Wewler. ROW 8: 5/Sgt. E. E. White, $/Sgt. G. White, Sgt. J. H. White, S/Sgt. W. Whitley, Sgt. A. Whitten, T/Sgt. E. Wilbur,
Sgt. 5. Wilensky.
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ROW 1: Lt. A. Williams, S5/Sgt. G. Williams, F/O J. W illiams, S/Sgt. T. Williams, $/Sgt. W. J. Williams, Lt. L. Williamson, S/Sgt. J. Wilson, Sgt. R.

ROW 2: S/Sgt. W. Wilson, Sgt. G. Winkler, Sgt. L. Wise, T/Sgt. A. Wisniewski, Sgt. W. Wisniewski, Sgt. C. Wood, S/5gt. W. Woodbury, S/Sgt. L.
ROW 3: S/Sgt. G. Wright, 5/Sgt. R. Wussow, $/Sgt. J. Yarnall, Sgt. F. Yates, Sgt. L. Yeager, Lt. J. Young, Sgt. K. Youngren, Sgt. G. Zigenis, ROW 4

Zigo, Sgt. C. Zukowski. J gl
‘?I ‘;‘

Front L. to R.: 2 Ground men, Capt. H. Bassett, Capt. S. Barr, T/5g
Ground man. Rear L. to R.: $/Sgt. W. Ohl, §/Sgt. J. Hiten, Capt. J.
T/Sgt. J. Dougherty, S/Sgt. H. Spires, 5/Sgt. M. Russ.

Front L. to R.: Lt. R. Kroske, Lt. G. Gough, Lt. P. Winters, Lt. W. Sheridan.
Rear L. to R.: T/Sgt. J. Lee, T/Sgt. D. Cahill, S/Sgt. J. Mackey, S/Sgt. J.
Simmeons, §/Sgt. L. Burk, S/Sgt. W. McCurry.

Front L. to R.: T/Sgt. 5. Kuntz, §/Sgt. L. Bennett, 5/Sgt. H. Ward, T|
A. Fernandez, S/Sgt. W. Cook, 5/Sgt. J. Walters. Rear L. to R.: Lt, 5, y

Lt. J. McBride, Lt, H. Glasco, Lt. P. Mordkowitz,
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i A
from first Berlin mission, March 4, 1944, Front L. to R.: §/Sgt. L Front L. to R.: Sgt. P. Sokolsky (Ground Crew), Cpl. L. Muszynski (Ground
Crew), M/Sgt. “Zip" Meyers (Ground Crew), T/Sgt. A. Leuthold, S/Sgt. A,
Pela, Lt. J. Giles. Rear L. to R.: Lt. H. Skelton, 5'Sgt. E. Depauw, 5/Sgt. J.
Conger, Lt. P. Lambert, Lt. C. Ramer, 5/5gt. E. Bevan, 5/5gt. R. Rowley, Sgt.
Hill (Ground Crew].

dgers, S/Sgt. G. Brown, T/Sgt. H. Stearns, Lt. R. Dunham, T/Sgt. G. Scott.
ar L. to R.: $/Sgt. G. Christian, Lt. M. Geisler, Lt. F. Granack, Lt. J. Kawiecki,
5/5gt. E. Harrell.
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BOMBARDMENT 35 18t SQUADRON

COMMANDING OFFICERS

Lt. Col. J. B. Kidd Lt. Col. O©. Turner Lt. Col. C. B. Emberson Lt. Col. H. F. Cruver Maj. J. B. Milling

STAFF OFFICERS

- =

Lt. E. Walton

Capt. G. K. Jones

"'. E. Srmih S/Sgt C. Huffaker, Sgt. A. Hinojos, T/Sgt. E. Slouienborough Capt. G. Jones, 1st/Sgt. E. Hickman, Cpl. S. Gallmeier, Cpl. J. Kmlesen, S/Sgt.
H. Atwell, Sgt. J. Muchchuel

derly Room. L. to R.: Cpl. H. Maulick, Cpl. S. Sogga, 1st/5Sgt. F. Bauman, Cpl. J. Mamot, Supply: Sgt. W. Krum, S/Sgt. G. Johnson, Pfc. E. Jimenez.
Pfc. E. Zimmer, 201



L. to R.: S/Sgt. Blu:kuby, Cpl. Estovich, Cpl. K. Rishel, Cpl. W. Holmes, W. Meche, Cpl. A. Watkins, Cpl. C. Jackson, W. Goralski, Pfc. R. Deck, W. Newlon Pfc.
Smogar, S/Sgt. C. English.
: iﬁﬁi.'.

Tech Supply Rear L. to R Sgt. A. Egri, Tngt H.
Cummings. Front: Cpl. D. Dowers, Cpl. R. Lembert, =
Sgt. L. Milbourn.

' o . R . bk i - : | -t . ’ —.‘ .
v g ) & e Vi : ‘ 2 v
L. to R.: {Umd) Pfc. M. Londra, Cpl. O'Malley, Sgt. Dvorak, Sgt. Bloom, Cpl. Murray, S/Sgt. C. Schlitz, Cpl. Sundblom, Cpl. W. Lawson, S/5gt. A. Alesi
C. Kelly. 9

L. fo R.. Sgt. A. Stevenson, Sgt. M. Zwillinger, Pfc. T. Johnson, Cpl. D. Carpenter, S/Sgt. R. Burkhart, T/Sgt. J. Pilcavage, Pfc. Geiser, Cpl. MacFadden, Sgt. Ne
Pfc. Greennuer CpI M. Webb.

Relaxing from Ordnance Duties. L. to R.: §/Sgt. H. Hollingswo h,
W. Case, S/Sgt. C. Vorpahl, T/Sgt. P. Goodwin, Section Chief
H. Cundiff, Cpl. J. Crowther.



Bist ARMEN

-

men identified Left to Right. ROW 1: Sgt. R. Abel, S/5Sgt. R. Abney, Sgt. C. Alben, Lt. H. Alf, Lt. B. Alley, Sgt. A. Alsup, Sgt. J. Amery, Lt. E. Anderson.
JW 2: Sgt. C. Anglin, Sgt. Armstrong, S/Sgt. J. Arnold, Sgt. A. Arrecla, Lt. R. Atchison, Sgt. W. Austin, S/Sgt. W. Avery, 5/Sgt. C. Baer. ROW 3: Lt.
Boker, S/Sgt. L. Baker, Lt. H. Ball, Capt. A. Barker, S/Sgt. J. Barkman, Lt. B. Barnes, Lt. K. Baron, §/Sgt. G. Baytos. ROW 4: Lt. A. Bean, Lt. M. Beatty,
W. Beddow, Sgt. E. Bell, Sgt. H. Bellemare, Sgt. N. Benkowski, T/Sgt. J. C. Bennett, Lt. L. G. BBennett, ROW 5: T/Sgt. R, W. Bennett, Sgt. N. Berger, S/Sgt.
Berrick, Sgt. J. Birtig, Sgt. D. Blair, Sgt. E. Bloodworth, Lt. G. Bonitz, $/Sgt. H. Bonn. ROW 6&: Lt. V. Boswell, Sgt. R. Bourquin, Lt. W. Bowen, Lt. C. Bowers,
Sgt. C. Boyd, Lt. M. Boyd Ir., Sgt. F. Branagan, Lt. G. Brannan,




351st Bombardment Squadron

ROW 1: 5/Sgt. N. Brett, Sgt. B. Brocks, Lt. P. Brooks, Lt. B. Brown, Sgt. O. Brown, 5/Sgt. M. Bryan, Lt. J. Bryce, F/O G. Brykalski. ROW 2: Sgt. E. Buchanan,

Bueren, Capt. L. Bull, T/Sgt. C. Burgess, Lt. A. Burkhart, 5/Sgt. S. Burklund, Sgt. A. Burt, Sgt. J. Butler. ROW 3: Sgt. W. Bywaters, Sgt. P. Caballero,

Cahill, Sgt. H. Callaway, Lt. R. Campbell, Lt. A. Campion, $/Sgt. J. Cannon, Lt. H. Card. ROW 4: Sgt. C. Carknard, Lt. J. Carlin, Lt. Carlton, L.. E. Cal

Lt. R. Carros, Sgt. S. Cary, Lt. F. Cate, T/Sgt. M. Caughlin. ROW 5: Lt. T. Cavanaugh, Sgt. E. Champion, Lt. F. Chaney, Lt. F. Chapin, Lt. N. Chap

T. Chappell, Lt. H. Chase, §/Sgt. C. Chestnut. ROW 6: Lt. A. Christovich, Lt. W. Clark, Sgt. |. Cohen, Lt. C. Coles, Sgt. E. Collier, T/Sgt. V. Combs,

C. Contreras, 5/Sgt. J. W. Cook. ROW 7: §/Sgt. R. B. Cook, Lt. F. Coon, Lt. J. R. Cooper, Lt. D. Cordier, Sgt. C. Coulam, Sgt. F. Cousins, Lt. W. Crabb, 5/¢
Crocks. ROW 8: Lt. E. Cullimore, Lt. R. Culwell, Lt. R. Cumming, T/Sgt. T. Curry,, Lt. J. Dabney, Lt. A. Dahlgren, Lt. C. Dale, S/Sgt. G. D;meho BT,
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I: Lt. L. Daniel, 5/Sgt. C. Daniels, Sgt. W. Daubney, 5/Sgt. A. Davenport, Sgt. A, David, S/Sgt. A. C. Davis, Sgt. M. Dean, Lt. A. Dehn. ROW 2: S/Sgt.
aney, Sgt. W. Dell, 5/5gt. R. Derby, Lt. H. Dickert, Lt. J. Dewey, Lt. L. Denisco, /Sgt. D. Dickenson, Sgt. Dickinson. ROW 3: Sgt. C. Dickson, Lt. K. Dille,
Dittbenner, $/Sgt. R. Dixon, Sgt. G. Dobbs, Lt. J. Dodrill, Sgt. E. Donovan, S/Sgt. L. Doyael, Lt. J. Drottar, Lt. A. Drummond, Lt. D. Drysdale, Lt. G. Dye,
Edgley, S/Sgt. N. Edwards, Lt. R. Edwards, T/Sgt. J. Ehlen. ROW 5: Lt. S. Eichen, Lt. A. Eilers, T/Sgt. G. Elder, Sgt. C. Elliott, S/Sgt. D. Ellis, Capt. R.
t. R. M. Ellis, Sgt. W. Eresman. ROW 6: Sgt. D, Essary, S/Sgt. E. Evans, T/Sgt. R. Evenson, Sgt. E. Farkas, $/Sgt. R. Felce, S/Sgt. G. Ferrow, S/Sgt. W.
d, Lt. V. Fienup. ROW 7: Sgt. A. Fiore, 5/Sgt. H. Fischburg, Lt. K. Fitzimmons, Lt. R. Flack, T/Sgt. G. Flanagan, Sgt. E. Flood, Sgt. A. Flowers, Lt. C. Floyd.
ROW 8: Sgt. J. Folsom, Sgt. C. Ford, Sgt. E. Foulds, Lt. E. Fox, Lt. A. Franklin, Sgt. W. Frederick, Lt. W. Freund, Sgt. M. Friedman.
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ROW 1: §/Sgt. C. Friel, Lt. L. Frumin, $/Sgt. R. Fulton, T/Sgt. C. Gallo, Sgt. N. Garmon, Capt. J. Garrison, Lt. D. Gary, Sgt. A. Genovese. ROW 2: Sg
T/Sgt. C. Giberson, Lt. R. Gildea, 5/5gt. J. Gillespie, Lt. P. Gillis, Sgt. |. Gelden, Lt. D. Goldsmith, Lt. 5. Goldstein. ROW 3: S/Sgt. T. Goleski, Lt. D
Sgt. C. Gorlinski, Lt. R. Gormley, $/Sgt. L. Goyer, Lt. N. Graham, Lt. H. Granger, S/Sgt. N. Gravino. ROW 4: Lt. H. Greenberg, Sgt. R. Greenleof, Lt. J
Lt. G. Greenwood, Lt. F. Gregory, Lt. W. Greiner, Lt. R. Griffiths, 5/Sgt. E. Griggs. ROW 5: Sgt. C. Grimes, Sgt. J. Grogan, S/5gt. J. Grosskopf, Lt
S/Sgt. A. Guglieri, Sgt. 5. Guido, Sgt. J. Gverovich, Lt. E. Gwin. ROW é: Lt. J. Haddox, S/Sgt. E. Hall, Sgt. D. Hamilten, Lt. L. Hammarlund, Sgt. D.
Lt. E. Handorf, Lt. R. Hanson, T/Sgt. R. Harjo. ROW 7: §/Sgt. R. Harms, Lt. M. Harness, F/O J. Harper, Lt. H. Harris, §/Sgt. E. Hartman, Sgt. C. Hartnes
T. Hastings, Sgt. G. Head. ROW 8: Lt. W. Heath, Lt. R. Heh, Capt. R. Helmick, Lt. H. Hendricks, Sgt. H. J. Hendricks, Lt. S. Hershkowitz,

S/Sgt. D. Hider. 4
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1: Sgt. H. Hilburn, Sgt. L. Hill, S/Sgt. D. Hilton, Sgt. W. Hoffman, Sgt. N. Hogan, S/Sgt. H. Hogge, Sgt. H. Hellinger, Sgt. V. Holmquist. ROW 2: Lt. A,
Sgt. A. Horton, Lt. E. Hovde, 5gt. W. Howard, 5/Sgt. H. Howarth, Sgt.J. Howell, Sgt. R. Howell, Lt. G. Hudson. ROW 3: Lt. S. Huffer, Sgt. D. Humphrey,
gt. W. Humphrey, Sgt. A. Hunt, Lt. J. Hunter; 5/Sgt. J. P. Hunter, Sgt. D. Hutchings, T/Sgt. J. Ingram. ROW 4: Lt. |. Jacobowitz, 5/Sgt. D. James, Lt. R.
s, Sgt. M. Johns, Lt. E. W. Johnson, T/Sgt. H. Johnson, Sgt. H. W. Johnson, Lt. J. Johnson. ROW 5: Sgt. L. G. Johnson, Lt. E. R. Jones, Sgt. L. 5. Jones,
E. Karamol, Sgt. A. Karnis, Sgt. A. Kawalec, Capt. H. Keel, Lt. D. Kehm. ROW 6. Lt. V. Keilholtz, Sgt. J. Kelley, Sgt. H. Kelsey, Lt. R. Kelsey, T/Sgt. R.
g, Lt. E. Kennedy, Lt. W. Kennedy, 5/Sgt. J. King. ROW 7: Lt. R. King, $/Sgt. L. Kirby, Sgt. F. Kirchhubel, Sgt. O. Knapp, Lt. J. Knowles, T/Sgt. C. Kobis,
lopt. M. Kodas, Sgt. H. Koerner. ROW B: 5/Sgt. C. Koger, S/Sgt. F. Kornblum, Lt. F. Koury, Sgt. E. Kovach, T/Sgt. S. Kowalski, Capt. 5. Kranzler, Lt. W.
1 3 Kre\umer, S/Sgt. J. Krebs.
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ROW 1: S/Sgt. N. Kreitenstein, Sgt. R. Kreitzer, Sgt. F. Kroczynski, Sgt. R. Kuehl, Lt. W. Lackey, Lt. L. Lacy, Lt. S. Laidlaw, Pyvt. T. LaMadrid. ROW.
Lamb, Sgt. A. Langhoff, Lt. J. Lontz, Sgt. H. Larimore, 5/Sgt. R. Laskow, Lt. J. Law, Sgt. F. Lawrence, Capt. W. Lawson. ROW 3: Sgt. E. Lazarchik, Lt
Sgt. S. Lecouras, Lt. M. Lee, Sgt. D. Leech, Lt. J. Leirich, Sgi. A. Lenfast, S/Sgt. R. Lennox. ROW 4: Capt. T. Lentz, Lt. T. Leslie, 5/Sgt. R. Levin, 5/5gt.
Lt. I. Levine, Lt. G. Lewis, $/Sgt. A. Licato, Lt. G. Lindbom. ROW 5: S/Sgt. C. Lindstrom, Lt. R. Lingenfelter, Lt. M. Lirette, T/Sgt. E. Lisch, Sgt. A.
Lobello, T/Sgt. A. Loguidice, Sgt. W. Lombardi. ROW 6: S/Sgt..L. Lombardo, Cap'. J. Love, Sgt. C. Lowe, Capt. J. Luckadoo, S/Sgt. W. Lush, S/Sgt
T/Sgt. C. MacKenzie, Sgt. O. McCartny. ROW 7: S/5gt. C. McCombs, Sgt. J. McDowell, Lt. R. McEuen, Lt. J. McGeorge, S/Sgt. V. McGrath, Sf_Sgi. E. M
Lt. F. McGuire, Sgt. D. Mclntyre. ROW 8: T/Sgt. R. McKnight, T/Sgt. J. McPhee, 5/ gt. C. McSpadden, S/Sgt. R. Machart, Sgt. G. Madden, Sgt. D.
A. Malaney, Lt. G. Manion.
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I: Sgt. H. Markowski, Sgt. J. Marr, §/Sgt. S. Martiello, Lt. D. Martin, Capt. J. Massol, T/Sgt. R. May, Sgt. H. Mayton, Sgt. E. Medhurst. ROW 2: T/Sgt.
o Lt. G. Meyer, 5/Sgt. L. A. Miller, Sgt. M. Miller, Lt. R. Mishler, Sgt. R. Mitchell, S/Sgt. J. Moloney, Capt. R. Monrad. ROW 3: 5/Sgt. E. Morgan, T/Sgt.
{ Sgt. W. Y 4

arty, Sgt. E. Morkrid, T/Sgt. A. Morris, Sgt. J. J. Morris, S/Sgt. K. Morroe, Lt. P. Motta, Lt. G. Moyle. ROW 4: Lt. E. Milholland, S/Sgt. R. Munger, F/O
hy, Sgt. W. Murphy, Lt. T. Murphy, Sgt. R. Myers, Capt. C. Mylius, S/ Sgt. L. Nadeau. ROW 5: S/Sgt. J. Neal, Lt. J. S. Neal 5/Sgt. C. Nessel, Lt. H

Lt. K. Newkirk, Lt. J. Newman, Lt. F. Nicholaev, 5/Sgt. 5. Nicholas. ROW 6: Sgt. R. Norman, Lt. D. Oakes, F/O C O’Leary, S5gt. M. Oleksa, Lt. J. Olson,
O'Neil, 5/Sgt. G. Orta, Sgt. C. Padlo. ROW 7: Sgt. A. Pallas, Lt. A, Park, S/Sgt. T. Parker, Sgt. R. Parmater, Lt. P. Pascal, Lt. J. Passerino, Lt. A

Sgt. R. Patterson. ROW 8: Lt. R. Pearson, S/Sgt. G. Perez, Lt. V. Perez, Sgt. J. Perinsky, 5/Sgt. M. Perno, Lt. F. Peterson, Lt. K Pfister, Sgt. D. Plaum
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Lt. H. Quilici, 5/5at. E. Radke, Sgt. F. Raihl, Lt. J. Rainey, Lt. G. Rake, Sgt. F. Randleman. ROW 4: Capt. J. R . Lt N R , Lt. R. Rayn
Reed, Sgt. W. Reetz, Sgt. W. Reneau, Sgt. W. Rice, $/Sgt. C. Rife. ROW 5: Lt. M. Rish, S/Sgt. H. Roach, Sgt. J. Roberts, Lt. E. Robison, S/Sat.
S/Sgt. A. Rogahn, 5/Sgt. E. Rogers, Capt. C. Romanowski. ROW 6: Lt. R. Resenberg, St. J. Rosolino, Lt. R. Re ., 5/Sgt. M. Rotz, 5/Sgt. G. Ro

S/Sat. J. Rupnick, $/Sgt. D. Sachs. ROW 7: Sgt. R. Sanchez, T/5gt. A. Sapper, Lt. C. Sarabun, §/Sgt. P. Sattler, Sgt. J. Saver, 5/Sgt. M. Scharf, Lt.
Lt. P. Schmidt. ROW 8: Lt. R. Schmidt, S/Sgt. E. Schmitt, Lt. R. Schomp, Lt. M. Schultz, Sgt. J. Schwab, T/Sgt. J. Scott, 5/Sgt. O. Scully, Lt.
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i Sgt. J. Selvenis, Lt, D. Shand, Sgt. C. Sherman, Sgt. W. Shipman, Lt. C. Shively, Capt. R. Shoens, Lt. G. Shoesmith, Sgt. J. Shope. ROW 2: Sgt. J. Sides,
. S. Silverman, S/Sgt. E. Silverstone, S/Sgt. H. Skaggs, 5/Sat. H. Smallwood, Lt. F. A. Smith, Lt. F. P. Smith, T/Sgt. H. W. Smith. ROW 3: Lt. L. Smith,
5. Smith, Capt. M. Snyder, Sgt,‘ H. South, Lt. R. Spahr, Sgt. A. Spangler, Sgt. J. Speakman, Lt. F. Spence. ROW 4: Sgt. T. Spenhoff, Lt. W. Sprow, Sgt.
ichel, Sgt. A. Stankovich, Lt. C. Staiger, Sgt. A. Stanton, T/Sgt. R. Steele, Lt. A. Stern. ROW 5: Sgt. J. Stern, S/Sgt. N. Stevens, Lt. R. Stiller, Sgt. D.
L. F. Stone, T/Sgt. W. Stroud, Sgt. C. Stumpfig, Sgt. E. Sullivan. ROW 6: T/Sgt. J. L. Sullivan, Lt. F. Sustarsic, 5/Sgt. B. Sutton, Sgt. R. Sutton, Lt.
. 5/Sgt. M. Sweeney, S/gt. J. wenson, Sgt. W. Teaff. ROW 7: T/Sgt. W. Tee, Sgt. L. Tekel, T/Sgt. N. Tenaglia, Lt. D. Thompson, S/Sgt. C. Thornton,
g .-" N. Thornton, T/Sgt. R. Tidd, Lt. J. Townsend. ROW 8: Sgt. R. Tucker, Lt. R. Tucker, Lt. S. Turner, Lt. R. Uhlinger, Sgt. J. Urice, S/Sgt. D. Varsetti, Lt.
- R. Vaughan, §/Sgt. H. Verdeur.
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ROW 1: T/Sgt. D. Von Seggern, Lt. J. Wagner, Sgt. W. Wakefield, Sgt. F. Waldman, Lt. D. Warders, $/Sgt. L. Wargin, Lt. C. Wayman, S/5gt. J. '

ROW 2: Sgt. C. Wehner, Lt. M. Weinberg, 5/Sgt. D. Weir, 5/Sgt. A. Wellingham, Sgt. D. Wells, Sgt. W. Wertz, Sgt. W. Westley, 5/5gt. W.

