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Preface 

This document is the result of many starts and stops over the last few years. Its 
completion in the fall of 1991 was inspired by reading 'The Long Rangers - A Diary of the 
307th Bombardment Group (H)" by Sam Britt. It should have been done years ago, but time 
and circumstances didn't permit. Now, however, the luxury of procrastination ceases to exist for 
me. 

My purpose in writing is to preserve for posterity and my descendants the experiences of 
one WWII airman, which to my generation was rather commonplace but has become more 
unique with lapse of time, especially in this community. Don Brown and Bob Stroup were Navy 
pilots, Don flying PBY amphibians and Bob in SB2C dive bombers. George Person, an air 
corps aviation cadet, and Kenneth Johann, a Navy pilot trainee, were both killed in training. 
John Springer lost his life as a B-17 crewman over Europe. Ralph 'Toad" Stone was a B-24 
crewman, and Gene 'Barney" Patrick was a bombadier. Apparently, I was the only WWII pilot 
from the Wapello area with aerial combat experience. 

Due to the time in writing there may be some repetition, for which I apologize. Hopefully 
they are consistent. 

The factual data pertaining to the combat missions are from my journal written 
contemporaneously with the events described and verified by a similar record kept by our crew 
navigator, Aubrey H. Lovegrove, and by my flight record (form 5) kept by the Army. To the 
extent there are variances in dates and flight times my journal is deemed to be correct. 

The remainder I believe to be reasonably accurate even though it is based to a 
considerable extent on my own recollections, some of which were revived by the process of 
writing. Despite the fact that forty six years have passed since the conclusion of the events 
described, they are etched in my memory. Be assured that forgotten events have been omitted. 

For whatever reason, my journal is mostly devoid of philosophical or other cerebral 
expression. 
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On Sunday, December 7, 1941, "a date that shall live in infamy", I was a second year 
student at The University of Iowa in Iowa City, Iowa. We first heard the news of the 
Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor over the radio, at the Sigma Nu house. Few, if any of us, 
had an immediate comprehension of the gravity of the event. The following weekend I 
came home from school with several friends. In the meantime the U.S. had declared war 
on all of the Axis powers. Father was obviously very concerned and told us that before this 
war was over we would all be in the military or otherwise deeply involved. He was right. 

My military career commenced with enlistment in the Army Air Corps on May 21, 
1942, at Ames, Iowa. This was just prior to my 20th birthday (draft registration age at that 
time). My first attempt at enlistment was a month or so earlier at Des Moines, but was 
rejected because of my heart. In fact the doctor told me to go home and take it easy, that 
I couldn't even be drafted. Duly alarmed, my parents made an appointment for me to be 
examined by Dr. Fred Smith, head of cardiology at the University of Iowa Hospital. Dr. 
Smith said my heart beat was rough but sound. Armed with this information I tried again 
before the traveling recruiters when I knew they were to be at Ames. On this occasion, the 
heart examiner was a lady physician who found nothing wrong. There were times later when 
I question my wisdom in not heeding the first examiner. 

Father was not happy with my Air Corps enlistment. He deemed flying to be 
unnatural and dangerous, and was of the opinion that if God had intended man to fly he 
would have been born with wings. Father was in the infantry during WWI and thought that 
would be best for me. I had completed two years of infantry R.O.T.C. and would have been 
eligible for advanced training. This would have allowed me to stay in college until I 
graduated. But, I had also completed C.P.T. (Civilian Pilot Training) and had a private pilot 
license. Also, it would have been very difficult to have remained in school when most of 
the boys had already left for the war. 

I returned to school in the fall to await call to active duty, completing the first 
semester of my junior year and starting the second. In January 1943, I saw father off to 
Army Service in Washington, D.C., his second military career. He was nearly 48 years of 
age. 

A week later I was ordered to report at the Old Federal Building in Des Moines. 
Uncle Mike, who was then in the legislature, took me to Des Moines on Sunday afternoon 
and put me up for the night in his room at the Kirkwood Hotel. The next day I boarded 
a troop train for Jefferson Barracks, St. Louis, Missouri, where the next six weeks were 
devoted to basic military training. It consisted mostly of close order drill - hardly 
challenging after two years of R.O.T.C. Jefferson Barracks was a sea of mud, and our drill 
instructor was a P.F.C. from Brooklyn who looked like Jamie Farr (Corporal Klinger in 
M.A.S.H.). John Springer from Wapello was also in the same training detachment at J.B. 

The reason for the delay between enlistment and call to active duty was lack of 
training facilities and equipment. They were still lacking when the call came. We were not 
issued uniforms for a couple of weeks. In the meantime, we trained in our civilian clothes. 
I entered the army dressed in a suit and a woolen top coat. You can imagine their 
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condition when shipped home. 
In mid-April I was transferred to the college training detachment at Morningside 

College in Sioux City, Iowa. Even though I was back in Iowa, I was further from home than 
before. 

Late May found me en route to the aviation cadet center at San Antonio, Texas, 
where I spent the next four months. June and part of July were devoted to K.P. and guard 
duty. Then we moved to the other side of the area for pre-flight school, where Major Elmer 
Keith, former Wapello High School teacher and coach and husband of Grace Oakes's niece, 
Ireta, was Commandant of Cadets. 

Another thorough physical examination was conducted prior to entering pre-flight 
training, and again I was about to be sent home because of my heart condition. I told the 
doctors of my prior experience and of Dr. Smith's diagnosis, and suggested they call him for 
verification. They seemed impressed that I'd even heard of Dr. Smith, let alone be his 
patient, and said that they were in no position to take issue with him. For the second time 
I'd rejected the opportunity to return to civilian life. Perhaps it was my head that was 
defective. 

Primary flight training was in Fairchild PT-19s at Chickasha, Oklahoma, during 
September and October. For basic flight training we flew Vultee BT-13s (the Vultee 
Vibrator) at Coffeeville, Kansas, from November into January, 1944. It was then to Pampa, 
Texas, for twin engine advanced training in Cessna AT-17s also known as a U.C.-78 (the 
Bamboo Bomber) and in Curtis A.T.-9s. 

After graduation from twin engine advanced flying school on 12 March 1944 at 
Pampa, Texas, and commissioned a Second Lieutenant, I was given a 10 day delay en route 
before reporting to my next assignment at Fort Worth Army Airfield (aka Tarrant Field, and 
now Carswell A.F.B.). This was my first vacation after nearly 14 months in the Army. I 
visited family and friends in Wapello, brother Martin in Iowa City, and my parents and 
brother Charles in Washington, D.C. It seemed that I spent much of the time traveling, 
mostly by rail. Fortunately, at the last minute I was able to get an American Airline 
reservation from Washington, D.C. to Dallas (my first airline flight) or I would have been 
late in reporting. I was nearly late anyway, for it took all day on a DC-3 with stops in 
Chicago and Kansas City. 

On one side of Tarrant Field was the Army Air Base where we lived and trained, and 
on the other side was one of the Consolidated Company plants were B-24s were being 
manufactured. 

The time in Fort Worth was devoted to learning to fly a B-24, quite a transition from 
a twin engine, 450 H.P. airplane weighing about 3000 pounds to a 4 engine, 5000 H.P. 
airplane, weighing 36,561 pounds empty and up to 72,000 pounds when fully loaded. In any 
event, the transition went smoothly. Non-military events included Sunday church at T.C.U., 
visiting S.M.U. at Dallas, and seeing the 1944 Ice Capades. One of the stars was a sister 
of Tom Dwarshak of Duluth, whom I'd known in pre-flight. The highlight of my stay in Fort 
Worth was a cross country flight to Los Angeles via Tucson (where I visited my maternal 
grandparents through a chain link fence at the airfield). We also flew over Lake Tahoe 
before landing at what is now LAX in L.A. That evening we toured Hollywood (my first 
and last time there). 
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In early June, 1944, I left Fort Worth for Lemoore, California, for reassignment, 
traveling by auto with Houston G. "Tex" Hicks and wife Peggy. We went through Tucson 
and this time spent a couple of days with my Grandfather and Grandmother Anderson. At 
last we were out of Texas. 

While at Lemoore we went to Fresno one evening and saw Jimmy Dorsey and his 
band. Also, I celebrated my 22nd birthday, my second birthday in the Army. My 21st 
birthday was at the San Antonio Aviation Cadet Center and celebrated by 14 hours of K.P. 
duty. My recollection is that it was also Sunday. 

We left Lemoore mid-June by government transportation (a troop train but with 
better accommodations than we had as enlisted men) via Klamath Falls to Portland and 
then up the Columbia River Valley to Walla Walla, Washington. It was here that I met my 
air crew. We were destined to be together for nearly a year. 

Crew #103 

2nd Lt, Edwin A. Hicklin 
2nd Lt, William H. Lord 
2nd Lt, Aubrey H. Lovegrove,Jr. 
2nd Lt, John C. Kincaid 
Cpl, Joseph R. Gravel 
Cpl, David A. Matthews 
Cpl, Charles W Marlowe 
Cpl, Leonard V. Parke 
Cpl, Gerald A. Crawford 
Cpl, Peter J. Soyden 

0713665 
0775948 
02061110 
0777409 
31310181 
35621376 
13152615 
37562152 
37583583 
31416816 

Pilot 
Co-Pilot 
Navigator 
Bombardier 
Flight Engineer/Waist Gunner 
Radio Operator/Waist Gunner 
Armorer/Ball Turret Gunner 
Top Turret Gunner 
Tail Turret Gunner 
Nose Turret Gunner 

18 June '44 we reported to the commandant at the Walla Walla AAF for RTV 
combat crew training. Our time at Walla Walla went fast. We honed our skills, individually 
and as a team. We flew day and night, low and at high altitude. We practiced bombing, 
strafing, and formation flying. Each crew member received training in ground mounted gun 
turrets even though gunnery was not our specialty. Each also learned to operate the Norden 
bomb sight with varying degrees of success. We flew practice missions using cameras 
instead of bombs and destroyed the Spokane railroad yards many times. We also camera 
bombed the Army air field at Ephrata and Moses Lake, Washington, out in the middle of 
nowhere west of Spokane and both having the longest runways I'd ever seen. Our practice 
bombing range was near Boardman, north of the Columbia River West of Walla Walla, 
where we dropped 100 pound bombs loaded mostly with sand and enough black powder to 
make observable smoke. The air to ground gunnery range was in a narrow canyon near 
Umatilla, Oregon. The gunners were surprised to be aiming up at targets on the ground. 
Air to air gunnery consisted of shooting at a sleeve pulled by another airplane using color 
coated bullets so hits could be verified. The Hanford area was restricted air space, but we 
didn't know why at the time. Grand Coulee Dam was also off limits. Sometimes we had 
P-39 fighter cover from Pendelton and Navy F-4-F interception from Pasco. On one 
occasion an F-4-F took 6 feet of wing off a B-24 and half of its own horizontal stabilizer. 
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They, too, were learning. Both landed safely. 
Socially, we'd spend our spare time at Marcus Whitman College, until summer school 

ended. We would hitchhike to Pendleton, Oregon (of woolen mill fame) about 45 miles to 
the southwest. We saw the Pendleton Round-up Parade just before we shipped out. It 
remains a major attraction to this day. 

The Walla Walla weather was outstanding - 80 degrees in the daytime - 50 or 60 
degrees at night, and dry. It seldom rained during July and August, quite a contrast to the 
preceding summer in Texas. On a clear morning, glistening, snow capped Mt. Rainier, more 
than 100 miles to the west, dominated the landscape. 

We left Walla Walla in early September 1944 the same way we arrived, which was 
my last ride on a troop train. 

10 September '44, our crew was on temporary assignment at Hamilton Army Airfield 
on the northwest shore of San Francisco Bay (never did get to the city) where we were 
issued shiny, new and fully equipped B-24L aircraft no. 44-41419, fresh off the assembly line 
of Consolidated's San Diego plant. We were also issued our personal gear such as flying 
suits, both light and heavy, mae wests, survival gear, side arms, shots in the arm and 
passports. We spent a couple of days checking out the airplane, including all radios and 
instruments during which we fairly well covered southern California between the Sierras and 
the coast. 

On 12 September '44 we departed Hamilton in Army 419 with all our gear aboard. 
Our destination was Fairfield-Suisun Army Airfield (now Travis Air Force Base) situated 
about 40 miles northeast, just over the ridge from the Napa Valley. We flew a circuitous 
route for the purpose of conducting a fuel consumption test. We weren't allowed off the 
base here either, and the next two days were devoted to getting us ready to go some place 
else (we knew not where). 

In the afternoon of September 14 we were told to be ready to leave in the morning 
and to report to the briefing room at 1900 hours. We were briefed for a flight to Honolulu 
leaving at dawn. The briefing included the weather which was to be reasonable (no storms). 
Such things as the point of no return, and the three radio boats (transmitting a non-
directional signal at pre-arranged times and frequencies) were explained. Our navigator, 
Aubrey Lovegrove, received a separate briefing. The flight was unique in aviation in that 
it was the longest over water (approximately 2500 statute miles) being regularly flown. Once 
past the Farallon Islands, there was no land for the next 2500 miles. Suffice to say, it was 
a new experience for us. 

Morning arrived a bit cloudy and rainy, like it sometimes is in California. We had 
breakfast, gathered our personal belongings and were driven to the flight line where 419 
waited in the dawn twilight. All crew members ran their respective checklists and climbed 
aboard. We started engines and were instructed to taxi for takeoff westerly on the east-west 
runway. There was little wind. 

Takeoff went smoothly at 0730 hours. We departed the pattern with brief turns and 
were heading on course when Engineer, Joe Gravel, came forward and reported we were 
siphoning gas out of a filler cap on top of the wing behind #2 engine. I had experienced 
this twice before on my solo (sans instructor) flight back in Fort Worth. On that occasion 
I feathered the engine to avoid fire and landed on 3 engines, the only time I ever did so. 
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On this occasion, however, the aircraft was heavily loaded, the heaviest I had ever flown, 
10 crewmen and all of our belongings, mail, and movies for the islands, not to mention 3500 
gallons of gasoline which alone weighed 21,000 pounds. (The extra gasoline was 
accommodated by two 400 gallon bomb bay tanks, one on each side of the front bomb bay. 
These would often leak on takeoff, especially if they were filled to capacity, and the bomb 
bay doors would be opened slightly to hasten evaporation and exhaust the fumes. During 
such times all radios were turned off so as to avoid sparks, and smoking was forbidden.) 
The filler cap leak might eventually stop or it might not. In any event, we couldn't afford 
to lose gas in this manner and had no alternative but to return to the field. Instead of 
feathering the engine I reduced power to retard the exhaust fire emitting just below the 
point where gas spilled off the top the wing - called the tower for clearance and landed. 
Landing a heavily loaded plane is tricky and must be done gently to avoid collapsing the 
landing gear. 

Within an hour the gasket was replaced, the tanks topped off, and we were once 
again on our way. By now it was broad daylight, and the other planes which originally took 
off with us were far ahead. 

In a few minutes we were over San Francisco Bay heading directly for the Golden 
Gate. Flying under the bridge was occasionally a subject of pilot bull sessions, and it 
occurred to me as we headed towards it. There was plenty of room, but to do this would 
consume gas unnecessarily. Besides that we were late enough, and I could do without the 
trouble that might go with such a stunt. So we continued our slow climb and were about 
4000 feet high when we passed over the bridge and departed the continent. 

Almost immediately we ascended into patchy overcast. We did, however, catch a 
glimpse of the Farallon Islands, the last land for many an hour. 

By the time we attained 8000 feet and leveled out, nearly an hour had elapsed since 
takeoff. It was time to open and read our sealed orders, which hitherto had been forbidden. 

See Exhibit 1 

The weather en route was as forecast. Most of the time there was an undercast or 
an overcast or both. Occasionally the cloud strata was at our altitude and we flew through 
it rather than alter course. Air turbulence was minimal. We flew directly over and were 
able to see the midpoint radio boat. While at least 800 miles from Honolulu the radio 
beacon signal was strong enough to hold steady the radio compass (ADF) indicator needle. 

The plane was too heavily aft loaded and had a tendency to mush through the air 
instead of planing (getting on the step). The cargo was rearranged prior to our next flight. 

13:05 hours after our second takeoff, we landed at John Rogers Field adjacent to 
Hickam Field, at Honolulu. While on final approach, Pearl Harbor and the deck and 
superstructure of the sunken Battleship Arizona were plainly visible - a grim reminder of 
our purpose. It was early evening, but still light enough to see. 

After parking and shutting down the engines, while still in my seat completing the 
airplane log, I was handed the following: 

See Exhibit 2 
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16 September '44 was devoted to seeing the sights of Honolulu, doing the usual 
tourist things such as swimming at Wakaki, trying to master the surfboard (which we didn't), 
and having lunch at the Royal Hawaiian Hotel. Honolulu was not a large city at this time, 
no high-rise buildings and about as many military personnel as civilians, at least on the 
streets. 

