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Prologue

“The 154,” as it was briefly known to its members, bad been an Obser-
vation, Reconnaissance and Weather-Reconnaissance unit in its long and

varied days of overseas service.

First a peacetime National Guard unit (the 154th Observation Squad-
ron), this organization became a part of the Army Air Forces on Sep-
tember 16, 1940. From then ou, training became more intensive. In
the summer following the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor, this unit
engaged in its last full scale maneuvers near Winston Salem, North Caro-
lina. Shortly thereafter, the word was given—"get ready for overseas
shipment.” Oun the afternoon of September 21st, 1942, Squadron mem-
bers left their Morris Field, North Carolina base, loaded aboard a train

and beaded northward.

All important to the activities and functions of this Squadron was a
group of eager young men—their cold Army classification: * personnel.”
Of these men and how they met conditions and events in the three war-

frenzied years from 1942 to 1945, this book now attempts to tell . . ..
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SEPTEMBER, 1942
Fort Dix, New Jersey—Scpt. 22

“This is the beginning” is our thought this morning as
we step from a crowded troop train and march as a body
into the barren reaches of massive Fort Dix, New Jer-
sey. Row upon row of green, weather-worn pyramidel
tents stretch out as far as the cye can see and it is to two
such glum company streets that our Squadron personnel is
assigned. Once in one of these five-man tents, we smooth
out our blankets on a cot and note with satisfaction the
rickety coal-burning stove in the center of the floor.

All day long, formations arc held one after the other and
work details are gleaned from those men caught in the
happy art of doing nothing. Most of our time, however, is
spent speculating on “when do we go?” and “where are
we going?”  In the long silences which follow all discussions,
we expericnce the first of many periods of uninterrupted
waiting which we will know with such intimacy for many
months to come.

Early in the afternoon, we pack our “B” bags and stack
them at the head of the company street. Before long, these
bags are loaded on trucks and shunted away we know not
where.

Thus this day of almost uninterrupted whistle-blowing
comes to an end, but not before we racc out once again
into the night's chill darkness and stand another formation
which ends on the vague note, “something is brewing.”
Fort Dix, New Jersey—Scpt. 23

Qur first fircarm is issued this afternoon and with cosmo-
lene jelly coating our arms and clothing, we swab and rub
down these new Springfield rifics until they pass an cagle-
eyed inspection. We cannot but wonder, “how long before
we have to use them?”

é;oidoc[e One

Our Supply section works night and day and we turn in
all of our OD clothing for greasy impregnates; gas masks
are also checked and new ones issued for those found de-
fective. . . . Restricted to the confines of the tent area,
some men sullenly complain, “only onc hour from home
and I can’t even get a pass!” . .. Our thoughts are some-
what dulled by the very abundance of impressions; we are
apprehensive and yet have that insatiable desire to see for
ourselves what war is like. . . . When not on detail, drilling,
on KP, or standing unending formations, we sneak off to
the PX and guzzie our “last” beer and ice cream or just
wander around this maze of a camp through which new
recruits pass in clomping bunches,. We have that rookie
feeling of knowing nothing, not belonging to anything but
a great, uncertain mass.

We march up to the further end of the camp this after-

" noon and pass before an cfficient Army clerk who fills in a

small brown folder; another clerk slaps our fingers down
upon a black ink pad then onto the same card; we then
stand before a lined height scale and have a picture taken.
Thus our Army passports are made up. Again comes the
thought, “it won't be long.”

Fort Dix, New Jersey—Sept. 24 .

Today, as on cach morning here, we risc before dawn,
jump into clammy gas-impregnated clothes and clomp off
to a period of calisthenics in the rear of our tent area. With
‘our breath steaming white upon the air and a great orange
full moon staring down on our scparate platoons, we kick
our legs, stretch sideways, backwards and forward and jump
up and down “to the numbers.” Only sour looks greet a
beaming soldiecr who, at the end of this ordeal, claims
brightly, “i’s good for you; wakes you up!!”

Even before the sun is up, we sign the paybook and a

— —




FORT DIX, NEW JERSEY

SEPTEMBER, 1{
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card which reads, “I ARRIVED SAFELY AT A NEW
DESTINATION.”