3: F/O D. White, Sgt. W. Wilber, 5/Sgt. J. Williams, Lt. R. F. Williams, Sgt. W. C. Williams, Lt. J. Williamson, Sgt. J. Willsey, Lt. C. Wilsen. RO

D. Wise, Lt. 1. Wofford, Lt. E. Wolf, Sgt. C. Weed, S/Sgt. V. Wright, Sgt. W. Wright, Sgt. A. Young, 5/5gt. 5. J. Young. ROW 5: Sgt. F. Yzenc
Zakrajsek, Lt. E. Zapf, S/Sgt. L. Zimmerman, 5/Sgt. W, Zoltak.

Front L. fo R.: Lt. T. Kizak, Capt. J. Griffin, Lt. E. Williams, Lt. E. Dun
L. to R.: 5/Sgt. A. Olson, S/Sgt. P. DelPriorre, S/Sgt. A. Hun
212 Howell, §/5gt. D. Pilgrim, T/Sgt. B. Siegel.

L. to R.: Capt. D. Hutchinson, Lt. A. Zemske, Lt. P. Batterman, Lt. N. Graham.




351st Bombardment Squadron

Front L. to R.: Lt. J. Goodbread, Capt. J. Love, Lt. J. Joyner, Lt. C. Wayman.
Rear L. to R.: §/Sgt. A..Smith, S/Sgt. S. Burkland, $/Sgt. R. Kirkpatrick,.
S/Sgt. C. Conrad, T/Sgt. C. MacKenzie, T/Sgt. C. Rockhill.

Front L. to R.: Lt. F. Valesh, Lt. M. Zetlan, Lt. J. Booth, Lt. J. R. Johnson. Rear
L. to R.: T/Sgt. J. Mytko, S/Sgt. R. Urich, S/Sgt. L. Black,’S/Sgt. P. Carbone,
S/Sgt. H. Broyles, S/Sgt. E. Jordan.

First Row L. to R.: Cpl. F. Hanson, Sgt. H. Burt, Sgt. W. North, Sgt. E. Smith.
(Ground Crew), S/Sgt. T. Spenhoff. Second Row L. to R.: S/Sgt. G. Head,
S/Sgt. J. Pendleton, S/Sgt. N. Pirovich, S/Sgt. S. Szekely. Third Row L. to R.:
Lt. M. Zetlan, Lt. A. Drummond, Lt. F. McGuire, Lt. C. Cchindler, S/Sgt. S. Cary.

Front L. to R.: $/Sgt. R. Lynch, T/Sgt. J. Angel, S/Sgt. T. Buntin, T/Sgt. J.
Boyle, S/Sgt. H. Barnum, Sgt. G. Gulick. Rear L. to R.: Lt. L. Wickens, Lt. O.
Davis, Lt. R. Hughes, Lt. R. Elliott.

Front L. to R.: S/Sgt. R. Smeall, Sgt. T. Chappell, Sgt. S. Graboyes, S/Sgt. V.

McNabb, SISgt. W. Fisher, T/Sgt. E. Symes. Rear L. to R.: Lt. J. Oller, Lt. F. '
Fuller, Lt. C. Janssen, Lt. J. Cathey. 213
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i 1 Sth BOMBARDMENT SQUADRON
COMMANDING OFF ICERS

-
4 ~ i '}
L AW ok
Maj. R. E. Flesher Maeij. J. C. Egan Maij. E. E. Blakely Maj. M. C. Fuller Maij. J. B. Wallace

|"=9 "':."'lw

Ll

Maij. J. 5. Robinson Maij. R. W. Stivers Maij. J. R, Staples Maj. R. W, Hensey Maij. J. P. Gibbens

Maij. R. Rosenthal

Capt. J. D. Jackson

Maij. C. L. Hosford Jr.

Capt. T. A. Toomey Capt. H. W. Ramsey

d ly Room. L. to R.: Sgt. J. Brody, Sgt. B. Mun[ey, Capt. H. Ramsey, Sgt. A. Castelli, 1:1/59? D. Cax, Pfc. W. Sorter. Supply L. 10 R Cp! L. Hanawalt, Capr
D. Currie, Pfc. D. Brice, S/5gt. R. Heckman.

Engineering. L. to R.: Pvt. Cordray, Gpl. Prycherch, Pvt. Cooper, S/Sgt. O.Grady, Cpl. Naski, T/Sgl Groenendal, T/Sgt. Goellner, T/Sgt. Barnett, Pvt. Catt.
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Engineering. L. to R.: $/Sgt. Gustavson, S/Sgt. Boyd, Sgt. Stillman, Cpl. Snipes, 5/S
Schimmel, M/Sgt. Gartner.

1st/Sgt. J. A. Biggs

1st/Sgt. J. Brody

" : & 2, " r
L. to R.: M/Sgt. Garvin, M/Sgt. Rolley, S/Sgt. Perkins, (Unid.) S/5gt. Chaplin, 5/Sgt. Jackson, Sgt. Amundsen, Pvt. Love,
S/Sgt. Gressman, S/Sgt. Robbins, (2 Unid.)
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gineering. Front L. to R.: S/Sgt. E. Foster, Cpl. E. Fools, Sgt. B. Estes, Sgt. A. Schimmel, M/Sgt. H. Reeve, Sgt. L. Smith,
. R. Schneider, M/Sgt. P. Florig. Center L. to R.: Sgt. F. Macomber, Cpl. T. Brogrowski, Cpl. F. Pratt, M/Sgt. A. Bruns,
. R. McKinney, Cpl. L. Palm, Sgt. L. Neininger, Sgt. W. Cook. Rear L. to R.: Sgt. E. Stewart, S/Sgt. L. Morley, Cpl. E. '*
Rinehart, Cpl. S. Voigt, Sgt. J. Smigrodski, Sgt. C. Perryman, T/Sgt. O. Reeves, M/Sgt. J. Norberg.

’ Supply and Main, Front. L. to R.: Pfc. W. Baldwin, Cpl. C, O'Connor, Sgt. A. Daniel, M/Sgt. H. Gaskill, M/Sgt. G.
ofchell, S/Sgt. T. Poulter, Cpl. J. Masterpol, Sgt. W. Marshalik. Rear L. to R.: Cpl. L. Payne, T/Sgt. J. Flowers, Cpl. A.
mender, Pfc. J. Miller, T/Sgt. T. Costello, Cpl. L. Powell, Cpl. H. Bell, Pfc. J. O'Dell, Cpl. H. Smith, Sgt. C. Smoot,
Sgt. J. Muir.

1 Engineering. Front L. to R.: M/Sgt. J. Light, Sgt. A. Kruse, Sgt. T. Nelson, Sgt. M. Nelson, M/Sgt. W. Schultz, Cpl. J. Oliver,
Sgt. W. Groenendaal, M/Sgt. J. Narel, S/Sgt. J. Mulvenon. Center L. to R.: Sgt. L. Daniels, Sgt. Richey, Sgt. R. Cheney,
Sgt. J. Stentz, Sgt. M. Lyndrup, Cpl. G. O'Brien, Sgt. G. Pruitt, Sgt. J. Buchler, Sgt. P. Findeisen. Rear L. to R.: Sgt. J.
. Griffin, Sgt. J. Tracy, M/Sgt. J. Burns, Sgt. W. Collins, M/Sgt. J. Woodard, $/Sgt. L. Pichl, Sgt. Smith, Sgt. W. Roach.

Eng. Officers, Line and Crew Chiefs. Front L. to R.: M/Sgt. Gatchell, S

/Sgt. J. Mulvenon, M/Sgt. W. Schultz, Lt. C. Lollis,

Capt. W, Clift, 5/Sgt. V. Macy, M/Sgt. J. Narel, M/Sgt. J. Light. Center L. fo R.: M/Sgt. L. Debiak, M/Sgt. G. Warfield,
* M/Sgt. P. Florig, M/Sgt. B. Miles, M/Sgt. R. Corner, M/Sgt. J. Norberg, M/Sgt. A. Bruns, M/Sgt. A. Egbert. Rear L. to R.:
M/Sgt. H. Reeve, S/Sgt. L. Morley, M/Sgt. J. Woodard, M/Sgt. W. Jack, T/Sgt. O. Reeves, M/Sgt. G. Burns, S/Sgt. L. Piehl,

Engineering. Front L. to R.: S/Sgt. J. Bell, M/Sgt. P. Corner, M/Sgt. L. Debiak, Cpl. H. Land, M/Sgt. G. Warfield, S/Sgt. W.
Collins, Cpl. B. Nelson, Sgt. J. Wilson. Center L. to R.: Sgt. J. Perkin, M/Sgt. W. Miles, S$/Sgt. J. Williams, Sgt. W. Speck,
Sgt. M. Sullivan, Cpl. L. Chance, M/Sgt. W. Jack. Rear L. to R.: Sgt. F. Marsh, Sgt. C. Mann, Cpl. T. Lewis, Sgt. J. Stubbs,

M/Sgt. A. Egbert, Sgt. W. Cox, Sgt. J. Cates.
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All men identified Left to Right. ROW 1: Lt. W. Abbey, Lt. W. Agnetti, Sgt. R. Aguila, Sgt. J. Aitken, T/Sgt. C. Akin, Sgt. C. Allen, S/Sgt. G. Alle

Allwine. ROW 2: Lt. M. Anderson, Sgt. O. Anderson, S/Sgt. R. Anderegg, Sgt. C. Anthony, Sgt. L. Artnett, T/Sgt. D. Atkinson, 5/5gt. M. Aven, Sgt. L.

ROW 3: Lt. R. Bailey, Sgt. J. Bain, Lt. W. Baker, Sgt. W. Barack, T/Sgt. |. Bardman, Lt. R. Barker, $/5gt. G. Barney, Lt. T. Barrett. ROW 4: L1, S.

R. Barry, Sgt. C. Barton, S/Sgt. L. Bartoy, T/Sg*. C. Batfin, F/O R. Battista, Capt. H. Bayley, Sgt. B. Beamer. ROW 5: Lt. W. Bee, Sgt. W. Behr, Sgt.

Sgt. V. Belles, T/Sgt. R. Beran, Sgt. L. Bernagozzi, 5/Sgt. F. Bernard, Lt. D. Bertholf. ROW 6: Sgt. H. Beyer, Lt. C. Biddick, 5/Sgt. H. Bieze, Lt.
S/Sgt. R. Bixler, Sgt. R. Blair, Lt. T, Bline, S/Sgt. A. Blum.
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oW 1 T/Sgt. M. Boccuzzi, Sgt. M. Boguminski, Lt. J. Borovilos, S/Sgt. C. Bowlin, 5/Sgt. L. Boyer, Lt. M. Boyer, T/Sgt. J. Brady, S/Sgt. J. Brashears. ROW
5/Sgt. G. Brassel, Sgt. R. Braswell, Sgt. C. Braun, Lt. V. Breazeale, Lt. H. Brice, Sgt. R. Bridges, S/Sgt. E. Britko, T/Sgt. H. Brock, ROW 3: S/Sgt. M. Brooks,
Sgt: W. Brooks, Sgt. C. Brown, S/Sgt. F. B. Brown, Sgt. J. Brown, S/Sgt. W. F. Brown, Lt. L. Brownstein, §/Sgt. F. Bruemmer. ROW 4: S5/Sgt. P. Buck, Lt.
Burtch, S/Sgt. M. Burton, Lt. C. Bush, 5/Sgt. V. Butler, Lt. D. Cafferty, Sgt. A. Caldwell, Sgt. R. Camp, ROW 5: Lt. C. Campbell, Sgt. D. Cargile, Sgt. C.
lson, Lt. E. Carr, Lt. J. Carroll, Sgt. H. Carter, S/Sgt. W. Carter, S/Sgt. W. Casebolt. ROW 6: Lt. E. Cassmatis, Sgt. D. Castles, 5/Sgt. F. Caulfield, Sgt. C.
cil, Lt. W. Cherry, Sgt. P. Church, $/Sgt. H. Clanton, §/Sgt. A. M. Clark. ROW 7: S/Sgt. C. A, Clark, Sgt. L. E. Clarke, Lt. J. Clinton, $/Sgt. W. Clough,
. Coarfney, Sgt. J. Codoluto, Sgt. J. Coffelt, S/Sgt. R. Cohen. ROW 8: T/Sgt. W. Cohen, Lt. L. Coleman, $/Sgt. O. Compton, T/Sgt. C. Conway, Lt. C. Cook,
Sgt. L. Cook, Sgt. |. Cooke, Lt. W. Cooney.
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ROW 1: Lt. R. Cotter, 5/Sgt. U. Cox, Lt. E. Cribbs, Lt. T. Crowley, Capt. C. Cruikshank, Sgt. Csech, Lt. C. Curry, Sgt. J. Curtin. ROW 2: Lt. F. Daiger,
Daly, T/Sgt. F. Danella, Sgt. C. Daniels, S/Sgt. L. Darling, Lt. G. Davidson, §/5gt. D. Davis, Lt. E. Davis. ROW 3: Lt. F. Dawson, $/Sgt. L. Dea
W. DeBlasio, T/Sgt. R. DeKay, Sgt. J. Delamar, Sgt. E. Deluccie, Lt. J. Dennis, Capt. J. DePlanque. ROW 4: Sgt. H. DeSaulniers, S/Sgt. J. Despl
DeVault, Sgt. B. Devine, Lt. R. Digby, Sgt. C. Dobbins; Lt. W. Dodd, T/Sgt. W. Donlea. ROW 5: Sgt. P. Donnelly, Sgt. L. Doucet, Sgt. J. Dragovich, T/Si
Drudge, Sgt. C. Duhig, S/Sgt. R. Dunbar, Lt. L. Duncan, Lt. D. Dunsdon. ROW 6: Sgt. E. Dyblie, S/Sgt. N. Eaton, Sgt. M. Eckley, S/Sgt. T. Egan, §)
Eggleston, T/Sgt. J. Eigen, S/Sgt. H. Engle, Sgt. G. Englehorn. ROW 7: Lt. P. Englert, Sgt. V. Erskine, Sgt. I. Evans, Capt. J. Evans, Sgt. M.
Fantone, Lt. R. Fenton, Maj. E. Ferbrache. ROW 8: Lt. |, Ferguson, $/Sgt. H. Fern, Lt. R. Figg, Sgt. J. Finn, Lt. J. Flanigan, Sgt. F. Flerrlrn Lt. W. Flesl
D Fletcher. 3
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W 1: T/Sgt. D. Fogle, Sgt. F. Foldy, Cpl. G. Forbes, Lt. J. Forcht, T/Sgt. T. Forkner, Sat. C. Forrester, Lt. W. Forsythe, Lt. G. Fory, ROW 2: 5/Sgt. K. Foster,
V. Fraley, Sgt. T. Freeman, T/Sgt. E. French, S/Sgt. L. Gaard, S/Sgt. M. Gaide, $/Sgt. C. Gallagher, Lt. C. Galligan. ROW 3: Lt. W. Gammon, Sgt. R.
angwer, Sgt. C. Gannon, Sgt. A. Garceau, S/Sgt. D. Garrison, Lt. J. Garvan, Sgt. E. Garzini, Sgt. M. Gates. ROW 4: S/Sgt. J. Gensel, Sgt. M. Gillespie,
spt. S. Gillison, S/Sgt. D. Gish, Sgt. J. Gladden, Lt. A. Glaskin, T/Sgt. L. Godbey, Lt. C. Gowen. ROW 5: Lt. H. Goldberg, S/Sgt. E. Gonzales, Lt. O. Gon-
ales, S/Sgt. E. Good, S/Sgt. W. Goos, Capt. A. Gorski, Lt. T. Goupill, Lt. G. Graham, Sgt. J. Gray, Lt. J. Groziano, Lt. E. Greasamare, Lt. 5. Green, Lt. W.
een, Lt. W, E. Green, Sgt. H. Greenfield, 5/Sgt. T. Gribble. ROW 7: S/Sgt. C. Griffin, Lt. O. Griffith, S/Sgt. J. Grinstead, Lt. R. Grum, Lt. J. Gverrini, Capt.
‘Gummersall, T/Sgt. J. Hafer, T/Sgt. C. Hall. ROW 8: Lt. M. Hall, Sgt. W. S. Hall, Lt. R. Halliday, $/Sgt. W. Halunka, Sgt. B. Hambleton, Sgt. L. Hambrick,
Lt. H. Hamilton, Lt. J. Hamilten.
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ROW 1: Sgt. C. Hampton, Lt. P. Haralson, S/Sgt. R. Harknett, Lt. W. Harlan, Lt. J. Harper, Lt. C. Harris, Sgt. D. Harris, $/Sgt. R. Harris. ROW 2: §f
Healey, 5/Sgt. W. Heathman, Lt. D. Hegge, S/Sgt. W. Hellen, Lt. C. Hellerich, Sgt. P. Helmin, Sgt. K. Helming, Lt. J. Henry. ROW 3: Lt. R. Hess, S/
M. Hickman, Lt. N. High, Lt. H. Higham, Sgt. W. Hill, Sgt. J. Hise, Sgt. T. Hoagg, Lt. J. Hoerr. ROW 4: Sgt. J. Holp, Sgt. J. Horn, Lt. E. Ho ath
Houghton, T/Sgt. N. Howden, Sgt. A. Hubiak, T/Sgt. R. Hudson, Lt. B. Huffsey. ROW 5: Lt. T. Hulsey, Sgt. V. Hulteen, Sgt. P. Hunter, S/Sgt. W. Icke
Jackson, T/Sgt. W. Jackson, S$/Sgt. G. Janos, Lt. J. Jensen. ROW 6é: Sgt. D. Jimerson, Lt. A. Johnson, §/Sgt. A. C. Johnson, S/Sgt. D. Johnson, §
Johnson, S/Sgt. J. Johnson, Lt. M. Johnsen, Lt. R. Johnson. ROW 7: S/Sgt. R. Johnson, Sgt. W. J. Johnson, S/Sgt. P. ohnston, Sgt. G. Jones, Lt G. '
Lt. P. G. Jones, F/O W. Jones, Sgt. M. Joseph. ROW 8: Lt. 1. J. Joyce, Sgt. R. Kaasa, Sgt. L. Kaminski, Sgt. R. Karas, T/5gt. R. Kasik, Lt. E. Kearney, Sgt. .|. :

Lt. M. Keker. ’
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DW 1: Lt. Z. Kendall, Lt. J. Kennemer, Sgt. R. Kerwin, Lt. E. Kiessling, Lt. L. Kilby, Lt. A. Kinder, T/Sgt. M. King, Lt. G. Kinsella. ROW 2: Lt. R. Kirby, T/Sgt. G.
ehomer, S/5gt. G. Kline, 5/Sgt. G. Knauff, §/Sgt. G. Knolle, Copt. R. Knox, Lt. M. Kobasky, Sgt. N. Koczent. ROW 3: T/Sgt. J. Kosik, 5/Sgt. R. Kowalski,
L J. Krusienski, $/Sgt. Kurnik, Sgt. J. Kyrc, §/Sgt. J. Laspada, Lt. F. Lauro, Sgt. T. Lawrason. ROW 4: Lt. A. Leader, Lt. W. LeBaron, Lt. P. Ledbetter, Lt. O.
der, Lt. R. Lehto, S/Sgt. L. Leist, Sgt. C. Leming, t. T. Lemond. ROW 5: Sgt. J. Leone, Lt. B. Levine, T/Sgt. S. Levitt, Lt. W. Lewis, T/Sgt. W. Libbert, Lt. W.
htenstein, Lt. P. Liesche, Sgt. N. Linke. ROW 6: Lt. R. Lipps, Lt. R. Lischer, 5/Sgt. C. lottes, Lt. E. Loughran, Lt. W. Lowans, Sgt. H. Lowe, Sgt. S. Lozanoff,
Sgt. J. Lucarelli, ROW 7: §/Sgt. J. Luistu, T/Sgt. J. Lyons, Sgt. L. Lythgoe, Lt. C. McAllister, Sgt. T. McAndrews, Lt. R. McAtee, 5/Sgt. R. McComber, Lt. J.
g McCurley. ROW 8: S/Sgt. J. McCuster, Lt. L. McDonnell, Lt. L. Mcintyre, Lt. J. McKay, Lt. D. McKeen, Lt. T. McKenzie, Sgt. J. McLamb, Lt. B. McMillan.
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ROW 1: Lt. R. McPhee, Sgt. J. Mack, 5/Sgt. M. Maddran, Lt. S. Major, 5/Sgt. L. Malcuit, Sgt. T. Mangum, Lt. A. Marchiondo, S/Sgt. J. Marion. R
A. Markowski, Sgt. O. Marks, Lt. O. Markussen, Sgt. E. Marlen, Lt. C. Martin, Lt. T. Martin, $/Sgt. J. Martinkovich, 5/Sgt. J. Martucci. ROW 3: Sgt. R
asen, Lt. W. Matison, Lt. R. Mau, Sgt. J. Mauk, S/Sgt. R. Mazzacane, Lt. H. Mears, 5/Sgt. G. Melchiorre, Sgt. E. Miller. ROW 4: Sgt. J. R. Miller,
Miller, Lt. R. M. Miller, Sgt. A. Milone, Lt. D. Miner, Lt. J. Minerich, Lt. G. Mink, Sgt. G. Moore. ROW 5: §/Sgt. H. Moore, Sgt. L. Moore, Sgt. R.
W. Moore, S/Sgt. R. Moran, Lt. G. Morasco, Lt. W. Moreno, Sgt. P. Morris. ROW 6: Lt. |. Munn, Sgt. G. Murasky, Lt. J. Musser, Sgt. R. Myers, Lt. W, B
Sgt. W. Nanasy, Capt. R. Nance, Lt. F. Nelson, ROW 7: Lt. E. Nesmith, Lt. E. Neu, 5/Sgt. 5. Niedermeyer, Lt. R. Nietz, 5/Sgt. L. Nord, 5/Sgt. H.
K. Mowland, Sgt. L. Munnery. ROW 8: Sgt. D. O'Connell, Sgt. J. Ogg, Lt. L. Ogletree, Lt. B. Olson, Lt. G. Owens, Sgt. J. Oyler, Lt. A. Paine, Lt.
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§. J. Porrilla, Sgt. G. Parsons, Sgt. B. Pate, 5/Sgt. H. Patterson, Lt. L. Patterson, T/Sgt. W. Paulsen, Lt. D. Payne, Sgt. J. Penny. ROW 2. §/Sgt. R. Perras,
5. Peterson, Lt. W. Peterson, 5/Sgt. G. Petrohelos, Lt. R. Phaneuf, Lt. J. Phelan, Lt. W. Pickett, Sgt. F. Pieta. ROW 3: S/Sgt. V. Pinner, Sgtt P. Pion, Sgt.
listono, Sgt. W. Platzner, Sgt. J. Poellnitz, $/5gt. P. Porch, Sgt. C. Porter, Sgt. J. Powell. ROW 4: Lt. R. Prewitt, 5/Sgt. 5. Pry, Sgt. R. Pryor, Sgt. T. Puckett,
C. Pullem, 5/Sgt. J. Pyles, $/Sgt. C. Raczynski, Lt. D. Radtke. ROW 5: Lt. M. Radulovich, $/Sgt. R. Ramsay, Lt. K. Rasmussen, Lt. R. Ray, 5/Sgt. R. Ray, Sgt.
Ray, Lt. G. Reid, Lt. R. Reilly. ROW 6é: Lt. T. Reilly, S/Sgt. B. Reynolds, Lt. D. Rice, Lt. E. Richardson, Sgt. O. Riley, S/Sgt. J. Roberson, Lt. F. Roberts, Sgt.
Roberts. ROW 7: 5/Sgt. J. Robins, 5/Sgt. G. Robinson, $/Sgt. R. Robinson, Sgt. J. Robstock, Lt. D. Rohlfs, $/Sgt. R. Ross, Lt. G. Roth, Sgt. P. Rowe. ROW 8:
Lt. H. Rowland, T/Sgt. M. Rubinfeld, Sgt. J. Rudy, Lt. J. Ruffner, Sgt. H. lRulm’:g, Lt. M. Rumley, S/Sgt. J. Russell, T/Sgt. A. Rutkowski.