Upon return to the airfield we were briefed for the next day's hop to Canton Island. 
On 17 September '44, we departed John Rogers Field for Canton Island in the 

Phoenix Group, an 11 hour, 2000 mile over-water flight. 
Our weather briefing was very inadequate. The equatorial front was mentioned but 

nothing said concerning its intensity. Before halfway we could see the high buildup ahead. 
To have climbed over it would have been impossible. I tried to pick our way through it and 
avoid the worst part. At times we were heading 90 degrees off course. At this rate we 
never would have made it, so I turned directly on course and took what came. What came 
was extreme turbulence (the worst of my experience to that time), severe vertical drafts 
(altitude would vary a thousand feet in a matter of seconds), lightning, St. Elmo's fire on the 
propellers, and torrents of rain. This lasted for over an hour, and when we emerged, it was 
obvious that the B-24 was a tough old bird and my confidence in it and myself was 
substantially enhanced. A lesser aircraft would never have made it. 

Our assigned course was over Palmyra atoll, but when opposite it we were in severe 
weather and far off course, so we reported in by radio and proceeded directly to Canton. 
Again the radio compass was flawless and held a steady needle hundreds of miles from our 
destination. 

On this flight we passed over the equator for the first of many times (many of our 
combat targets lay across the equator from our base). Since it was a first experience for all 
aboard there was no one to initiate us into the Court of King Neptune. The customary head 
shave would have been lost on us anyway for we were already military burr heads. 

Canton Island is a coral atoll, its highest elevation being 12 feet above sea level. 
There were a few buildings, some fuel tanks, and one tree. It is the island that a few 
months earlier the flight carrying Eddie Richenbacher (of WWI fame) didn't find, resulting 
in their ditching at sea and spending many days in rubber rafts before being rescued. 
Although I didn't dwell upon it, this incident was more than a fleeting thought. 

A few miles southwest of Canton lay the uninhabited atoll where recently what was 
believed to be the remnants of Amelia Earhart's plane was found. Her plane disappeared 
on her around the world flight in 1937. 

We remained at Canton overnight, and while there met a couple of Navy pilots who 
were flying a Vega Ventura (the passenger version of the old Hudson Bomber). They were 
amazed by the fact that I was flying the Pacific in a B-24 with such limited pilot time and 
indicated that the Navy Air Corps would never allow this. They may have had twice the 
experience, but I had twice the airplane. 

The following morning, 18 September '44, found us on our way to Tarawa in the 
Gilbert Islands. This was a 6:05 hour flight and went without notable incident, except for 
crossing the equator back into the northern hemisphere. 

Tarawa was another coral atoll, larger than Canton and with more palm trees, though 
many had been shattered by artillery. It had been a heavily fortified Japanese base for 
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several years prior to the war until captured by the U.S. Second Marine Division ten months 
before our arrival. The fighting was among the most intense of the war with over 3000 U.S. 
casualties. Nearly all of the Jap defenders were killed and buried in the center of the 
landing strip and covered with coral, so we were told. The island bristled with bunkers, gun 
emplacements and pill boxes constructed of reinforced concrete 3 to 4 feet thick. These 
showed the results of our heavy naval guns at point blank range. Human bones and skulls 
could still be seen along the beach at the water's edge. 

Hopefully there was some strategic need for taking Tarawa, but it wasn't necessary 
for our purposes. The distance from Canton to Guadalcanal was about the same as that 
from Honolulu to Canton, and we could have flown it non-stop. 

The next day 19 September '44, we departed for Guadalcanal in the Solomons, a 6:20 
hour flight, again without incident except for crossing the equator back into the southern 
hemisphere, where we were to remain for a while. We landed at Carney Field which had 
been cut out of the jungle. This was our first landing on steel landing mat. When we 
touched down it was so noisy that one might have thought that our wheels were up. It 
rolled along ahead of us in a wave like a loose carpet. I don't think these were ever 
intended for large aircraft. The effects of the heavy fighting on Guadalcanal a year previous 
were very apparent. There were many ships, large and small, sunken or beached along the 
coast. Large trees had been shattered by artillery. It was steamy hot at our base - we were 
in the tropics for sure. (It has been said that the tropics are unfit for Caucasian habitation, 
unless they are fugitives from justice, and I agree.) 

The last leg of our journey was to Townsville, Australia, and we planned to fly it the 
next day. It was raining, which it did most of the time in Guadalcanal. We prepared to 
leave, but engine run-up indicated a defective magneto on #4. To take off under such 
circumstances, unless an emergency, is a no-no. Therefore, we remained another day and 
night while the mag. was replaced. 

The following morning, 21 September '44, we headed for Townsville, another 6:20 
hour flight. The memorable aspect of this flight was seeing the Great Barrier Reef, which 
extends for several hundred miles along the east coast of Australia. Although we were a 
bit high, we had a good view. (Today it's a tourist attraction.) 

After 42 hours and 50 minutes in the air, over a period of 7 days, we had flown the 
Pacific Ocean, a distance of approximately 8000 miles from California. We weren't the first, 
but we were among the early birds to have made this flight. 

We delivered the airplane and equipment and were issued the following receipts: 

See Exhibit 3 

Townsville was an interesting place. The military - U.S., Aussie, British, and Dutch 
outnumbered the civilian population. The town was small, old and rather rustic. It looked 
like a Hollywood set of an early western town with board walks and wooden canopies, but 
in a tropical setting. Latticework and shutters were prominent. The only entertainment 
facility was a pavilion with open sides featuring movies or prize fights. Boxing and horse 
racing were very popular in Australia. The air base was the dominant feature of the area, 
and it, too, was somewhat primitive. It did have modern plumbing and porcelain fixtures, 
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but the toilets had no seats. Apparently lend-lease hadn't progressed to this extent. It was 
still an improvement over the facilities at Tarawa and Guadalcanal - and those to come. 

We remained at Townsville with little to do until 24 September '44 when we boarded 
an ATC C-47 for Nadzab in the eastern part of New Guinea, approximately 25 miles up the 
Markham River Valley west of Lae. 

Nadzab was a very hot, humid and strangely beautiful place. Mountains rose into the 
mist (as did most mountains in the tropics by mid-morning) on both sides of the valley which 
was perhaps 3 to 4 miles wide. It rained off and on each day. Everything was green, 
ranging from the light green of the native grasses at the lower elevations to the nearly black 
green of the rain forests on the slopes. The place was inhabited by Melanesians. They were 
small (about 5 feet) with brown skin and black kinky hair. However, some had red hair, an 
indication that we weren't the first white folks to invade their valley. 

While at Nadzab we had jungle survival training conducted by Australian personnel. 
As a part of the training we hiked into the mountains, lived off the land, built a shelter and 
remained overnight. We learned which plants were edible and which were not. Among the 
native delicacies was hearts of palm, but it required the cutting of a sizeable tree which was 
hard work with only a machete. We used the fronds to thatch our shelter. In mid-afternoon 
while busy with our survival and wringing wet with sweat, our guide said it's time to stop for 
tea, a tradition they had brought from England and had retained. There was no tea, but a 
five gallon tin of ground coffee was produced from the undergrowth (they'd obviously used 
this site before). It had been crudely opened with a knife, and with no adequate way of 
resealing it was literally crawling with ants about the same color as the coffee. Our guide 
removed as many ants as he could, dumped some of the coffee into a large pot filled with 
water, and brought it to a boil over an open fire. The ants floated and could be removed 
or could be consumed with the coffee, if preferred. Either way, it was good, but high 
protein coffee hasn't become a fad. 

"UNFRIENDLY SKIES" 

Combat Missions: 

No. 1 - 10 October 44 
Wewak, British New Guinea 
8 - 1000 pound GP (general purpose) bombs; 600 NM (nautical miles); flight time 4:30(4 
hours, 30 minutes) 

This mission was flown from the Nadzab, New Guinea Replacement Center, prior 
to permanent assignment. We hadn't been in a B-24 since arrival at Townsville, Australia, 
21 September 44. We were to bomb isolated Japs at Wewak on the north coast of New 
Guinea, northeast of Nadzab. Other crews bombed Rabaul, New Britain, from Nadzab. 
The target was completely obscured by clouds, therefore we jettisoned our bomb loads irto 
the jungle and returned to base. 

16 October 44 
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  Army informs Iowan's kin 
of fatal last flight in 1944 
A New Guinea villager 
found the soldier's dog tag 
hidden in dense tropical 
vegetation near the crash. 

ASSOCIATED PRESS 

Sioux City, Ia. — Relatives of 
Staff Sgt. Walter Knudsen, a 
World War II B-24 gunnery in-
structor from Sioux City who was 
killed when his plane went down 61 
years ago, have finally learned the 
official details of the crash. 

Military personnel recently pre-
sented the U.S. Army's final report 
and returned Walter's identifica-
tion bracelet and dog tags to 
Knudsen's brother, Harold, of Park 
Rapids, Minn.. 

"It was so well done, so com-
passionate and so overwhelming," 
Harold Knudsen's daughter, Ten-i 
Knudsen, said of the three-hour 
briefing conducted by Paul Bethke, 
a former commander of the Joint 
POW/MIA Accounting Command 
and the Defense Prisoner of War/ 
Missing Personnel Office. Bethke 
was the first person from the mil-
itary to view the crash site. 

On the morning of Oct. 9, 1944, 
Knudsen took off on his first 
training flight from Nadzab, New 
Guinea, along with a crew of eight, 
and never returned. 

In February 2002, a New Guinea 
villager found Knudsen's lone dog 
tag, which had been hidden in the 
dense tropical vegetation near the 
crash site in the mountains of Lae. 
The villager traveled the rugged 
mountain terrain and countryside, 
around 200 miles, to Port Moresby 
to return Knudsen's dog tag to the 
U.S. Embassy, which in turn con-
tacted the U.S. Army. The lone dog 
tag led to the excavation of the 
plane in January 2003 and the 
identification of eight of the nine 
crew members' bodies in May 
2005. 

Bethke told Knudsen's relatives 
that the plane headed nose first 
into the mountainside 11 miles 
southwest of Lae because of heavy 
clouds that enveloped the 
mountain. 

The plane burst into flames. 
Much of the plane melted in the 
dense jungle. The wreckage re-
mained hidden until the villager 
stumbled upon Walter's dog tag, 

(j) 11 /61
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which led to the excavation of the 
plane. 

Forty-five people, including New 
Guinea villagers, sifted through 
soil for remains. 

According to Terri  Knudson, 
DNA extracted from remains was 
compared with a sample from her 
father. Bethke showed in detail 
how Walter's DNA was a match. 
she said. 

She encouraged military fami-
lies, no matter how long it takes, to 
continue looking for their missing 
loved ones. 

"I want a lot of people to know 
they should not give up hope," she 
said. 

Nearly 79,000 U.S. World War II 
servicemen remain unaccounted 
for, with 35,000 "deemed recover-
able" and the others lost at sea or 
entombed in sunken vessels. 

The Knudsens are planning a full 
military funeral for Walter at 
1 p.m. April 22 at Memorial Park 
Cemetery in Sioux City. Knudsen 
will be buried next to his mother, 
Hanna Knox. 

The Knudsens also will travel to 
Washington, D.C. for a full military 
funeral in June. 
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Our crew arrived on Noemfoor Island (now Numfoor), Dutch East Indies (now 
Indonesia), approximately 50 miles southwest of Biak Island in Geelvink Bay, off 
Northwestern New Guinea, having been assigned to the 307th Bomb Group (Heavy), 370th 
Squadron, 13th Army Air Force, FEAF (Far Eastern Air Forces). Army 419 was there 
when we arrived, having already been assigned to our squadron, but I never flew it again. 

No.2 - 19 October 44 
Old Namlea A/D (airdrome), Bum Island (west of Ceram), Dutch East Indies. 
6 - 1000 GP bombs; 1127 NM; 7:30 hours; airplane #147 

This was my first mission after being assigned to the 307th B.G., "The Long 
Rangers", being so named for having flown the longest bombing missions of the war to date, 
a distinction which it maintained until B-29s became combat operative in 1945. 

Bill Biddle, an experienced co-pilot, flew as my co-pilot on this occasion. No flak 
(anti aircraft artillery), no fighter interception, and no ship sightings. Bombing photos 
indicated 75% bomb coverage in the target area, which is good. 

No. 3 - 23 October 44 
Edeleanu Oil Refineries, Balikpapan, Borneo 
2500 pounds GP bombs, 3500 gallons of gas; 2400 NM; 17:30 hours; airplane #966 

Bill Biddle was again my co-pilot. This was my first maximum load (72,000 lbs.) 
takeoff. 130 mph air speed was necessary before the plane left the ground. The runway was 
approximately 6500 feet in length and at least one plane didn't make it, and ran into the 
water off the end of the runway and burned. We took off through the smoke, which was 
disconcerting to say the least. We rendezvoused over the western Celebes and flew through 
a solid overcast at 18,000 feet to the target. The fighter cover turned back. Weather was 
very turbulent and the engine nacelles were filled with snow and ice, all of which occurred 
over the equator. We flew until our ETA expired and the target was completely obscured. 
We flew into clouds while in group formation, and it became nearly impossible to see the 
lead plane of our element. About this time the group leader announced over the radio that 
we were turning back. Flying left wing in the rear element of our squadron (where they 
usually placed new crews) we immediately turned 180 degrees, slowly descended, and, when 
free of the clouds, we jettisoned our bombs into Makassar Strait. Being low on gas, we 
landed at Middleburg Island (off Sansapor on the northwest coast of New Guinea) and 
remained overnight. The following morning we refueled and returned to our base at 
Noemfoor. These missions from Noemfoor to Balikpapan were the longest ever flown by 
military aircraft to that time. 

No. 4 - 26 October 44 
Japanese Task Force - Sulu Sea north of Cuyo Island, P.I. (Philippines) 
2500 pound GP bombs; 2450 NM; 19:00 hours: airplane #147 
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We took off from Noemfoor at 0200 and flew individually to rendezvous at Flecka 
Point on the south shore of the Zamboanga Peninsula, Mindanao Island. This was the first 
time any of our group had been to the Philippines, and was the start of many missions there. 
Major Neely, our squadron C.O., led the group on this day. After searching the Sulu Sea, 
we reached our limit of flight and were headed east between the Cuyo Islands and Panay 
when we sighted this Japanese task force. It consisted of 3 BBs, 4 Cis, and 5 DDs. One 
battleship was of the Yamoto class, the largest in the Japanese Navy and comparable to our 
Iowa class. We were said to be the first American combat unit to see or photograph it. 
Another was the Kongo class. Before starting the bomb run, the ships commenced 
individual evasive action, turning in different directions. Our squadron was first over the 
target, since we bombed squadrons in trail and made a run on the Kongo at 9000 feet (much 
too low under the circumstances). It was high enough to avoid small anti aircraft fire (40 
MM and under), but we were shot at by much larger weapons including the 16 inch main 
batteries of the Yamoto, the flash from which was visible. Flak was heavy, accurate, and 
intense (like a city). Every plane in our squadron was damaged by A.A. Three planes of 
the 424th Squadron, which were last over the target, were shot down (two exploding over 
the target). Houston G. "Tex" Hicks, one of my best friends, (we'd been together since pre-
flight school) was pilot on one of the planes which exploded. None survived. 

It's remarkable that anybody got through. The sky was black, red, and white with 
flak. We landed at Middleburg Island, off the northeast coast of New Guinea, after being 
16 hours airborne. Remaining there over night we returned to base the next morning. Neil 
"Rabbit" Lloyd, from Harry "Jeeter" Lester's crew, was my co-pilot for this flight. He had 
been over Yap, Truk, and Balikpapan, but said this was the worst he'd seen in the way of 
flak. We scored hits on 2 BBs. The 5th group sank a cruiser which on our return we saw 
burning off the north shore of Mindanao. When we landed at Noemfoor, General Street, 
himself, met us at our plane to ask us about the mission. We told him that this was a job 
for our Navy. High altitude precision bombing wasn't designed for moving targets. (For 
more details about this mission, see Britt - "The Long Rangers", page 154.) 

No. 5 - 2 November 44 
Shipping Search - Mindanao Sea 
2500 lbs. GP Bombs; 2100 NM; 14:00 hours; airplane #142 

Another Japanese Naval Task Force was reported to be heading toward Leyte, P.I. 
and at 2300 hours on November 1 we were put on a 15 minute alert. We took off at 1023 
hours the following morning (November 2). This was the first mission on which our regular 
co-pilot, Bill Lord, flew with our crew. We rendezvoused over the Talaud Islands and 
proceeded as directed by radio. After searching the Mindanao Sea until dark, and finding 
nothing, we salvoed our bombs into the water south of Leyte Island. We were 
approximately 860 NM from Noemfoor, and our return flight was totally by celestial 
navigation. We flew until our ETA had expired and could not sight the base because of the 
weather. Our radio operator called for a QDM heading which we followed. We were only 
15 miles to the left of our destination which wasn't too bad considering so long a flight with 
no visual checkpoints and our navigator's chronometer being somewhat inaccurate. In any 
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event, because of the proximity of mountains it was not a good practice to let down through 
the clouds without knowing your precise location. 