Formation after formation continuc to be called during
the day and our Commanding Officer, Capt. Theodore
Mayer, warns us again of the absolute necessity for secrecy.
The tone here is both humorous and undeniably grim and
these two moods tumble onc right after the other un-
ccasingly. It is a good thing that we have little time to
think, but rather lay our exhausted bodies down at the end
of a day and let our minds slide into the crasing fluidity
of slcep.

Fort Dix, New Jerscy—Sept. 23

Another day passes and some men cvidence a fatalistic
incod and positive break with cverything as they shear cach
other’s hair right down to the bone! . .. Tonight we arc
called out again and under a slash of yellow slanting light
thrown down from a tent opening, Lt. “Doc” Snyder gives
us our last quick medical exam.

Fort Dix, New Jerscy—Sept. 26

We are to leave today for our Port of Embarkation. Al
day long, we wait. Barracks bags, helmey, overcoat, field
pack and rific—all are ready to be snatched at a moment’s
notice. Orders come in bewildering contradiction: “we
will wear overcoats for the move . . . raincoats will be worn

.. wear overcoats.” And so throughout the day! Finally,
about six o'clock tonight, we are told to fall out with full
pack, ready to go. Within a few minutes, we stand forma-
tion under a light fizzling rain and, at the order to march,
slog clumsily over the mudded roads on our way to the train.

Arriving at the railroad yards, we begin a search for
barracks bags, trucked carlier to a shed ncarby. After
locating our own in the massive piles and subsequently
lugging and pulling them across the sprawling, track-rutted
train yard, we finally hoist their leaden weight onto the car
assigned. Exhausted and beaded with sweat, we then make
gratefully for an empty coach chair and fiop down.

Two wailing toots of the train’s whistle fall heavily on
the damp air and echo far away. The train begins to move,
slowly at first and then gradually gaining speed until the
trees and land flashing by become a dark, undefined, rain-
sodden blur.

Three hours have passed when the clash and grind of
iron and wood cease in an unknown station and we step
from the train into a sheet of pelting silver rain. (“The
154 never goes anywhere but it rains!’’) Hoisting our bar-
racks bag again on our shoulder, we stagger toward an
adjacent pier and an awaiting ferry boat. Slowly we are
pushed and shoved up to the front of this craft by the river
of helmeted men which keeps coming steadily from behind.
Once sctiled, we wait without speaking, our bodies and
minds tense and alert, our cyes staring out at the dark
waters of the harbor, at the flat, misted sithouette which is
the famed city of New York (seen thus by many for the
first time), and at the tugs, ferries and barges plying silently
back and forth and calling out warnings in a sad, throaty
whistle. ‘

Casually, the ferry begins to push a seething ring of
foam from its fat sides and surges out into the harbor. An
hour strokes by as we stand on deck and ride over the wind-
ruffled waters. A steady rain falls stingingly on our faces
and a breeze blows cool and fresh against our warm sweaty
bodies.

The ferry now begins to turn slowly and sharply into 2
harbor-side pier, cautiously edges up to the great hulk of
the ship which is to take us “over there.” More lugging
of barracks bags, another formation in the high-vaulted,
voice-echoing dock warchouse, then onto the boat with its
maze of halls and compartments and finally to our assigned
cabins—triple decker bunks, twelve to cighteen in a small
room. “Not bad; better than I expected.” . . . Thus at two

o'clock in the morning, we wearily undress (most of us just

——

unsling our pack and rifle} and flop exhausted and still sweat-
ing on our bunk. Somcwhere in the room a voice claims,
“say, this is the ‘Queen Mary’!” But even this fact gains
no impression upon our hazed mind and within a matter
of minutes we are well Jaunched into a drugged sleep.

Cf;oizsoa/e jwo

Aboard HMS “Queen Mary™; at sca—Sept. 27

Early this morning, the ship’s machinery begins to turn
over, slowly at first and then in a constant, deep thudding.
We are already setting out to sea.  As we are not allowed on
deck, we cram the portholes for a Jast glimpsc of the U. S.
A Sunday morning quictude secems to pervade the land on
this slate-grey day. Pier after pier slide silently by and we
watch with strange feelings the small human figures and
moving cars on the shore. Now and then a small fishing
craft or tug passes by and we wave to tiny figures which
wave back. While conversation is at first boisterous, it now
becomes limited and hushed. Some men dash over to the
right side of the ship, crane to get a last look at the “old
lady,” the Statue of Liberty. Soon, nothing but water can
be seen and only the clanging of the channel buoys tells us
that we are yet in sight of land. Beforc long, we note that
this sound too has ceased and we realize that we are putting
out 1o sea. . . . “Well, who wants to play a game of rummy?”
asks one man expeciantly. In a second, the silent spell is
broken and we fall into a2 more spirited picture.