225



ombardment aquadron

N oA D
h A/ "\/ 7 A
g

-
H 3 - glika
m

m

- =

ﬁ ~
w ﬁh c il

oy (“ 3 »,
Y- P N

ROW 1: Lt. N. Ryan, Sgt. J. Rybak, Sgt. C. Rye, Lt. D. Salmeier, Lt. J. Sanders, Sgt. W. Sapp, S/Sgt. T. Sasser, S/Sgt. L. Saunders. ROW 2: Sgt. G
S/Sgt. R. Schad, $/Sgt. R. Schellin, Lt. L. Schmidt, 5/Sgt. A. Schmitz, Lt. T. Schmuck, Lt. R. Schremser, S/Sgt. M. Schrier. ROW 3: T/Sgt. K. Schre
J. Schultz, Lt. J. Schwank, Lt. G. Scirocco, Lt. A. Scoggins, S/Sgt. D. Scott, Lt. G. Scott, Lt. J. J. Scott. ROW 4: Sgt. C. Segrest, Sgt. D. Segr
Shaffer, Lt. G. Sharpe, Sgt. D. Shaw, T/Sgt. J. Shay, 5/Sgt. R. Shearer, Sgt. P. Sheinfeld. ROW 5: 5/Sgt. M. Sheldon, Sgt. H. Shope, Lt. D. Shoss, s/
T/Sgt. C. Simon, Sgt. E. Skapin, Sgt. A. Skeeters, Lt. A. Slatinsky. ROW &: S/Sgt. L. Sloan, T/Sgt. W. Slonimsky, Lt. B. Smolens, S/Sgt. E. Smith,
Smith, Lt. H. L. Smith, Lt. R. A. Smith, Sgt. W. J. Smith. ROW 7: F/O R. Snyder, Sgt. W. Sorter, 5/Sgt. J. Springer, Lt. J. Stack, F/O J. Stephens,
Sgt. C. Stewart, S/Sgt. J. Stireman. ROW 8: Lt. M. Stockton, Sgt. V. Stoffregan, Lt. J. Stoffregen, S/Sgt. J. Strang, Sgt. A, Stroble, Lt. R, Stoelting, Lt |

Lt. D. Stuke. )
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418th Bombardment Squadron

"N A0 A

i dihy 77

f 1: Lt. C. Svendsen, Lt. W. Swancutt, Sgt. P. Sweitzer, Sgt. G. Symington, Sgt. C. Szymanski, Sgt. J. Taggart, Lt. E. Talbert, Sgt. R. Taylor. ROW 2: T/Sgt
Taylor, Sgt. R. Thomahlen, Lt. W. Thomas, T/Sgt. D. Thompson, Sgt. F. Thompson, F/O J. Thompson, Sgt. L. Thompson, T/Sgt. M. Thornton. ROW 3: Sgt. F.
pe, Lt. W. Thorpe, 5/Sgt. A. Tirrell, S/Sgt. S. Tisdale, Lt. E. Tobin, Sgt. G. Tricker, Sgt. A. Trigg, Sgt. M. Troutt. ROW 4: T/Sgt. G. Tuccero, Sgt. A. Tuott,

L. Tutor, S/Sgt. F. Tychewicz, S/Sgt. M. Udick, SSgt. A. Vacco, Sgt. R. Valentik, S/Sgt. R. Vance. ROW 5: T/Sgt. M. VarfCleve, S/Sgt. B. Vanderheide,
. P. VanSlyck, Sgt. H. Vaughn, Sgt. J. Verbeeck, Lt. C. Via, §/Sgt. A. Vickers, T/Sgt. O. Vincenti. ROW 6: $/Sgt. E. ollmer, Lt. P. Walker, Sgt. R. Walsh,
Sgt. K. Ward, Sgt. G. Warner, Lt. E. Warsaw, 5/5gt. H. Waskewicz, $/Sgt. J. Wasson. ROW 7: Sgt. E. Wayrynen, Sgt. L. Weaver, T/Sgt. L. Weeks, Lt. L.
el , Lt. J. Weinstock, Lt. G. Weise, Sgt. G. Wheatley, Lt. J. Whi:uker, ROW 8: Sgt. E. White, Lt. F. White, S/Sgt. R. White, Sgt. T. With, S/Sgt. M. Wilch,
1 Sgt. D. Wilcox, S/Sgt. G. Will, Lt. B. Williams.

227




rament

ROW 1: Sgt. E. Williams, Capt. H. B. Williams, Sgt. H. O. Williams, 5/Sgt. G. Williamson, §/Sgt. C. J. Wilson, Lt. J. Wilson, §/5gt. V. Wood, Lt. R, Wo
2: Lt. D. Wynn, Sgt. E. Yaroch, $/Sgt. 'W. Yates, S/Sgt. E. Yevich, 5.5gt. W. Young, Sgt. S. Zalesny, Sgt. A. Zikorus.

Front L. to R.: Lt. R. Nance, Lt. B. Farnum, Lt. F. Kincannon, Lt. L. Abromowitz,
Rear L. o R.: Sgt. R. Chavez, Sgt. O. Edge, S/Sgt. G. Snider, S/Sgt. D. Deason,
Sgt. C. Garette, 5/Sgt. B. Tarnecki.

Front L. to R.: S/Sgt. L. Sounders, T/Sgt. M. Thornton, S/Sgt. E. Yevich,
S/Sgt. L. Nord, T/Sgt. E. Forkner. Rear L. to R.: §/Sgt. W. McClelland, Lt. H.
Crosby, Lt. C. Via, Capt. E. Blakely, Lt. J. Douglass.
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Front L. to R.: Sgt. M. Goff, T/Sgt. W. O'Shea, Sgt. D. Mel
Koszednar. Rear L. to R.: Lt. |. Dummer, Lt. T. Carley, Lt. H. Kan
Gorham, $/Sgt. C. Seaman.

#.9< @

Front L. to R.: Lt. C. Cowing, Lt. T. Hulsey, Lt. J. Harper, Lt. W,
L. to R.: $/Sgt. K. Helming, S/Sgt. J. Mauk, T/Sgt. R. Hu
Padstawski, 5/Sgt. J. Kyre, T/Sgt. W, Carter.



pera li ona/ Z?ox \S)core

(Abbreviations: AF—Airfield, AC—Aircraft, T.O.—Target of Opportunity, 8. T.—Secondary Target, L.R.—Last Resort Target, MY—
Marshalling Yard, Noball—Mission to bomb rocket site, MT—Motor Transport, T.A.—Target Area. Note: When the Result column is
blank, there is no available information due to adverse weather.) .

u. s. . u. s

1943 Enemy  Air- Enemy Nirs,
June Dt::.:;ay{etd f:uft: i{o{;: Results D‘:;:‘:;i’?d i:::: E;I: Results
25 Bremen, subyards ... 0 © 3 30 8 Bremen, town ...... 16 7 72 Fair-good
28 St. Nazaire, sub pens. 1) 0 0 Good 9 Marienburg, AC factory 0 0 0 Excellent
29 Le Mans, aero engines 0 0 0 Fair 10 Munster, workers
July quarters . ........ 12 121
4 La Pallice, harbor ... 0 110 14 Schweinfurt, ball bear-
10 Le Bourget (Paris) AF 4 1 10 Ings: iverimesae 0 0 Excellent
14 Le Bourget (Paris) AF 7 0 0 Good 18 Duren, factory area .. 0 0 Recall
17 Hamburg, aero engines 5 0 ] Recall 20 Duren, factory area .. 0 0
24 Trondheim, sub pens. 2 0 0 Good November
25 Warnemunde, AC 3 Wilhelmshaven, sub
factory svaeiani: 0 1 10 yards s 0 o
Kiel, harbor; factories 5 Gelsenkirchen, syn-
(T.O) v, thetic ol ........ 1 18
26 Hanover, rubber works 0 0 0 7 Duren, factory area . . 0 0
28 Oschersleben, AC 13 Bremen, MY. ... .... 0 0
factory .......... 2 0 0 Recall 16 Rjukan (Norway),
29 Warnemunde, AC Hydroelectric power 0 0 Excellent
(T (7, S 0 0 0 Excellent 19 Zutphen (T.O.) .... 0 0
30 Kassel, AC factory ... 0 0 0 Missed 26 Bremen, sub yards . .. 1 10
August Paris, ball bearings ..
12 Wesseling, synthetic oil 0 0 0 Good 29 Bre‘men, industrial ... 0 0
15 Merville, AF ....... 2 0 0 Good 30 Solingen, town ..... 0o 0
17 Regensburg, AC December
factory  ......... 49 9 90 Excellent 5 Bordeaux/Merignac
18 Woendrecht, AF Y, S 0 0
(Holland) ....... 0 0 0 11 Emden, sub yards ... 1 10 Poor
24 Bordeaux/Merignac, 13 Kiel, sub yards ..... 0 ]
7, e N 0 0 0 16 Bremen, city ....... 0 0 Good
24 Conches, Evreux AF's 0 0 0 Fair 20 Bremen, city ....... 0 0 Very good
27 Watten, specia] con- 22 Munstcr, MY cuoews 1 10
straction iaivins 0 0 0 Fair 24 St. Joseph au Bois g
31 Meulan les Meureaux, (Noball) ........ 0 0 Fair
AC repair ........ 0 0 0 30 Ludwigshaven, chemi-
September (1 S 2 20 Good
31 Paris, ball bearings . . 0 0 Very good
3 Beaumont le Roger,
AF (8T.) ....... 8 4 40 1944
6 Conches, Bernay, St. Janua.ry )
Martin, Evreux AF's 9 3 30 4 Kiel, sub ship yards . . 0 0
7 Watten, special con- 5 Nuess, nuts and bolts
struction ........ 0 0 0 Poor (T;O‘) """" : 0 0 Excellent
9 Beauvais, Tille AF .. 0 0 0 Good 7 Ludwigshaven, chemi-
15 Paris, AC factory als ............. 0 0 Good
(Renault) ....... 5 1 10 Good 13:Ossabruck. (T.0:) o 0
16 Bordeaux/Merignac, 14 Foret D'Hesdin (No-
AC works ....... 0 110 Fair ball) ........... 0 0 Excellent
23 Vannes, AF ........ 0 0 0 Good 21 Bois D'Esquerdes (No-
26 Paris, MT ... 0 0 0 ball) .......... 0 0 Hit T.A.
27 Emden, pott ........ 0 0 0 24 Frankfurt, metal works 0 0
2 29 Frankfurt, city ...... 0 0
October 30 Brunswick, aecro
2 Emden, docks ...... 3 0 0 engines (S.T.) ... 0 0 Fair
4 Saarluis, industrial .
Ared  vuan s 9 110 Bebruary
3 Wilhelmshaven, city. . 0 0 Hit T.A.
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u. 8. u. s.
Enemy  Air- Enemy  Air-
Aircraft  craft  Men Aircraft  craft  Men
Destroyed Lost  Lost Results Destroyed Lost  Lost Results
4 Frankfurt, steel works 25 Dijon/Longvic, AF .. 0 0 0 Very good
(134 i e e 0 3 30 26 Brunswick, town
5 Villacoublay, AF (8T0) sovmwsvwwm 0 0 0
(b 1 0 0 0 Good 27 Flottemanville (No-
6 Romilly sur Seine, AF 0 0 0 ball) swssmsaciss 0 0 0 Excellent
10 Brunswick, city ..... 0 2 20 27 Thionville, AF, Le
13 Livossart (Noball) .. 0 0 0 Very good Culot, AF ....... 0 1 10 Excellent
Bois Rempre (Noball) . 28 Sottevast (Noball) .. 0 2 21
20 Stettin, aero engines 29 Berlin, city ........ 0 0 0 Missed
(ST.) covennnn. 1 2 20 May
21 Alhorn, Vorden AF .. 0 1 10 Good 1 Wizernes (Noball) .. 0 0 0 Recall
24 Posen, AC factory ... 0 0 0 1 Saarguemines, MY .. 1 0 0 Fair
25 Regensburg, AC factory 0 1 10 Very good 7 Berlin; €ity: «.vavis 0 0 0
28 Marquenville (No- 8 Berlin, city ........ 0 1 10
ball) :iwwmwwsasas 0- 0 0 8 La Glacerie (Noball) 0 0 0
29 Brunswick, aero 9 Laon/Couvron AF,
engines (5.T.) ... 0 0 0 Laon/Athies ..... 0 i} 0
March 11 Liege, MY ......... 0 1 10
2 Chartres, AF ..o, 0 0 0 12 Brux, oil refinery
3 Berlin, electrical Czech.)' wuwvwawus 0 2 20
SQUEPL i i 2 3 30 13 Osnabruck, MY .... 0 0 0
4 Berlin, electrical 19 Berlin, city ........ 10 3 30
equip. . .... R 3 I 10 20 Brussels, MY ...... 0 0 0
6 Berlin, electrical 23 Troyes, AF ........ 0 0 0
BGUIDY smvamomemes 26 15 150 24 Berlin, city ........ 10 9 90
8 Berlin, ball bearings. . 7 1 10 Excellent 25 Brussels, MY ...... 0 0 0
9 Berlin, city ......... 0 0 0 27 Strassbourg, aero
15 Brunswick, Waggum ENgINes ....... ... 0 0 0
AC factory ....... 0 1 10 28 Gera, town (100th
(BT) cemeoiimssas VALY, Fesseomines 8 L 10
16 Augsburg, city (S.T.) 3 0 0 Magdeburg, oil  re-
18 Lechfeld, AF (T.O.). 1 3 30 Good finery (100th "B")
Munich, city (S.T.).. Good 29 Leipzig, AC repair
19 Marquise, Mimoyeques depot . on.iinaais 0 1 10
(Noball) ........ 0 0 1 30 Troyes, MY ........ 0 0 0
22 Oranienburg, AC 31 Osnabruck, MY ..... 0 0 0
Factory . .ovsivinns 0 0 0 Good June
Berlin, city (S.T.) .. 2 Boulogne, shore de-
23 Brunswick, city (5.T.) 0 0 0 Good fenses ............ 0 0 0
27 Bordeaux/Merignac 2 Paris (Acheres) rail
AR caeasiesie 0 0 0 Excellent [T AR 0 0 0
Cazaux AF  (100th 4 Boulogne, shore de-
BT T s tenses sooomasnin 0 0 0
28 Chateaudun AF ..... 0 0 ] Good 5 Boulogne, beach
April (ST.)Y covmnenons (i} 2 20
1 Ludwigshaven, rubber o 6 Ouistreham, town ... 0 0 0
factoey ... ..e5e0 Recall 6 Falaise, town . ...... 0 0 0
8 Quackenbruck AF ... 0 0 0 Fair 6 Falaise, town ....... 0 0 0
10 Maldegem AF ...... 0 0 0 Missed 7 Nantes, bridge .. .... 0 0 0
11 Rostock, city (T.0.).10 0 1 8 Tours, bridge ...... 0 0 0
12 Schkeuditz, AC factory Recall 11 Berck sur Mer, shore
13 Augsburg, AC factory 1 0 0 Fair Jefonges: covmminis 0 0 0
18. Genshagen (Berlin), 12 Dunkirk, shore de-
AC engines ...... 0 0 0 Fair fosse: ... 0 9 17
Brandenburg, AF, Bad 14 Le Culot, AF ....... o 0 o
Wilsnack, village .. 15 Wilster, town (T.0.) 0 0 0
19 Lippstadt and Werl 18 Brunsbuttelkoog,
AE'S ........... 0 0 0 Excellent canal lock ©swwsa 0 0 0
20 Marquenville (No- (ST.) eoeennnn..
ball) . R S 0 0 0 19 Corme Ecluse, AF ... 0 0 0
Flottemanville (No- 20 Fallersleben, MT
ball) ........... factory .......... 0 0 0
22 Soest, ‘tuwn (T} .. -2 1 10 Good 21 Rubhland, oil refinery. . 0 0 0
24 Friedrichshafen, AC : 21 Basdorf (Berlin), AC
factory ...... e 0 0 0 Very good engines ......... 0 0 0
Neckarsulm, piston 22 Paris, river docks ... 1 0 0

works (S.T.) ..... 230



u. s. u. s.
Enemy  Air- Enemy  Air-
Aircraft  craft  Men Aircraft  craft  Men
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Destroyed Lost  Lost Results Destroyed Lost  Lost Results
24 Grand Couronne 26 Brest, ground defenses 0 0 0
(Rouen), oil depot 27 Berlin, tank depot ... 0 0 0 Recall
[0l & T 0 1 10 Missed 30 Bremen, tank factory. 0 0 0
25 South France, Maquis September
supplies ......... 0 1 10 Excellent 1 Mainz, ordnance dump 0 0 0 Recall
26 Drohobycz, oil re- 3 Brest, ground defenses 0 1 6 Very good
finery CesavaiEe 0 0 0 5 Stuttgart, aero engines 0 0 0 Very good
29 Bohlen, oil refinery .. 2 0 0 Hit T.A. 8 Mainz, ordnance depot 0 0 0 Hit target
July 9 Rieholz, town ....... 0 0 0 ¢
3 Arad, MY (Rumania) 0 0 0 Excellent ' 10 Nurnburg, tank works 0 0 0 Good
4 Gien, rail bridge .... 0 0 0 Recall 11 Ruhland, oil refinery.16 12 100 .
5 Beziers, MY ....... 0 0 0 Excellent 12 Magdeburg, oil ; Fulda,
6 Fleury, Crepeuil (No- MY ...l 0 0 0 Fair
bally cosasaanaes 0 0 0 Missed 13 Sindelfingen, motor
7 Gottingen, GAF depot WORKS wrorvassaamens 0 0 0 Fair
(L) zrsssmsss 0 0 0 Missed 18 Warsaw, supplies ... 0 0 0 Good
Bohlen, oil refinery .. 19 Szolnok (Hungary) .. 0 0 0 Good
8 Le Lente, rail junction 25 Ludwigshaven, MY .. 0 0 0
(LG wwasvw 0 0 0 Excellent 26 Bremen, tank works .. 0 0 0 Good
Bourth, rail bridge 27 Mainz, MY ........ 0 0 0
(TO) ..oon.... 28 Merseburg, oil refinery 0 1 9
11. Munich, aero engines. 0 0 0 30 Bielefeld, ordnance
12 Munich, industrial dump: sevcsaeans 0 1} 0
area . ... ... -. .. 0 0 0 October
13 Munich, jet engines .. 5 2 20 2 Kassel, aero engines.. 0 0 0
14 South France, supplies 0 0 0 Excellent 3 Nurnburg, tank factory 0 0 0 Good
17 Auxerre, rail bridge .. 0 0 0 Hit target Ludwigsburg, town
17 Montgournoy  (No- and MY .........
Bally ousoncuns 0 0 0 Missed 5 Handorf, AF ....... 0 0 0 Recall
18 Kiel, docks (100th 6 Berlin (Spandau) AC
MA") | ssssaeeass 0 0 0 parts ..., 0 1 9 Excellent
Hemmingstedt, oil 7 Hamlin, MY (T.0.). 0 1 9 Good
(100th "B") ..... 9 Mainz, MY ........ 0 0 0
19 Schweinfurt, town 12 Bremen, AC factory .. 0 0 0 Good
(100th "A”) ..... 0 0 0 15 Cologne, MY ...... 0 0 0 Poor
Duren, MY (100th 17 Cologne, MY ...... 0 0 0 Missed
"BTTO) v 18 Kassel, aero engines.. 0 0 0 Hit T.A.
20 Merseburg, oil refinery 0 1 12 19 Mannheim, MT (8.T.) 0 0 0 Poor
21 Ludwigsburg (T.0.). 0 0 0 22 Munster, MY ....... 0 0 0 Good
24 St. Lo, ground sup- 26 Hanover, loco., tank
port ........een 0 0 0 Recall works (8T.) w.o.oo0 O 0 0 Missed
25 St. Lo, ground sup- 30 Merseburg, oil refinery 0 0 0 Recall
POft s 0 1 9 November
28 Merseburg, oil refinery 0 3 28 2 Merseburg, oil refinery 0 0 1 Good
29 Merseburg, oil refinery 1 8 72 5 Ludwigshaven, MY
31 Munich, areo engines. 0 0 0 (ST) wevennnnn. 0 1 9 Hit target
August 6 Neumunster, AC re-
2 Tergnier, La Fere, rail pair, MY ........ 0 0 0 Fair
bridges .......... 0 0 0 Hit T.A. 9 Saarbrucken, MY
3 Troyes, rail junction.. 0 0 0 Excellent (ST opvenuamog 0 0 1 Poor
4 Hamburg, oil refinery 0 0 0 Good 10 Wiesbaden, AF ..... 0 1 9 Poor
5 Magdeburg, tank, AC 0 2 19 Excellent 16 Aachen area, ground
6 Berlin, aero engines .. 0 0 0 Very good SUPPOIt . .vuuuu... 0 0 0 Good
7 Beautor, bridge ..... 0 0 0 Recall 21 Osnabruck, MY (LR.) 0 o 0
8 St. Sylvain, ground de- ; 6 Hamm M;( 0 0 0 Missed
fenses ........... 0 1 9 Hit T.A. Fiso oy BESESAE .
. 29 Hamm, MY ........ 0 0 0 Missed
11 Villacoublay, AF .... 0 1 J Exceilent 30 Merseburg, oil refinery 0 1 10 Poor
13 Mantes Gassicourt, i '
roads and railroads. 0 0 0 Good December
14 Ludwigshaven, oil 2 Koblenz, MY ....... 0 0 0 Recall
plant coisaiamaa 0 1 9 4 Friedberg, MY (T.O.) 0 0 0 Poor
15 Venlo, AF ......... 0 0 0 Hit T.A. 5 Berlin, tank works .. 0 0 0 _
18 Pacy sur Armancon, o= 11 Koblenz, MY (S.T.). 0 0 0 Fa‘:r
oil dump «...c... 0 0 0 Good 12 Darmstadt, MY ..... 0 0 ] Hit target
24 Ruhland, oil refinery. 0 0 0 Excellent 18 Mainz, MY ........ 0 0 0
25 Politz, oil refinery ... 0 0 0 Very good 24 Bibtis AF, Kaiser-