No. 6 - 7 November 44 
Alicante Airdrome, Negros Island, Philippines 
3000 lb. GP bombs; 2300 NM; flight time 17:00 hours; airplane #313 

We took off to rendezvous over Flecka Point on the south shore near the easterly 
end of the Zamboanga Peninsula. We were 75 miles off course at Mindanao and flew just 
south of Davao. Fighter cover didn't get through and we were intercepted by 15 zekes, 
hamps, and oscars, which made high, head-on approaches dropping phosphorus bombs into 
our formation. Two B-24's were destroyed. Ten men bailed out of one plane and the 
fighters went after them strafing or spilling the chutes. Two chutes collapsed. Our nose-
gunner, Pete Soyden, shot the cowling off of a zeke which disappeared through the 
undercast, and was credited with a probable. Hanson's tail-gunner was killed and his 
elevator control cables severed, but they made it safely to Morotai. Being short on fuel we 
also landed at Morotai and refueled. In the company of the Bob Douglass crew we returned 
to base, landing after dark, which in and of itself was somewhat of an experience. With the 
usual cloud cover and very limited navigation and radio aids, our base on Noemfoor was not 
easily found in the dark. 

The planes which were lost were in the high squadron on the right in the group 
formation. We were in the low squadron on the left. Douglass had holes in wings, fuselage, 
and tail; but we had none. 

This was the last mission our crew flew from Noemfoor, the group moving to Morotai 
on 15 November '44, which put us considerably closer to Borneo, the Philippines, and other 
current targets. 

Plane #313 was new, and this was its first mission. More completely, its number was 
1313 - not a happy omen for the triscadecaphobic. Its photo is hanging on the office wall. 

No. 7 - 15 November 44 
Shipping, Search, and Weather Reconnaissance; Northern Borneo 
2000 lbs. GP bombs; 1900 NM; 11:50 hours; airplane #719 

Richard Paul (Quincy, Illinois) and crew*, together with our crew took off from 
Morotai at 0800 hours. We sighted the Borneo coast north of Tarakan Island at 1130 hours 
and separated. We flew across the north end of the island coming out on the west coast at 
the north edge of Brunei Bay. We were probably the first Americans to push this far west 
in this military theatre of operations. We sighted, lying at anchor in the south part of the 
bay, the same Japanese Naval Task Force which we had hit 26 October in the Sulu Sea, 
together with several other naval vessels. Having had the experience of trying to bomb 
battleships, we decided we should not attempt such a feat alone. The ships were so far away 
from us that the enemy may have not realized that they had been observed. Our radio 
operator (David Matthews) transmitted to base all pertinent data concerning the ships. We 
proceeded around the perimeter of north Borneo, sighting several small craft but none of 
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sufficient size to justify attacking, and finally bombed a tank farm on Tawitawi at the 
southwesterly end of the Sulu Archipelago. 

This was our first mission from Morotai, the group having moved this day from 
Noemfoor. When we returned to base it was dark. We were taken to our squadron area 
and were in the process of putting up our tent when the group intelligence officers came to 
debrief us, for which they were holding up briefing on the following day's mission. The 
entire 307th group and the 5th group hit this task force on 16 November with less than 
satisfactory results. (See Britt - "The Long Rangers", page 167, et seq.) This was our last 
encounter with large Japanese Naval vessels. 

*Sabu Distigar, better known as the movie star, Sabu the Elephant Boy, was the ball 
turret gunner on Lt. Paul's crew. He was our squadron's only celebrity. Sabu survived the 
war but died of natural causes in 1963. 

No. 8 - 19 November 44 
Alicante A/D, Negros Island, P.I. 
6500 lbs. of 250 lb. fragmentation bombs; 1450 NM; 9:40 hours; airplane #147 

We rendezvoused immediately after take off from Morotai at 0645 hours. The 
formation was broken up by bad weather before reaching Mindanao. Bombs were away at 
1135 hours with all in the target area. We were intercepted by ten Japanese fighter planes. 
The bombardier on Lt. Evan's crew (424th Squadron) was mortally wounded and expired 
before return to base. 

(See Britt - "The Long Rangers", page 169) 

No. 9 - 26 November 44 
La Carlota A/D, Negros Island, P.I. 
8 - 1000 lb. GP bombs; 1450 NM; 9:10 hours; airplane #553 

Formed group box over Tagola Point, northern Mindanao. Bombs were away at 1135 
hours. This was the first mission on which we had fighter cover (P-47s) and then had no 
interception. The formation was poorly led, and error was made by lead bomber. 

No. 10 - 29 November 44 
Puerto Princessa A/D, Palawan Island, P.I. 
6000 lbs. GP bombs; 1550 NM; 10:40 hours; airplane #719 

Take off was at 0705 hours with rendezvous over Olutanga Point. This was the first 
strike on Palawan, and it was a wing effort consisting of the 307th and the 5th bomb groups 
(the only two heavy bomb groups in the 13th Air Force), being a total formation of 56 
planes if all made it to the target. Our 370th Squadron commander, Major Russ Neely, was 
the wing leader. We enjoyed a P-38 fighter escort, but encountered neither interception nor 
flak. The target was obscured by clouds on the first bomb run, and a second run was made 
with excellent results. 
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The best overview of the 
entire WW II history of the 
307th is found in Sam Britt's 
book THE LONG RANGERS - A 
DIARY OF THE 307TH 
BOMBARDMENT GROUP (H). A 
compilation of the Monthly 
Historical Reports sent to AAF 
HQ by Group and Squadron S-2, 
the book gives an almost day to 
day picture of the life of the 
307th. Unfortunately, the book 
is out of print and there are no 
plans at present for a reprint. 

* * * 

Political Correctness 

During the General Meeting at 
the St. Louis reunion someone 
brought up the story of the 
apologetic "politically correct" 
treatment planned by the 
Smithsonian Air and Space 
Museum Staff for their new 
"Enola Gay" B-29 exibit. For 
almost fifty years the plane that 
dropped the A-bomb on 
Hiroshima was considered too 
hot, politically, to be put on 
display. As recently as last 
November Smithsonian plans for 
exhibition of the "Enola Gay" 
called for depiction of the 
Japanese as preparing for a 
desperate defense of their home 
islands against a brutal, 
vindictive and racially motivated 
enemy. Little in the proposed 
exhibit revealed what had made 
that defense necessary. Rather, 
it portrays the Japanese as 
victims without putting into 
proper context their aggression 
and atrocities. Critics charged 
that the proposed exhibit was, 
in the words of Newsweek 
'8/29/94), "little more than a 
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testament to the bombing's 
victims, all emotion and little 
historical context, full of 
language that read like Japanese 
wartime propaganda". 
Veteran's groups are infuriated. 
The Air Force Association 
charges that "the museum is 
essentially using the Enola Gay 
as a prop in an emotionally 
charged program about the 
atomic bomb". Because of the 
uproar the Smithsonian set up 
three separate reviews of the 
proposed exhibit, the results of 
which surely did not please 
them. One reviewer wrote: 
"The imbalance is almost 
palpable. If I didn't know 
better.. .1 would leave the exhibit 
with the strong feeling that 
Americans are bloodthirsty, 
racist killers who, after beer 
parties and softball, go out and 
kill as many women and children 
as possible." Since the criticism 
began, the Smithsonian has 
changed the title of the exhibit 
and continues to revise its 
contents. There is now a 
section on Japanese aggression, 
including the Rape of Nanking 
and the Bataan Death March. 
Some veterans have asked that 
the plane be exhibited with 
nothing but a sign saying "This 
is the plane that dropped the 
bomb on Hiroshima". Museum 
Director Martin Harwit says the 
Smithsonian is trying to help 
Americans "arrive at some kind 
of conclusion about how we 
want to think about this 
(dropping the bomb on 
Hiroshima) as a nation". The 
vast majority of Americans are 
well aware of how they have 
felt about this and resent these 
efforts to change the way 
Americans view themselves and 

the world about them to a more 
politically correct and multi-
cultural perspective. 

Judging by articles regarding 
the politically correct movement 
that abound in today's press, 
the present policies of the 
Smithsonian mark that 
institution as a leader of the 
revisionist pack. A Wall Street 
Journal editorial comment on a 
Smithsonian reinterpretation of 
Columbus as a despoiler, said 
the "once respected" 
Smithsonian was "in danger of 
becoming the Woodstock 
Nostalgia Society" with "an 
exhibit that is multi-culturally 
correct down to its tiniest 
sensitivity". 

How does it feel, as members 
of the 307th who helped win 
the Pacific war against a vicious 
and determined enemy, to be 
labeled as among the worst of 
the bad guys by a highly 
respected but now "politically 
correct" institution? If you have 
not already done so, you might 
want to drop a personal note to 
your senator or representative in 
Washington to let them know 
your thoughts on the subject 
and the road down which we 
are being lead. A similar note to 
the Smithsonian could help. 

* * * 

iThe Rest of the Story... 

We are all familiar with 
combat losses but seldom hear 
the stories of what happened to 
those who survived being shot 
down. Dick Beard fills us in on 
the fate of the Hunter crew 
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which was shot down on 
November 8, 1944, over 
Alicante airfield on Northern 
Negros Island in the Central 
Philippines. Two planes, Hunter 
(424) and Scalese (371), were 
shot down over or near the 
target. Sanderson (371), 
seriously damaged over the 
target, was forced to bail out 
over Mindanao on the way 
home. The entire crew 
survived. The B-24 flown by 
Hanson (371), seriously 
damaged with one killed and 
two seriously injured, made it 
back to base. 

The Hunter crew, 424th 
squadron leader on the mission, 
was hit before the bomb run. 
Nose gunner Merle Wilson was 
killed in his turret. With engine 
No. 4 afire, the rest of the crew 
except for pilot Bill Hunter and 
co-pilot Bob Dawkins bailed out. 
Engineer Charles Witham 
opened his chute too soon and 
was killed by Zeros as he hung 
there helpless. The rest of 
those who parachuted landed 
safely in the Negros Island 
mountains near where the B-24 
crashed. Both pilots died in the 
wreckage. . Surviving crew 
members were Willard McGee, 
navigator; Pat Mann, 
bombardier; Dave Beyer, radio; 
Gene Bosiacki, tail; Richard 
Beard, waist; Max Augsburger, 
substitute ball gunner and Pete 
Gersten, photographer. When 
Beard hit the ground he heard 
several rifle shots and held his 
hands up in surrender. An old 
woman smoking a cigar ran out, 
saw he was an American and 
embraced and kissed him 
profusely. She explained they 
thought he was a German pilot. 

Let Dick Beard tell the rest of 
the story: 

"The Philippine guerrillas who 
rescued us told us that German 
pilots were flying that day. We 
had not known that Germans 
were in the vicinity but the 
guerrillas said the Japs had 
German instructors in the area 
and that every once in a while 
they flew combat in the Zeros. 
Their combat tactics were 
totally different from those of 
the Japs. They came at us four 
abreast in two rows and we 
were not accustomed to this. 

"The crash site was not far 
from where we landed in the 
mountains. We who survived 
found the wreckage of the plane 
the next day and, with the help 
of the guerrillas, buried our four 
crew members. The guerrillas 
called their camp Talisay after a 
town down in the lowlands. 
Soon we started our trek from 
the mountains in the north end 
of the island to a location in the 
south where a submarine arrived 
periodically to deliver small arms 
and ammunition. Our trek was 
adventuresome and hard with 
very limited food and no medical 
attention. Our diet consisted 
mostly of bananas, dried fish, 
coconuts and some jerky. Once 
in a while we had some roasted 
pig. We also had quite a bit of 
rice. Some of us got sick but, 
all in all, we fared pretty good, 
while losing a substantial 
amount of weight (30 lbs. in my 
case). We were the first 
Americans the guerrillas had 
seen since the invasion. They 
were doing a good job against 
the Japs despite their limited 
firepower. Their largest weapon 
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was an 81 mm mortar which 
they carried back and forth on 
the island. Arriving at our 
destination we settled down 
near a little bay to await the 
submarine's arrival. About the 
second day a bomb group 
passed nearby. We signalled 
with our emergency signal 
mirror and received a blinker 
signal from the lead ship." 

(Ed. Note: just for the record, 
that emergency signal was 
spotted by members of the 
Guild crew of the 424th and 
radio operator Dick Roth radioed 
for the rescue plane.) 

"We quickly spelled out SOS 
on the beach sand and also with 
seaweed. Soon four P-38s 
arrived to comb the beach back 
and forth, investigating and 
holding off any Jap air attacks. 
Soon a Dumbo came waddling 
in and we boarded outriggers 
and met it in the bay. The 
Dumbo took us directly to our 
squadron, which by now had 
moved up to Morotai, where we 
were reunited with our friends. 
It was a special reunion for me 
and my cousin Glen Scott who 
was also a B-24 crewman in our 
squadron. The next day we 
were flown to Hollandia where 
we were interrogated, after 
which, on December 25, 1944, 
we boarded ship for hone." 

* * * 

Enough for this time. 

Jim Kendall 
Harry Ster kel 
John Reeves 
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An Auto-Pilot Landing 

Mahlon "Ming" Hanson and his 371 crew were 
part of the 307th Bomb Group formation that, 
on November 8, 1944, bombed the Jap's Ali-
cante Airdrome on Negros Island in the Central 
Philippines. It was, incidentally,the crews sec-_  _ - 
ond missiRLwi ithibe_301.th. 
— The following letter was written by pilot 

"Ming" Hanson to his brother nearly two 
months after that mission. Though written un-
der wartime censorship conditions, the letter 
provides a vivid picture of World War II Pacific 
theater aerial combat. Of special interest to us 
of the 307th: the Air Force has no record of any 
other battle-damaged heavy bomber being 
landed on autopilot as described in this letter. 
A tribute to pilots Hanson and Lacy and the en-
tire crew and another "First" for the 307th! 

Dec 29, 1944 
Hi Sarg: 

It's about time I wrote you again and Dick and I 
want to apologize for the first letter I wrote you. I'll tell 
you the real story now so you can get the full meaning of 
what we all went thru. I guess when I wrote the first one 
I was still pretty much upset over the way things turned 
out. I can't tell you the date of this story but I can tell 
you a lot of things. 

It all happened one day on a raid on the Philip-
pines. We had a swell takeoff, nice flying weather all 
the way to the target, and a nice group assembly. We 
were in pretty nice formation when we headed out over 
the target. We could have been tighter I know now. We 
were right over the target when one of the gunners re-
ported that there were fighters off at 3 o'clock. [Ed Note: 
The crew was unaware that the scheduled fighter cover 
had been turned back by the weather] At the same time 
the top turret gunner said "fighters coming in at 9 
o'clock high". (Ed Note: Nose gunner Morgan remem-
bers "the zeros seemed to be coming out of the sun at 
first and then all hell broke out, Jap zeroes everywhere 
as we fought them off'.) They started counting them. I 
thought they'd never stop. There were 15 on the right 
and 12 on the left. They came up in two straight lines 
and peeled off into the formation. If you've never seen a 
fighter coming at you let me tell you it's not a very 
pleasant sight. They look like they are winking at you 
only they are winking death. We fought them off with 

good results for about 21 minutes before anything hap-
pened. We still had all our bombs because the target was 
obscured with clouds and we had to make two runs on 
that target. Thank God there was no ack-ack. 

Getting back to the fighters. I was in formation 
where I belonged when I happened to glance at the ship 
directly in front of me. His No. 4 engine was on fire so I 
called him up and told him so. He feathered the engine 
and slowed up because of 3 engines. I also slowed up to 
cover his tail. All this time the formation was pulling 
away from us. Then a thing happened which I don't 
think I'll ever be able to forget. His right wing folded 
upward from the No. 4 engine to the tip. The flame 
practically burned the wing in two. He did a slow half 
roll and turned over on his back. That was the last I saw 
of him. My belly gunner saw him go down. He think:: 
one man got out of the ship when he rolled over and 
dropped under us. There we were a whole half mile be-
hind the formation just like a sitting duck. The Japs sure 
knew it because they all jumped us at once. We had 8 
fighters come in from the nose at one time and 3 from 
the tail. All you could do was sit there and pray and 
hope the gunners would fight them off. They did a grand 
job. (ED Note: Lindsey in his ball turret heard someone 
call out a zero at 5 o'clock. He located the fighter, gave 
him several long bursts and was told that the fighter 
went down.] I firewalled my throttles and prop gover-
nors. I was pulling about 2700 RPM and 53 inches 
which I finally caught up to the formation. I didn't quite 
get there in time. The Japs pulled a coordinated attack 
on the tail and Ben Smith, the tail gunner couldn't take 
care of them both. He turned one away but the other one 
got us. He put 5-20 mm shells through the right side anu 
tail of the ship. The tail gunner practically had his right 
arm blown off by the blast of one shell. He was all cut to 
hell but he crawled out of the turret under his own power 
and then he fainted. 