Once well out to sea, we are permitted ouuide. Up on
the wide decks of this mammoth ship, we roam around and
look things over or take up a permanent spot and scize onto
the latest facts and rumors—"‘there’s 15,000 on board, they
say—hope they feed good; this morning wasn't so hot,
though!—we're making the trip all alone; no convoy, no
nothing; she's a (ast ship, though.”

With a violent suddenness, the ship's air raid alarm rings

sharply into the carly morning air. As ordered, we all mill
quickly and excitedly down into the bowels of the ship.
But just as we get half way belowdecks, another alarm
rings out, this one signifying “get to the boats quickly.”
And so we wheel around and before long arc herded on
deck and some cven into swaying lifeboats, far below the
lace-churned waters. Of this practice drill, some complain,
“no action yet!”

Aboard HMS “Qucen Mary™; at sea—Scpt. 28

Another day passes by at sea. We sprawl on deck, stand
with taxed but resigned paticnce in the PX line which
reaches almost the full length of the ship, then return to
the open deck and munch a meal of chocolate bars, cookies,
sardines, oranges and apples. “If it weren't for these choc-
olate bars, I'd starve!” . . . The ship itself is marked “‘a
floating hotel” and we spend many hours wandering around
the spacious decks and through the richly vencered in-
teriors. . . . Come mealtime, we are given numbered badges
and thus form lines deep within the ship. Shuffling along,

“we finally come to the high-ceilinged, table-crammed dining

hall and are bruskly herded inside. Within a matter of
seconds, hands are interlaced up and down the table and
in words of the wise, “you cither grab or starve!” After
what seems but a few minutes, a bell timidly pings out into
the air and KP's and Mess Scrgeants feverishly begin to
funnel us to the opposite side from which we came in. On
the way out, hustled soldiers indignantly protest, “you don’t
call that food do you?!” Such is the routine each and
cvery meal.

Posted on the ship’s bulletin board is an interesting report
from German sources: “the ‘Queen Mary’ has been sunk in
the North Atlantic!”




ABOARD HMS “QUEEN MARY™; AT SEA

OCTOBER, 1942
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Aboard HMS "Qucen Mary™; at seca—Sept. 29

A calm atmosphere and a warm bathing sun flow over
those on deck this morning when sudden, quick, staccato
bursts of gunfirc violemtly shatter the silence and rend the
air with car-ringing power. Within a few seconds, this
“test firing” ccases and as before comes the complaint born
of boredom, “only practice! [ wish something would happen
for a change!” Others, visibly shaken by the blast, groan,
“Y ‘almost junped out of my skin!”

Although unescorted on this trip, we have an inner scnse
of safety and security and continually assure the dubious,
“well, she’s the fastest ship on the seas, isn’t she?”

As on the previous two nights, the rear decks arc again
packed as the great orange ball of the sun slides blazingly
down to the western horizon. Youthful gunners sit un-
moving in their grey stecl arsenals and look out over the
crowds of sprawling men. The ship rolls heavily from side
to side and cuts out a trail of sun-shot, blue-whitc foam.
For hundreds of men just watching on deck tonight, this is
not “just another night.”

At sunset, the decks are cleared and the ship blacked
out. We mill belowdecks, sprawl out on the floor ncar
the ship's library, fill the corridors with our stretched-out
forms, play cards, or talk of girls, the world series and of
food—in that order.

Aboard HMS “Queen Mary”; at sea—Scpt. 30

An air raid drill this morning, but we arc no longer
rookics and take it all in our stride. Meanwhile, the ship's
wake curves and wends crazily to ward off the U-boats;

gunners intently scan the skies. Another day of the sea

and the sun passes into darkness.
OCTOBER, 1942

. Aboard HMS “Queen Mary”; at sca—Oct. 1

Waking this morning, we immecdiatcly semsc a scvere
climatic change; cold weather has come upon us. “We
must have swung up north during the night.”

In a choppy sea, the ship heaves and rolls and many of
us, cooped up belowdecks, know the sapping exhaustion of
scasickness. Poker gamecs, however, gain in popularity and
go on with renewed vigor!