u.s u.s

Enemy  Air- Enemy Aire
.1 Dot Tt Lew Results D T 1o
AT e e 4 Uln, MY (ST) ... 0 0 0
25 Kaiserlautern, MY .. 0 i} 0 Excellent 7 Sioam, MX (S'T')- i X v v
27 Fulda, MY ........ o o0 0o Vv d 8 Langendreer, coking
. goo lant . .oeeeiinnn 0 0 0
28 Koblenz, MY (S.T.). 0 0 0 -
29 Frankfurt, MY il 0 1 Very good Giegsen, MY (5.T.) i
. T 800 9 Frankfurt, AC factory 0 0 0
30 Kassel, MY ._...... 0 0 0
. 10 Dortmund, MY ..... 0 0 0
31 Hamburg, oil refinery.23 12 111 :
11 Hamburg, oil refinery
14 (ST woevrnnnns o 0 o
Jenyacy 12 Swinemunde, docks .. 0 0 0
2 Bad Kreuzna{‘h, L{Y-- 0 0 0 Good 14 Seelze, MY (100th
3 Fulda, MY ......... 0 0 0 CASICTY e 0 0 0
5 Frankfur.t.MY ...... 0 0 ] Good Hanover, RR work- .
6 Annweiler, town shops (100th “B").
(T.O.) ...... e 0 0 0 Poor 15 Oranienburg, MY ... 0 0 0
7 Cf)lugm:, auto bridge. 0 0 0 Wittenburge, MY ...
Limburg, town (,T'O') 17 Plauen, textile factory 0 0 0
19 Col?gne, gRsbwy 18 Berlin, MY; Falken-
b.ndgc """"" v ! 9 Fair burg, town, RR ... 1 4 38
Duisburg, Hackfeld, 19 Fulda, RR line (100th
Kapellem, Ober- TAEY s 0 0 0
k.assel, {owns """ Jena, optical wprks
13 Mainz, hrfdgt: ...... 0 0 0 Good (100th “B,” "C").
14 Derben, oil storage .. 6 0 0 Excellent 21 Plauen, machine works 1 1 9
17 Hamburg, oil refinery. 0 0 0 Good 59 Misom; KB v aicss o 0 0
20 Hetlbm:}, MY. (S:T.) 0 0 0 Fair 23 Unna, MY (100th
21 Mannheim, rail bridge “AS "B "C') .. 0 1 9
L 0 0 0 Marburg, MY (100th
28 Duisburg, bridge .... 0 0 0 Very good DY s
29 Kassel, tank works .. 0 0 0 Good 24 Steenwijk/Havelte
Fcbruar::' ' AR ppimsrsss 0 0 0
3 Berlin, city ......... 0 4 36  Good 24 Ziegenhain, AF ..... o o0 0
6 ChemP:tz‘ town ; 28 Hanover, tank factory 0 0 0
Zwickau, town 29 Hamburg, shipyards.. 0 0 0
(TO) .......... 0 0 0 31 Zeitz, oil refinery
9 Weimar, arm. works (100th "B, “C"
(S.T:} ERREEREEE 0 0 0 Good b & i) [T re— 0 1 9
14 Chemmtz, city (lOOth Bad Berica, oil storage
YA and By (100th "A”) .....
Doubrava, bridge
(100th “C") ... 0 0 0 April
15 Cottbus, city (S.T.).. 0 0 0 3 Kiel, sub yards ..... 0 1 10
17 Giessen, MY (L.R.). 0 0 0 Poii 4 Kiel, sub yards ..... 0 0 0
19 Osnabruck, MY; 5 Nurnburg, MY ..... 0 1 9
Munster, town .... 0 0 ] Fair 6 Leipzig, MY ....... 0 0 0
20 Nurnburg, MY (S.T.) 0 0 0 Good 7 Buchen, oil storage .. 8 2 19
21 Nurnburg, MY (5.T.) 0 0 0 Fair 8 Eger, MY (Czech.) .. 0 0 0
22 Donaueschingen, 9 Munich/Reim, AF ... 0 0 0
town (100th "A"). 0 0 0 Fair 10 Burg-bei-Magdeburg,
Hueingen, town AR poessinaemy 4 2 19
(100th “B") ...... 11 Landshut, ord. depot. 0 0 0
Wehinger, rail tracks - Ingolstadt, MY .....
(100th "C") ..... 14 Royan, ground de-
23 Treuchtlingen, rail fenses -.uvoovovies 0 0 0
junction . ........ 0 0 o0 Very good 15 Royan, ground de-
24 Bremen, rail bridge .. 0 0 0 Poor fenses ..o 0 0 0
25 Munich, MY ....... 0 0 0 Fair
26 Berlin, city ......... 0 0 0 Good 16 Royan, ground de-
28 Kassel, MY ........ 0 0 0 Fair fenses wowinnas 0 0 0
March 17 Aussig, MY ........ 0 0 0
2 Dresden, factory area
(ST.) covennnn.. 0 v 0 Good 18 Straubing, MY ..... 0 0 0
3 Brunswick, MT . .
factory  cwwssani 0 1 9 Good 20 Oranienburg, MY ... 0 0 0

*




“T HE new men were grimy and tired as they
marched into the West Compound. They looked
every ache of the torturous three day train ex-

cursion from Wetzlar to Sagen. It had been a strictly
day-coach journey, although at least one man had
slept or attempted to sleep on the bag rack, a shelf
approximately twelve inches wide. They were Ameri-
can fliers and they had been de-eagled.

. As they shuffled in, the old veteran Prisoners of

War, lined up along the barbed wire, kept yelling:

“When'’s the war gonna be over?”

The new men screamed back: “It won’t be long

now!” and the old men came back with: “That’s

what they told us last year.”

This was Stalag Luft III, a camp one mile’s march

away from Sagen, a town deep in Germany. Here,

American airmen unfortunate enough to have been

shot down but fortunate enough to have survived

came to serve out their duration. Their war was over,
and it became a question of accustoming themselves
to the sheer boredom and ennui of prison camp life.

The new men were soon subjected to another

earch, and their personal belongings, fountain pens

and cigarette lighters were taken into protective cus-
tody. In return, they were given a bath and issued
half a Red Cross parcel.

They were a cross-section of the Air Forces. B-17

pilots traded wisecracks with P-51 pilots. . . . 15th

Air Force men lived with Eighth Air Force men. It

was a big, unhappy family. The men traded advice,

and the old men coached the newcomers in ways and
means to lessen the dreariness of their existence. The

PW novices soon found out that the food went fur-

ther if it was pooled, and more palatable if one or two

men did all the cooking. Pans and plates were fash-
joned from tin cans, and by pulverizing K-2 crackers,
ting bread crusts and D-Ration chocolate bars,

ing a bit of margarine, some powdered milk and a

breath of treasured sugar, it was possible to turn

out a passable substitute for a cake.

Before the men settled down to housekeeping,

American Commanding Officer in charge, the

ranking prisoner, held a meeting. . . .

eAino/ garée ;
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Col. Darr H. Alkire faced the newcomers of
Stalag Luft III. As Commanding Officer, it was his
duty to acquaint them with the score of the game.

““Just because you are no longer in combat,” the
colonel warned, “does not mean that you are no
longer in the Army. You will be under military dis-
cipline and there will be inspections every Saturday.
Your rooms must be spotless. You will salute all Ger-
man officers of equal or higher rank, and you will
salute all American officers of higher rank. Your
clothes must be clean and you must be clean-shaven.
Mustaches will be allowed, but not beards. . . .”

It seemed as though 20 years had flown by since
Col. Alkire had addressed a body of men at Sioux
City and inaugurated a mustache-growing contest.
Circumstances were now drastically different.

Alkire had traveled to a different part of the
world when he parted from the Hundredth Bomb
Group at Kearney, Nebraska, but with the prodding
and fickle finger of fate at his back, the colonel had
ended up in a position where he could once more speak
to men of his old group. The subtle hand of irony was
in evidence. N

Col. Alkire had assumed command of the 449th
Bomb Group, a B-24 outfit, in July 1943, and trained
in New Mexico and Bruning, Nebraska. The group
completed training on November 15 and proceeded
to Topeka for final staging. The overseas trail led
through Trinidad. . . . Natal. . . . Dakar and Casa-
blanca to Chateaudun, Algiers, where a shortage of
Liberator groups in the theatre decreed that the
colonel’s outfit be tossed into action minus the usual
30 days final training in Algiers. The organization was
ordered to Manduria and assigned to the station at
Grotraglie, Italy.

This had been an Italian Air Forces training sta-
tion before the war. It had been blown apart by the
boys from Africa prior to the arrival of the 449th
Group. The outfit patched things up, went into action
on January 8, 1944, and Alkire flew eleven quick
combat operations.

The twelfth mission was supposed to be a milk
run to a German airport at Aviano, Italy. There were



no more than six flak guns, but the gunners seemed to
have taken a special ration of carrot juice and clipped”
two planes. Col. Alkire and his crew were forced to
bail out, and the colonel landed in the center of the
airport.

This seemed to be as good a time as any to give
the target a firsthand examination following the
bombing, so Alkire checked and made certain that it
had been properly destroyed. Captured during this
tour of inspection, the colonel made a forced journey
from Verona to Frankfurt, Germany, where he was
informed at the Interrogations Center that the
schedule called for his assignment as Senior American
Officer at some as yet undesignated camp. The place
turned out to be a transport camp in Frankfurt, a
place visited regularly by the Eighth Air Force and
the R.A.F. In two months, the R.A.F. knocked it out,
a complete job of demolition. Only one man was
killed in this pin-point attack.

The colonel moved soon afterwards, and the trail
led to Sagen and Stalag Lufc IIL . . .

The orientation talk over, Col. Alkire stepped
down. The camp Adjutant, Lt. Col. Aring, assigned
the men to blocks (barracks) and rooms. They were
now bona fide Kriegsgefangenen, which is Kraut for
Prisoners of War. The contraction of this unwieldy
word gave birth to its Americanized version. . . .
“Kriegie,” which came into general usage as a syn-
onym for Prisoner of War.

There were double-decker bunks in the rooms, a
table, a couple of stools, some lockers, a pewter pitcher,
a tin pitcher and a small stove in a corner. The men
went to supply and drew nine bed slats per sack. a
bowl, cup, knife, fork, spoon and sleeping equipment.

It was June 1, 1944, and the weather was pleas-
ant. Exhausted after the recent pilgrimmage, Lt. A.
Edwin Stern Jr. sank to his excelsior-filled mattress
cover. The week had been a full one, and every
moment still seemed vivid and tense. From the
moment he had dropped from the tree and started to
run from the guttural voices until he hit the sack at
the Stalag Luft, the rapid-fire experiences had each
left a sharp, clear imprint on his mind. He recalled
bailing out after the Berlin job, floating down, being
snared by the tree. Then the discovery by that bald-
headed old Kraut, who yelled, bringing a one-armed
Wehrmacht Pfc on the double. The soldat yanked out
a P-38 with his good arm, and waved it around. . . .

“Haben sie pistol?” the Pfc growled.
Stern shook his head, but was searched anyhow.
The German uncovered some .45 rounds, and Stern
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was searched again. Two Luftwaffe officers came run-
ning up and took him in tow. They marched out of
the woods and into a small town. Stern walked slowly,
every step pulling ‘at his chest. For the edification and
general amusement of the villagers, who had turned
out en masse to see what an American “killer” looked
like, one of the boys in blue would boot Stern with
every ten steps. The majority of the onlookers were
quiet and curious. One woman jumped out of the
crowd and spit in Stern’s face, yelling, “Luftgangster
. . . terrorflieger!” as well as other more colorful ex-
pletives. A few little Nazis in short-panted uniform
threw stones, but the guards, fearful of their aim,
slapped the junior Nazis faces and marched Stern to
Gestapo headquarters.
"Three of his fellow crewmen were already t
. . % Dort Payne, Radio man Paltrineri and
Gunner Trout. They were all ordered to strip fi
search, and were relieved of everything that was
sewn on tight. While they were dressing, a large
pulled up outside the Gestapo station. The men pil
into the rear seat, and as the car spun out of
they saw a sign reading: LUDWIGSLUST 3 KM. That
not mean too much. Where the hell in Germany ¥
Ludwigslust? :
The car pulled into the airbase that Stern h
spotted on his way down. At the base hospital, P
trineri and Trout had their wounds attended to,
Payne, who had sprained an ankle, was patched up
They were then herded into the Commandant’s off
He was an ugly man of the type usually fou
playing ugly men in Grade “B” thrillers. He had
nose and cauliflower ears. One of the Germans pres
could speak English. He found the bomb pins
Stern’s coveralls. 9
“What was your target?” he asked.
“Read your papers tomorrow.”
“I am German!” he bellowed. His eyes gre
wide and his chest swelled as he pounded on it. =
This can’t be real, Stern thought. It’s too mu
like the movies. The German had placed the be
pins on the Commandant’s desk. Now, in a burst
rage he swept them onto the floor.
“Pick them up!” he commanded.
“Go to hell!” was the reply. The German slapped
Stern across the face. Dort Payne saw Stern’s fi
clench and held his arm, whispering, “Don’t b
damn fool. All they want is an excuse to kill you.
Stern picked up the pins and Wolfgang sm
all over. As the guards marched the men to the
block, his parting stroke was to hurl one of the e
tric gloves at Stern’s face.
Payne and Stern were placed in the same cell
They were hungry, and pounded on the door, as




in fluent high-school German about eating time. The
guard did not know.

The entire crew had been accounted for with the
exception of Major Fitzgerald. They brought him in
at 1600 hours. Everyone was rather surly, and the
meal served at 1900 hours hardly improved the pre-
vailing mood. It consisted of watered oatmeal soup
and ersatz coffee. Payne could hardly stomach i,
while Stern waded through two portions. The bread
was as hard as wood. There was more than a suspicion
that it was wood. This delightful repast was called
breakfast.

After a rough night of near-sleep, the men were
driven to Ludwigslust on May 25, 1944, climbed
aboard a train and headed for the Dulagluft at
Frankfure. . . .

The mattress cover itched and Stern shifted. It
~ was only a week since the train had carried them
through bombed-out Hanover and gutted Kassel. It
had taken another week to set up this room at the
Stalag, and at times, it resembled the Baldwin Loco-
motive works as men pounded on tin cans with ham-
mers carved from tree stumps, others grated K-2
crackers on a salmon can punched full of holes, an-
other stoked the fire and someone else smoked up the
room with a firebrand in an effort to rid the place of
a million green flies. Stern picked a green fly from his
face and sighed. . . .

There were two roll-calls per day ... 0830 hours
and 1730 hours. Supper usually followed the evening
call. Breakfast, consisting of two onion-skin slices of
bread and a cup of soluble coffee, was served after
morning roli-call. The luncheon menu consisted of
* two slices of bread spread with enough liver paste to
- dampen the edge of a small knife. Three days a week,
the men were graced with barley soup (with a subse-
quent elimination of the liver paste ). Some men would
- strain % of the barley from the soup to be used in the
~ improvisation of salmon croquettes or cake filler.

There were six prison camps punctuating the
country around Sagen. The last camp had opened its
barbed wire in March 1944, and Maj. Gale W. Cleven
moved in as an aide to Col. Alkire. It had been a
lengthy prison sentence for Buck Cleven.

It began on October 8, 1943, when three fighters
attacked and left his ship a sagging wreck after the
bombing of Bremen. Equipment was jettisoned in a
futile attempt to stay in the air. The men bailed out,
Cleven following from an altitude of approximately
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2,000 feet. He landed northeast of Osnabruck, and
was immediately surrounded by irate farmers and
soldiers. Pilot DeMarco also landed nearby, and both
men were taken to a Luftwaffe station, where the re-
mainder of the crew gradually filtered in. From Osna-
bruck, the crew travelled by train to Frankfurt, ar-
riving at 0100 hours on October 10.

The men slept in the station on flea-bitten burlap
sacks filled with wood shavings. At 1700 hours, they
were awakened for a train to Quackenbruck, on the
outskirts of Frankfurt, From there, a street car
brought them into Dulagluft at Uberossel.

They were separated and placed in solitary.
Cleven’s room was small, poorly lighted and venti-
lated. Solitary confinement is not one of the recom-
mended forms of amusement, and time moved with
maddening hesitancy.

There was a surprise in store after a dinner of two
egg-sized potatoes, a slice of bread and an evil glass of
herb tea. Cleven received a visitor. Before the visitor
entered, Cleven had neglected to eat the crude assort-
ment of food offered him.

The man’s eyes lit up with disbelief upon enter-
ing, as he saw such a large quantity of food lying
undisturbed. He wore filthy civilian garb which
paralleled his half-starved and gaunt appearance. His
ensuing conversation was a hurried ramble, vague
almost to the point of incoherency.

“Do you mind if I talk? At the last place, the
Bastile prison in France. ... I could never carry on a
conversation with anyone because of solitary confine-
ment. Sometimes I hammered on the walls to the
neighboring cell, but they kept shooting the oc-
cupants so that a continued conversation was impossi-
ble. Look at all the room we have here. May I eat some
of this food? Thanks. This is nothing short of a ban-
quet. Why, I can actually walk around in a large area.
How dry it is in here. And so much sunlight.”

After thirty minutes, Cleven, far from being
dismayed, began to imagine that he was living off the
fat of the land. Then a question lay heavy and un-
spoken on his mind. . . . Does this man represent an
average prisoner after months of confinement?

It was sometime later when Cleven found out the
entire story. The man was an Engineer from a B-26
crew that had been shot down in France. The French
hid him for awhile, but the Germans finally made the
capture, and using the excuse that he was not a soldier,
threw him into prison. He rotted for ninety days be-
fore the Germans admitted that he was an American
and transferred him through Luftwaffe channels. This
period in prison produced white splotches on his skin
as well as the common symptoms of starvation. The



story was Cleven’s initial introduction to the kindness
of the German people.

He was interrogated on the morning of October
11. The German Hauptman . (Captain) startled
Cleven with his initial statement.

“We usually ask the questions,” he said, “but for
the sake of variety I'll answer yours.”

Receiving no answer, the Nazi interrogator
launched into an account of Cleven’s life and of the
command he had recently left.

“You commanded the 350th Squadron of the
100th Bomb Group. You were once stationed at Kelly
Field, in Texas, and joined the 100th Bomb Group in
1942. You began your combat career in June
1943....7

The Hauptman seemed quite pleased with him-
self and continued in the same vein. Cleven remained
silent. The greater part of the information was correct
but seemed of minor value. After exhausting Cleven’s
career as the topic of conversation, the Nazi official
switched to a topic closer to his own heart . . . him-
self. The remainder of the morning was spent in
reminiscences of Philadelphia, where he had spent
eighteen years.

“T intend to return there after the war,” he con-
cluded.

Cleven had his doubts about that, but did not
contradict the head man of the moment. The Phila-
delphia story closed the “interrogation,” which seemed
to Cleven to have been the oddest in the history of
warfare.

That evening, Cleven joined the other members
of the crew; DeMarco, F/O J. Thayer, Lt. J. Downs,
Lt. F. Harper, T/Sgt. T. Stringfellow, $/Sgt. J. Fer-
roggiaro, S/Sgt. W. Williams, T/Sgt. B. Barr, S/Sgt.
W. Woodbury and Sgt. H. Calhoun. The men were
moved to the center of Frankfurt. After nine days,
they were transported to the railroad station and
boarded freight cars. There were 43 men and 3 guards
to a car, and the prisoners’ shoes were removed to pre-
vent escape. The train groaned through the Reich for
three nights and two days, finally pulling into Sagen
and the Stalag Luft on the morning of October 23,
1943. The men began their lengthy stay as guests of
the hospitable Third Reich. . . .

It was easy to tell the passage of weeks. Once per
seven days, the Goons (as the Kriegies called the Ger-
mans) would pull a bed-slat inspection, checking each
room to see that each bed still possessed the nine slats
which were par for the course. The British had dug a
fine tunnel using bed slats as eyebeams and lally
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columns in their camp, which was only a short dis-
tance away, and the Nazis were taking no chances.
Bed-slats also provided an outlet and an opportunity
for good, clean horseplay. Standard operational pro-
cedure was to slant the slats of an upper bunk so that
a mere fraction of an inch on each board would be
supporting the mattress. The weight of a man jump-
ing into the sack was enough to send man, sack and
slats crashing down into the lower bunk. It soon be- =
came foolhardy for any man to retire before carefully
checking the status of his bed-slats.

At ten o'clock (2200 hours), the men were
locked in their blocks. The lights went out two hours
later, and huge dogs set loose in the compound. The
darkness was total, and navigation to the latrine
situated at the end of the hall was no small feat. Ger-
man water was tough on the bladder, and there would
be a never-ending trek to the end of the hall all during
the night, with men groping blindly for the door
knob to their room, others stumbling into oddly dis-
persed pieces of furniture, and more cursing
Trojans on general principles.

In May 1944, Maj. Sam Lawrence, one of
block commanding officers, had been a prisoner for 2
year and a half. He was a man of violent tem
with a nature tending to the morose. A stickler for
discipline, he was nonetheless known as a squa
shooter. Stern had been cooking nearly a week wh
preparing supper, he found the spam full of wrigglis
white worms. Just at that time, Maj. Lawrence p
by the open door.

“Major Lawrence!” Stern called. “Will you
in here 2 moment please?” 3

He came in, and Stern pointed to the infestes
meat. “Major, the meat’s full of worms.”

“That’s life,” he muttered, and walked out of
the room. :

The spam was cut into small chunks, and @
many worms extracted as possible. It was then boileg

That’s life. . . .

S

The Dulagluft at Frankfurt had been anot!
stop  along the route which finally led to Sagen
Stalag Luft IIL. It was May 1944. The train out
Kassel was crowded, and the German guards rou
the civilian passengers to make room for the Ame
prisoners. The bewildered and embittered ex-
pants sulked in the aisle. .

The men had been given ten loaves of br
some margarine and ersatz jam to stave off hun
during the trip. The bread was black, and a small I
weighed perilously close to five pounds. The prineig



ingredient seemed to be sawdust, and when done eat-
- ing, it was almost possible to pluck the bread parti-
cles from between your teeth and use them as tooth-
_ picks. The jam was blood-red, and without too much
imagination, you could picture its manufacture on the
Russian front. '

Hunger blunts ones tastes, and not many refused
to eat. The bread succeeded in accomplishing three
objectives. It slaked hunger, caused acute gas forma-
tions in the stomach and brought on tremendous
thirst.