At the same time he got hit, the engineer and ra-
dioman were hit. [Ed Note: Radio operator/waist gunner 
Manley did not see, feel or hear the shells that seriously 
wounded him and Goldhagen, the other waist gunner. 
He has no idea how long they had been "out of it". He 
remembered only picking himself up off the deck and 
seeing Goldhagen doing the same thing. He also noticed 
Benjamin Smith, the tail gunner, crawl from his turret 
and lie down on the deck.] The engineer had about 20 
pieces of shrapnel in him but he still carried on. He 
crawled over the tail gunner and crawled into the tail 
turret. All he could do was sit there and track because the 
shells had exploded both ammunition tracks to the tail. 
He stayed there for 30 minutes. All this time the radio-
man, shot thru his legs, stood at the waist windows and 
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alternately fired the guns. He stayed there for an hour. 
This all happened in about a half-minute's time. The 

' navigator was on the cat walk waiting for the bombs to 
drop. When they did he took off his flak suit and para-
chute and Mae West and walked across the cat walk 

'with the bomb bay doors wide open. We were 10,000 
feet up. The guy sure had a lot of guts. He's just a kid, 
19 to be exact and he really got a shock when he went 
into the waist. There was blood all over and the tail end 
of the ship was just full of holes from the waist win-
dows back. He did a damm good job. He bandaged the 
tail gunner 
up. By the time he finished with him, the bombardier 
came back and bandaged up the engineer. The radioman 

• wouldn't let anyone touch him as long as there were 
fighters around. The Japs stayed with us for one hour 
and 15 minutes before they finally went home. I had to 
stay in formation for an hour and a half before I could 
go back to the waist safely. 

Dick, it was really a horrible sight. The engi-
neer and radioman were both blinded by their own 
blood and the tail gunner was unconscious.. I went 
back to look at him when I happened to glance at the 
right side of the ship. Thank_ God the B-24 has dual 
rudders and aileron cables because I had been flying for 
ãn hoirt and a half-vVith-blity half my controls. A 20nun 
had made a direct hit—on—all —the cables the right. 
(Look at a B-24 sometime and see what I mean.) I tore 
up to the front and put it on automatic pilot which has 
separate cables for each control surface. 

That's about all there is to my story except that 
the time I spent going home was the longest time I ever 
spent in my whole life. I had to follow another ship 
home because my navigator was busy tending to the 
tail gunner. [Ed Note: Top turret gunner, Ed Cooper, 
reports that after it proved impossible to repair the con-
trol cables, the two pilots experimented with the auto-
pilot knobs to see if it would be possible to use it to land 
the plane.] We finally made it and they cleared the 
whole strip for me. I came in on a straight-in approach 
and made the landing on automatic pilot. It was pretty 
good from what the crew said. [Ed Note: Cooper says 
that on landing "they twisted the knobs a little at a time 
and brought that old plane in for a perfect landing. '7 
They had a crash truck and a couple of ambulances 
waiting for us. The tail gunner didn't have a chance. 
He had two pieces of shrapnel penetrate his heart. We 
buried him the day after. The engineer is with us again 
and the radio rnan will be with us in a week. Now you 
can see why I sorta jumped on you. I'm sorry, fella. 

That's about all there is to my story except now 

we have air superiority and never go out without fighter 
cover. So I doubt if it will happen again. I sure hope 
not. I'd hate to go thru that again. Well, Dick, this will 
be all for now. I hope this gets thru on 6 cents. I don't 
care what you do with this letter so long as Mom and 
Dad don't get hold of it. I'd better stop now. So write 
again soon. So long for now. Take good care of your-
self and don't worry. I'll be as careful as I can be. 

The Kid Brother, 

MING 

[Ed Note: Goldhagen attributes the crews' survival to 
excellent pilots, good training, self-preservation and 
considerable adrenalin kicking in. He is annoyed that 
friends who were on Leyte during the battle who had 
suffered mightily from air attacks there have never 
heard of Alicante and the problems faced by those 
ing to eliminate the source of those attacks.] 

The plane whose destruction on 11/8/44 was 
witnessed by Ming Hanson and mentioned 
in his letter. It is believed that it was flown 

by Lt. Scalese and his crew (371st). 

try-
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No. 11 - 2 December 44 
Dumaguete A/D; Negros Island, P.I. 
4000 lbs. frag. clusters; 1350 NM; 10:25 hours; airplane #033 

The primary target for this missions was Carolina A/D on Negros Island, but the 
weather was bad and the target obscured. The secondary target, Fabrica A/D, was also 
closed in. Therefore, Dumaguete A/D, the tertiary target, was hit with excellent results. 
Two planes were lost as a result of mid-air collision caused by entering cloud cover while 
flying in close formation. 

(See Britt - "The Long Rangers", page 176, et seq.) 

No. 12 - 6 December 44 
Bacolod A/D, Negros Island, P.I. 
12 - 500 lb. GP bombs; 1340 NM; 10:10 hours; airplane #553 

We took off at 0635 hours, the squadron entering formation over the field with group 
rendezvous over Baliango Point. Bombs were away at 1135 hours. The sky was overcast 
all the way. We were escorted by a P-38 squadron. One Japanese fighter made a head-on 
pass injuring the tail-gunner in the lead plane. One bomb hung up in our bomb racks and 
was pried out and safely dropped over water by John Kincaid, our bombardier. 

(See Britt - "The Long Rangers", page 178.) 

No. 13 - 9 December 44 
Lingas Tank Farm, Tarakan, Borneo 
6000 lbs. GP bombs; 1400 NM; 9:10 hours; airplane #313 

We flew position B-1, leading the second element of the lead squadron. Squadrons 
formed over the field and flew in formation to Tarakan where each plane made individual 
bomb runs over the target area. Large fires were observed with smoke rising to 8500 feet. 
Tarakan Island, off the northeast Borneo coast, was (and still is) rich in oil. Crude oil was 
pumped into ship bunkers and consumed without refinement. 

(See Britt - "The Long Rangers", page 178.) 

No. 14 - 13 December 44 
Carolina A/D, Negros, P.I. 
6000 lbs. GP bombs; 1450 NM; 9:45 hours; airplane #142 

Takeoff was at 0630 hours and rendezvous over Baliango Point, Mindanao. We 
sighted a convoy which invaded Mindoro on 16 December. Four Navy Hellcats (F4Fs) came 
in on our formation but turned away after identification. Weather was good and 85% of the 
bombs were in the target. 
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No. 15 - 15 December 44 
Puerto Princessa A/D, Palawan, P.I. 
12 - 500 lb bombs, one with 24 hour delay fuse; 1550 NM; 10:15 hours; airplane #390. 

Takeoff at 0830 hours after an early morning briefing. It was believed that there 
were many fighter craft in this vicinity brought in to attack our Mindoro invasion. We were 
to have fighter cover by a group of P-38s, but none arrived. There was no interception, but 
some planes were shot at over Zamboanga. 

No. 16 - 18 December 44 
Santa Barbara A/D; Panay, P.I. 
2500 lbs. bombs; 1450 NM; 9:40 hours; airplane #147* 

After being on alert for three days we hit this target, which a few days prior had been 
in the hands of the Philippine guerrillas. John Kincaid was grounded. Therefore, Smokey 
Ringel flew as our bombardier. We saw another friendly convoy and had a P-38 escort. We 
sighted two airfields heretofore unknown to our S-2 (intelligence). Weather was bad at the 
base upon our return. 

*Airplane #147 was one of the oldest and remaining few olive drab painted planes 
in the squadron, but was also among the most fuel efficient. 

No. 17 - 23 December 44 
Fabrica A/D; Negros, P.I. 
7500 lbs. GP bombs; 1500 NM; 9:50 hours; airplane #915 

We flew directly to target and had one squadron of P-38s for top cover. We saw 
another convoy and returned to base. 

No. 18 - 26 December 44 
Lolabota Dispersal Area; Halamahera Island 
4800 lbs. fragmentation cluster bombs; 500 MN; 3:00 hours; airplane #178 

This was a bomb unloading mission after being briefed to fly to Mangar A/D at 
Balikpapan, Borneo. Forty interceptors were predicted and our fighter cover couldn't get 
through. We went over the target at 16,500 feet with all bombs falling in the target area. 
Frag. clusters were 25 pound bombs attached to a frame which came apart immediately 
upon release. Each bomb had fins, but they fell every which way, like a dumped box of 
matches. They would sometimes hit together and explode just beneath the plane, which was 
a hazard to us. 

No. 19 - 3 January 44 
Djialoto Dispersal Area, Halamahera Island 
4800 lbs. fragmentation cluster bombs; 350 NM; 2:00 hours; airplane #553 
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We had been on a shipping alert for six days and went again to the Halamaheras to 
unload. We took off at 1400 hours and climbed to 9000 feet. In addition to bombs we 
dropped propaganda leaflets. Upon return to base, we flew over and looked down into the 
crater of a smoking volcano on Halamahera. This volcano was visible on the ground from 
our base in the early morning before it would become cloud covered. 

No 20 - 6 January 45 
Nielson AID, Manila, Luzon, P.I. 
2400 lbs. fragmentation bombs; 1900 NM; 12:10 hours; airplane #966 

This was the first mission our group flew to Luzon Island. Ours was the first heavy 
bomb group to hit that area. We had no fighter cover and no interception but the flak was 
heavy, accurate, and intense. As we broke away from the target a 5th Air Force heavy 
group appeared with their big fighter cover. The Colonel lost two engines and landed at 
Mindoro. We sighted an 800 ship convoy in the Mindanao Sea which turned out be the one 
which a few days later invaded the Lingayen Gulf north of Manila. 

On 8 January '45 the group hit Nielsen Field again. On this mission the John D. 
Lucey crew was shot down over Manila, and all were lost. They were in plane #553 which 
carried us on our 9th, 12th, and 19th missions. Their tent was next to ours. 

(See Britt p. 186 et seq.) 

No. 21 - 9 January 45 
Nielson A/D, Manila, Luzon, P.I. 
2400 lbs. fragmentation bombs; 1900 NM; 12:40 hours; airplane #463 

Takeoff was at 0310 hours with rendezvous over Naso Point. Takeoff was delayed 
because of a Jap air raid of which there were many, but this was the first when we were 
supposed to be leaving on a mission. We got into a shelter which had been prepared in the 
airplane revetment (a high levee-like embankment surrounding three sides of each airplane 
parking space designed for the purpose of protecting adjacent planes in the event of fire of 
explosion). Night fighters shot down one of the invaders which fell into the water just off 
shore. 

We flew the squadron's new radar ship which was coal black and heavy with paint. 
It was slow and we were nearly out of gas after return. The flak more accurate this time 
despite being at 16,000 feet. Three ships in our squadron were holed, but we all returned 
safely. Major Neely led the group and we flew in position B-1, leading the second element 
of our squadron. Weather was rougher than usual. Lt. Paul was short of gas and refueled 
at Tacloban. 

No. 22 - 12 January 45 
Luzon City Bivouac Area, Luzon, P.I. 
2400 lbs. frag. clusters; 2000 NM; 12:35 hours; airplane #142 

Takeoff was at 0330 hours. Our target was a Japanese encampment north of Manila. 

15 



There was no interception but we received a few bursts of flak when flying too close to 
Manila on the second bomb run. 

No. 23 - 15 January 45 
Jesselton A/D, North Borneo 
15 - 300 lb. GP bombs; 1750 NM; 10:15 hours; airplane #567 

Takeoff was at dawn, but we were 30 minutes behind the rest of the group because 
our ship went out and we had to make a last minute change. We pulled high power setting 
to the rendezvous at Hog Point and caught the group before it left on course for the target. 
We went around northern Borneo flying instruments most of the way. The formation was 
spread and reformed before bombing squadrons in trail. There were no fighter interception 
or flak. I took some good photos with my camera on the return to base. A lieutenant 
colonel led our squadron. He was new and this was his first combat mission. They were 
the worst kind. 

No. 24 - 18 January 45 
Miti Dispersal Area, Halamahera Island 
5000 lbs. GP bombs; 300 NM; 2:00 hours; airplane #966 

Takeoff was at 8:00 a.m. and we circled the field climbing to 9000 feet. The target 
was in sight from directly over our base, being 30 miles away. We bombed by individual 
ships and spent the rest of the time fooling around. Photos were taken of the volcano with 
Bill Lord's 35mm Leica camera. The "fat boy" (navigator Aubrey Lovegrove) was co-pilot 
on landing. This was the last of the milk runs for awhile. 

No. 25 - 21 January 45 
Zablan A/D, Manila 
4500 lb. GP bombs; 2100 NM; 14:50 hours; airplane #142 

Takeoff was at dawn with rendezvous over Maestre de Campo Island. We climbed 
through weather all the way to the target until 16,000 feet. There were two bomb runs with 
only slight glimpses of the target area. Being unable to hit either the primary or the 
secondary targets, we headed for the tertiary target at Silay A/D on Negros Island. The 
formation became badly separated in the weather, but we finally broke out at 10,000 feet 
within sight of the target. We bombed individually, hitting the ground and receiving heavy 
and accurate flak. Bombs were away at 3:00 p.m. It was late, and we were alone and low 
on gas, so we headed for Tacloban on Leyte. Planes were parked the full length of the strip 
on both sides with their noses towards the strip. This was no place for a sloppy landing. 
We saw our first helicopter. This was also the first time we had set foot on Philippine soil. 
We gassed up and took off at 7:00 p.m. and returned to Morotai, leading a new crew. We 
had a red alert (a bombing raid) immediately after landing. According to Aubrey 
Lovegrove's notes, this mission was led by Colonel Brock with Lt. George Otte (now of 
Davenport) as co-pilot. 
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No. 26 - 24 January 45 
Cavite Sea Plane Base and Storage Area, Manila Bay 
4500 lb. GP bombs; 2000 NM; 12:20 hours; airplane #463 

Takeoff was at dawn with rendezvous over the strip on Mindoro Island. Bombing 
was at 15, 000 feet and weather was good all of the way. Corregidor Island, in the mouth 
of Manila Bay, was our secondary target. Flak was light and inaccurate. According to 
Aubrey Lovegrove's notes, we had a Pathe newsreel movie camera man with us on this 
mission. 

No. 27 - 27 January 45 
Canacau Peninsula, Manila Bay 
5000 lb. GP bombs, 2000 NM; 12:15 hours; airplane #316 

This mission was identical to the previous mission. Captain Bastoph, group gunnery 
officer, rode with us as an observer. We saw three U.S. convoys in the Sulu and Mindanao 
Seas. 

No. 28 - 1 February 45 
Canacau Peninsula, Manila Bay 
5000 lb GP bombs, 2000 NM; 12:20 hours; airplane #934 

For this mission each squadron had a separate target. Ours was the wharf and ship 
building area. The flying weather was good. We lead the squadron back from the target 
to peel off over the field. This was for the entertainment of the ground crews and consisted 
of descending in close formation at 200 mph indicated air speed towards the strip in the 
direction of landing, and when 500 feet over the end of the runway, the left plane in the first 
element would peel sharply up and to the left in a tight 360 degree turn, gaining a 1000 feet 
altitude and dropping the wheels just prior to stall at the top of the turn, each plane 
following at about five second intervals achieving spacing for landing while in the turn. 

This was our 10th mission within 30 days and following it our crew was flown to 
Sydney, Australia, for rest leave. 

The trip to Sydney was the highlight of our overseas duty. A B-24 could have made 
the trip non-stop but there were none to spare. Therefore, we flew in an A.T.C. C-47 which 
took two days each way. We had fuel stops at Hollandia, Finch Haven (in eastern New 
Guinea where we stayed over night), Townsville, and Rock Hampton or Brisbane. At that 
time the total population of Australia was approximately 12 million people with Melbourne 
and Sydney each having about one million. Sydney was large and quite cosmopolitan in the 
British tradition, and we saw what we could of it. We rented a flat (apartment) at King's 
Cross. It was shabby but palatial compared to what we left on Morotai. Before leaving 
Sydney, we moved to better quarters. 

We also rented a car - a clunker, but it would run. Gasoline was scarce and some 
autos ran on coal gas generated by charcoal burners attached to the rear bumper. We swam 
and surfed at Bondi Beach, played golf and had lunch at the Royal Sydney Country Club 
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(an elegant place with mahogany paneling from floor to ceiling, bowling greens, and AA 
batteries in concrete revetments on the fairways), went to Luna Park (an amusement 
center), dined at the finest hotel in town, and went by boat to Manly at the north end of the 
harbor. Sydney is semi-tropical, about like southern California. It was February, late 
summer, and the weather was delightful. People were very friendly and kind (almost 
beholden) to us. We were treated royally, despite the critical attitude of a few whose 
opinion toward us was that we "were overpaid, over fed, over sexed, and over here". We 
learned the words to "Waltzing Matilda" and "God Save the King". We also learned to 
dance the "Hokey Pokey", which was the fad at the time. 

We didn't get much rest, but it was a welcome change of pace. All too quickly it 
ended, and it was back to the war for us. 

Upon return from the rest leave, I was informed that some new crews had been 
assigned to the squadron during my absence and the pilot of one of them was sweating out 
my arrival. He thought my name sounded familiar and had checked my record to verify that 
I had taken advanced flight training at Pampa, Texas. He was almost certain that I had 
been one of his students, but couldn't remember whether he had treated me kindly or was 
among those he'd given a bad time. Sure enough, it was Glenn Donaldson, my advanced 
flight instructor. No wonder he worried. I now outranked him, and he'd been assigned to 
the flight of which I was the leader. Fortunately, for both of us, I had nothing but fond 
memories of Glenn and we became good friends. He probably had five times my flight 
hours, but I had more experience in a B-24. Promotions came slowly to flight instructors. 
He was still a second lieutenant. 