With an eye-twinkling and broad smile we listen to the
English loud speaker vibrate with~"all kitchen porters
report to the dining hall.” “Kitchen porters is it?” querics
onc of our men imitating a pained Englishman. “What'll
it be next, old chap?!”

Aboard HMS “Queen Mary™; at sca—Oct. 2

As we stand on deck this afternoon and gladly note the
capricious forms of two British cruiscrs around us, a never-
to-he-forgotten scene cuts into our dulled consciousness. One
of the cruisers to our starboard suddenly appears in the
forward path of our prow. There is 2 dull thud and then
we scc the shredded fore half of the cruiser slide swiftly
through the waters on our port side. Qur cyes follow the
sinking craft with a strange intensity. An empty, futile
fecling fills our being as we stare at her small human figures
racing wildly to the high parts to be clear of the rising
waters, only to be helplessly engulfed as the ship issues
forth a last protesting cloud of black smoke, then slides
under the swirling waters, . . . “God, what a horrible sight
to scc . . . in less than a2 minute she went down . . . those
poor devils on board!” . . . (According to a newspaper
story issucd two and onc half years later, the “Qucen
Mary” wheeled to starboard to escape a suspected U-boat;
at the same time, the cruiser turned sharply to port to
dcal with the xub. At that time, the collision took place.}

Our ship now makes only hall its original speced and
creeps along almost sullenly. By mid-afternoon, we sce the
unbelicvably good sight of a friendly plane. This craft
circles around us, tags us for a while and then is gonc.

As we leave deck tonight, the ship’s gunners, on a spe-

cial alert, scan the sea and the sky with unceasing vigilance.
This is our last night on board and some say *the most
dangerous one.”

Aboard HMS “Queen Mary”; Firth of Clyde,
Greenock, Scotland—OQOct. 3

The ship’s engines are stilled when we wake this morning
and long before dawn we are on deck and gaze fixedly at
the ring of grey might around us -~ battleships, aircraft
carriers, cruisers, corvettes, cargo ships, troop transports
—and then stare even more intently to the east, for there
is the land again! The land of Scotland!

Even in the grey, foggy haze which hangs over every- -

thing, we can make out ncarby hills which cradle cozy
villages on their slopes. Two slender church spires loom
loftily out of the mist. The rich green of the hills comes
and goes as the fog sifts across the land. A slight stream
of smoke from a train in a far-off valley edges cver closer.
This is the land once more and bright are the cycs of all
who drink in its comforting sights!

As a cold drizzle sifts over thc harbor carly this after-
noon, we lcave the “Queen Mary” and transfer to a small
boat which heads out aver the pallid waters of the Firth of
Clyde. From our positions on the open air decks of this
boat, we get a good view of the great bite in the prow of
the “Queen Mary.” *“You mean to say we werc out on the
occan with a holc as big as that in thc ship?” asks onc of
our men as he stares and shivers apprehensively.

Nearing the wharf of the little scaport town of Greenock,.

Scotland, our numbers become silent as a deep-¢choing loud
speaker blares forth a welcome to this land. Soon we are
on the wharf itself and hustle onto an awaiting train in the
adjacent sheds. Even as we settle in our seats, a corn-
haired Scotch girl comes down the aisle and passes out
freshly made cookies and cups of stcaming tea, Thesc we
gulp down quickly in ordcr to get a refill and a beaming
smile in the bargain. Within a short time, however, the
small continental train cars bump together, a shrill whistle
shricks comically into the air, and we slide out of the sta-
tion while a colorfully-kilted Scotch bagpipe band of red-
checked vouths fills the air with its tenor screcchings.

As we move southward, both sides of the tracks are
spotted with men, women and children waving flags, hand-
kerchiefs and aprons, smiling and gesturing wildly and
creating in every onc of us a warmth of fecling for the
plucky Scotch pcople. In burry Scotch tones, the young-
sters shout out for “sou—vcnir, Amcrican sou—venir!”
(“They make you feel really welcome,” exclaims more than
onc man overcome and deeply pleased by this reception.)

The country which slides beforc our earth-hungry gaze
is overwhelmingly beautiful: ficlds of grain which rise as
if neatly combed by the wind and rain; lush green meadows
on which brightly.sweatcred youths are playing a Saturday
afternocon game of soccer; small homes with neatly clipped
hedges, color-splashed gardens and the warmth of orange
lights from within.