The train pulled into Frankfurt and the men
were hustled off onto the platform. They remained
there for two hours being counted, while bitter
civilians made bloodthirsty remarks and drew their
forefingers ominously across their throats. When the
men climbed aboard another train to continue their
tour through Frankfurt, they admired the farflung
areas of devastation, and felt a personal pride in hav-
ing had a hand in the levelling of the Reich strong-
hold.

There was a two mile march at the end of the
Jjourney, when the train stopped at Oberossel, a suburb
_f Frankfurt. The men hiked it to the dreaded Dulag-
Juft, and found it to be a group of frame buildings.
Men in British and Russian uniforms were working
with picks and shovels, constructing air raid shelters.
The prisoners were halted in front of the largest
building of the group. A German in a Luftwaffe uni-
rm called the roll in an Oxford accent and informed
them that: “For you, the war is over.”

. In the basement of the building, the men were
locked individually into concrete cells. It was colder
an a Nazi’s heart down there. Soon, other Ameri-
ns were thrust into the cells. There was little con-
rsation. Lunch was oatmeal soup, and they ate in
silence, wanting to speak, but none trusting the man
beside them.

After a thorough search, cells were changed.

The cubicle called A-19 was just like every other
in Dulagluft. Not even a peephole marred the
door, The window was frosted glass and locked.
inst the left wall stood a wooden bunk. Stern was
and flopped down on the sawdust-filled gunny-

- Two hours later, the door was unlocked, and a
German sergeant entered, carrying a printed form in
s hand.

“Leftenant Stairn!” he barked, and Stern rose.
“That’s a fine German name,” he commented.
“Did your parents come from Bairleen?”

b “NO 3y
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“Are you related to Max Stern of Hollywood?”

“Never heard of him.”

“Do you remember a movie directed by Lewis
Milestone? The opening scene shows the figure 10,000,
then the camera backs up a little, and you can see that
it’s a large bag with 10,000 written on it.”

The sergeant became extremely dramatic at this
point. He spoke in a low, hoarse whisper, using his
hands to describe the bag and the camera retreating
from it.

“You don’t know what’s in this bag,” he con-
tinued. “It could be gold, feathers or just a dead
weight of 10,000 pounds.” The sergeant was drama-
tising himself into a lather. “Then the camera moves
back a little more, and you can see that the bag is rest-
ing on a gallows. Suddenly,” he screamed, “the trap is
sprung! . . .” He brought his hands together with a
loud smack . “and the bag drops through the
floor. . . . Do you remember it?”

“No, I don’t recall that picture,” Stern replied.
“But did you see that other picture directed by Mile-
stone, the one called ° All Quiet on the Western
Front "?” :

The sergeant grew furious. “Here! Fill this out!”
he commanded, handing Stern the printed form and a
pencil.

At the top of the form was space for a name,
rank and serial number. Stern filled this in. The ques-
tionnaire then desired to know how and where the
prisoner’s plane was shot down. This had already been
filled in with the word “Parchim.” Then there were
questions about the type of aircraft, squadron, group,
group call signs, group C. O., target, type of bombs,
etc, These were ignored.

The form was handed back, and the sergeant
asked, “How were you shot down? Fighters or flak?”

“I don’t know.”

“What group were you in?”

“I don’t know.” _

He was becoming angry. “You are pretty stupid
to be a Leftenant.”

“Clest la guerre.”

“You will not be quite so funny if we send you
to a concentration camp,” he chuckled.

Inwardly, Stern was shaken. These bastards could
very easily do anything, especially since his ancestors
were of dubious Aryan stock.

“Under the Geneva Conventions, I'm to go to a
Prisoner of War camp.”

“The Conventions don’t mean very much to us.”

Stern’s curiosity prodded him and he asked:
“How comé you speak such fluent English?”

“I was a waiter in Chicago. When the war’s over, I
shall return to the United States.”



He opened the door, said, “Good afternoon,
Leftenant,” stepped into the corridor and slammed
the door behind him. The key twisted and Stern was
alone again.

An hour later, the cell doors were unlocked and
the men filed into the corridor. A line was formed
leading up to a small table, where-the prisoners were
handed back an envelope containing the personal be-
longings which had been taken from them at Ludwigs-
lust. One dog-tag had been removed, presumably to
be sent to the Red Cross in Geneva. They were then
marched across the road to a barbed wire enclosure,
which had been built around a pair of barracks. There
were more men than beds, and some men doubled up.

After laying claim to a sack, the men paced the
small enclosure. It was exhilarating to be out in the
fresh air again. Everyone searched the ground for dis-
carded cigarette butts. When two or three had been
accumulated, they were rolled in a piece of tissue and
smoked with much sighing and grinning.

That night, the bunks were found to be infested
with lice. The men slept fitfully, scratched and tossed.
In the morning after roll-call, they were given a piece
of bread. Capt. J. Roberts and Capt. E. Brodsky,
being the high ranking American officers present,
were put in charge by the Germans. The men were
scheduled to leave Dulagluft for a transient camp
forty miles north, and unless they signed a parole
promising not to attempt escape, their shoes and belts
were to be confiscated. Roberts and Brodsky put the
proposition before them, and they voted to sign.

After the march back to Oberossel, the prisoners
were loaded on a special train that took five hours to
reach Wetzlar. There was a four mile, uphill hike from
the station to the camp, which was perched atop a
small mountain overlooking the town. The scenery
was magnificent but unappreciated. The air was hot
and dry, and upon reaching the camp, everyone was
drenched with perspiration.

There was another roll-call, another frisking,
after which the men were issued a pair of shoes and a
Red Cross cardboard grip. They were then taken to a
tent area, where they hurriedly untied the web thong
that secured the grip.

Inside, there was treasure finer by far than mere
gold or jewels. There were five packs of cigarettes, five
packs of Chiclets, a pipe, a package of tobacco, a razor,
2 toothbrush, shaving brush, tooth paste and shaving
cream, a comb, two pairs of shorts and undershirts,
two pairs of socks, a nightgown and a red wool
sweater proudly bearing the label of the Red Cross
from whence it came. It was a Kriegie’s idea of heaven.
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The mess hall was communal and under the
rection of a British sergeant. Potato soup, a piece
bread, a chunk of cheese and a bit of corned
tasted like dinner at the Waldorf. This banquet
fashioned from Red Cross food parcels, and there
even one cup of beer per man brought over from
German PX, which event provoked wild cheering.

The men retired to their tents at sundown. Afs
roll-call and breakfast the next morning, they wer
taken to the showers. Most of them were possessed @
itchy clothes by this time, and the hot water did m
for morale than Betty Grable doing a take-off act 0
the wing of a B-17.

There were church services on Sunday, with'
English mess sergeant doubling as the pastor. Afu
few biblical quotations, he delivered a sermon,
keynote of which was gratefulness for being a
albeit prisoners. The men were in full accord ¥
these sentiments, and sang loudly as a hymn -
the service.

That evening a group of Liberators droppe
bombs on a factory one mile from the camp. .

The men left Wetzlar on May 29, 1944, he:
for Sagen and Stalag Luft IIL . . .

The story of escapes from the Stalag Luft is
story of many bitter disappointments. Contin
forts by organized crews in which everyone p
pated availed nothing. The one almost insurmo
obstacle was distance . . . the distance separati
prisoners from friendly forces. An American
guise is easily spotted as such. Those who mana
Jeave the confines of the camp were picked up in sh
order due to this fact.

Englishmen were the most successful can
breakers, because their continental approach
mannerisms blended with the European mode of |
Despite the numerous failures, men continued th
search for freedom and the road back. . ..

The entire camp went berserk on June 6. .«

Through a secret radio, the BBC (British Bro;
casting Corp.) had announced the invasion of Fran|
Morale shot up higher than the German defe
Cherbourg. The end of the war was seen by Oc
On the 7th, the Volkischer Beobachter carried 1
headline: “Die Invasion hat Begonnen.” The Naz
however, were confident that they could push
Allies back into the sea. 3

A new cluster of Kriegies was welcomed into}
West Compound on June 7. Among the guests
Lucius Lacy, Herb Greenberg and navigator Rossma



Greenberg had slept across the aisle from Stern in the
WAAF Site at the Hundredth.
- “My God, Stern!"he greeted. “You’re supposed
to be dead!”

Stern straightened the matter out, and the men
gabbed for hours.

Dort Payne’s room in Block 169 was composed
mainly of many who had left the bed and board of
~ the Bloody Hundredth to wander far afield. Among
the residents were Red Carillo, pilot D. Pearson and
" his bombardier, L. Smith, also W. Lund and J. Gras-
silli, the co-pilot and navigator. Malooly and his crew
were also in the compound, and the new Kriegies in-
formed him that he had made captain during his
- absence. After all the greetings and poop from group
had been told and digested, the talk once more re-
verted to the twin and universal topics . . . food and
women.

The men whose tastes were more academic could

regale themselves with the reference and lending li-
braries. The newer books, such as “A Tree Grows in
Brooklyn” were on lengthy waiting lists, but Roberts
somehow managed to get them. He discovered a recipe
for-a concoction of bread mixed with hamburger in
he “Tree,” and the find was immediately employed
with gratifying results.
Each day at approximately 1600 hours, a runner
would bring the BBC news into the block, and the of-
ficers in charge would congregate in the wash room
to listen. Guards were posted at each end of the
rracks. After the news conference, the men were
informed as to the progress of the invasion. Maps
were drawn from history books found in the research
ibrary, and pins were moved up as the Allied armies
advanced. Thus, the prisoners kept track of their
iberators. . . .

Each block had a baseball team, and the spirit of
ompetition finally ended in the subsidization of ball
ers. Hal Van Every, former All-American foot-
star, promoted deals whereby the better players
ed into his block, which won the league play-off.
- After the block play-offs, the bombardiers and
pilots formed teams. Don Griffin got the boys to-
gther. Since the bombardiers were rated the weaker
am, Stern was reluctant to wager his more tangible
sets, such as cigarettes or D-Ration chocolate bars
o the outcome of the game. However, he bet room-
e Lucas a breakfast in bed on Sunday, the loser to
ig the winner’s coffee and toast to him, as he reclined
i luxurious splendor amongst the wood shavings of
1iS mattress.
The bombardiers won.

239

The D-Ration chocolate bars, the same bars men
would discard as unedible back on the base, were a
rare delicacy at Stalag Luft III. Although all Red
Cross parcels in the room were turned over to the cook
for the communal mess, the men insisted on retaining
at least half a D bar. Cigarette rations were two and a
half packs per week, and when such brands as
Raleighs, Marvels, Twenty Grand and Roys crept into
the parcels, cards were cut to see who would get them.

Food was set up as a medium of exchange, and
the bank was called the Food-Acco. Each commodity
was given a certain number of points. A can of milk
brought 100 points, while spam and corned beef were
rated at 85, and a small can of cheese brought 15§
points,

The points fluctuated according to the scarcity
of the article. At first, cigarettes were 12 points. As
they became scarcer, they jumped as high as 36. It was
a miniature stock market from which a shrewd ma-
nipulator could emerge with a small grocery store. As
an economy, it was strictly unplanned, and fell prey
to all the artificial scarcities and booms. D-Ration bars
were 100 points until the hoarding began, at which
time they spiralled to 200 points. The Acco then was
suddenly flooded with D bars, and the price slipped
back to 100.

The one advantage of being a cook in the com-
munal mess was the not insignificant factor of being
able to sample the wares during the preparatory stages.
While slicing the cheese over the potatoes for an au
gratin dish, the cook could deftly drop three slices on
the spuds, and one down his gullet. Despite all the
bitching, the men did not resent this, as the cooks
were veritable “wheels” in the machinery of the camp.

Stern quit cooking in July. The job was taking
up too much of his reading time, and a second cause
was the fact that his roommates were making nasty
and threatening remarks. He threw in the apron,
abdicating by request, and Bill Fagen, together with
Larry Seamon, took over the culinary department.
The remainder of the men took turns on K. P., which
was not too bad in view of the fact that the kitchen
police received first priority on licking the pans. That
is, if they beat the cooks to it.

It was inevitable that the musicians in the camp
would eventually get together on Y. MC. A. instru-
ments. A twelve-piece band was formed, playing as
their theme a jived-up version of “If I had the Wings
of an Angel.” They played under the title of the “Fly-
ing Syncopators,” and “Mot” Williams, first trumpet
man, could be heard blowing his brains out on “Rose
Room” through Block 169 until lights out. On July
4, the band marched through the barracks at eight in



the morning, garbed in the traditional manner of the
Spirit of '76.

German transition pilots in FW 190’s would
buzz the compound every day, almost carrying a few
telephone lines off with them. Fagen would stand at
the window aiming a machine gun visible to no one
but himself, and make rattling noises. Then he would
yell. . . . “Blow up, you bastard!” while everyone
screamed. Fagen finally claimed a damaged plane
when an ME 410’s Number Two engine started
smoking.

Two camp papers, the “Stump” and the “Kriegie
Klarion” were published. They appeared on Monday,
and would remain pinned to the bulletin board in the
newsroom all during the week. They contained news
from the states gleaned from personal letters . . .
cartoons . . . comic strips . . . sports of the compound
. .. poetry . . . theatre news and the like. One comic
strip was entitled “Nita Leigh,” and the heat gener-
ated in the strip brought forth a protest from the

Chaplain. The cartoonist subsequently toned down

the bedroom scenes and cut down the number of
whiskey bottles in each frame.

The battles on the Continent raced and see-sawed
through into 1945. In January, the Red Army
cracked through Poland and into Germany. Sagen lay
before the advancing Russians and the Germans began
to get jittery. There was a huddle with the high-
ranking American officers, who were ordered to
toughen up the men by introducing hikes around the
compound.

Col. Alkire issued an edict on January 23. All
men were to hike the 74 of a mile around the com-
pound ten times a day for ten days. Speculation was
aroused throughout the camp, and the possibilities of
a forced foot-slogging east or west were discussed.

The hiking order was complied with, and there
was no goofing off. The ground was covered with
snow, and the tramping of 5,000 pairs of feet packed
it down into smooth, slippery ice. There were sprained
ankles, blisters, sore feet and strained muscles.

By January 26¢, tension was high. Loaded FW
190’s groaned over the camp. The Germans were
blowing up their airports near the camp. Each block
was given orders to build four sleds and prepare packs
made from pillow cases and overcoats.

The men were sitting around the room playing
bridge on January 27, when someone rushed into
Block 168 yelling: “Prepare to march!”

Everyone was stunned, and for a moment, the
men were unable to move. Some developed bad cases
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of the “shakes.” The time was 2030 hours. They began
to rush around in dazed confusion, attempting to
pack their meager belongings.

“I had been saving copies of the Volkischer
Beobachter and the Deutsche Allagemeine Zeitung to
take home as souvenirs,” Stern wrote later, “but they
were too heavy to tote. Fagen and Seamon split up the
remaining Red Cross rations as evenly as possible. T
packed my share. We threw most of the coal we had
left into the stove, and the room was warm for the
first time since summer,

“At 2230, we fell out and prepared to march.
There was a red glow on the horizon to the southeast,
and we could hear guns booming in the distance. We
prayed that the Russians would get to Sagen before
we marched out. It was hopeless. They were 32
away, and the Goons were fighting bitterly.

“Since the guards hadn’t arrived, we fell b
into the barracks, and I helped build sleds. Every
was running wild, breaking into the Food Acco ;
taking all the food and cigarettes. They ransacked
cookhouse for meat and potatoes. At 2400 hours,
fell out again. A half hour later, we began to ma
past the gate, and were handed a Red Cross pa
each. My pack weighed about 40 pounds, so I c
the parcel'in a sling. _

“The snow was about two feet deep, and a driy
ing rain and snowstorm made progress slow,
miserable and tedious. A half hour out from camp,
road was littered with blankets, musical instrume:
parcels and cigarettes. The men could not carry the;

“We hoofed it for 50 minutes, then took a bre
men dropping into the snow along side the r
Every two hours, we would fall out for a 30 mi
break, but it became so cold, that at the end of I
minutes, the men would start yelling to march ag;
When I would start to feel exhausted, I would mu
a cube of my prepared iron ration, and it would
me enough lift to keep dogging along.

“At 1115, we slogged into the town of Frel
waldau. We were taken to an Arbeitslager (W
camp) that was manned by Russian and Polish lal
mostly women. The wind was clawing right thro
our clothes, and the mercury sank to 22° below 2
centigrade. Two men had frozen their feet, and w
rushed inside. The rest fought their way into
larger building. I was lucky enough to be swept
with the tide. God! It was wonderful to be w
again . . . but my exultation was shortlived, as Amei
ican brass chased us out.

“The women kept the stoves red-hot in the cool
house, heating water for us. I don’t know what was




the water, but it was absolutely nauseating. I forced
myself to get something hot down, but it kept com-
ing back up. We were finally informed that we could
take turns sleeping in the chicken house adjoining the
main building, but only for an hour. I was one of the
first ones in. The floor was littered with straw that was
infested with chicken lice and dung. Nothing
bothered anybody. I curled up into my blanket and
 fell asleep. An hour later, we were aroused, and the
second shift came in. I went back outside and ate
some spam and crackers for supper.
"“Everyone was lightening their packs. I threw
- away everything but food, eating utensils and blan-
 kets. The slave laborers had a field day gathering dis-
- carded cans of powdered milk, margarine and cartons
of cigarettes. We had marched 29.6 kilometers that
first night.”

| “At 1730 hours we pulled up stakes again and
‘headed for the town of Muskau. The wind was biting,
but it had stopped snowing. We crawled along the
road cursing and groaning. At 2330, some of the lads
‘made an attempt to escape, and the Goons started
shooting wildly. The entire marching column dived
into a snowbank. The air was chill and quiet, and the
und of ricocheting bullets whining through the
ght was all you could hear. One bullet flicked up the
snow about a foot in front of me, and I started to
pray. I forgot all about the fact that I was freezing to
death there in the snowbank. It was all over in ten
minutes, and we resumed the march. That’s when I
found out that I was half-frozen.

“We pulled into the town of Priebus at 0100
hours on January 29. Men were dropping from ex-
stion and exposure. Two guards and four Ameri-
cans had already died. It seemed curiously ironic to see
two Americans carrying one of the guards who could
go no further. Men who could no longer walk were
ted aboard the horse-drawn German supply wagons.
When there was no more room, they hung on to the
failboard, and were dragged half-conscious the re-
mainder of the way to the next village.

“Lucas kept falling asleep while marching, and
would only wake up when he smashed his nose into
he pack of the man in front of him. Every muscle
nmy body was screaming for rest, and my lips and
ands were swollen twice their normal size. I was
fraid to look at my feet for fear that they would not
be there. The men were becoming delirious, and the
now came driving down again.”

“As I painfully trudged along step by step, my
mind flashed back to my home in Washington. I re-
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membered the difference in time, and realized that my
father was just getting up from the dinner table. He
was getting up now, and reaching for the newspaper.
Then he settled himself in a big chair, and was light-
ing a cigar.

“I thought: “Godammit, Dad . . . you’re sitting in
a warm house after a big dinner, while your son is
freezing and starving on some God-forsaken German
back road. It isn’t fair!’ I muttered audibly. . .. ‘It
isn’t fair!””

“Five kilometers out of Priebus, Lucas, Sunder-
land, and one of our new roommates, Patillo, dropped
out and were housed in a schoolhouse. I was com-
pletely delirious, as was Bill Fagen, who was marching
alongside of me. We did not even recognize each other.
When we stopped in a small village, Fagen turned to
me and grabbed me by the shoulder.

“*Joe! You old son of a bitch!” he screamed. ‘It’s
good to be back in Flint! Say! You stay here, and I’ll
go down the street and call up my wife, and have her
meet us at the Chinaman’s for supper!”

*“ ‘Sounds damn good to me, pal,’ I replied. ‘I'm
hungry!’

“Fagen stepped out of the column to make the
phone call, and was immediately thrust back in by a
German guard. “These cops around here won’t let me
by,” Fagen moaned. “Must be a fire or something.” We
started marching again.

“Eight kilometers out of Priebus, I could go no
more. It was 0400 hours, and I was in a state of col-
lapse. Herb Greenberg also dropped out. We tried to
climb aboard a horse-drawn wagon that was headed
for an inn one kilometer down the road. Herb got
on the wagon, but there was no room left for me. I
spent the night in a barn with 175 other men who
could go no further. We fought each other like hun-
gry Rotarians over an olive for enough space to sleep.
I finally wangled a place, crawled into my blankets,
and died. I had sludged 32 kilometers that night.

“The sun was shining and one of my neighbors
informed me that it was 1000 hours when I came back
to life. I felt as though a small steamroller had run
across me during the night, and my mouth tasted like
the inside of a motorman’s glove. I gathered my few
belongings, finding that a can of margarine and a tin
of spam were missing. I cursed and ranted, but to no
avail.

“The Goon guards had built a fire outside the
barn to keep warm, and the Americans were using it
to heat water and warm their food. Some of the local
farmers were lugging hot water and cooked potatoes
to us in exchange for cigarettes, I heated some corned
willie, and spread it generously on two thick slices of
the sawdust bread. I polished off this repast with a



boiled potato and a chunk of cheese. To wash all this
down, I crossed the road to a farmhouse to drink from
the pump.

“Several villagers were gathered around the water
hole explaining how much they liked the Americans
and how much they hated the Russians. Still trying
the old game, I thought, and my mind reverted to
May 1944, when they didn’t seem to be bursting with
love for the Yanks.”

“The column fell in at 1200 hours, and we
marched the remaining twelve kilometers to Muskau
in fair weather. Several kilometers out of the town, it
began to snow again. My right arch felt as if it had
dropped through the bottom of my shoe, but I hob-
bled triumphantly into Muskau.

“For more than half an hour, we stood outside
of a pottery factory, while the Goons tried to find a
place to harbor us. When my feet became so cold
that I forgot about my fallen arch, I knew that it
was time to get the hell inside. I turned to two fel-
lows shivering beside me.

1 ook, men,’ I hoarsed, ‘T’ll pretend to pass out,
and you two guys lug me into the factory. All three
of us will get in.” They admitted that it sounded good,
so I yelled and swooned.

“With their remaining bit of strength, they half-
carried, half-dragged me brazenly past the guards
into the factory. Our ruse had been successful. There
were Americans inside, sprawled out on the concrete.
Many were screaming in their sleep that they couldn’t
march another step.

“The pottery plant was manned mostly by Polish
and French slave laborers. The wonderful part of our
refuge was that the kilns kept the building warm. I
found an unused spot, took off my shoes very care-
fully, lounged my body luxuriously across the con-
crete and dozen off. I couldn’t have slept more com-
fortably in a feather bed.

“The next day, Lucas, Patillo and the rest of the
lads who had been in the block straggled in about
1600, We took turns going down to the factory gate
and bartering cigarettes and coffee for bread and
potatoes. As I stood at the gate bargaining shrewdly
with an old Frau, the guard was coughing up a lung
and muttering: ‘Alles ist kaput.” (All is finished.) I
thought to myself: ‘Brother, you ain’t kidding.’