No. 29 - 27 February 45 
Tarakan A/D, Borneo 
8 - 1000 lb. GP bombs; 1400 NM; 8:50 hours; airplane #625 

Takeoff was of 0645 hours and we headed for Borneo by individual ships. The 
weather was bad all the way, both coming and going, and I logged five hours actual 
instrument time on this flight. We broke out of the clouds just short of the target, made a 
lone bomb run and headed for the base. This was my first mission after returning from rest 
leave, and Aubrey and I were the only ones of our crew on this mission. The rest of them 
were still in Sydney. We flew another crew on their last combat mission, and can imagine 
that they were sweating it out. One plane did not return from this strike. 

No. 30 - 4 March 45 
Zettlefield AID, Job o Island 
8 - 1000 lb. GP bombs; 1100 NM; 8:30 hours; airplane #033 

Takeoff was at 0645 for our primary target being Zamboanga on Mindanao Island, 
which we were to strike in coordination with other units. Since the target was obscured by 
undercast at our 13,000 feet bombing altitude, we proceeded to the secondary target. We 
were unable to see the target on our first bomb run at 10,000 feet, and after three more 
runs at lower altitudes we finally got our bombs away at 6,000 feet. The formation went 
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into a cloud bank while bombs were going away. We were flying A-2 position and lost sight 
of the lead ship. The squadron broke to the left while we broke right in order to avoid 
collision in the clouds. Part of the squadron didn't drop on this run so went over the target 
again while we climbed above the overcast and headed for the base. In spite of the bad 
weather we had 89% hits on the target area. 

No. 31 - 8 March 45 
Zamboanga, Headquarters and AA Positions 
8 - 1000 lb. GP bombs; 1400 NM; 7:10 hours; airplane #915 

This was the same as the preceding mission except we got 80% hits in the primary 
target. We flew the enlisted men of another crew. War ships started shelling the coast after 
we broke away from the target, and it was invaded the next day by U.S. forces. This was 
the first mission that Bill Lord flew as pilot, and I served as co-pilot as a part of the process 
of getting Bill checked out as a first pilot. 

No. 32 - 13 March 45 
Clinan town, Mindanao, Personnel Area 
36 - 260 lb. frag. bombs; 690 NM; 4:35 hours; airplane #966 

The Japanese were believed to have concentrated their forces in this southern 
Mindanao town. We had no anti aircraft or interception and put 95% of our bombs in the 
target area. 

No. 33 - 17 March 45 
Tarakan City, Borneo 
12 - 500 lb. incendiary clusters (thermite); 1500 NM; 9:40 hours; airplane #617 

We led the squadron for the first time over a complete mission. Aubrey flew in the 
B-1 position because we had a radar operator for a navigator. Our ship was new and had 
the latest radar equipment set up for blind bombing. Our first bomb run was on radar but 
was off course so we came in again. This time John missed the main part of the target area 
but covered the town well. On return to base we flew along the north coast of the Celebes, 
the weather being very favorable. 

Airplane #617, in addition to being the newest plane in the squadron, it was also the 
fastest and the most fuel efficient. It was built at the Ford Motor Company plant at Willow 
Run, Michigan, and its Pratt & Whitney engines were built by the Buick division of General 
Motors - a Ford with Buick engines. The radar equipment was a great aid to navigation. 
The radar screen revealed the details of islands and shore lines like a map. It would also 
locate the positions of all the other planes at night so that we could maintain proper spacing 
and avoid collision. It was especially helpful in bad weather, for it could identify the storm 
centers thus allowing us to avoid the worst of the turbulence. A specially trained radar 
operator was assigned to fly with us which added an 11th man to our crew. 

Having now attained a position of seniority among the pilots of the squadron, I had 
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some choice as to planes and, therefore, flew #617 on most of my remaining missions. 

No. 34 - 21 March 45 
Cebu City, Cebu Island, P.I. 
20 - 250 lb. GP bombs; 1500 NM; 9:30 hours; airplane #617 

I flew an old crew on their last mission leading our squadron. Kincaid flew in 
another ship as also did flight engineer, Joe Gravel. We took off at 0635 hours and 
rendezvoused on course. We were over the target at 1115 hours and started home. We 
fanned out, flying through the Surigao Strait between Leyte and Mindanao in search of 
survivors of a C-47 missing for two days. We flew at from 2000 to 3000 feet off the water, 
but the poor visibility made search difficult. Finding nothing, we climbed above the clouds 
and returned to base. 

No. 35 - 26 March 45 
Cebu City, Cebu Island, P.I. 
8 - 1000 GP bombs; 1500 NM; 9:20 hours; airplane #617 

This was identical to the previous mission except that no search was involved on 
return. The invasion had been made one hour prior to our time over the target, and we 
bombed in coordination with ground forces. Our target was part of the business section and 
residential district of the town. Many fires were started and most of the city was by this 
time devastated. This city is historically significant, for it was here on 27 April 1521 
Ferdinand Magellan, the famous navigator, was killed by the natives on the first sailing trip 
around the Earth. A monument had been erected in his memory, but we didn't see it. I 
hope we didn't damage it. 

There were many boats of all kinds lying off shore, most of which were landing craft 
and destroyers. A couple of cruisers were also on hand shelling shore installations. The air 
was full of planes of the 5th and 13th air forces. Bombing was coordinated and directed by 
radio control. 

No. 36 - 31 March 45 
Oelin A/D, Borneo 
9 - 500 lb. GP bombs; 2100 NM; 13:20 hours; airplane #855 

This was the first 2000 mile mission in some time. We took off at dawn, heading 
across the northern tip of Halamahera and down through the Celebes. The weather was 
good all the way until almost to the target. We had a very strong head wind en route, and 
it took 8 hours to arrive over the target and 5 to return. We led our squadron. Two planes 
had turned back and we were down to four planes when we reached the target area. We 
bombed squadrons in trail and Kincaid laid 65% of our load on the runway. Interception 
was expected, but we had none. Ben Marshall, our squadron intelligence officer, flew with 
us as observer. This target was on the coast of the Java Sea, near Banjarmasin, our furthest 
point from home. 
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No. 37 - 7 April 45 
Bima Airdrome on Soembawa Island, Dutch East Indies (now Bima, Sumbawa, Indonesia) 
9 - 500 lb. GP bombs; 1700 NM; 12:35 hours; airplane #617 

This mission was flown only by the 370th squadron, the remainder of the group 
having other assignments. Our crew led the flight. Bill Lord was flying first pilot on 
another plane and Tom Haslam, a co-pilot from a new crew, was our co-pilot on this 
occasion. Robert Irwin was radar operator, and the remainder of our regular crew was 
aboard. 

Takeoff from Morotai at 0111 hours to strike our target at daylight. The primary 
target was a cruiser and several D.E.s which were supposed to be in a bay near Bali. Not 
finding these we hit the airfield at Bima. Flak was accurate and heavy. We received a 
direct hit which came up through the left rear portion of the open bomb bay while bombs 
were going away. This severed the rudder cables and the electric wires to the auto-pilot 
rudder and elevator servos. The plane immediately went into a steep bank to the left, and 
as we wanted to break to the right full aileron was necessary to get a right turn. The 
rudders were useless. We managed to hold an approximate course for the base in a wing-
low attitude which caused a steady and continuous loss in altitude. 

It was obvious that we would be unable to reach base with the plane in this attitude. 
We contacted the rescue cat, and our wing ships were escorting us. 

In the meantime our engineer, Joe Gravel, and bombardier, John Kincaid, started 
working on the broken cables, tying them together with salvo cables and arming wires from 
the bomb bay. Cable tension was achieved by looping them with a wire tied to the top of 
the bomb bay. Since the break was close to a pulley the operational range of the rudder 
controls was greatly limited, but there was enough to allow the plane to fly straight and level 
and be trimmed. The elevator cables were shredded and held together by a few strands 
which were reinforced by tying in additional cable. fortunately these control cables were 
exposed and easily accessible. Had the splicing not worked the last resort would have been 
to stagger power on the engines, but this would cause considerable vibration, and I'm glad 
it wasn't necessary. Charlie Marlowe and Jerry Crawford also assisted with the cable 
splicing. 

The severed wires in the electric cable running to the rear servo motors were also 
spliced, but the auto-pilot remained inoperable. 

We flew manually through weather and landed safely which was the final test of a 
job well done by the repair crew. There was considerable slack in the rudder controls at 
the end of the landing roll, but by then it didn't matter. 

We were apparently hit by a 90 millimeter shell which entered the plane three or 
four inches in from the left side at an angle of about 15 degrees from vertical slanting 
towards the rear of the plane. It penetrated a bulk head leaving a hole approximately three 
inches (90mm) in diameter and exited through the upper corner of the fuselage 
approximately four feet behind and above the trailing edge of the wing leaving a jagged 
hole. If the shell ever exploded, it did so after it left the aircraft. 

The shell hit a CO2 cylinder in a life raft stored on the after deck resulting in a cloud 
of sea marker dye which some crew members momentarily thought was fire. It also severed 
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oxygen lines. 
The only personal injuries were minor facial lacerations received by radio operator, 

Dave Matthews, from flying debris, for which he was awarded the Purple Heart. He was 
the only member of our crew ever injured in combat. 

A few turnbuckles and some manageable wire would have been most helpful, and it 
is my recollection that such a kit subsequently became standard equipment on our planes. 

It was also my understanding that at least some members of the crew were 
recommended for the DFC (Distinguished Flying Cross) as a result of this flight, but that 
is the last I ever heard of it. It has come to my attention that DFCs are not given for doing 
what anyone would do under the circumstances - trying to survive. But, we also saved a 
quarter of a million dollar airplane - the best one in the squadron. Apparently that didn't 
count either. Some of the pilots were facetiously critical of me for allowing this plane to 
be damaged, but it flew again. 

No. 38 - 11 April 45 
Davao Personnel Area, Mindanao, P.I. 
12 - 500 lb. GP bombs; 880 NM; 5:30 hours; airplane #733 

Takeoff was at 0711 hours, rendezvousing on course and proceeding to Davao City 
in southern Mindanao. After two runs on the target, we got our bombs away. En route 
home, off the shore of our base, we were to look for a life raft with sea marker and flares 
for air sea rescue demonstration purposes, and succeeded in sighting same. 

No. 39 - 20 April 45 
Kabacan Personnel Area, Mindanao, P.I. 
8 - 1000 lb. GP bombs; 1000 NM; 6:40 hours; airplane #625 

This was an uneventful mission except over the target area. Lt. Bob Douglass led 
the squadron and we let down to 6000 feet to get below the clouds before dropping 1000 
lb. bombs (which cause considerable concussion at such low altitude). 

No. 40 - 28 April 45 
Mandai A/D, Makassar, Celebes 
9 - 250 lb. GP bombs; 2000 NM; 12:10 hours; airplane #617 

Takeoff was at 0200 hours. We led our squadron of six ships independently of the 
rest of the group which went elsewhere. We rendezvoused at dawn off the west coast of the 
Celebes in the Makassar Strait and started our search south for a convoy reported to be in 
this area. We saw several large sailing schooners and fleets of fishing craft but no cargo 
ships or gun boats. Makassar Harbor was also empty of large ships. We then climbed to 
8500 feet and bombed Mandai A/D scoring 40% of our bombs on the runway. Bobby 
Endreson was our bombardier this day. 

This was the first mission in aircraft #617 since it was damaged on the 7 APR 
mission to Bima. This was also my last combat mission, but I couldn't be certain of it at the 
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time. 

Forty was the going number of missions to be completed before being relieved from 
combat duty. A few air crew members, including Aubrey Lovegrove, our navigator, flew 41 
missions, but I did not have to do so. 

By the grace of God our entire crew had survived this experience, and I considered 
myself extremely fortunate. It was as if the weight of the world had been lifted from me, 
but I was still 10,000 miles from home. 

The procedure was a certificate to the effect that rehabilitation could be 
accomplished only by return' to the U.S. My certificate was issued 14 May '45 by our 
squadron figliter)surgeon, Captain Parker K. Hughes (a Des Moines obstetrician). 

On\eridnuary '45 I had been promoted to first lieutenant. In addition to the pay 
raise, I also became a flight commander which meant that I would fly lead position and be 
in command of the squadron while in flight. (Each squadron flight consisted of 6 or 7 
planes, and a group effort with all four squadrons contained 24 to 28 planes.) 

Before completion of combat missions, I was given the opportunity for immediate 
promotion to captain provided I'd agree to remain with the squadron for at least two more 
months and fly at least four more missions. Not wanting to make a career of the military 
and not wishing to further press my luck, I declined. After Manila, our missions became 
rather routine until Ner38',to Bima, which really got my attention and reminded me that 
combat flying could still-'be hazardous to your health. I concluded that it was better to be 
a live lieutenant than a dead captain. Furthermore, all of my contemporaries were going 
home, and I didn't want to stay there with a bunch of inexperienced kids. 

The time between my 40th mission on 28 April '45 and my departure from Morotai 
in early June was devoted to ferrying war weary B-24s (having 1000 or more combat hours) 
to Biak and bringing back new ones. I also flew to Biak for spare parts and other supplies. 
On one of these trips I flew with Lt. Bob Douglass, of Little Rock, Arkansas, and checked 
out in a C-47 (DC-3). On another trip with Lt. Douglass, we returned in two new B-24s 
with an entire U.S.O. troupe of a dozen or more with all of their gear, including a bass 
drum. Weight was no problem, but space was rather limited. Additional duties included 
instructing co-pilots to become first pilots, giving check rides, and slow timing new engines. 
Spare time was devoted to playing bridge, which we did almost every day when not flying. 
Some of our people, including Bill Lord, were experts at the game, and I became proficient 
enough to become runner-up at the University of Iowa bridge tournament upon return to 
school in the fall of 1945 (losing only by a fluke and have hardly played the game since). 
We also built a squadron officer's club, the first on Morotai. Somehow it had become 
known that I could drive a nail and saw straight so I was drafted even though I hoped to be 
gone before the job was done. Also, it was close to our tent and there was no suitable place 
to hide. As it turned out I was present for the grand opening and left a few days later. 

According to my flight record, on 7 June '45, I flew a B-24L to Biak and back, a four 
hour trip. I was unaware of it at the time, but this was to be my last B-24 flight. On 11 
June '45, I left the squadron and headed for home. 

With several other friends who had also completed their tour, I left Morotai in a C-
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47 for Manila (which by this time had been secured from the Japanese) with a fuel stop at 
Tacloban. 

At Manila, we were billeted at a transient camp to await transportation home. The 
camp was not far from Nielson Airdrome which we had bombed in January. This is the only 
target I ever visited. The runways had been repaired, but craters remained in the unused 
portions of the field. Many war damaged Japanese planes were also to be seen. 

By walking and hitch-hiking, we toured Manila rather thoroughly. Residential 
districts were mostly intact, but the downtown area and the adjacent Intra-Muras (ancient 
walled city) were devastated. Some of the damage was from U.S. artillery, but most of it 
was done by the Japs who destroyed many large buildings and most of the government 
buildings with dynamite as they fled the city. 

We saw Santo Thomas University in which U.S. civilians had been imprisoned. Many 
had died during the three-plus years of enemy occupancy, and the area between the 
sidewalks and the streets was filled with graves. 

Manila Bay contained sunken ships by the hundreds, more than any other place on 
Earth. Some were beached, but most of them were in water shallow enough that their 
superstructures were exposed. Some of the ships were sunk when the Japs invaded, and 
more were sunk during the liberation. Some may have been there since the Spanish-
American War. 

We devoted a day to a trip to Clark Field, some 60 miles to the north of Manila. 
This gave us an opportunity to see the countryside which appeared to be getting back to 
normal. Farmers were busy cultivating their fields using water buffalo for power. 

Clark Field had been a permanent U.S. base prior to the war. There were large 
brick buildings with red tile roofs, many of which had been badly damaged. It had been 
bombed during the Jap invasion and again by us (including our group) during the liberation. 
The field was in use, however, and our bomb group moved there the following August. 

Clark Field continued to be the headquarters of the 13th Air Force up to the time 
of the eruption of Mt. Pinatubo in the summer of 1991, which covered it with volcanic ash 
to the extent that its abandonment has been announced. 

13 June '45 was my 23rd birthday (my 3rd birthday in the Army), and so that the 
occasion would be properly observed, I paid 65 pesos ($32.00) for a fifth of Three Feathers 
blended whiskey. This was about 10 times its cost stateside, but the law of supply and 
demand prevailed. 

On 18 June '45, we left Manila for home. We had all envisioned travel on an ATC 
C-54, but such was not to be. The military got us over there in a hurry but was in no hurry 
to get us home. Perhaps it was just as well for some crews who flew B-24s home after the 
war was over never made it. We and all our belongings (which in my case was everything 
I could carry and then some) were taken by truck to the harbor where we boarded the 
General Alexander Edward Anderson, a Navy transport. (Couldn't imagine a Navy ship 
being named after an Army general. General Anderson must have been a Marine). 

The ship was about the size of a heavy cruiser. There were approximately 5000 
people on board, some of whom had been wounded and were in the ship's infirmary and 
cabins. 

After the usual brigling, anchor was weighed. Manila Bay is quite a large body of 
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water. It was still daylight when we went by Corregidor Isle, a fortress in the mouth of the 

bay. It had also been bombed by our group during the liberation, but the fortifications were 

still apparent. 
During the night we wound our way through the islands south of Luzon and the 

following day dropped anchor off Tacloban in Leyte Gulf. We were not alone, for a short 
distance to the north and as far as the eye could see lay other ships by the hundreds. There 
were vessels of every size and description, including the world's three largest battleships, the 
Iowa, Missouri, and New Jersey. It must have been nearly the entire Pacific Fleet and was 
preparing for what we later learned to be the invasion of Okinawa, which occurred before 
we reached home. 