Now the train pulls into a station high abovc a main
city street. This is the city of Glasgow. Peoplc on the
rain-mirrored strects below stop their shopping and gaze
up at us. Young and old alike scan us quizically, smile at
the Joud, boyish antics of some, laugh at our inveigling
chatter addressed at two hefty Scotch lassies perched on the
window ledge of a commercial building nearby. But all too
soon, the weak, high-pitched train whistle shricks forth
once morc and wc are slipping again through the lands
of Scotland.

Just before dusk, we arc told, “therc will be a strict
blackout tonight.” Thus, a few hours later, we ride on,
curtained against the night and with only sharp stabs of
yellow light glaring down upon us from narrow slits over-
head.

Shortly before midnight, the train halts for a few minutes

* at a station where we arc given hot tea. Eager to stretch

—
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ITISHAM, ENGLAND

OCTOBER, 1942

Wattisham, England—Oct. 5

Our American money is today changed into pounds and
shillings and some of us find it a little hard to get used to
the rate of exchange. A card game, however, ends any and
all confusion!

Most agreeable is the English custom of three meals and
two “teas” a day here on the base. These are welcome if
only for the relaxation which they offer from our “up and
down” drilling.

Wattisham, England—Qct. 6

Alrcady some of us have come in contact with English
girls working on planes here at the base and the impressions
and opinions are something to hear: onc of our men finally
and decisively pronounces sentence upon them—*“just plain
ugly!” Another: “when I say something funny, they sit and
stare; when I'm scrious they laugh their heads off!™ .
“You should hear them sing ‘Chattanooga Choo Choo’ wiih
an English accent!”

An English Sergeant, in the Army threc ycars and now on
a base gun crew, tells us about the war: “you boys will get
used to it after seven years or so!” Just before we leave
this gun crew, we watch a dry run of their battle routin~.
The seriousness and specd which these troops display in tis
mock attack bring the rccurring thought, “this is the rcal
thing.”

Wattisham, England—Oct. 8

The English people impress us by their very unimpressive-
ness.  Their clothes are somber, plain and dull.  Their
actions restrained but quictly determined. In onc small
tea room where a few elderly matrons sit around in wicker
chairs and the slightest cough brings the focus of all eyes,
a thin-lipped woman receives her order of tea, quietly slips
the accompanying portions of cream and sugar into sep-
arate receptacles in her shopping bag, drinks the tea and
trots out. For the first time, we see the larger effects of
war on peoples’ living and appearances, and in the meagerly
stocked stores and half-filled market baskets . . . “over here,
we're all in it together, soldiers, civilians, women and
children.” -

Today we spend our first leave in the small scaport town
of Ipswich and onc and all pronounce it “ok.” Here we
make our first acquaintance with the intimacy of the English
“pub” and its warm, bitter, molasses-brown beer; with the
“cinema” and “quecuing up”; with English scales by which
you weigh so many “stones” (one stone cquals 14 pounds);
with the “Co-op,” the honky-tonk dance hall “up onc
flight™; and finally with the rigid blackout—"Gawd damn!
Can't scc a thing!’

Wattisham, England—Oct. 9

Once again this morning, we line up in platcon forma-
tion before our barracks, wheel to the left and begin an-
other day of drilling. Beiore we have taken many steps,
however, the growling roar of a plane motor breaks through
the puffy, low-lying clouds. In another sinute a dark
machine with black crosses on its wings streaks out of the
overcast and from its fat underbelly looses three black
bombs which seem to be headed right for us. At once, the
street and grounds around us become one mass of running
forms. We racc in every direction and expect at any min-
ute to hear the fatal explosions. Streaking down into the
small fat tube of an air raid shclter, we sit waiting tensely,
but nothing happens. The bombs, lucky for us, arc duds.
Aftermath: no more close order drill!
Wattisham, England—Oct. 11

Weighted down with blankets, overcoat, hclmet, gun belt
and other paraphernalia, six of our number wend out from
camp cach day and head for the metal guard huts near the
entrances to the airdrome. Betwcen shifts, we pull wooden
boxes around the small center stove inside the hut and read
or talk. In a glum mood onc man puts forth, “all a

soldier’s good for in this Army is women, drinkin’ and
sleepin®.  Yes, sir, that’s all he’s good for.” A southcrn
voice answers, “you ain't a bird turdin'!” . . . Almost daily,
the high spot of this othcrwise loncly 24-hour vigil is ths
appearance of “Mary,” the coy-smiling NAFFI girl who
drives up in her creaky wagon and passes out tea and cakes.
“She’s the nearest thing to an American girl 1've scen yet!”
Wattisham, England—Oct. 14