“We left the pottery factory at Muskau on Jan-
uary 31 at 1315 hours, after an issue of a fifth of a
loaf of bread per man, plus a dab of margarine. Rain
plus zero temperatures had combined to give the road
a glass-like surface. Even after two days of rest, my
right arch was sending twinging pain straight up my

“we had to tie him down.
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leg. Along the route, I picked up a broken branch and
used it for a cane. I was no longer walking, I was
lurching my*way over the ice.

“We straggled into the little village of Graustein
at 2030, having inched our way 22 kilometers from
Muskau. Since the column had been formed by block
numbers, our entire block was quartered in a stable
belonging to a wizened farmer named Willi Jung. We
covered the horse leavings with straw and went to
sleep.

“We woke at an early hour, as we were sched
to march out at 0700 hours. However, we recei
word that we would not resume the trek until 1
hours, Willi had a tool shed with a hot water cooke
it. We took it over, cooked potatoes and prepared
coffee. The boys roamed around the yard swip
Willi’s eggs. Grabowski, on a scrounging tour, pic!
up a glass egg that was lying in the hen house as an
centive to lazy hens. When he found that it was glas

“Now Willi had a daughter who was betrot
to a handsome young Nazi mechanic in the L
waffe. As an engagement present, she had been
ing away a precious bucket of walnuts, which she
cached in the barn. With no difficulty at all, son
the feretting Yanks found them, and having
their pockets, tipped off the rest of us. We immedia
depleted the poor gal’s walnut present.

“When Willi’s daughter found the walnuts g
she ran into the house crying and yelling bitterly's
German. Her mother, through an interpreter,
Maj. Lawrence what had happened, and the
whose pockets were bulging, promised to reste
confiscated goods. He placed a bucket in the
and we filed in one at a time. Those who had
the filberts dropped them reluctantly back in
bucket. After we had completed the retu
major went into the stable and returned triump
to the Jung family with a full bucket. To placa
still bawling daughter, he gave her a D bar and
of soap. She and her husband probably ate the D
on their honeymoon.”

“At 1715 hours, we slushed our way
Graustein, and arrived at our terminus, Sp
at 1930. We were housed in the garages of
macht ordnance base. I went to sleep that nigh
the air raid sirens were wailing the approach
R.A.F. We had walked 102 kilometers in fiv
Don’t let anyone tell you that the occup
hazards of a Prisoner of War aren’t rough. ..."”

The men set up camp life again at Nurnb



and at once, rumors began to spin through the bar-
racks. On April 4, 1945, the camp was evacuated, and
‘the men moved under guard to Mooseberg, a town
‘north of Munich. Col. William Aring and Maj. Buck
Cleven were assigned duties by Col. Alkire, duties
‘which were operative in the event that trouble began
‘at any point. Maj. Egan was Provost Marshal of a trio
‘of camps. Plans were laid for the possibility that the
prisoners might take over control of the camp for
‘their own protection. This was almost out of the ques-
tion, as Allied troops were still too far away.
After an argument with their captors, it was
‘agreed not to travel more than 20 kilometers per day
‘or night. The Nazi colonel insisted on night marches,
and it was rough. On the second night, the men
‘watched a first-rate raid on Nurnburg, and all were
“happy not to have been there.

Rain made the pilgrimmage miserable, and after
'--e ve days and nights of stumbling, the column arrived
at the town of Marching. Before crossing the Danube,
‘the men were allowed to rest overnight. Egan noted
that Cleven and Aring had cloak and dagger ap-
pearances, and was not too surprised when he was in-

finish. Consequently, the river would be a gate which
closed behind them if they crossed it.

That night, as the German Hauptman was check-
ing for irregularities, Egan was busy pumping water
on a rusty old pump to cover the action. Cleven and
Aring sped for the fence as the pump scraped and
squealed. Egan stopped pumping a moment too soon,
but the would-be escapees crashed through. .

It was April 9, 1945 when Egan headed back
from his pumping job while Cleven and Aring found
emselves on the free side of the fence. They took off
rough the muddy fields, using hedges and bushes as
ver. They pushed on through the night, and
fowards morning, came upon a small grove of willows,
where they decided to spend the day. On this exact
a local farmer decided that the field adjacent to
he hidden men needed plowing.

For hour after hour, the ground within fifteen
feet of Cleven and Aring was being pulverized. They
hugged the earth as the day slipped slowly toward eve-
ping. As the sun went down, they began cutting
across fields once again. For food, they had a box of
nes, some iron rations made from barley, sugar and
olate (four square inches for both men), a pack-
ge of crackers and a package of British meat roll.

They could hear German equipment rolling
through the countryside as they entered a large forest.
Using the north star and a home-made compass, the
men travelled on fire trails and logging paths. Towards
morning, they again sought shelter, this time crawling
under brush next to a spring. They spent another
nervewracked day, as voices and the sounds of axes
around them gave evidence that the local woodsmen
were collecting firewood.

That night, the trail led to one of the main high-
ways running north and south. Cleven and Aring de-
cided to spend the day there, as reports over British
Broadcasting before they had left the column were ex-
tremely rosy, an even the usually staid British an-
nouncers were going wild over the Allied advances.
They hoped that Allied equipment would roll down
the artery, but as the day waned, the Germans belied
these reports and used the highway both ways.

Another two evenings, and the food situation
was beginning to bind. The course was set to the
northwest. The rain was steady and the night black.
They walked into barbed wire . . . trees . . . ditches.
It was difficult to see each other, and the compass was
useless. They finally ended up in a road block. This
consisted of a jumbled mess of felled trees, over which
they climbed for what seemed hours. They decided to
wait for daylight, and as light appeared, they saw that
the road ahead was clear.

The day was spent on the side of a mountain.
The refuge was inconvenient and the insistent rain
weighted and soaked their clothes. At nightfall, the
journey led across a range down into a narrow valley
that ended with a town and a stream to cross. Wait-
ing so as not to disturb the occupants, Cleven and
Aring began to skirt the town. In scrambling across a
sharp precipice, they suddenly lost their balance.

There was an uproar of hogs and chickens as the
men slid down into a farmer’s yard. Overcome with
disgust more than with fear, they decided to head
down the main street and cross the bridge under the
Nazis noses. They casually walked past the pedestrians
and cars. No one took notice of them, and they soon

left the town behind.

Dawn of the next day found them overlooking
a valley filled with clouds, and the day was spent on
the side of another ridge. Approaching darkness found
them sneaking past an inn over a local stream. Evading
soldiers or civilians had become monotonous. They
moved ahead, and nothing mattered but placing one
foot in front of the other.

Sunlight Jocated them in a young growth of
trees, which proved to be the new home for a day. An-



other night of hiking brought them into another
grove of seedlings. About 0600 hours, the men heard a
continued growl of what they thought were G.M.C.
trucks rolling down a nearby highway. This noise
lasted for more than thirty minutes. Convinced that
there was not that much gasoline left in all of Ger-
many, they raced for the road, certain that the equip-
ment must be American. After running a quarter of a
mile with total disregard for being seen, they flopped
into a ditch as their hopes were dashed.

A German Division was being evacuated, and
units flashed by close to their poor hiding place. Luck
was with them, and they remained unperceived. Later,
several men in civilian garb approached. After a few
tense moments, they turned out to be French workers
en route to their homeland. They even supplied

Cleven and Aring with bread.
' Food was by this time a major problem. They had
a few prunes each, and their condition was such that
they could not move quickly. Their recent run had
weakened them considerably. Any exertion in stand-
ing up quickly produced dizziness and partial black-
out.

The Frenchmen informed them of the reported
position of the Allied troops, and their hopes were
raised. Darkness brought much movement of enemy
troops. Cleven and Aring walked and listened
throughout the night. They caught up with the
sounds of gun-fire. 88’s, 105’s, machine gun and small
arms fire boomed and clattered around them. Shelling
was constant.

At daybreak they crossed the East-West super
highway running from the southern end of Nurn-
burg. They spent the day in a thicket, discussing the
latest events. There was a possibility that walking in
the daytime was now safer. First of all, the roads
might be mined. Secondly, they might be shot in the
darkness by their own troops.

Shortly before noon, a Piper Cub flew over, and
they decided that if it was safe enough for a Cub to
be out, they could walk in the daylight. They started
out, and after several hours met some German civilians
who informed them that Allied troops were in a local
village. This proved to be the only contact made by
Cleven and Aring with any Germans.

They headed for the village, and encountered the
45th Division. Their nine nights across Germany had
paid off in freedom. They were treated royally, ate
ravenously, and rested awhile. Contact was established
with the proper authorities for transport out of Ger-
many.

“Consequently, after due processes,” Cleven con-
cluded, “I wound up back at Thorpe Abbotts with
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the Hundredth Bomb Group, where everyone was a
sight beautiful to see. . . .”

After Egan had completed his Operation Pump-
ing, he headed back to his quarters, wishing like hell
that Cleven and Aring would make good their. get-
away. Egan and Cleven had been together many
months out of their total service. They had served to-
gether at Randolph, Kelly, Hendricks, Fort Myers,
Tampa, Boise, Walla Walla, Wendover, Sioux Cltg—
Kearney and Thorpe Abbotts, England. .

Both had agreed that Egan following Clever
down into Germany was going a little too far,
though Cleven’s first words to Egan upon the
ing in prison camp had been . .. “You’re late. W
detained you?”

Egan thought back to December 26, 1943, w
Kriegies from the Center Camp came over for a y
to see the boys in the South Camp. They had jams
into Egan’s quarters. There were Ollie Chiesl -
Pinky Helstrom . . . Dick Carey and C. Cruiksh:

.E.D. Murphy . R. C. Pearson . . . E. Moffly
navigator C. Sarabun ... Braley . Soiomon_
Hollenbeck and others plled into the six by =« L
room. It was a Bloody Hundredth reunion,
made old home week look like a funeral. . .

Here it was April 9, 1945, almost ﬁftcen nont
later. Cleven was off across muddy fields, and |
camp was parked by the side of the brown Dan
waiting for fate and the Goons to get the men act

The crossing never took place. There
change of plans, and more marching to a place cal
Mulhausen. . . . Then on to Holzhausen . .
Obermunchen and Willersdorf. Many men
away during the night. Then the gate of a
prison camp clanged behind the weary column. T

of fleas and lice.
Egan conscientiously continued to scribble n

in Cleven’s book, which Buck had left with

April 29, 1945

“We have more or less taken over the ea
Germans are about but things are going our way.
night, Col. Good and the C. O. of the German §§
and planned to make this camp neutral ground.
Good took a Red Cross truck and went through
lines to Allied Headquarters, where he met a
Point classmate. The American Command said .
HELL NO, we’ll fight for it! The Kriegies are in
middle again. Right now a fair-sized war is going o
around us. Light arms, tanks, heavy guns, mor
etc. So far, three people have been wounded. N



" Lawrence had a spent bullet fall in his lap. 1230 April
29. . . . The fighting has moved away (I hope)
through the trees, and you can see * Old Glory.” . . .
‘The town has been taken. My first glimpse of the red,
white and blue in 19 months.

“People are shaking hands and tears big as you
know what are rolling down cheeks. I must be a mis-
anthrope . . . the stuff has had no great cheering. . . .
Pl knock off. An American tank is entering camp.
"I may be a free man. Flags of all nations are going up;
France, England, Russia, India, Serbia, South Africa.
People without flags are dashing around getting their
national colors to make flags. Tanks are visible
through the trees in the distance. Small arms fire can-

“A Piper Cub just flew over camp. The war for
‘us must be over. We are free. 1405 April 29. . .. Gen.
Smith of the 3rd Army just entered camp in a jeep,
followed by an armored vehicle. Further identification
‘Wwas impossible because it was covered with Kriegies.
1900 April 29. ... We are free! The infantry has not
arrived but the tank boys assure us “Allus is Goot.’
Heavy guns continue to shake the buildings. High-
ht of the day was a Cpl. Mahoney, a tank man,
whose son, a lieutenant, was a prisoner in the camp.
. . . Reliable rumor has it that we go to Le Havre
from here. The British believe Churchill will fly them
out. I'll settle for a box car.

“The SS were responsible for the shooting up of
the camp. We have not had a Victory spree yet. If we
receive parcels tomorrow, we will probably all spin in.
I still have all my iron ration . . . seriously I don't
think I'll ever eat it.”

April 30, 1945

“Soldiers all over the place. Goons putting up re-
sistance about 1Y miles from here. Alkire’s regiment,
of which I am Exec, goes into action. We take over a
warchouse to billet our troops, who are Commando
work parties. We are going to France by air in seven
ten days. Heard that Col. Aring is back in the
ates . . . no word of Cleven. If he’s home I'll be late
or the wedding. We picked up three barrels and small
amount of * spirits, ’ also fresh eggs.”
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May 3, 1945

“Delousing, evacuation and the old man has
just been ordered to Paris, which leaves me in com-
mand of the regiment, which is getting bigger every
hour. Possibility of 1100 more men arriving today.
What a rat race. Regimental C. O. 3rd Army takes
over the Stalag at midnight. 1500 instead of 3000 were
evacuated this date and no evacuation tomorrow.”

May 6, 1945

“Spirits very low . . . no evacuations today. Looks
like we’ll be here forever. 2000 hours . . . best news
yet. 19,500 to be flown out tomorrow, using four
fields. Generals and Congressional party inspected
camp today. As they entered the first half of the
building, some Joe Kriegie in a top bunk in a dark
corner raised up and shouted, * Jesus Christ, what’s
wrong . . . the Goons moved us in thirty minutes.’
When one of the generals said, * Conditions here are
deplorable . . . deplorable! ’ another voice floated
down from a top bunk. ... ‘ Big words! Big words!’
The party left the barracks.”

May 10, 1945

“Spent last night in a bombed-out barracks on a
good airfield at Strubbing. Chaos still reigns supreme.
We are going to fly to Le Havre today. We actually
fly to Rheims . . . then by train to Camp Lucky
Strike. Chow line half mile long. . . . Remember, if
the chow line is a half mile long, then the line to wash
your mess kit is a half mile long. I think the Pacific
war will be over before I get out of this place.”

May 22, 1945

“We left Camp Lucky Strike for another camp
at Le Havre. Chow lines again. Came aboard U. S. S.
Monticello today. Our port in USA rumored to be
Boston.

“There were 45,000 men at Mooseburg when we
were liberated. Took twelve days to cross to USA.
Landed at New York. Came home Friday, June 8,
1945. Went to Hobbs, New Mexico, June 28th to be
best man at Cleven’s wedding. . . .”
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soaking wet around the shoulders the way it

always was with him. His busted up, burning
plane was eighteen miles past Berlin. His crew, those
that were alive, had already escaped.

It was February 3, 1945, and Rosie was on his
fifty-second mission. The plane was dropping and
he took a chance on falling behind the Russian lines.
He bailed out. .

Rosie came down hard, breaking the right arm
which had been fractured once before. Strange
soldiers with bayonets ran up to him yelling and he
took a chance and yelled “Americanski” and the
bayonets pulled back.

He had come through once more, and headed
via a Moscow hospital back to England. The Rosen-
thal Legend was kept intact.

It was real legend, made up of the following
ingredients: that he could have stopped flying and
that he couldn’t get killed.

THE sweat had turned Maj. Robert Rosenthal

When Lt. Robert Rosenthal came overseas in
the summer of 1943, he was a shy, strapping, frizzle-
headed guy; he looked like a big-boned, shambling
country ballplayer. Rosenthal was a Brooklyn boy
who had played college ball and earned a law degree
just in time to go into the Air Corps. He never got
over being a shy, quiet man who could get easily
embarrassed if you asked him how he kept going,

why didn’t he go home after a tour of operations,:

etc.

The legend around Rosenthal didn’t grow up all
at once. I think I was in on the beginning of it, and
it was on a night in October 1943 when Maj. John
Egan, sitting in the 418th Squadron Orderly Room,
and setting up his flight order for the next morning,
said, “I think this boy Rosenthal is quite a flyer.”

The next day, Egan went down on the Munster
raid and Rosenthal kept on going and he did become
quite a flyer just like the major said he would.
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He couldn’t get killed. . . . His first flight over
Bremen saw the Hundredth take a bad smashing up;
his second, all the way to Marienburg, was one of the
longest B-17 flights in the ETO until that time,
and his third was Munster. One, two three . . . one
day after the next, and his ball turret gunner, S/Sgt:i '
Ray Robinson, said of those three flights . . . “The
first night after Bremen we were too tired to sleep
the second night after Marienburg we were tc
scared, and the third night after Munster we were
just through . . . finished.”

In the late afternoon, as Rosenthal’s ship ca
in over the airfield at Thorpe Abbotts, it was
alone in the sky on that October day in 1943. T
careful landing procedure for formations was u
necessary. There was only one plane coming in
actually half a plane, for two engines were out.
Twelve planes had failed to return. _

Bill DeBlasio, the tail gunner, wrote in his
diary . . . “By the grace of God we were the'on
ship to come back. Our pilot brought us he
safely.”

The interrogation that afternoon was very e
clusive, like a consultation with a private physi
The story of Munster was in terms of the evid
of one tired, battered crew. With the formati
smashed to pieces before the target was reachy
Rosenthal dropped his bombs on Munster and ke
on going. . .. The legend was under way.

The tour that began with Bremen ended w
Berlin and by that time it became something spe
“Rosie’s Riveters” came home to a crazy holid
greeting from Berlin, March 1944. The sky ¥
filled with flares. Radib operator Bocuzzi rode do
to the interrogation on the back of an MP’s mot
cycle. Ground Crew Chief J. E. Woodard w
crying. . .. The legend was really under way. Rosen=
thal was Capt. Rosenthal now.

He wouldnw’t stop flying. . . . 1 saw him in
London after the first tour and he asked me, did I



think he ought to go home? I said “Sure, why don’t
you go? Go home to the ice cream, the girls, the ball
games, and all in one piece. You deserve a break.”
I don’t know why he asked me, because he
wasn’t going to go. He looked like a big, stubborn
farmer who knew exactly what he was doing. . . .
The legend had a root somewhere. He said, “But do
the Russians go home after they do a tour?”
; “Sure,” I said. “Everybody goes home for a
rest after a tour.”

I didn’t know what the Russians did, but it
didn’t make any difference, anyway. He was on his
second tour a week later. He was flying again, and in
the same way; with his shirt dripping wet with
perspiration around the shoulders all the time he
was in the cockpit and with no particularly exciting
information for the interrogators after he came back.
(“If you come back,” he told the interrogators, “it’s
- a milk run.”)

Now it must be said just once that Robert
Rosenthal is Jewish. Some people liked to think that
he was taking revenge on Germans; that he had a
mother or sister or somebody who had been killed
by the Germans. Legends take on things that aren’t
there. Rosie flew against the Germans because they
were Nazis and they were killing a lot of people,
- Jewish as well as non-Jewish. His family was safe at
home in Brooklyn, and he didn’t like to talk about
why he was fighting.

He couldn’t get killed. . . . It was luck, nine-
tenths of it, and Rosenthal will tell you that. Sure
he could fly but so could a lot of other good men
who went down . . . and Rosie will tell you that too.

When he came home alone from Munster, it
spelled nearly the end of the original Hundredth
Bomb Group which had assembled at Boise, Idaho,
in 1942. He came into the war when the going was
hotter than it was ever to be again in the European
Air War, We had no fighters in the sky then. The
erry planes simply lay around the target area. What
fighter cover American planes had, turned back at
the German coast, leaving the big babies to take it
y themselves. .

Now that the war is over, it might as well be
id that a single bomber is just a big tin can and it
ever was a match for skillful fighter formations.
e were dropping over enemy targets like leaves

in autumn. Rosenthal survived the early fighterless
days and went into the second phase, when we had
fighter cover. . ..

He couldw’t get killed. . . . His plane got hit -
hard over France during that second tour and she
rolled brakeless into a tree and Rosie fractured his
skull. The dogfaces were fighting the war in France
then and he was safe behind our lines. He ended up
in a hospital and still wouldn’t go home. Capt.
Bowman, the group S-2 officer by that time said
complainingly, “The only way to get that guy home
is to put travel orders under his pillow in the hospital
some dark night.”

He was hit over Germany again in May 1944,
and with two engines out, both on one side, and
alone in the sky, he tried the long trip home. A P-47
called over to him, “Big friend, what can I do for
you?”

“P-47 from big friend . . . stay with us,” said
Rosie. He didn’t bail out over the Channel, the gas
was running out, and at last, as his third engine
sputtered out, he rolled on an airfield just off the
surf of the North Sea . . . and England. Still OK
and still flying,

And then in February 1945, Major Rosenthal
went down again and this time it looked like if,
though hope remained after “observers saw engine
Number Three explode . . . and six men bail out. .. .”

Rosie got himself a silver leaf on his return to

Thorpe Abbotts. The war ended in the summer of
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'45 or he would have gone on to the Pacific. He was
a stubborn guy. He had 52 missions under his belt
and plenty of fruit salad on his chest, right up
through the Distinguished Service Cross. He had
been flying from the fall of 1943 to February 1945.

He came home at last to Brooklyn, took off the
brass and the decorations and the legend and slipped
quietly back into civilian life. So quietly that no
one has got hold of him since then. Maybe though, he
might be found in the music store on West 44th
Street in Manhattan where he used to go before the
war in order to listen to the newest hot jazz records.

The one thing I would like to ask him is this:
When he was with the Russians, did he ever find out
if the Russian flyers went home for a rest after a
tour?

Saul Levitt
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HE strategy of air power was the strategy of

pounding the enemy until his will and means

of waging war had been destroyed. There was
a complexity of design in modern warfare. No single
arm of warfare could lay claim to being the decisive
factor in victory. Land, sea and air were all integral
parts of the whole of triumph, molded by many
hands in many lands.

It was made possible by the best of men in the
finest of machines . . . by former shoe salesmen, farm
laborers, business executives, bank clerks . . . by men
of diverse talents whose very ideals were often at
cross-purposes. The men fought in the infantry . ..
in tanks . . . in planes . . . in ships. Other men, in
even larger numbers, never came near to the sounds
of warfare, but performed their tasks in the com-
parative safety of hangar, machine shop and office
well behind the danger zones. Despite the prosaic
quality of the work, much of the war depended on
these men.

In the air forces, the problems of supply and
maintenance were many and varied. Forty planes in
the air meant fifteen tons of equipment necessary to
maintain and overhaul the engines. Forty planes
in the air meant more than 700 tons of parts and
machines held in readiness for general repairs. Forty
planes in the air meant a constant strain on supply
and maintenance organizations, and a constant head-
ache to the men who kept the stuff flowing and in
operation,

The men in the service outfits at Thorpe
Abbotts acted as the secondary army. They backed
up the boys who performed the more dangerous,

spectacular work. They were the men who fed 2
clothed the base, the men who dished out the bu
and candy rations, the men who listened to the g
if an issued piece of equipment failed to fully satis

These men, workmg at Station 139, ..'
Abbotts, a B-17 base in East Anglia, had travelk
far to perform these vital chores. The journey be
in the long summer of 1942, as men shipped ini
Lubbock, Texas.