After a day or two we left Tacloban heading east. The war was still in process and 
Japanese submarines remained a threat. The Anderson was fast for a ship its size 
(approximately 25 KPH) and able to travel without escort. It did not, however, travel in a 
straight line. Evasive action was taken as a precaution against subs by changing course a 
few degrees every minute or so. In this manner we zig-zagged across the entire Pacific 
Ocean at about the 10th parallel to Panama, a distance of approximately 11,000 miles. 

We stopped for about a day at Ulithi Atoll and again at Eniwetok Atoll where we 
refueled. Other than this, the trip was uneventful to the point of being dull. There was 
nothing to do on ship except eat, sleep, walk the deck, or play cards. Some of the enlisted 
men were put to work chipping and painting, which never ceases on a ship. Others were 
assigned guard duty. There was an adequate library and among other things I read Plato's 
Republic - an indication of my recreational poverty. We had two meals a day, a late 
breakfast and an early supper with nothing in between. On this fare, I actually gained 
weight. Sun bathing was also popular even though we didn't need it. Those of us who 
tanned were already a yellow brown from sun and atabrine (the anti-malaria drug which we 
took daily). Those who didn't tan were yellow-pink. After all, it had been at least two years 
since any of us had experienced winter. 

Our sleeping quarters were below deck on bunks about five tiers high and so close 
together that there was scarcely enough room to roll over. It was hot and with the constant 
roll of the ship, sleep was difficult. Many nights we slept on the bare steel deck with no 
padding. Perhaps this experience is the reason I can't to this day become enthusiastic about 
a cruise. We were sustained by the thought of returning home. Being transported to war 
under such conditions could be so depressing that combat might be considered a relief. We 
were further sustained by hearing for the first time Doris Day singing a new song entitled 
"Sentimental Journey", coming in over the ship's radio while still far out in the Pacific. 

The most interesting feature of the trip was going through the Panama Canal and 
learning for the first time that the Pacific side lies east of the Atlantic side. We arrived at 
the canal at night, dropped anchor and awaited our turn. The canal is about 40 miles long 
with three locks at each end. The passage took most of the day, arriving at Colon at the 
Atlantic end in early evening. Here, for the first time since Manila, we were allowed off the 
boat into corral-type enclosure. This may have been designed for troops going the other 
way. It wasn't likely any of us would jump ship this close to home. 

The following morning we headed north. Sometime during the night we went 
through the Windward Passage between Cuba and Haiti. Early in the morning two days 

25 



later, we were at the mouth of Chesapeake Bay off Hampton Roads. It took the rest of the 
day to dock at Newport News, and it was dark and raining when we disembarked. Our 
armorer gunner, Charlie Marlowe, had also been aboard. 

The date was about 22 July '45, we were 35 days out from Manila, but we were home 
at last. 

We were taken to nearby Camp Patrick Henry for reassignment. Without delay I was 
transported to Ft. Meade, Maryland. On 24 July '45 I was assigned to Greensboro, N.C. 
with requirement to report 25 August, in effect a 30 day leave. 

In anticipation of father's pending release from active duty, the folks had relinquished 
their apartment in Arlington, VA. and were temporarily staying with the Hickenloopers in 
Chevy Chase, Maryland, so I went there immediately. Never has there been a more 
enjoyable reunion. Lt. Col. Jim Stewart from Cleveland, (brother of later to become U.S. 
Supreme Court Justice Potter Stewart) one of dad's colleagues in the Lend-Lease 
Administration was also living at Hickenloopers and was my roommate. Jim, too, was soon 
to be separated and his family had returned home. 

On 31 July '45 I scrounged a trip in a Lockeed C-45 from Bolling Field in D.C. to 
Lambert Field in St. Louis. The ATC pilot was kind enough to let me fly and get in my July 
flight time and also become qualified in yet another military aircraft. While in St. Louis I 
visited and had dinner with the parents of Bill Lord, who had yet to return home. 

Next day I took the Zepher Rocket to Wapello to visit family and friends and to Iowa 
City to see Martin, who was still an Army medical student. 

After a week or so in Iowa it was back to Washington. Since it was to be an early 
morning departure, I got a room at Hotel Burlington. While walking down Jefferson Street 
I met Raymond Wright who had recently been discharged from the Army. Raymond, 
gracious as always, invited me to dinner, but I was pre-conunitted. He then took me to the 
Flint Hills Club (a private club in the Hotel) to arrange for me to dine there with my date. 
He introduced me to the club manager, Louise Woods. My date was Sherry Prugh, who I'd 
known from school. Sherry introduced me to our waitress, Louise's daughter, Cotty, and you 
know the rest of the story. 

On the way back to Washington, I stopped overnight at Ft. Wayne, Indiana, and 
visited Peggy Hicks, wife of my close friend, Tex Hicks, who was lost over the Sulu Sea. 
(See Mission #4) 

Shortly after returning to Washington, came the A-bomb, and the Japanese surrender. 
Social life in D.C. following the war was hectic. There were many parties, not the 

least of which was the one hosted by the folks at Hickenloopers. Among the big brass and 
other distinguished guests were Major Ben Ellsworth of Ottumwa, Major W. 0. Weaver of 
Wapello, Navy Captain Robley R. Goad, M.D. of Muscatine, and Lt. Col. Mason Ladd of 
Iowa City. This was my introduction to Mason, and he was unbelievably enthusiastic when 
Ben and I announced our intentions of attending the University of Iowa Law School of 
which, in real life, Mason was the Dean. I thought Ben was putting him on, but he wasn't. 
He was in his fortys at the time, but he was there when the school bell rang. 

Time went slowly at Greensboro for I had no duties. I had enough points to be 
released from active duty, but because my records had to be returned from Jefferson 
Barracks, Missouri, (where I started my Army career) processing was delayed. I did manage 
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to get in my four hours per month flying time for August and September which was 
necessary for flight pay (50% of base pay). this was done in a BT-13 off the Greensboro - 
High Point Airport where a few Army planes were kept. I hadn't flown a BT-13 since 

primary flight school at Coffeyville, Kansas, in January of 1944, and it was somewhat of a 
down transition. There was always a non-pilot air crewman (bombardier, navigator, etc.) 
also needing hours along as a passenger. We had no place to go except to tour North 
Carolina by air for 8 hours. Among other things, I can remember flying over TVA 
Reservoirs in the west part of the state and the Duke University stadium at Durham which 
was the first bowl I'd ever seen. 

While at Greensboro I commuted frequently by bus to D.C. Orders relieving me 
from active duty issued 24 September '45. Father had also just been released, and he and 
mother picked me up at Greensboro and we headed for Wapello. 

We arrived home the following Saturday. The house hadn't been lived in for over 
two years and was a mess. Martin had recently arranged a cyanide gas fumigation, and the 
odor permeated everything. 

The following Monday I drove to Iowa City to see about registering for the fall 
semester. Even though the fall term had commenced a week or so earlier, like a long lost 
friend, I was welcomed with open arms. The student population had decreased substantially 
from pre-war days (being well under 10,000), and I was among the first of the veterans to 
return. Never before or since have I had a warmer reception. Law school Dean Emeritus 
Gilmore was acting president and a short time later Virgil Hancher returned. I still had a 
semester of liberal arts to complete before entering law school. 

The following weekend I returned to Wapello to find what was left of my civilian 
wardrobe. On driving back to Iowa City Sunday evening, I was involved in the most serious 
auto accident of my career. It wasn't my fault and injuries were minor, but it served as a 
reminder that civilian life could also be hazardous. 
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Addendum 

Origin and early history of the 307th Bombardment Group (Heavy) 

The 307th Bomb Group (H) was created by order dated 24 February 1942, and the 
first assembling of personnel was on 15 April '42 at Geiger Field, Spokane, Washington. 
Lt. Col. William A. Matheny was the first commanding officer. (He was a general and 
commander of the 13 Bomber Command when I joined the group in October 1944.) The 
squadrons assigned to the group were the 370th, 371st, 372nd, and the 35th (the latter 
shortly thereafter being designated the 424th). 

On 26 May '42 the Group moved to Ephrata, Washington (situated in a dry lake bed 
about 100 miles southwest of Spokane). It had neither planes nor crews. The base 
consisted of a few dusty tents and one runway which had been constructed as an emergency 
landing strip for commercial planes. No one knew what type of plane would be assigned, 
but ground instruction began for the B-17. However, the 307th was to become one of the 
first heavy bombardment groups to be equipped with B-24s. 

On 1 October '42 the group moved to the Sioux City, Iowa Army Air Base (where 
I spent a week in the hospital with the flu in March 1943, and which was to become the 
Sioux City Municipal Airport, the site of the crash of ill-fated United flight #232 in 1990). 
Long distance navigation flights from Sioux city ranged as far as the Caribbean. On 20 
October '42 the group was equipped with new B-24Ds and on 27 October the air crews flew 
to Hamilton Field, California (located on the northwest shore of San Francisco Bay). 
Before the end of October the crews were on their way to Hawaii. 

No base in Hawaii could accommodate the Group, therefore the 370th squadron was 
at Kapapa, the 371st at Wheeler Field, the 372nd at Hickam, and the 424th at Kahuku. 
Shortly thereafter the 372nd moved to Kahuku and the 424th to Mokuleia. 

In early December '42 on the 13th day of the 13th month of U.S. involvement in 
World War II, the 13th Air force was created. It was the smallest of all the air forces and 
appropriately became known as the "Jungle Air Force". Prior to this the 307th had been 
assigned to the 7th Air Force. 

The first combat mission by the 307th was a raid on Wake Island, staging out of 
Midway, on the night of December 22-23, 1942 (crossing the date line going and coming) 
The operation was highly successful and much publicized. All planes returned safely. 

During January 1943, crews from the 372nd and 424th flew to Funafuti by way of 
Canton, from which they made photo reconnaissance and bombed Tarawa and other islands 
in the Gilberts. On 3 February 43, the 370th and 424th were ordered to Espiritu Santo in 
the New Hebrides and the 371st and 372nd remained on Oahu under control of the 7th Air 
force. On 12 February '43, the 370th and 424th went to Henderson Field and became the 
first heavies to be based on Guadalcanal. They moved to Carney Field when it was 
completed, but it proved to be unsatisfactory because of steel mats and mud, so they finally 
moved to Koli Point. From Guadalcanal, missions were flown throughout the Solomons. 
In the meantime, the 371st and 372nd bombed Tarawa and other Gilbert Islands from 
Funafuti. On 8 May '43 these squadrons moved to Espiritu Santo, but the trained crews had 
been assigned to other units. The 307th was together again, but new crews had to be 
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trained in a combat zone. 
Living on Guadalcanal was hard. In addition to the heat, humidity, rain, mud, 

insects, malaria, and dengue; night bombings by the Japanese were a regular occurrence. 
Despite the hardships the 307th was instrumental in securing the Solomons. 

On 11 November '43, the Group struck Rabaul for the first time. It was the enemy 
stronghold and key supply center for the South Pacific. On 13 January '44 the Group moved 
to Munda on New Georgia to continue the effort against Rabaul, and in late March it was 
neutralized. 

On 29 March '44, the 370th and 424th squadrons staging through Torokina on 
Bougainville, made the first land based daylight raid on Truk, "the Japanese Pearl Harbor". 
It was the most strongly fortified and defended base and one of the few places in the South 
Pacific where the Japs had a right to be (having been entrusted to them following WW I). 
This was the longest mission flown by the Air Force up to that time and was a great success. 

On 20 April '44 the 307th was ordered to move to Los Negras in the Admiralties, 
from which it continued its raids on Truk and hit other islands in the Carolinas such as 
Satawan, Woleai, Ulithi, and Yap. Also, Biak and Noernfoor in the Schouten group were 
hit. As a result of these missions the group became known as "The Long Rangers". 

Truk and the Carolinas having been rendered impotent, in mid August 1944 the 
Group moved to Wakde Island off the northeast coast of New Guinea. From here the 
assignment was to neutralize the Palau Islands and Halamahera which was accomplished in 
a few weeks. 

On 25 September '44, the Group's combat crews moved to Kornasoren Air Drome 
on Noemfoor Island, some 75 nautical miles southwest of Biak in Geelvink Bay, from which 
missions to the Ambon-Ceram Islands continued. This also put the Group within range of 
Balikpapan, Borneo which, because of its large oil refining capacity, was considered by some 
to be the most important strategic target in the Pacific. It supplied about 13% of the oil 
and aviation gas production of the Japanese. 

The missions to Balikpapan and return were 2500 nautical miles, the longest yet, and 
required considerable planning. For the purpose of the mission gross weight was increased 
to 72,000 pounds which was 4000 pounds over recommended maximum combat gross load 
and 8000 pounds over recommended maximum take off gross load. With two bomb bay 
tanks, gasoline capacity was 3500 gallons. Ten 250 general purpose bombs were carried in 
the rear bomb bay. Fifty-caliber machine gun ammunition was substantially reduced. The 
target was beyond the range of fighter escort. The first such mission was flown 30 
September 1944, and was deemed successful despite bombing through clouds and no fighter 
cover. One plane was wrecked on landing but there were no casualties. Four more 
missions were flown to Balikpapan in which Groups from the 5th Air Force also 
participated, being a first joint effort by the two air forces. 

The 3 October '44 mission to Balikpapan was the most disastrous to date for the 
307th. Seven planes were lost and 13 damaged. Sixty-three men were lost and 27 were 
injured, one later dying from his wounds. It was on 16 October '44 that the Hicklin crew 
along with others were assigned to the 307th, moving into the tents of lost crews. 

(The forgoing history has been extracted from Britt - 'The Long Rangers") 
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Living Conditions 

Noemfoor is situated about 1 degree (within 100 miles) south of the equator in the 
Netherlands East Indies (N.E.I. - now Indonesia). It was anticipated that the Group would 
be there only a short time, thus there were no amenities. Our living area was a jungle 
clearing a half a mile or so inland. The landing strip was between us and the shore. It was 
hot and humid with little breeze. Our tents had dirt floors which were mostly mud because 
of frequent rain. The food was sustaining, but that's the best that could be said for it. 
According to the old timers, the conditions were the worst since Guadalcanal. The Group 
was there about seven weeks but our crew was there only a month. Spare time was devoted 
to reading, playing cards and sight seeing. The natives were Melanesians and quite 
primitive. Their dwellings were constructed of poles on platforms out over the water with 
cat walks extending to the shore. Dug-out canoes were important to their life-style. They 
were innocent victims of the war, but hopefully they were better off with us than with the 
Japanese. 

Morotai is approximately 500 miles west of Noemfoor and about 125 miles north of 
the equator. Here we lived on a peninsula, and our tent was about 50 feet from the shore. 
It was still hot and humid, but there was usually a good breeze. Our tent floor was coral 
sand and not as muddy as Noemfoor, but we had other problems. Sand crabs were constant 
trespassers, especially at night. Them we could live with, but not so the flood tide. After 
several weeks we experienced extremely high tides which put water six to eight inches deep 
in our tent. With all our worldly possessions on our cots, there was no place to sleep. This 
called for drastic measures. The squadron maintenance people constructed a floor for the 
tent occupied by our C.O., Major Russell Neely and our flight surgeon, Captain Parker K. 
Hughes, but the crews had to provide for themselves. The only available building material 
was where the supply ships were unloaded and was controlled by the Navy and CBs 
(construction battalions). It could be procured by moonlight requisition (larceny) or 
purchase (bribe). We chose the latter. In the Dutch East Indies we were paid in Dutch 
guilders, worth about $0.50, but money was worthless. Everyone had plenty of money with 
no place to spend it, except gambling. Whiskey was the coin of the realm for major 
purchases. Each air crewman was issued 2 ounces of whiskey after each mission and we 
always had a supply on hand. For one quart of combat whiskey we purchased enough 
material to build a floor and a frame for our 12 x 12 tent. The building material was mostly 
dunnage used to secure cargo in the holds of liberty ships with some native mahogany and 
balsa thrown in. We had one balsa floor board which was very weak, but it never broke. 
The floor sat 011 50 gallon drums on end which took care of the flood tide, and we extended 
the side walls like awnings which provided ventilation. We had no screens, but we did have 
bed nets. We also had electricity and eventually were given air mattresses (they had just 
been developed) which greatly improved the comfort of a canvas cot. Our tents were at the 
edge of a coconut grove. Bananas were also in abundance but we were cautioned not to eat 
them for fear of tropical parasites. 

The mess hall was under a large tent as was the church. Everything was under 
canvas except the showers and the theatre, both being open air. So was the do-it-yourself 
laundry-in a cut-off 50 gallon drum heated over an open fire. 

On Morotai we could add swimming to our recreation. A coral bench extended out 
about 50 feet from shore, shallow enough that it was exposed at low tide. At the edge of 
the bench was a sheer drop of 50 feet or more where we anchored a floating platform. The 
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water was crystal clear and would have been a great place for snorkeling or scuba diving, 
but we had no equipment. Each squadron had one or more baseball teams and there was 
competition between squadrons and other military units on the Island. Charlie Marlowe, 
our ball turret gunner, was a good ball player and very active in the sport. 