A young English Sergeant visiting in onc of the barracks
tells us of the war. “Yes, the Jerry, 'c’ll be over again. This
is just the kind of weather he likes. Ever gonc through a
blitz? Well, I ’av. Three times. And [ don’t want any
more. We're giving it back, though. Jerry’s beginning to
feel it. The worst part is to see how he treats the women
and kids. I saw one little gitl killed. All alone she was.
You don’t believe things like that till you sce them. It's
dirty, that's what it is! I'm going in for gunner. Then
I'll have a chance to pay ’em back. Last Christmas Eve
he comes over. 500 of 'em, just when we thought we might
have a quict holiday. All night long and the next day—
bombs dropping all over. Just fiying in waves and dropping
their eggs and more always coming. One timc, I'd come
home from work and go right into the shelter and stay all
night. It’s quict now, but this is his weather—those heavy
clouds. After a while you boys will pay no attention to it.
Just run when you hear them and wait.”
Wattisham, England—Oct. 17

Here on this base we have done little clse but drill, half-
heartedly attend section classes, and enjoy a hard-to-get
pass to the ncarby towns of Stowmarket, Needham, or
Ipswich. Now and again, some mcn have managed chicken
dinners with fresh milk at an inn “just down the road from
the base.” . . . Our Commanding Officer, Capt. Mayer has
returned from a trip to London and rumors grow in wild
abundance. . . . Daily we bemoan the fact that we are so
near London and yet can’t even get a pass to go there for
a short visit. . . . News of the war comes to us through the
daily tabloids (much like the Hearst papers back home),
from English soldiers, airmen and civilians. . . . There are
many things about thc English soldier which we have not
come to understand: his coldness of speech and manner; his
severe class consciousness (separate Sergeants’ and Cor-
porals’ Messes); the tasteless, soggy food which he marks
“comparatively good.” On the other hand, we have come
to know many of our own characteristics as annoying to the
English soldier: our brash manner with their girls; our
flaunting and loose spending of money (their pay is pitifully
smail beside ours); our inability to get really serious about
the war ("I do belicve you Yanks are fighting for the fun
of it!”); our distaste and loud verbal contempt for any type
of regimentation. But in the very fact that we are sitting
down together in a smoky “pub” around a glass of dark
mahogany beer and telling one another his weaknesses and
irritations is the healthy aspect- of the situation. We both
have much to learn,

Wattisham, England—0Oct. 19

Three times today the base air raid siren shricks forth
and we streak for the shelters. Sitting in these underground
tubes, we listen to the dronc of a plane high in the sky and
then somecone loosens the tension by saying, “it’s one of our
own.”

Our truck drivers bring back tales of the death of a small
blonde girl when “jerry” bombed and strafed the nearby
town of Needham today. “They must feel proud of a raid
like that,” bitterly exclaims onc of our men at the dinner
table.

Wattisham, England—QOct. 20

Mail!lt The first since we left the States!
wonderful sight is a letter from home!”)
Wattisham, England—Oct. 21

As a torrential rain falls tonight, rumors take on actuality

{“What a
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and we are instructed to pack up for a movc tomorrow
morning. Qur barracks bags are marked crudely with three
painted code lines topped by the designation *“4026-E.”
We slide off into sleep with one question foremost in our
minds: “what comes next?”

Wattisham, England—Oct. 22

On this crisp autumn-like morning, we return to Need-
ham station, climb aboard a contincntal train and head
northward. Once again wec pass through the daylight-
flooded lands of England—thc land of a scant three weeks’
knowing; a compacl, cozy, reticent country from which, com-
plain as we may, we carry many plcasant memories.

Sometime during the night, we pass once again into thc

Iﬂnds Or Scoll:\nd.

Aboard HMS “Letitia™; Firth of Clyde,
Greenock, Scotland—OQOect. 23

Early this morning, we again sct foot on the fog-shrouded
station-pier ol Greenock, Scotland. Before long, we are
loaded into every available ‘corner aboard a small harbor
boat which quickly carrics us to a medium size transport
in the outer harbor. Once again, we lumber into the
gaping cntrance of a grey troop ship and are assigned to
“quarters” on the second level belowdecks. While we sit
at tables crammed together in this hold, we arc told that
during the day our quarters will serve as a mess hall, at
night as a sleeping place, with hammocks and the tables
themselves as beds. “Now I know what they went through
in the last war,” puts forth onc of our men as hc surveys
this jam-packed room.