They came from recruiting stations and arn
technical schools. The majority had been in the
less than six months. It was June, 1942, The ent
country was still girding, preparing to step into hi
Three months before, Gen. Marshall had said: “T!
time has come when we must proceed with the bus
ness of carrying the war to the enemy.”

One month later, Marshal Stalin called for
Second Front. . . .But Corregidor fell in May . . .
on June 21, the Desert Fox, Rommel, swept
Tobruk. . . . The news was bad and the Allies u
being pushed back across the headlines of the

.. In June 1942, Maj. Gen. Dwight D. Eisenho
set up his headquarters in the ETO. The Ge
armies were on the march in Russia. . . . Against
backdrop of defeat, the aspirations and move
of a small group of men in the Texas Panb
dwarfs into less than insignificance. Yet, one gr
of men, multiplied a thousandfold by more and
more groups, finally brought the enemy to #
knees.

Lubbock summers are hot. They are also
and dusty, except when the infrequent rains tu
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the company streets into quagmires of white, limey
mud that clings with the lifelike persistence of
leeches.

The original cadre from Brooks Field; San An-
tonio, Texas, hit Lubbock as the 83rd Air Base
Group, Sp AC. The Recruit Department expanded
and two outfits were formed. The 83rd was one of
these outfits. Heading the new group was a wiry,
dynamic major named Samuel K. Eck, whose motto,
“No can do . . . can do” became the catch phrase of
the outfit. '

Training a green outfit is identical throughout
the branches of the army. It takes equal parts of

- patience and sweat, to which occasional dashes of
- disappointment must be added. It takes times and it

takes intensive training.

The Lubbock Army Flying School boasted of
good runways. Twin engine, advanced trainers
circled overhead as a new class of cadets flew in. The
planes were crewed by personnel of the school squad-
rons. The men of the 83rd were meanwhile schooled
at the Sub-Depot under civilian instructors, being
led into the intricacies of engineering and supply

work. The men who in future months would roll
-parachutes, push link trainer buttons and click com-

bat shutters now answered roll call and went to
school and did the air corps hop in calisthenics. The
rat-tat of small arms fire heralded their qualifying
rounds with the Springfield and Tommy gun.

In July, the 83rd was absorbed into the Air
Service Command, and became the 83rd Service

' Group, consisting of Headquarters and Headquarters
' Squadron and the 98th Service Squadron. Also as-

signed to the group was the 2005th Quartermaster
Truck Co. The men worked, squinted into the hot
sun and shook their heads over the newspapers,
which told of further German advances. There was
second front talk in the high places, some of which
was primarily double talk. The war was supposed to
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be over by Christmas, but there was an air of in-
security shifting uneasily above the Allied world.
The word “Stalingrad™ broke into the news as the
Nazis advanced on the city. . . .

Despite the constant pressure of training, there
were opportunities to span the twelve miles from the
base into town. The 35,000 inhabitants of Lubbock
lived along spacious streets in neat rows of houses.
There was oil in the vicinity and cotton was a major
crop. Plains rolled off to the horizon and ranches
spotted the Panhandle landscape. Along the main
road leading back to the base, the Texas Tech campus
waved green lawns at the men. The lawns, or it may
have been the decorative femmes adorning them,
proved a constant source of inspiration to the men
of the 83rd.

Considerably less inspiration was the dry bent
of the town, which drove them to drinking the
somewhat less than potent punch dispensed at the
local liquid centers. Occasional dances graced the
floors around town, on which occasions the men of
the group, addicted to service always, inevitably
spiked the punch with strong liquids of doubtful
origin.

The Hilton Hotel was one of the centers of
attraction, while the Cotton Club on the outskirts of
town attracted the local trade by lining up name
bands. Further up the line, 125 miles further,
Amarillo beckoned, and many men headed there to
spend their longer week-end passes.

The Lubbock stay stretched into its fifth month,
as the Texas sun beat down, warming September and
October with rays of slightly diminished intensity.
Even as the winds churned up the dry earth of Texas,
people in another part of the one world made their

-way through the rubble and snow of Stalingrad,

their minds of single purpose intent on keeping
1,000,000 foemen out of the city. The Solomons and
Guadalcanal pushed into the headlines, and men
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studied the bitter lessons of Dieppe. As October
closed, and the 400 men of the 83rd Service Group
climbed aboard a troop train, invasion plans were
being discussed, and the news from North Africa
was soon to be screamed across the world.

Many of the men were of local Lubbock stock,
and leaving the base was tantamount to leaving
home. The troop train tooted mournfully and headed
northwest.

The first phase of training fell behind. The men
still had much to learn, but they were well on the
road to becoming the smoothly functioning outfit
that opened combat shop in England half a year
later.

The train crept into Oregon territory, and it
was late evening, November 1, 1942, when Pendleton
was reached.

Rain was beating the earth into pulp as the men
detrained into the wetness. They huddled as orders
were shouted into the night. There were vehicles to
unload from flat cars. The base was three miles from

the station, and these vehicles were to cover those

three miles. It was a muddy trip. The road ribboned
through the rain in ascending curves, and it was
still raining when the men of the group dragged
barracks bags from the trucks.

There was more confusion as they sought their
own bags, a difficult job at any time, now made
almost impossible by mud, rain and darkness. Some
semblance of quiet eventually came from the chaos,
as men stopped off at any barracks along the route
that boasted of an empty sack.

When daylight finally arrived, they were roused
and pulled themselves and their possessions together.
They looked around. The base seemed to bé situated
on a high plateau overlooking the town of Pendleton.
Later, they heard that planes did not take off from
the runway . . . they merely fell off and were in
flight.

The men plunged into the second phase of
training with zeal. The work was intensive, and for
the first time, they actually put their working hours
to use laboring over B-17 Flying Fortresses. There
were planes reserved strictly for training purposes,
and there were planes that flew in for minor serv-
icing.

When the 83rd arrived at Pendleton, they
found the remaining component parts of the group
waiting to be gathered into the fold. The 379th
Service Squadron . . . the 1100th Ordnance Supply
Co. and the 1970th Quartermaster Truck Co. were
already there. Soon, the 1775th and 1776th Ord-
nance Medium Maintenance Companies came down
from Walla Walla, Washington, and the 92nd Signal
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Co. was assigned to the group.

Maj. C. Adams commanded the 379th Service
Sq., Lt. R. Major was in charge of the 1100th
Ordnance Supply Co. and Capt. B. Rambo com-
manded the 1970th QM Truck Co.

Life was far from placid when these various and
hitherto independent units came together. It took
time before their loss of sovereignty could be re-
placed by the striving toward a common goal. ¥

It was at Pendleton that three prominent and
popular officers joined the group. Capts. Patrick Ca
Bouchard, Walter A. Hazelton and Eugene Rovegno
all reported together. Their military bearing and
brisk salutes belied the fact that it had been more
than twenty years since they had stuffed moth balls
into the pockets of their uniforms. The Adjutant,
Lt. John D. Clinkman, showed them into Lt. Col.
Eck’s office, where after the usual military amenities,
they were greeted with a typical Eckian statement
of intentions.

“Gentlemen,” the colonel said, “I think you’ll
find that I'm a pretty square shooter, but it’s only
fair to warn you that I may ride you rather hard
sometimes.” The words were hardly out whi
Rovegno, putting on his best southern drawl, repli
“Colonel, suh, you’d better put on your spurs,
cause you’re going to find the ridin’ pretty tough this
time!”

There were other officer arrivals at Pendleton.
The little ex-marine, Lt. Albert Alex, arrived
head the Hq. and Hgq. Squadron. Lt. Henry L.
lingsworth was to become group pianist in additic
to his Chemical Warfare duties., The Medical
partment was augmented by the arrival of Lt. Tayl
Hunt, the Group Surgeon, Lt. Albert P. Ga
Group Dentist, and Lts. Thaddeus Poremski, And
Van DePol and Capt. C. H. Stark.

As the men worked in the shops and bec
more proficient in the varied intricacies of
trades, the army also found time to inflict calis
and drill upon them. These activities were o
casionally rained out, as mist and fog rolled i
painting a prophetic picture of the climate that the
men were to endure in the long months to come.

Every morning, the roar of the convoy we
fill the dull dawn, and the mobile shops would
off for the training area. The various sections
to function with a degree of efficiency. The
the instrument shop bent over their benches, prob
into the workings of the flux-gate compass,
fecting their speed and technique in the repair of
numerous and complex pieces that go to make
the eyes and ears of a bomber, on which navigatio
instruments alone played a vital role in 90% of &
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missions, .

There was activity in the electrical, welding and
machine shops, and the smell of sawdust permeated
the wood mill. Parachutes and props were worked
on, while the paint and dope shop caught up with
the daub jobs.

The arrival of Christmas was greeted by the
usual gargantuan meal, as well as an exodus toward
Portland, which bore no dry stigma, and where times
traditionally known as “high, old” were consum-
mated. Pendleton itself was a small town with a USO
and a large shirt manufacturer. It was also the home
of the largest annual rodeo in the country, but this
main event had been cancelled for the duration.

The year 1943 opened on a welcome note as
lengthy columns of battered Germans finally reached
the center of Stalingrad . . . as prisoners. Von Paulus
surrendered his armies before the city and the bitter
siege had been lifted. . . .

To the majority of men in the service group,
weaned for the greater part on training ships, the
sight of P-38’s darting through practice maneuvers
was breathtaking, and necks were in a state of crane
during the first few weeks at the base.

The entire stay at Pendleton lasted just over
two months, and on January 7, 1943, the entire
group once more boarded troop trains and headed
for Pueblo Army Air Base.

Also arriving at Pueblo with the outfit was the
188th Quartermaster Co., which had joined the
group one station earlier. Lt. Emmett G. Scharding
was in command of the 74 men. The outfit had been
activated at Baer Field, Fort Wayne, Indiana, in
April 1942, and subsequently moved to MacDill
Field, Tampa, Florida, in June.
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Despite the Chamber of Commerce, rain came
down in large buckets during the three week stay.
The men existed under leaky tents in an area called
“Boom Town,” and the Service Club was the only
bright spot on the agenda. When the movement
came, it was to Gowen Field, Boise, Idaho.

At Gowen, the trail of the QM Co. almost -
crossed with that of the newly forming Hundredth
Bomb Group, but the QM unit shipped out in Sep-
tember, while the Hundredth was activated at
Gowen Field a month later. It was ten months be-
fore both outfits were finally to meet at Thorpe
Abbotts, Norfolk, England.

From Boise, the trail led to Oregon, where the
QM Co. was assigned to the 83rd Service Group,
then on to Colorado.

The men worked hard at Pueblo to complete the
group training. The mobile units were quick and
always ready to move. The men worked under actual
field conditions, and when a plane was occasionally
forced down in the desert, units took off immedi-
ately. The plane was serviced under difficult con-
ditions, and those which crashed beyond repair were
dismantled and stripped.

Administrative efficiency kept pace with the
technical progress, and each squadron ran smoothly
geared to the group machinery. Capt. W. Hazelton
was in command of the 98th Service Sq., with Lt.
James B. Gallagher as Adjutant and Lt. E. F.
Beecher, Jr., as Supply Officer. Tony L. Patterson
was the well-liked 1st Sergeant, and Lt. Raymond
Mead was the Engineering Officer.

On March 21, more than fifty QM men left
Pueblo by motor convoy. They arrived in the
vicinity of Fowler, Colorado less than two hours
later, and immediately set about creating a bivouac
area. Latrine-digging was not overlooked, nor was
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the placing of guards around the camp for the night.
However, the Officer of the Guard spent a compara-
tively quiet night, and the men were detented early
the following morning for a day crammed with mock
skirmishes, camouflage discipline, first aid, field sani-
tation, as well as defense against ground and air
attack.

At dinnertime, Col. Eck came over in a Piper
Cub to demonstrate a strafing. The men quickly
took to the ditches, losing half their meal in the
action,

The unit left the bivouac that same night via
blacked-out convoy, and arrived back at Pueblo
without mishap.

The five months spent at Pueblo were high-
lighted by the idyllic weather. Pueblo, a town of
more than 50,000 inhabitants, was known as a good
“soldier’s town.” There were things to do, and the
men went bowling and swimming . . . rode horses
and roller skates. There was dancing at the Hotel
Whitman or the Arcadia, and enough bars to success-
fully quench any and all thirsts. The Y.M.C.A. had
a good basketball court and swimming pool.

Life was made even more pleasant for the many
men whose families had travelled to Pueblo. It was
here also that Lt. Robert Major, a 220-pounder who
had played football at Minnesota when Bronco Na-
gurski was ploughing up the opposition, developed
a deep aversion for small bathtubs. He discovered
that the fit was too tight, and for awhile thought it
would be necessary to call on the group’s C-2
wrecker for extraction purposes.

A note of tragedy was struck at Pueblo, when
a plane crash cost the group their surgeon, Lt. Taylor
Hunt, as well as several other officers and enlisted
men. Lt. Hunt had set up the group dispensary,
organized and trained the group medics, and his loss
was severely felt.

Maj. Gen. Walter H. Frank’s unannounced visit
to the 83rd Service Group Headquarters caused a
few moments of anxiety. The visit was due mainly to
the fact that the general had been forced to remain
overnight at Pueblo against his wishes, and conse-
quently felt that he was obliged to inspect. He was
in a rare mood indeed for such an inspection.

The first officer to meet the general’s wrath was
Maj. Rambo, QMC, the acting Group Executive.
The general wanted to know by what authority a
QM officer was doing as executive officer of an Air
Corps group. Explanations were made but failed to
satisfy. The fact that the major had taught school
in civilian life did not help matters.

Capt. T. J. Anderson was then interviewed by
the general, who rather pointedly asked him what
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his qualifications were for his assignment. The cap-
tain replied that he had been a squadron adjutant, a
squadron commander, etc., but the general inter-
rupted him and said, “I mean civilian qualifications.”
Capt. Anderson went on to say that he had been
on the faculty at the Universities of California and
Southern California, to which the general retorted
succinctly, “Another damned school teacher!”
Personnel shortages were filled at Pueblo, and
shortly before the group received its port call, Lt.
Col,y Harold E. Dungan succeeded Lt. Col. Eck as
Group Commander. The latter relinquished com-
mand of the outfit he had organized and trained,
and the men were sorry to see their old C.O. leave.
Their complete cooperation was given his successor
as the group buckled down for the final polishing.
There were continuous shots and sore arms as the
overseas preparations swung out. _
Lt. Col. Dungan, Majors Bouchard, Rambo and
Lt. Robert Belcher made up the advance party to
the Port of Embarkation and overseas. The remain=
der of the group, with Capt. Anderson as acting
C.0O., and minus the two QM Truck companies,
started on the road to Camp Shanks, New York, on
May 15, 1943.

As the train laboriously wound its way through
Missouri and Indiana, beading toward New York,
history was being written across the world. In North
Africa, the Allies had captured Tunis and Bizerte
and the Axis was evacuating all of Tunisia. Prisoners
numbered over the 100,000 mark.

At Camp Shanks, Mark D. Sanborn was as-
signed as Group Red Cross Director. The men o
the service group made the most of their New Yorl
stay, hitting most of the high spots and a few of the
low ones. '

The QM men were not so fortunate. They were
alerted soon after hitting Shanks, and never got
the base until they boarded a train on May 22 for
P.O.E.

The Shanks interlude was filled Wwith inspee
tions, lectures on insurance, bonds and allotme
There were clothing showdowns, always a source @
irritation to the men who must lay out every i
of government-issued equipment that they pos
for quick perusal by the clothing checkers. Th
was also the final physical inspection to be reckones
with. 4

The inspection took place in a large building
and the men queued up in lengthy, single lines.
they later discribed it, it seemed as though
doctors double-timed through the ranks. Everyon
came through in perfect shape.
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On the last day of May, the group, after a
march with duffle bags and packs, boarded the
stuffy train for the brief journey to the pier. It was
noon as the 83rd Service Group shuffled aboard the
ferry, which nudged its way toward a giant gray
liner. As the ferry swung alongside; the words Queen
Mary could be deciphered beneath the slate layers of
paint. The men were not unhappy.

On June 1, 1943, the huge liner pushed out to
sea, carrying 23,000 troops, the largest load it had
ever borne. The crossing was quick and crowded,
as expected, and on June 6, the Queen reached
Scotland and tied up at the Firth of Clyde.

_ It was the beginning of the history overseas, and

. none stepping aboard the train to Boxted, a base near
~ Colchester, could foresee the movements, shifts, the
dull and exciting events of the next three years.

The men were now ready to put their training
to the test. Within 48 hours, they were setting their
barracks bags down at Thorpe Abbotts. The 379th
Service Squadron was ordered to another base and
parted from the group. Any visions of the remaining
elements operating as a unit were rudely shattered as
the outfit split into two segments, half of the men
remaining at Thorpe Abbotts to service the Hun-
dredth Bomb Group, while the second half was
shipped to the 385th Bomb Group at Great Ashfield.

* *

255

These disruptions of organizations and per-
sonnel called for much revision of planning and
additional on-the-job training. Lt. Col. Dingan kept
his headquarters at Thorpe Abbotts, with a detach-
ment going to Great Ashfield. The 98th Service
Squadron and the 1776th Ordnance Co. remained at
Thorpe Abbotts. Part of the Hq. and Hq. Squadron
also remained. The old 1100th Ord. Co. had been
incorporated with the Medium Maintenance Co.

Personnel and property were divided, and the
ensuing red tape unwound and tripped up the un-
wary. Slowly, order began to assert itself, and the
base prepared for war.

As these preparations continued, the interest of
the world was suddenly focused on the first clear
test of aerial power against a well-fortified citadel.
On June 12, the Mediterranean island of Pantelleria
surrendered unconditionally under the terms laid
down by Lt. Gen. Spaatz. It was the first time in
the bistory of warfare that a fortress was subjugated
by air power, with some support by sea power, with-
out action by ground forces. . . .

The men read the news and were heartened. The
star of air power was in ascent, and they had hitched
their battle wagons to this star. Things were looking

up.
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HE 456th Sub-Depot was born on December
TI, 1943, voraciously absorbing its parent body,

the 83rd Service Group. In the months prior to
the birth of the new organization, there had been
feverish activity as Thorpe Abbotts cmerged as a
base for combat activity.

The first official mission took off on June 2§,
1943, and the months of training and'traveling had
reached fruition. From that day until the final com-
bat operation on April 20, 1945, the history of the
service organizations was an integral part of the
entire effort of the base.

It was for the most part a humdrum routine
existence for the service men, an existence inter-
spersed with occasional flashes of high drama. The
various departments of the group meshed into
smooth operation. Service group personnel were
appointed into key base positions. Capt. Rovegno
assumed the duties of Base Engineering Officer.
Bouchard became the S-4 man, while Col. Dungan
was Ground executive.

The “big-gas birds” took off on their sorties
through July and August of 1943, and many re-

A

Administration & Inspection. L. to R. Front: T. H. Wilkes, E. L. Wright. Rear: F. J.
Elkourie, R. J. Mead, F. J. Sime, R. Gavin.
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Sheet Metal. L. to R. Front: W. C. King, C. Wilson, C. Timme, K. Edwards, W
French, G. Peddicord. Rear: A. Scherer, R. G. Keyes, L. Byersdorf, C. B, Gililland
S. Graham, K. Leisey.

turned nursing severe wounds. Work piled up in
the hangars, in the shops, on the desks. Heavy op-
position in the air meant heavy work orders, but
the organization clicked and transformed limping
aircraft into slick flying machines once more.

Supply was a constant source of irritation, and
stock shelves were on numerous occasions bare of
important items, necessitating those small triumphs
of ingenuity that aided greatly in keeping aircraft
operational.

East Anglia grew misty and cold with the
advent of winter. Problems were increased. The
biggest engineering headaches were caused by the
older ships not equipped with electronic super=
chargers. Due to the cold and low pressure at high’
altitudes, erratic regulation resulted in lack of
power and some abortions.

High altitude missions also spotlighted the
need for more and better heated clothing. Thers
was a shortage of electrically heated gloves whiel
became so acute that after each combat mission th
crews turned their gloves over to those flying
next mission. The answer to this shortage proble
was to modify the connections of the suit to
British-type gloves. In general, the heated s
lasted for approximately ten missions before blos
ing out. All clothing with the exception of
boots were rethreaded by the men in the eq
ment office

It was not all work for the service men.
took their passes and headed off-base, dispersi
over the crowded isle and its crowded pubs. . .

Machinists. L. to R. Front: A. Sproul, W. W. Williamson, J. O. Pavi I
brook, C. Wilson. Rear: V. O. Case, G. Shevlin, O. Weihe, T.
Winkler.



Welding Shop. L. to R. Front: C. Eller, H. Heron, D. Tracewell, J. Anstett.
F Rear: N. L. Dotson, J. Weverka, G. Galbraith, H. Bruner,

gelric Shop. L. to R.: F. Burton, F. Wilmer, L. Huebert, J. F. Brown, C. Givens,

R. Mclnerney.

tument Shop. L. to R. Front: E. M. Rowe, J. D. Mitchell, A. Kraisser, T. S.
jorehead, C. R. Thompson. Rear: O. C. Nolen, H. L. Jacobson, W. C. White,

E. R. Field, A. B, Collier.

It was London and Norwich. . . . Ipswich and the
many towns within cycling distance. . . . The
Magpie Inn at Harleston was a favored dart center,
and many cycles headed for Dickleburgh and
Diss. . . .

On November 29, 1943, VIII Bomber Com-
mand Headquarters issued a general order which
greatly affected the administrative life and times
of the service outfits at Thorpe Abbotts.

Service groups had originally been designed to
operate in the field, servicing several separate tac-
tical units. However, on permanent installations,
its subservience to the bomb group made its top-
heavy echelon of command unwieldy and wasteful
of personnel. For this reason, the Bomber Division
commanding officers were instructed to form Sub-
Depots within their commands in accordance with
manning tables of the Air Forces Build-Up Plan,
dated May 28, 1943.

The Sub-Depot was an echelon of the Eighth
Air Force Service Command. The commander re-
ported directly to the station commander, who
controlled the depot. All reports followed the

" chain of command through the station commander
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to the Air Depot Commander at the 1st Strategic
Air Depot, Honington.

So there was a mess of paper work, culminat-
ing in the shedding of one name and form for an-
other. Everything was neatly tabulated in the
records, and air force law in the body of Eight Air
Force Memo 65-6, which defined the purpose of the
Sub-Depot with relation to maintenance, repair
and redistribution, was closely followed.