The caste system prevailed in the military during WWII and it was no different in the 
islands. Commissioned officers lived and ate apart from enlisted personnel. But, there was 
no racial segregation in the 307th Bomb Group. It was 100% caucasian except for Sabu, 
whose family origin was India. Segregation was on a larger scale. There were totally black 
military units including air corps squadrons. 

Our flight surgeon, Parker K. Hughes, M.D. from Des Moines was a specialist in 
obstetrics and gynecology and affectionately called "Doc Yak", after a cartoon character. 
At least he was a physician and able to treat common maladies and those indigenous to the 
tropics such as malaria, dengue, and fungus (jungle rot). We were required to take atabrine 
daily. This is a synthetic drug which would suppress the symptoms of malaria. You could 
have malaria and not be aware of it until you ceased taking atabrine. Skin fungus was 
rather common and could be successfully treated with salicylic acid. Dengue was less 
common but more serious. One of the symptoms was chronic diahrea and could result in 
hospitalization. Our base hospital was also under tents with open sides. I was hospitalized 
for a couple of days for a sinus infection. Across the way was a wounded Jap P.O.W. whose 
bed was in a cage. 

The food wasn't great but was adequate. The cooks did the best they could with 
what was available. C-ration (beef-vegetable stew) was regular fare. Everything was canned 
or dehydrated, but there were a few times we had fresh foods - meat and vegetables, when 
a plane was flown in from Australia. Once or twice we even had fresh milk. Some 
enterprising soul in Hobart, Tasmania must have made a fortune selling orange marmalade 
to the Army. It was always on the table, contained large chunks of rind, was bitter as gall, 
and to this day is not among my favorites. 

Cigarettes and beer were plentiful and furnished free in a combat zone - 
anything to keep us pacified. Beer came in olive drab cans without labels. Elsewhere, 
cigarettes were 5 cents a pack. 

Geography 

Morotai was a mountainous island of volcanic origin as were New Guinea, the 
Halamaheras, the Celebes, and Philippines and most of the other islands of the South West 
Pacific. They were tropical with much rain and covered with dense foliage. In the mornings 
the mountains were usually visible, but by midday they were shrouded in rain clouds. For 
this reason we always flew at a safe elevation and would know our precise location before 
descending. 

Morotai was about 150 miles in circumference. The Allied forces occupied a small, 
guarded perimeter, and the remainder was occupied by the Japanese, pushed back into the 
rain forest and isolated. Such was the strategy after Guadalcanal, the last large island from 
which the Japanese were completely eliminated. 

Halamahera was totally Jap occupied and separated from Morotai by a narrow strait 
(about 15 miles wide). On a clear morning it was plainly visible from our tent. The enemy 
would try to run barges across the strait at night in an effort to resupply their Morotai 
troops, but this was usually foiled by Navy P.T. boats which were on constant patrol. At 
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night we could see tracers indicating barge interception. 
One of our non-combat duties was to slow fly new engines. This meant breaking in 

a new engine by flying for an hour with reduced power on the new engine. Sometimes we 
would fly the perimeter of Morotai at very low altitude and strafe floating debris. Often 
there were non-flying personnel wanting to go along for the ride, and we usually obliged. 
On one such occasion we accommodated a P.T. boat crew. They must have been grateful, 
for a few days later came an invitation to join them on a night patrol, which we did. The 
skipper even let me drive the boat (I had let him fly the plane). These boats were 90 feet 
long and powered with three 16 cylinder 1500 HP Allison engines and could travel up to 50 
KPH. Each carried 4 torpedoes and was armed with 50 caliber machine guns and 20 and 
40 mm rapid fire cannons. At dusk molucca fruit bats by the thousands flew out over the 
strait from mountain caves on Morotai. These are the largest bats in the world with wing 
spans of two feet or more. At night the boats muffled down and slow cruised. It was 
enjoyable until just before dawn when blips appeared on the radar screen and the crew 
swung into action. I began to wonder just what we'd gotten ourselves into, until the blips 
were identified as a friendly convoy returning from the Philippines. Perhaps the best aspect 
of the cruise was the food. It was much better than ours. I'd always heard that the Navy 
lived well, and now I believed it. 

There was an active volcano on Halamahera which we could usually see in the 
morning. It wasn't erupting but was always smoking. there was another active volcano 
along our flight course to Borneo. It was a single cone rising 1000 to 2000 feet above the 
water emitting a wisp of light gray smoke from its tip. The slopes were steep and covered 
with ash. The only vegetation was a narrow fringe at the base - very picturesque, just like 
in travel brochures. 

Noemfoor and Morotai were and still are among the more remote places on Earth. 
The same is true of much of the rest of the Netherlands East Indies (now Indonesia). But 
now Balikpapan, Borneo, and part of Sulawesi (formerly Celebes) have become tourist 
attractions and touted to be among the more exotic places to visit. 

Weather 

It was always hot and humid and it rained more days than not. It seemed to rain 
nearly every day in the mountains. Perhaps that is why they were covered with so-called 
"rain forests". 

On long missions we would usually fly through one or more severe storms both going 
and returning. There seemed to be a front lying in the Celebes Sea most of the time, and 
there was another one in the Molucca Sea. they would shift back and forth from day to day, 
but they were usually there someplace. Flying through them was exciting, particularly at 
night. It rained in torrents. There was lots of lightning and the propellers would glow with 
St. Elmo's fire (static electricity). Turbulence was extreme, and because of strong vertical 
drafts altitude would change thousands of feet up and down in a matter of seconds. The 
only thing to do was slow the plane and reduce auto pilot sensitivity or fly manually to 
reduce structural stress, and ride it out. If we were fortunate enough to be flying one of the 
few radar equipped planes, it was much less harrowing, for with radar we could identify the 
centers of the cumuli nimbus clouds and weave our way between them, thus avoiding the 
most severe turbulence. 
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Missions 

From the time we left our base until our return we were over enemy territory. Take 
off for long missions (ten hours or more) would usually be about 1:00 - 2:00 in the morning 
with rendezvous at dawn, bombing between 7:00 and 8:00 a.m., and return to base by noon 
or after. The return trip was always faster, the plane being much lighter with bombs and 
well over half the gas load gone, and the last hour being a slow descent which greatly 
increased air speed. 

Fuel consumption would average between 175 to 200 gallons per hour. 
Approximately 500 gallons would be consumed the first hour of flight. 

Each crewman had a flak vest which was worn from the time of rendezvous until well 
after we left the target area. These consisted of fabric covered, overlapping steel plates, the 
purpose of which was to protect us from shrapnel. For the pilots it was more like an apron 
than a vest. Each also had a flak helmet which was similar to an infantry steel helmet but 
larger and with hinged earflaps so as to accommodate our head phones. It was always hot 
and humid on the ground, even at night. The temperature would be about 40 degrees at 
8000 feet and below freezing from 10,000 and upward. We would be wringing wet with 
sweat at takeoff and soon be clammy and cold. On a long trip, our drinking water would 
become ice cold. Flying was our only relief from the heat. 

We would usually fly individually to the rendezvous point which would be 30 minutes 
to an hour from the target, get into and remain in formation until leaving the target area 
and then spread out again, but keeping one another in sight. Sometimes we would reform 
as we approached the base and peel off to land. 

What I could never understand was the propensity of some pilots to try to maintain 
formation when flying into clouds. To maintain visual contact with the lead plane required 
imprudently close formation. We lost planes and crews in mid-air collisions in the clouds 
(see Mission #11). My practice was to turn away from the formation for about a minute 
and change altitude 100 feet or so, either up or down depending upon our position in the 
formation. If we would break out of the clouds we were usually close enough to be able to 
reform quickly. If we didn't break out it could be a mess. Hopefully all turned 180 degrees 
simultaneously and in the same direction. 

Our longest mission was 19 hours and our shortest was 2 hours. The average mission 
was 10 hours and about 1500 nautical miles, round trip. 

The early missions of my combat career were the longest and most hazardous from 
the standpoint of enemy resistance. (They were also the longest of the war to that time.) 
Flak bursts at our altitude or immediately beneath the plane was not a pleasant sensation. 
It's like flying through an iron hail storm. Most of the bursts were black, but some were red 
and some were phosphorus shells which spewed white hot tentacles like a 4th of July 
fireworks display. Equally unpleasant was the sight of Jap fighters with their red meat ball 
insignia diving through our formation from one o'clock and eleven o'clock high. 

The B-24 could go as high as 32,000 feet, but fuel constraints limited bombing 
altitude. The highest from which we bombed was 20,000 feet, but most bomb runs were 
flown at 8000 to 9000 feet. 

There were times in the pre-dawn hours while heading to the rendezvous point when 
all was running smoothly, it was quiet except for the drone of the engines and most of the 
crew was asleep, I would reflect upon the unreality of the situation and wonder if I was 
dreaming. It was such a radical departure from my former life-style, and, in retrospect, it 
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was bizarre. The sound of the engines and dim florescent glow from the instruments were 
hypnotic. Bill and I interchanged napping every thirty minutes. On one occasion, we were 
both asleep simultaneously. So was the rest of the crew. Thank God for a good auto pilot. 
Air speed had increased about 5 mph, but altitude and course hadn't changed. 

On one of the early missions to the Philippines, the sun rose, casting intermittent red 
and white rays, an ominous reminder that we were in Nippon territory. 

A preliminary reading critic inquired as to toilet facilities on a B-24. It was equipped 
with relief tubes, but their use clouded up the tail turret. This obscured the gunners vision. 
Therefore, it was either out the front of the bomb bay or an empty 50 cal. ammo. case, 
which was jettisoned prior to landing. 

Every mission was frought with uncertainty as to survival. Some were less perilous 
than others, but we didn't know one from another until they were over. Tension would start 
to build at briefing and continue building until we were off the target and on the way back 
to our base with the plane intact. Each safe return was a tremendous relief. Each person 
has his own limitations and handles this type of stress in different ways. Some could endure 
much and others very little. During my 8 months with the 370th squadron, one flying officer 
took his own life and another had a complete emotional breakdown. Most of us put 
ourselves in the hands of God, followed orders, and prayed for the best. 

Bombing Raids 

Bombing was a two-way street. We bombed by day and the Japs bombed by night - 
not every night, but often enough. It was usually by a single airplane, probably from some 

place on Halamahera. It would fly over, drop a bomb, then fly out. In a few minutes it 
would fly over again and drop another bomb, sometimes repeating this routine most of the 
night. If the purpose was harassment, it was effective. 

There was a 90 mm anti aircraft gun within 200 feet of our tent, and the alert was 
3 volleys in quick succession. About 100 feet from our tent was an air raid shelter consisting 
of an excavation covered with coconut logs and sand bags. It was also a shelter for many 
insects, rodents, and other undesirable creatures. After a few nights of this I would lie in 
bed watching the search lights and not go to the shelter until the lights converged overhead, 
until one morning I found a piece of shrapnel on the ground beside our tent, about 8 feet 
from my bed. It was almost as big as my hand and had razor sharp edges. It was probably 
from one of our own AA shells, but that wouldn't make it less harmful. 

Most of the bombing did little damage until one night the Japanese got lucky and 
destroyed several B-24's parked in their revetments along the landing strip, which was at 
least two miles from our living area. On another occasion we had an alert while we were 
all at the Group theatre watching a movie. The lights went out and we just sat there waiting 
for it to be over - until we heard a bomb screaming down. (Bombs actually scream as they 
fall, and it's not a product of Hollywood sound effects, as I had previously thought.) We 
scattered in the dark and hit the dirt. The bomb fell in our squadron enlisted men air crew 
living area, not far from our boys' tent. Fortunately most of them were also at the theatre 
and only one person was slightly injured. One tent pole was severed and several tents were 
holed. We later learned that it was a Jap "daisy cutter", an anti-personnel bomb with a fuse 
about 3 feet long so it would explode above ground. 

During all these air raids, I saw only one Jap plane shot down, and that was by a 
night fighter on 9 January 45. We were at the flight line preparing to take our turn by 
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bombing them at Manila. Our anti-aircraft artillery was not very effective. On several 
occasions we flew at night just to give our search light crews practice in spotting and holding 
a plane in the beam. These lights were intensely bright. Once in the beam at 10,000 feet 
or more, it was almost impossible to escape. At least the guns didn't practice fire at us. 

13th Army Air Force 

The 13th A.A.F. was the smallest of the air forces and appropriately named "The 
Jungle Air Force". It served exclusively in the South Pacific and Southwest Pacific during 
WWII, and its combat units included, but was not was limited to, the following: 

307th Bomb Group (Heavy) equipped with B-24s 
5th Bomb Group (Heavy) equipped with B-24s 
868th Snooper Squadron (Heavy) equipped with B-24s 
18th Fighter Group equipped with P-38s and P-47s 
347th Fighter Group equipped with P-38s and P-47s 
42nd Bomb Group (Medium) equipped with B-25s 
419th Night Fighter Squadron equipped with P-61s 

There were also the usual support organizations (ie. engineers, etc.). The function of the 
868th Snooper Squadron was harassment and reconnaissance. Their B-24s were radar 
equipped for night bombing and were painted flat black so as to impede search light 
detection. 

Shortly after WWII the Army Air Corps became the U.S. Air Force, a separate 
branch of the service equal in status to the Army and Navy. The 13th Air Force was still 
stationed at Clark Field, north of Manila, P.I., when Mt. Pinatubo erupted in the summer 
of 1991. 

The B-24 Liberator 

The B-24 was the product of Consolidated Air Craft Company (now General 
Dynamics) and was the most produced U. S. air craft of all time (civilian or military). 
18,479 of them were built in five places throughout the U.S., being the Consolidated Aircraft 
Company (now General Dynamics) plants at Ft. Worth, Texas and San Diego, California; 
the North American plant at Ft. Worth; the Douglas plant at Tulsa, Oklahoma; and the 
Ford plant at Willow Run, Michigan (which was constructed for this purpose). Only one 
authentic B-24 bomber is in flying condition today, being the "All-American" recently rebuilt 
at a cost of $1,300,000. The cost new during WWII was approximately $330,000. The 
Confederate Air Force owns and operates the "Diamond Lil", a C-82, being the transport 
version of the B-24. For many years the C-82 held the speed record from California to 
Honolulu. 

The B-24 had a wing span of 110 feet and was 67 feet in length. Its top speed was 
in excess of 300 mph and could range up to 4000 miles. It was powered by four Pratt & 
Whitney R-1860 14 cylinder radial engines each developing 1250 hp at full power. Empty 
weight was 36,561 pounds, and gross weight was supposed to be 68,000 pounds, but the 
307th Bomb Group loaded them to 72,000 pounds for long missions. Maximum manifold 
pressure was specified at 49 inches Hg, but we ran them up to 51 inches to get the excess 
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loads airborne. These excesses were made possible by 100 octane gasoline. 
Standard procedure for a 36 ton, maximum load take off was to allow the plane to 

fly itself off the ground. For this purpose it was necessary to attain 130 mph air speed. This 
was achieved by running all four engines up to full power before releasing the brakes. 
Acceleration was exhilarating and really set you back in the seat. The first 100 mph came 
quickly, but the last 30 seemed to take an eternity. It required nearly all of the 6500 foot 
runway, and for some this wasn't enough. It was important that the plane not be allowed 
to lift off until it was ready to fly and remain airborne. With premature lift-off the plane 
might settle back onto the runway. This could cause collapse of the main landing gear, the 
results of which were usually disastrous. 

With a full load, it would take about an hour to climb to 8000 feet. By this time 500 
gallons of gas had been consumed and the plane was 3000 pounds lighter. 

No two B-24s were alike. Each had its own characteristics and idiosyncracies. The 
307th Bomb Group had models J, L, and M. Each were equipped and handled differently. 
The older planes were painted olive drab, as was everything else in the Army. Somewhere 
along the line it was discovered that paint added unnecessary weight and drag, not to 
mention cost, and was subsequently discontinued on most all military aircraft. Some planes 
were faster and more fuel efficient. This may, in large part, have been due to the type of 
engine carburetor, whether Stromberg or Ceco. Some planes were radar equipped. Others 
had the latest Loran navigation equipment even though the ground facilities necessary for 
its use were non-existent in the southwest Pacific. Most had ball turrets, but a few had belly 
scarf guns which were quite ineffective. The B-24s built by the Ford Motor Company 
seemed to be superior to those built by Consolidated or North American. They all looked 
alike from the exterior, but were different in subtle ways. 

Some called the B-24 a triple threat air craft. It could bomb, strafe, and fall on the 
enemy. 

The B-24 was the first large airplane with a tricycle landing gear. The nose wheel 
was not manually steerable, and steering was accomplished by engines and brakes. 
Maintenance 

Each plane had its own ground crew led by a crew chief. There were also specialists 
who serviced the various systems (ie. radios, armament, etc.) for all planes. Maintenance 
in the 307th B.G. was excellent, much better than stateside (in the U.S.). I knew of no 
planes lost as a result of poor maintenance, while I was with the 307th. 