Aboard HMS *“Letitia”; Firth of Clyde,
Greenock, Scotland—Oct. 24

Our ship continues to take on more troops of all types
and, along with thc unusually large number of other boats
in the harbor, still remains at anchor. With hundreds of
men forced to sleep in the holds and the resulting stench,
many choose a slecping spot on the moon-washed deck.
... We sing all the old songs as we lic on deck tonight and
wait for slecp to come.

Aboard HMS “Letitia”; Firth of Clyde,

Greenock, Scotland—Oct. 27

Late this night, the “Letitia™ slips’ quictly out of the
Firth of Clyde. Thus wc begin our second sea journey.
“Where now?”

Aboard HMS “Letitia™; at sea—Oct. 31

The North Atlantic has becn surging and swelling for
three days and staggering, whitc-faced soldiers gazing de-
jectedly over the rail were not uncommon. But today, the
sun shines forth again, a cool breeze blows stiffly and the
decks are strewn with sleeping, sprawling soldiers soaking
up the sun and guzzling PX supplies. . . . Of our feod, onc
man says, “look at these peast” He bounces these leaden.
heavy green pellets on the table, listens disgustedly to their
britte pop, then recalls the lot of spoiled chicken served us
a few days ago . . . “what slop! It wouldn’t be so bad,
but they're geuting paid for cvery meal’” And so our main-
stay continucs to be tightly-rationed slices of bread and
fresh New Zcaland butter—“Bread and butter, that’s all
I live on!” complains onc man sullenly.

The huge convoy stretches far behind, ahead, and on
either sidc of us and we sail on relentlessly.

NOVEMBER, 1942
Aboard HMS “Letitia™; at sea—Nov. 2

Come mealtime cach day, the routine is the same. Those
of us on KP struggle up from the hold with empty pots and

pans, gratefully suck in a breath of air, then duck below
again amidships and take our place in a long food-issuc
line. As the line begins to move forward, we pass down
a flight of metal stairs and wind through steamy kitchens.
Here, sweaty English cooks, in food-stained uniforms, ladle
out the meal, slop and pour the food into our buckets and
cast a cold glance at anyone who dares to question the
usually skimpy serving. After a few tours of KP, we pass
through the routine without a word, just stretch out our pans
and pails, wait until they are filled, then climb upstairs
again. . .. “The “meal™ over, the rush begins once more. But
this time, it is in the dircction of the washrooms where
scores of men all try at once to clean their food dripping
pans. . . . Up on deck afterwards, onc man confides to
another, “I got so God damned hungry, 1 spoke to one
of the cooks and got this beef sandwich for $2.50!” Other
men, not willing to strive and beg for food, take what is
dished out, cat sparingly and quickly, then dash up on deck
to resume their day long “prone position,”

Aboard HMS “Letitia™; at sea—Nov. 3

This afternoon, a British Army Officcr speaks authori-
tatively to our Squadron gathered in the hold of the ship
and tells us that we will not be good soldicrs until we have
become “blooded,” secn men die and killed men ourselves.
“All good soldiers are blooded!” He then gocs on to main-
tain, “our position now is comparable to that of the 120 days
before the end of the last war!” We all listen attentively
and the feeling is onc of unbcatable optimism mixed with
wondering doubt.

Aboard HMS “Letitia”; at sca—Nov. 4

Issued to each man today are head nets, nosquito cream,
and a small bluc-covered book entitled “North Africa.”
(“So that’s where we're going! Well, I'll be damned!”)
We pour over this book and our first images of North
Africa {in our mind a land pcopled with black, big-lipped,
breech-clouted natives; vibrating with tom-toms; closed in
by jungle growths etc.) are shaped by its contents. Some
cxccrpts from the “bluc book™:

“Your present journey will be taking you to
new parts of the world where the people, their
customs and manner of living and the geography
of the country will be for the majority of us
completely strange and foreign. Furthermore,
our welcome by the inhabitants of Morocco,
Algeria and Tunis is not known at this time.