The 456th Sub-Depot was divided into two
sections: Engineering and Supply. Two officers and
38 enlisted men dealt in supply. Three officers and
167 enlisted men engineered.

Maj. Patrick C. Bouchard left his S-4 duties to
assume command of the depot, with Lt. Edward F.
Beecher in charge ofisupply and Capt. R. Mead at
the engineering wheel.

Within a month, the Sub-Depot was operating
at full strength. Perhaps a good criteria by which
an organization of this type may be judged is
through uneventful routine. A problem appears

. it is solved. There is steady, clock-like ef-
ficiency, and the clerks chart the completed work
orders on their green-lined graphs. . . .

Winter made way for Spring, and the fields of
East Anglia came to life. March of 1944 saw Anzio
and Cassino break into the news, and the Hun-
dredth Bomb Group attacked Berlin for the first
time. Casualties in men and planes were heavy, and
the battle-damaged aircraft piled up the work.
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There was plenty of work after the missions.
The sheet metal shop, 809 of whose business was
taken up with flak damage, began to slap patches
on holes. In the large hangar, engines were built-up
and ripped wings set in working order.

A system of careful priorities was in operation,
and inspectors co-ordinated and allocated the
priorities. M/Sgt. Nolan’s trailer Instrument Shop
performed delicate tasks, and the men there were
not averse to tinkering with a watch after the more
pressing business had been completed. : _

A[though the great mass of work on the Transportation. L. to R. Front: R. H. Wilson, A. V. Cannon, C. B. Miller, |
ground possessed a certain monotony, there were Busch. Rear: M. Carter, W. N. Lemley, F. S. Toll, W. P. Felch.
nevertheless flashes of excitement. May 9, 1944 pro-
vided one of these moments, as the ambulance and
bomb service truck raced to meet a plane coming
back from a bombing raid on an airfield in France.

Lt. B. L. Williams brought it in, and the air-
craft rolled to the end of the runway, where the
squeal of brakes brought it to a lurching halt. The
truck and ambulance pulled up and men leaped off.
They knew what they would find.

While over the target, a plane in a higher
echelon had taken violent evasive action while re-
leasing its bombs. A 100-pound general purpose
bomb crashed into the tail of the lower plane aft of
the rudder, seriously wounding the gunner, and
had imbedded itself nose down. The bomb was still
alive, both nose and tail fuzes armed. It was wedged
against the gunner’s side.

Capt. Major, Station Ordnance Officer, was top
man present. The crowd soon dispersed when word
got around that there was a live bomb in the tail
of the ship. The day was not too warm, but the
men involved perspired profusely. Photographer
Sgt. Earl F. McCollister got in close to snap pic-
tures as 1/Sgt. Charles H. James, an ordnance
man, and Pvt. Willis K. Copeland, used a length of
wire threaded through the bomb lug to remove the
pressure from the nose fuze. James, working Parachutes. L. to R. Front: M. Tracy, L. Ellinger, G. A. Calvin, Rear: C. T. W
slowly, carefully worked loose the armed tail fuze, G. C. Clark, L. Giessinger, M. C. Hancock.
which he handed to the captain.

The medical men had first learned of the
emergency while in the interrogations room. T/Sgt.
John S. Erp, Capt. Emory C. Kinder and Capt.
Wendell C. Stover immediately headed for the
perimeter. Erp requested permission to go in and
look the situation over.

The heavy breathing of the wounded man cut
the stillness. Saving him seemed a long, a very long
chance, but the men worked as quickly as they
could. Erp wormed forward and attempted to pull
the gunner free, but could not. Something had
caught. Capt. Kinder, a slim man, crawled in and
cut the thong from one of the gunner’s boots which “E" Plane Crew. L. fo R.: S. B. Abbott, W. Einwald, W. Grebe, R. Eng
had caught on the fuselage.
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. Andrews, W. Walden, J. P. Dunn. Rear: H. Leventhal, O. Pleasant, R. H.

ﬂ'o:h Supply Warehouse. L. to R. Front: W. P. Jennings, R. A. Helvey, G.
Patrick, C. A. Warren, H. Broeker, J. Scrimenti. Rear: W. A. Nance, F. Macha,

l_!. E. Daak_; K. Fornstrom, V. C. Haser, G. Clarkson.

Supply Shipping & Receiving. L. to R. Front: J. W. Bearden, C. Wright,

Woodham, J, O. Lacy, D. Putnam.

They proceeded to extricate the fatally
wounded gunner, and the ambulance raced for the
hospital. Despite the speed with which the entire
incident had been handled, the gunner, S/Sgt. R.
Cohen, had been injured beyond aid, and later
succumbed. )

The strain was still there, because the armed
bomb was still jammed into the tail. Capt. Major
called the Bomb Reconnaissance Officer, who posted
MP’s and called the R.A.F. Bomb Disposal squad,
who in due time removed the nose fuze and the
bomb,

There was a general let-out of breath. The job
was over and the men dispersed to talk it over
later at their various clubs. It was something to
remember. . . .

The even tenor of life was jarred to its roots
the following month. The service men were given a
boost and a spur to increased effort as the Allies
finally launched the invasion of the Continent.
This was what the men bad been waiting for. This
was what would get them bome quicker, and the
entire base vibrated with bhopes of a speedy victory.

As the months. passed, and the Allies struck
- deeper into France, the realization that victory by
- Christmas was an impossibility dampened spirits
somewhat. Another dampener proved to be the
battle stars awarded to the bomb group. These
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awards naturally led to some resentment, as those
non-combat men fortunate enough to be assigned
to the bomb group received the priceless points
while the service men working in parallel fields
were ignored. “T.S.” was the phrase used unsympa-
thetically by the bomb group boys.

It had been a full year, a year of work and
hope. There had been disappointments as well, but
as the January snows blanketed the base, the men
realized that the Fascists were doomed, and that the
old, cracked record of “Home by Christmas” might
very well turn into reality this year.

It was cold in London, and an occasional
rocket still crashed without warning into the al-
ready wounded city. The service men still caught
the early train for the big town, which as usual,
was crowded with soldiers of every land and de-
nomination.

The hotels and rooming houses were full, and
you were lucky to find a Russell Square room for a
night. By inserting a shilling into the slot, the gas
heater in the room might get the temperature up to
zero. . . . It was “rough in the ETO” .

Deep on the Continent, the Allied armies con-
tinued their advance, and Cologne fell on one side
of the front as the Red Army reached the Baltic
and the Austrian border on the other.

At Thorpe Abbotts Headquarters, the paper
war flared out with a new wave of fury. A large-
scale organizational reshuffle was in the making,
and the midnight bulbs could be seen from the road
as men worked over lengthy stencils. . . .

It was April, 1945, and the 456th Sub-Depot,
with the war in its twilight days, was being dis-
solved. . . .

Administrative. L. to R. Front: J. T. Brady, T. E. Hames, E. E. Arncld. Rear:
R. C. Taylor, K. R. Minshall, H. L. Boogaart, W. E. Jones.
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GROUP COMMANDERS

Lt. Col. H. F. Cruver Maj. G. F. Erb

SERGEANT MAJORS

= h \
M/Sgt. Thomas Rogers Sgt. Willard Gresens
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SQUADRON COMMANDERS

Capt. J. B. Gallagher
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N APRIL 15, 1945, the news was officially
out, and the 412th Air Service Group was ac-
tivated. The 456th Sub-Depot and many of

the independent units on the base were deactivated
and absorbed in this major service shift. With the
completion of the war in sight, the move tended to
unify the base into more compact groupings, with
a resultant saving of administrative work and per-
sonnel.

Three squadrons were created. They were the
412th Headquarters and Base Squadron, the 838th
Air Engineering Squadron, and the 662nd Air Ma-
teriel Squadron.

The great majority of former Sub-Depot men
were transferred into the engineering squadron.
The 1285th Military Police Co. (Avn) brought
their discipline into the materiel squadron. The
1141st Quartermaster Co. was disbanded after
three years. The 1776th Ordnance (S. and M.) Co.
and the 2110th Fire Fighting Platoon joined the
newly activated service group.

Lt. Col. Eugene Rovegno, who had joined the
old 83rd back in Pendleton, became thé command-
ing officer of the service group, with Maj. George
F. Erb his Adjutant. Maj. Raymond J. Mead took
over the Group Executive duties, and M/Sgt.
Alexander Alchin, from the old disbanded 28th
Station Complement, became the Group Sergeant
Major.

The administrative changes did not affect the
technical work in the shops and hangars. The
group had been activated with masterly timing.
Five days after activation, the base put forth its
final combat effort, a mission to Oranienburg on
April 20, 1945,

There was still a great deal of work. Although
flak damage was now a thing of the past, there
were still practice flights and Chowhound missions
to be flown, there were still engines to be changed
and aircraft supply to be drawn.

The official end of the war in Europe came in
May, and the enormity of the surrender news was
focused down into the incongruous realization that
it would not be necessary to put the blackout blinds
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into their accustomed niches again. The radio
blared the welcome news every few minutes, and
it seemed strange to hear weather reports for the
first time in years.

Victory celebrations began early. Flares were
arcing all over ‘the perimeter, and the bolts of red,
green and yellow lit the skies. . . .

The war in the ETO was over, and the men
were thankful. Services were held on the base and
all over the world. . . . The people of Lubbock,
Texas and Walla Walla, Washington . . . the
people of Moscow and Stalingrad . . . the people
of London and Brockdish . . . the people of Paris
and Arles . . . people on farms and in cities felt a
great weight lifted from their minds and hearts.
The threat of Fascism had been smashed, and boys
would soon begin the long, watered path back to
their own lands.

They had completed their job, and although
one foe still remained, the hour-glass of arro-
gance, of decadence and of darkness was running.
low. . ..

Men headed for the Sad Sack Shack to down

victory brew. . ..
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A
Lt. B. J. Deitchman Capt. G. K. Cohn Capt. T. A, Poremski Capt. C. J. Hinkley
Personnel Finance Medical Catholic Chaplain

Lt. J. C. Merrill Lt. R. Sangro Lt. P. G. Brady
Utilities Fire Marshal Transportation
UTILITIES COOK

L 10! Cpl. C. Dalion, Pfc. J. Robl, Pfc. G. Kopcho, Pfc. D. Coms!ock Pfc T Quusi Pfc. E. Schirmer, Cpl. L. Workrnan
Pfc. J. Harker.

FINANCE

L. to R.: T/Sgt. L. Lieberman, Pfc. M. Medelman, S/Sgt. R. Baldwin, Pfc. W. Sperry, Sgt. D. Hanks, Sgt. C. Skours, Cpl.
M. Ray, Cpl. W. Phipps.

MEDICS

L. to R.: §/Sgt. L. Moyley, Pfc. S. Stowe, Cpl. C. Nehcn, Cpl. E. Randall, S/Sgt. F. Skaggs, Cpl. R. Valenza, Pfe. L.
Johnston, Sgt. J. Cuollo.
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NISTRATION

L. to R. Top Row: Sgt. R. Balser, Pfc. R. Shipley, T/Sgt. W. Moncrief, Sgt. G. Greene, §/Sgt. R. West, §/Sgt. G. Browne, Cpl. A. Jablonski, Cpl. W.
Greenbaum, Sgt. J. Weyman, Sgt. F. Campbell, Pfc. D. Dantoli Bottom Row: Pfc. W. Hayden, Jr., Sgt. D. Taylor, Pfc. E. Reynolds, Cpl. J. Wozniak,
S/Sgt. J. McDuffie, Sgt. R. Callaham, Sgt. S. Lima, Sgt. E. Fowlkes, Cpl. A. Jellison, Pfc. I. Maslov, $/Sgt. T. Grezlak.

L. to R. Top Row: Sgt. C. Covington, Cpl. A, Bollich, Pfc. J. Herschlag, Cpl. D. Moore, Pfc. D. Eiskant, Cpl. A. Crotty, Pfe.
S. Nesselroad, Sgt. D. Closs, Pfc. R. Utley. Bottom Row: Pfc. J. McCann, Pfc. J. Peters, Cpl. R. Naranjo, §/Sgt. C.
Anthony (Chief), Pfc. K. Perry, Cpl. T. Bickley, Cpl. E. Stoll, Cpl. E. Garvin.

TRANSPORTATION

W e

pl. P. McGee, Cpl. A, Miceli,
A.

AR | R RN OGS
L. to R. Top Row: Cpl. R. Grubb, Cpl. O. Gosser, Pfc. G. Renteria, Cpl. R. Benson, Pfc. E. Kaartunien, C

Pfc. E. lhinger, Pfc. D. Bumgarner, Pfc. G. Buckley. Bottom Row: Pfc. R. Bowmen, Cpl. R. Green, Pfc. R. Porter, Pfc. C. Dunton, Pfc.
Opsal, Pfc. J. Keldnen, Cpl. R. Agler, Cpl. R. Thorne, Pfe. M. Silver, Sgt. D. Watson.

danda

L. to R. Top Row: Cpl. B. Malone, Pfc. F. K , Cpl. D. McFadden, Pfc. O. Boyers, Cpl. M. Olivarez, Pfc. B. Cappione, Pfc. R. Ekberg,
Cpl. H. Hubbard, $/Sgt. A. Garcia, Sgt. F. Maneu. Bottom Row: Sgi. W. Taylor, Cpl. W. Foland, Sgt. W. Knox, Cpl. L. Grebenak, Cpl.
J. Stolarski, Sgt. E. Lindbeck, Sgt. W. Gierke, Sgt. S. Smythe, Sgt. J. Gi ini, Sgt. J. Stagli
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'838th AIR ENGINEERING

Lt. D. P. Vernier Lt. W. Gidney, Jr. Capt. A. Alex Lt, J. Lechleiter Capt. J. I. Herlihy
Adjutant Adjutant Asst. Engineering Asst. Engineering Commanding Officer

G. F. Hardage, Jr.
First Sergeant

PAINT & DOPE COOK WELDERS
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to R.: Pfc C Ford, Cpl. C. Sh:ur, S/Sgt. Pfec, J. Ferreri L. to R.: Pfc. N. Kostinko, §/Sgt. C. Eller, T/Sgt. N. Dotson, T/Sgt. J. Anstett, Cpl. J, Weverka Sg
F. Clements. H. Herron, 5/Sgt. H. Bruner,

PARACHUTES PROPELLERS
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L. to R.: §/Sgt. L. Giessinger, Cpl. M. Hancock, Sgt. J. Aracri, Sgt. G. Clark, 5/Sgt. M. Tracey, L. to R.: §/Sgt. J. Blake, $/Sgt. M.
S/Sgt. A. Cauthern, 5/Sgt. G. Colvin. Morriss, Cpl. R. Hartje.

ELECTRIC SHOP TRANSPORTATION
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to R.: 5/Sgt. L. Huebert, Cpl. W. Strange, Sgt. C. Givens, Pfc. N. Edmunds, L. to R.: 5/Sgt. C. Miller, Pfr. R. Tinsley, Cpl. Al Canon, Cpl. M.
S/Sgt. D. Judkins, 5/5gt. G. Dow. Carter, Cpl. F. Toll.

INSTRUMENT SHOP SUPPLY CLERKS CARPENTERS
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to R.: Sgt. E. Rowe, Sgt. V. Kroening, S/Sgt. D. Jones, S/Sgi L. to R.: T/Sgt. D. Deaner, 5/5gt. A, L. to R.: Sgt. G. Rabourn, Sgt. J. Steiner,
D. White, M/Sgt. A. Collier. DeMars, 5/5gt. J. Hinkson, Cpl. J. Callis.
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B3Bth Air Engineering Squadron

AUTO MAINTENANCE AND REPAIR

L. to R. Top Row: M/Sgt. J. Kwasnick, Jr., 5/Sgt. S. Radunzel, Pfc. T. Lenihan, Cpl. R. Bruce, Sgt. J. Vela, Jr., Sgt. H. Edwards, Sgt. W. Gurski,

Sgt. A. Inwood, Sgt. J. Ligthart, S/Sgt. A. Holubik, Pfc. H. Ward, S/Sgt. E. Brown. Second Row: Sgt. R. Kegebein, Cpl. H. Rhody, Sgt. L. Upin, Pfc.:

K. Giles, Pfc. A. Schilling, Sgt. A. Altmann, Pfc. W. Mullins, Cpl. G. Seibel, Pfc. R. Nuetzmann, Pfc. B. Lehman, Cpl. J. Scarpelli, Cpl. S. Simen.
Third Row: Cpl. B. Lawrence,

AIR MECHANICS

L. to R. First Row: Sgt. E. Otto, Sgt. R. Boyd, 5/Sgt. A. Engler, 5/Sgt. C. Burns, M/Sgt. H. Lowe, Pfc. R. Smith, S/Sgt. V. Mclntyre, Cpl. D. Routt, Cpl. J.
Cpl. S. Cohen, $/Sgt. A. Shigo, Cpl. C. Kelley. Second Row: M/Sgt. B. Pritchett, S/ Sgt. B. Harris, S/5gt. W. Burchfield, Cpl. R. Coupal, 5/5gt. J. From, §
Damron, A. L. Womach, Cpl. P. Desmore, S/Sgt. G. Berryhill, Cpl. S. Anderson, Cpl. A, Onbashian,

SHEET METAL

L. to R. First Row: Sgt. B. Mendelson, T/Sgt. A. Gatti, Sgt. E. Katzenberger, T/Sgt. C. Wilson, S/Sgt. S. Graham, S/Sgt.
M. Hudson, Sgt. Byersdorf, Sgt. T. Gialanella. Bottom Row: $/Sgt. C. Gililland, Sgi. H. Wordelman, S/Sgt. R. Huhtala,
Cpl. C. Timme, Sgt. C. Skaug, §/Sgt. W. King, §/Sgt. K. Edwards, Cpl. G. Peddicord, 5/Sgt. W. Weisenburg.

MACHINE SHOP

L. to R.: Cpl. J. Paulauskas, 5/Sgt. W. Williamson, Cpl. G. Shevlin, $/Sgt. V. Case, Sgt. C. Wilder, 5/Sgt. J. Jaquinte,
Cpl. R. Trezise, Pfc. C. Heintz, Cpl. J. Harvey.

ADMINISTRATION _

L. to R.: S/Sgt. R. Taylor, Supply Sgt.; Pfc. D. Riley, Supply; Sgt. W. Doug las, C.Q.; Sgt. B. Roberts, Mail Orderly; Sgi G. Lackey, Druf‘hmall,
Eng , Eng. Inspector; §/Sgt. E. Wright, Eng. Inspector; Sgt. J. Casillo, Eng. Clerk; Sgt. L. Cammerer, Personnel; Cpl. C. Pelton, Day Room; Cpl.
Postal Unit.
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Maj. E. G. Scharding Lt. R. P. Joyce
Commanding Officer Adjutant

Capt. E. F. Beecher, Jr. Capt. E. F. Kibble
Adjutant

Capt. W. L. Crane Thomas P. Philbin
First Sergeant

L. to R.: Sgt. J. E. Cheek, Cpl. J. P. Harnden,
T/Sgt. V. F. Sheedy.
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L. to R. Top Row: $/Sgt. G. Clarkson, Sgt. R. Woodham, Sgt. C. Page, 5/Sgt. K. F ornstrom, Pfc. A. Tornatore, Cpl. P. Smyth, Sgt. R. Helvey, Cpl.
Pfc. E. Melkonian, T/Sgt. B. Hokonson, Pfc. E. Clark. L. to R. Second Row: S/ Sgt. H. Littlefield, M/Sgt. B. Gerow, Pfc. R. Venn, Cpl. Miller, 5/Sgt. R
Pfc. H. Eaks, Pfc. A. Pferrman, Cpl. E. Gola, S/Sgt. G. Davis, 5/Sgt. S. Gentle, S/ Sgt. J. Ford. L. to R. Third Row: Sgt. M. Browning, Cpl. N. Burdette,
Leonardo, Cpl. A. Moore, T/Sgt. G. Kennedy, Pfc. J. Uhlman, Cpl. R. Dillon, M/Sgt. M. Fulton, T/Sgt. W. Buchanan, Cpl. F. Lachman, Cpl. L. Marzec.
Fourth Row: Cpl. J. Weiford, Pfc. J. Regan, Jr., Cpl. B. Watkins, Sgt. H. Lobries, S/Sgt. E. Heffernan, Pfe. C. Smith, Cpl. W. Price, Cpl. C. Tucker, Cpl. .,
Cpl. R. Petrash, Cpl. J. Carter. L. to R. Fifth Row: Pfc. B. Milford, S/Sgt. R. Burke, Sgt. D. Aiello, 5/Sgt. D. Sportsman, Sgt. E. Zavaterro, Cpl. J. Hernd
P. Hankins, 5/Sgt. V. Collins, Pvt. A. Toccenelli, S/Sgt. F. Salvo, Pfc. G. Cudd. L. to R. Sixth Row: Sgt. W. Sexton, S/Sgt. C. Wood, T/Sgt. L. Schroeder
Renfro, M/Sgt. W. Jones, Cpl. R. Taylor, Sgt. W. Henes, Sgt. J. Lightman, Sgt. C. Grandy, Cpl. E. Oldsen, Sgt. J. Cheek. L. to R. Seventh Row: Pfc. W
Cpl. R. Hubbard, Pfc. H. Kiel, T/Sgt. W. Nance, Cpl. H. Leventhal, T/Sgt. F. C ummings, Jr., $/Sgt. H. Middlewood, S/Sgt. C. Warren, Sgt. T. Hayek,
Cieslak, Sgt. C. Harris. L. to R. Eighth Row: Pfc. W. Deskins, Sgt. G. Henning, Pfc. M. Koppen, Sgt. D. Dorsey, Sgt. H. Broeker, T/Sgt. E. Arnold, Sgt.

Jr., Pfc. C. Hale, Jr., Cpl. T. Hames, Cpl. B. Thompson, Sgt. J. Scrimenti.
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SPECIAL SERVICES

-\

Capt. P. W. Laney Lt. A, J. Cohen Jr, Lt. C. V. Ashworth Lt. R. O. Neighbors

Front L. to R.: Capt. P. Laney, S/Sgt. J. Rose, Lt. A. Cohen. Rear L. to R.:
Pvt. A. Morrelli, Sgt. S. Johnson, Cpl. W. Chan, Pvt. O. Furlong,
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Mesta Piper

Accountant
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M/Sgt. H. Hakes
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"Pappy,” Terry, Wolfkiel, Marshall.



L. to R. Front: Marshell, Hayden, Wirt, Vanek, Dryden. Standing:
Walker,. Zetlan, Anderson, Masely, Roberts, Capt. J. Williams
5 (Custodian), Cardelli, Betten, Breault.

TN, AR 'iﬁ“}.y

ey

it




Gen. O. A. Anderson

Lt. Gen. J. C. H. Lee
Supply Chief

of the

Billy Conn
Heavyweight Contender

Movie Star

tation

Lt. Gen. James Doolittle
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