Some of the ground crew members and other non-flying personnel left the states with 
the Group in November 1942 and remained overseas until after the Japanese surrender in 
August 1945. They didn't know what rotation was, yet none of them dressed in women's 
clothing (referring to Cpl. Klinger of the M.A.S.H. series). 
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Conclusion 

Every serviceman has his story, and this is mine. I was a civilian soldier, as were 
most of us, having devoted 33 months of the prime period of my life to the war effort. 
When the war ended the U.S. armed forces were 12 million strong. Two hundred and 
ninety two thousand, one hundred and thirty one (292,131) of our comrades, including some 
very close friends, lost their lives. Of those who survived, many had the experience of 
putting their lives on the line day after day - like riding an emotional rollercoaster. World-
wide there were 50 million dead, nearly one-half of whom were civilians. 

To a great extent, war from an airman's point of view is quite impersonal. We could 
never see close hand the damage or casualties we inflicted. Most of our targets were 
strategic - destroying the enemy's ability to wage war. The ultimate strategic weapon was 
the atom bomb. It has been much criticized, but it brought an abrupt end to hostilities, thus 
saving countless U.S. casualties, and there hasn't been a major war since. 

WW II brought with it the first use of massive air power. It proved to be highly 
successful and changed the course of military science. Technology has developed to the 
point where air power is the front line of a military operation, and airmen are no longer 
chided for doing their fighting sitting down. 

There is some comfort in the thought that we didn't ask for this war. It was thrust 
upon us. I do not, however, regret my military experience. It had a tremendous impact on 
my generation. Our lives were changed forever. So was the nation. 

If the video camera and instant news media existed during World War II, it is 
reasonable to wonder how the home front would have reacted, especially in view of public 
division over subsequent military conflicts of a relatively minor nature. Only our Civil War, 
over a century ago, exceeded WWII in duration and casualties. 

When considering the hundreds of thousands of Americans who lost their lives in the 
cause of freedom, we do not suffer gladly the nihilists and other extremists. Of course, 
peace is preferable to war, but this is still a dangerous world. Tyrants continue to emerge. 
If we value our liberties we have no alternative as a nation but to remain strong and alert. 

Wapello, Iowa 
April, 1992 
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307th Bomb Group, 50th Anniversary Reunion 
Dayton, Ohio - May 14 - 16, 1992 

I drove with George and Mary Ann Otte of Davenport to Carmel, Indiana, just north 
of Indianapolis, where we joined and stayed overnight with Al and Ginny Kuehn. George 
was also a pilot in the 307th squadron, having joined the squadron a couple of months 
before me. Al was squadron ordinance officer, being in charge of the bombs, etc. Ira 
"Andy" Anderson, a 307th aircraft maintenance crew chief, and wife Millie, were also at 
Kuehn's. Thursday morning we visited the Indianapolis Speedway, right next to the pits, and 
saw many of the drivers and cars running their time trials at speeds in excess of 220 MPH. 

From Carmel we went on to Dayton, a two and a half hour drive, and registered at 
the Marriott. 

The reunion was well attended and a rewarding experience. Half of my crew was 
there. In addition to myself, Aubrey Lovegrove, Dave Matthews, Charlie Marlowe and Len 
Parke were present. I also met and renewed acquaintances with Dick Paul, a 307th pilot 
from Quincy, Illinois, and Frank Dennis, the group chaplain. Frank is a retired Methodist 
Minister now living in northern New Jersey. Clarence Baker of Burlington was also in 
attendance. 

Quite by chance, I ran into Bill Henderson and his wife Betty. Bill was my student 
partner in B-24 transition training at Ft. Worth. I hadn't seen him in 47 years. He made 
a career of the military, retiring a lieutenant colonel and now lives in Monarch Beach, 
California. It was pleasing to see so many old friends. 

We visited the Air Force Museum at Wright-Patterson Air Force Base and were 
present for the dedication of a monument to the 307th Bomb Group in the memorial park 
adjacent to the museum. 

I visited with Bob Black, a member of the Barkzuk Crew which Bill L,ord piloted on 
the Bima mission (#37). He remembered it well, and told of being on our right wing and 
seeing the yellow sea marker dye spewing from the hole in our plane, and wondering if it 
was fire. 

Parked at the Marriott in Dayton was a car bearing the first of the new Iowa 
sesquicentennial license plates I'd seen. Appropriately, the plate bore number B-24J. 
Checking through our local sheriffs office revealed that the plate was issued to Howard 
Johnson of Ft. Dodge, formerly with the 371st squadron. (Howard Johnson at the 
Marriott?) 

At Walla Walla the first pilots were listed, supposedly in alphabetical order and 
assigned crews and crew members. My crew was #103. Tex Hick's crew was 102. At the 
reunion Dave Matthews called to my attention that alphabetically Hicklin precedes Hicks. 
Am I alive today because some clerk didn't know the alphabet? The Hick's crew was lost 
(see no. 4). 
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RETROSPECTIVES 

1. Before completing our combat missions all officers in the 
crew had been promoted to first lieutenant, and the enlisted 

men were staff sergeants. 

2. Should be angry in being more or less cast out and left to 
shift for ourselves upon completion of tour of duty - having 

to arrange own transportation from Morotai. They were 
anxious that we get there, but were ignored when we finished 

our job. We went overseas as crew but returned as un-
assigned individuals. 

3. Should also be angry over being deprived of keepsakes, .45 
cal. pistol, silk emergency maps. They probably became the 
war mementos of another. But, I didn't want to make a fuss, 
or do anything that would impede my return home. 

4. A great adventure, a once in a lifetime experience - would 
be so, even by today's standards - places we went, things we 
saw, things we did, and all at government expense. 

5. The credo - "Keep your eyes, ears and bowels open and your 
mouth shut, and never, never volunteer", served me well. 

6. On October 13, 1991, called Bob Douglass at Little Rock, 
Arkansas, only to learn from his wife Ruth that Bob died 8 
years ago. Bob had stayed in the reserve and retired a Lt. 
Col. He would now have been 72 years of age. Ruth had 
worked 23 years in the Arkansas Department of Revenue. For 
awhile after the war Bob had continued with the family dairy 
business, which owned its own plane. 

7. When war ended I was a professional pilot with over 1000 
hours of flight time, nearly 800 of which was in four 
engine planes. Why didn't I make flying my life's career? 
a) Almost did, several times; 
b) Had exhausted my browny points (luck); 
c) Four engine pilots a dime a dozen. More pilots than 

civilian aviation opportunities. (Although was given 
the opportunity for an interview with PanAm.); 

d) Hadn't finished school - 3 semesters short of a B.A. 
degree. 

e) In mid-'60s started flying again - privately. Much of 
the thrill was gone - little practical need - 
expensive. Used to be paid to fly - didn't like having 
to pay for the privilege. 



RETROSPECTIVES - Page 2 

8. Four weeks between bed sheet washings. Fold double length-
wise, then one week per side. Laundry done in 1/2 50 gal. 
drum heated over an open fire. Trousers pressed by folding 
and storing under air mattress. On way home laundry done by 
tying with rope and dragging in ship's wake. 

9. What is now called "Post Traumatic Stress Syndrome" was 
known in WWI as shell shock and in WWII as combat fatigue. 
Recall no serious problems in transition to civilian life, 
but for many years had vivid dreams of combat missions, 
which could be alarming. But, also had disturbing dreams 
concerning school, which could also be stressful. 

10. Pay: 

Private 
Aviation Cadet 
2nd Lt. 
1st Lt. 

Base 
Pay 

Flight Pay 
50% of Base 

Overseas 
Pay 10% 

Longevity 
Pay 5% 

$50.00 
$50.00 + $25.00 
$150.00 + $75.00 + $15.00 
$200.00 + $100.00 + $20.00 + $10.00 

11. Miss the camaraderie - in training and within and among 
combat crews. 

12. Radio Jakarta, Java provided us with popular music and with 
the latest news from Japan delivered by a Tokyo Rose 
counterpart. Occasionally our group and squadrons were 
mentioned by name and location. They seemed to know much 
about us. 

13. Formation flying - was loose in combat so as not to cover 
the guns of other planes, but was close for show with wings 
overlapping. 

14. My WWII experience shaped my life in ways which I shall 
never fully comprehend. It ranged between boredom and 
fascination, and from tranquility to terror. If nothing 
else, it was maturing. 

15. Milk runs - what we called an easy mission. No AA or fighter 
interception anticipated or experienced. #1 to Wewak was 
an example, also those to targets on Halamahara within sight 
of our Morotai base. 

16. We were strictly instructed to eat no native plant food without 
first boiling it, because of parasites which were especially 
harmful to Caucasians. Coconuts were an exception and they 
were in abundance. Bananas were also plentiful on Morotai, 
but a boiled banana seemed to be rather unappealing. 



17. The B-24 will never satisfy present day OSHA standards. One could be injured 
by merely entering or exiting the aircraft. There were many sharp edges and 
neither steps nor doorways. Access was gained through the bomb bay, nose 
wheel compartment or rear camera hatch. 

18. Drugs were not a problem during WWII. Each airman had a first aid kit equipped 
with morphine and benzedrine for emergency use, and their abuse was unheard of 

19. I remained in the active reserve at Burlington where we flew AT-6's (single 
engine advanced trainer). Ultimately, the planes were removed, and my interest 
waned. This was shortly before commencement of the Korean War. 

20. Some B-24 pilots who were prominent or gained fame in later years: 

Joseph Kennedy, Jr. - Older brother of Pres. John F. Kennedy. He was killed in 
action over Europe during WWII. His father, Joe Sr., had planned to groom Jr. to 
become U.S. President. 

George McGovern - U.S. Senator from South Dakota, and Democrat U.S. 
presidential nominee in 1972. 

Lloyd Bentson - U.S. Senator from Texas; Democrat V.P. Presidential nominee in 
1988, and Secretary of the Treasury in the Clinton Administration. Lloyd is also a 
Sigma Nu. 

All these are Democrats. I don't know of any prominent Republican B-24 pilots, 
but there must be some - somewhere! 

21. It has been a year or so since I've written a retrospective. This one is prompted 
by watching the aftermath testimonials by people who witnessed the recent L.A. 
earthquake, revealing their feelings at the time and especially their reactions after 
the fact, and a couple of scotch and waters. 

It reminded me of a time of crises in my own life - in regarding the mission to 
Bima #37, where I really thought I'd bought the farm - for the first and only time 
of my life to date, and then survived. 

It was a very emotional experience, but to have exhibited that would have been a 
sign of weakness, which just wasn't done. Instead, I passed it off as just another 
day's work. Strange, isn't it, that a few days later, I was in the base hospital with 
a sever congestion and high fever, which was diagnosed as the flu? Then, in a 
few more days, I was flying missions again. 

The stay in the hospital is another story. The wards were large tents - maybe 24' 
by 48' - with the sides rolled up, which provided a view of the entire compound. 
Just outside the tent opposite my bed, about 20 feet away, was a wounded 
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Japanese prisoner in a cage made of saplings or small limbs lashed together. He 
was naked except for his wound bandages, and for all practical purposes looked 
like a small caged animal. He was probably 17-18 years of age and weighed less 
than 100 pounds. At the time I was too sick to be compassionate, but afterwards I 
have occasionally thought about this. I don't know whether he survived, but I'm 
sure he had a mother and father somewhere. 



HEADQUARTERS, 1504TH AAF BASE UNIT 
PACIFIC DIVISION, AIR TRANSPORT COMMAND 

FAIRFIELD-SUISUN ARMY AIR BASE 
Fairfield, California 

Office of the Commanding Officer 

13 September 1944 

Lt. Edwin A. Hicklin 
Fairfield-Suisun Army Air Base, 
California 

Dear Lt. Hicklin and Crew: 

In a short time you will taxi out on the runway and 
prepare for the take-off. Although the manner of execu-
tion will be the same as in any routine flight, this is the , 
beginning of a vital assignment, an assignment that doesn't 
concern just a few, but each and every one of us. 

This is a real job, and we know you will succeed. The 
spirit and cooperation displayed by you during your brief 
stay here has not only helped us to expedite our part of the 
mission, but has convinced us that the job you are to do will 
be well done. You may be proud of your contribution towards 
bringing the war to a victorious ending. 

It has been a privilege to work with you and help to 
prepare you for your task. The personnel of the Fairfield-
Suisun Army Air Base join me in wishing you the very best 
of luck. 

Very. truly yours, 

ARTHUR W. STEPHENSON 
Lt. Colonel, Air Corps 
Commanding 
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). . 
By Autherit, 
The • Coraraand 41:4 
Pacific Di i±& 

In lieu of subs a pal diem of $7.00 i atzd for Olficors for travoland , 
temp dy in accordance ..'th existing law and roulletione,except 'hen 
are used or furnishad,600 por day will be deducted by disbursing 
lieu of subs a per diem of $7.00 is atzd for EX for travel by air in acc41#40,
with existine, law and rcLultions,$1.7 be deducted by.disburaing:44%fOrt 

ea meal or are furnirled by Govt. From time of departure from Contin4014: " 
Of... until arrival at perm oversca sl;a0mt of per dicm cbs etzd for ,a 
forty-five (45) dLYs• -;:th ,r,.ntad to mke vLristions and .to .pro641::
such other pluces as may ba Locesary for the completion of this Miss4.iro 

• • , ;•:.y •:•• 
Clo and equipment is precribed in atcordance with List Bilndiy-Catq, 

Equ4maent,15 Nov 43.as am,'..nded by .L1' Ltt 65-4.19 May 44 and LLF Lt 65 
16 June 1944. BaLw.goL be trausp....rtad by ir will not exceed.weighte* 
amended reflected on Lire e of wal6ht chart of List B. ' 

• ' 

• A,1 4

0 4-
: 

1-11;v7 

TAN 501-31 i - 4:.)1-02-03 ::12/ 5045. 

By Ord,r of Lt. Col.TLPREA:JO : 

C111C01+ 
.77 

r.41. 
Captain, Lir Corps, 
I..sst Operations OfIicer. 

DISTRIBUTI014: 
Each indiv concerned (8) 

' 3..3 File (2) 
Last Ldj,LrOE (2) 

EXHIBIT 1 CONTINUED 

JUN L. TEm2LETOA, 
Major, -,'..ir'COrPs, 
Ex. for Operational. 

- • r044.0 



"ICADQUARTES, 1522d AAF BASE UNIT 
Af0 053, c/o. Postmaster 
San Francisco, California 

To the crcw of: 

Here I am in beautiful Hawaii: WAT DO I DO VOW? 

Loud your gear, B-4 bags, THERNO. JUGS, pistols, khives, wr.tc t;s., 

binoculars, flying jackets, sun 7.1asses,parachutes, and sly ovher item 

that might be stolen, onto the truck for transportattori.to the bins . 

provided. We cannot be responsible for the loss of these p iles, hut 

we do provide a safe place in which to store them. • 

The Pilot is resi)oonible for the entire crew. 

Turn into OPMATIONS: 
1. One copy of your Orders 
2. Your Clearance fr-jicstation of departure. 
5. Your PerfOTTEae Record, PROPERLY FILLED IN. 
4. Weather Fader. • 
5. Briefing Folders--PILOT, NAVIGATOR, RADIO OPMATOR. 
G. Cargo Uanifost--(If you have any cargo.) 

S'7.71 T r61170-os---zw..iiircrftrt Forms from the airplane? 

"o, leave all forms-- ,j1, , t  I/1714-
and it is I RATIVE that thq Weight and Balance Data Book be lbft in ' 
the airplane--Radio Logs must also be left in airplane for inspection 
by our 00/ININICATTOUS SECTICfl. 

• Should I lock my sO.rplam...)tio4c11eave it? 

Yost certainly NOT-- how ca:. we work on your clunk if it's locked? 

Shall I detail one of my owl_ertw members to guard my plane? 

No, we will provide the gus-:-d. Got passes from the Transient Service 
'ice to zet back to your •Iirplano. 

NOTE, Transportatich,wili 4r,f,the Pilot off at OP tATIONS and the 
rest of the draw at the TRANSII-IIT SERVICE OFFICE. • 

gnlisted men Will bring own mess kits. 

EXHIBIT 2 

• 
- 



v 'f 0 922 
Offico Incooctor 

2 September 1944 
to) 

ciivC, :is date, fo11eJin:7 urticl:;s equi ont fro prld  LT DWIN A HICELIN O-71.3. 5 of  R-2,17%  . .ircrft, .ior1;11. 'o. L14_0419 
10 

10 

10 

(23 • 

of , ir, crrAft 
pilot 

-4ts, .-3narTlincy. 

1,7er ,-3s rvor' tyc. 
To,Ildsc3tL. 

icro lones, throat 

;Itisaos, 11.01d, ored 

FAR EAST AIR FORCE 
RECEPTION CENTER 

APO 922 

MEMORAND'UM 
RECEIPT RECEIVED ONE 

AIRCRAFT, AIR 
CORPSSERIAL NUP.MER 

- 41 1 
COMPLETE* FROM 2rad LT EDWIN A HICELIN 

• • 0- 1 66 , THIS 22nd DAY OF 
, 1944. 

*. AIRCRAFT 
EqUIPMENT SI. ),JECT TO CHECK 

WILLIAM 4. c or,EmAN, 
Captain,. Air Corps,: 
Commanding. 

EXHIBIT 3 