“On many occasions this question w.ll be asked
of you by the inhabitents: ‘why have you come?”
The answer is straightforward and simple—we
have come to drive out the common eremy; we
seek no territory or material gains.

“British troops, ships and planes are backing
us up. We are working and fighting together in
a United Nations Offensive. It was the wish of
the President that the first blow of this assault
should be primarily American. The name of the
United States will stand for freedom to millions
of Frenchmen as it does to all the peoples of
Europe.

“The climate found in these countries varies
‘greatly depending on your location. Little rain-
fall is experienced along the coast. During the
summer and winter a strong north wind called
the S‘rocco may sweep the country.

“You must not talk to Moslem women; the
most innocent word addressed to her is con-
sidered an insult. If you are stationed in the
country, it is a good idea to take sweets and
cigarettes with you when you visit an Arab
house. In North Africa you will be meeting the
descendants of races and empires: they are not
a backward and uneducated people.”

Aboard HMS “Letitia™; at sea—Nov. 5

As on yesterday and the days before, we put on full pack
and practice climbing up and down ropc ncts stretched
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against the iron structurc between decks. With full pack,
this is no casy task and those on the weighty side find the
process a slow, tortuous pull.

Formed into six scparate platoons, we gather around our
Officers in the ship’s hold this aftcrnoon and are told that
e are part of the invasion armics heading for North Africa;
our objective—the beach in the Gulf of Arzew. “Infantry
troops will precede you; when you get to the beach, dig
vour foxhole and dig it deep. The natives may be friendly
but don't take anything to eat or go anywhere with them.”
Scouts arc chosen from cach platoon and told what their
duticz will he; maps are rolled out and diligently poured
over. The very fact that we are part of an invasion force,
the first in this part of the world, does not vet fully picrce
our consciousness and we have not come to the point where
we can accurately define our feclings.

As another day passes into dusk and we are still on the
high scas, a yawning soldier exclaims, “I guess all we're
doing is going around in circles!”

Aboard HMS *‘Letitia™; at sca—Nov. 6

Those of us who wait up late tonight arc rcwarded by a
misty glimpse of the famed Rock of Gibraltar . . . “it's not
as big as I thought.” At this samc time, our attention is
drawn to a brilliantly lighted city on the African side . . .
“seems strange to scc a bright city again.”

Aboard HMS “Letitia”; at sea—Nov. 7

As dawn breaks forth in a pale red sky, the fog-shrouded
coasts of Spain become visible . . . “we arc going in.”

At dinner time, the shrill air raid siren sounds over the
ship and onc man grumbles, “they would have to come just
when we're cating!” We sit at the tables belowdecks and
wait somewhat tensely. Within a few minutes, the all-
clear comes and the hold is again its voice-dinned, metal-
banging self.

Aboard HMS “Letitia”, Gulf of Arzew; N. Africa—Nov. 8

Even before dawn this morning, the “Letitia” vibrates
to the heavy rumblings of gun firc. We now know that
we are off the coast of our invasion point, the Gulf of Arzew.
Before long, every deck and railing on the starboard side
of the ship are lined with men who peer in toward the
African coast. So powerful is the in-shore bombardment of
the African mainland that it whips our clothes tightly
against our bodics. Strangely quict again, the seenc is
ominously grey. Many ships are anchored around us and
all scems outwardly calm and peaccful. Despite this, we
fully expect all hell to break loose any minute. Soon, we
note speck-sized, snout-faced invasion barges bob up and
down on the slate-grey waters and move cver ncarer to the
shore. Still aboard ship, we starc intently at the smoke-
shrouded beach, watch men run, fall, then get up and run
forward for a few more yards.

About noon today the British Captain of the “Letitia™
puts his megaphonc to his lips and proudly announces,
“these territories havc been overcome and are now in
Allied hands!”

Over the static-snapping ship’s radio tonight comes the
announcement that the French Army and Navy in Oran
have surrendered. As this ncws is given, many gather in
the cramped corners belowdecks, talk of the great battles
to come, the quick rout of Rommel and the total defeat of
the Germans in the not too distant futurc. “Wonder if any
cnemy planes will show up?” asks one soldier apprehen-
sively. For those in our Squadron assigned to man the
ship's guns in case of attack, this question has a burning
significance. “We’'d be duck soup out here for them if they
did comc over. I'll certainly be glad to get off this tub!”
Aboard HMS *“Letitia”, in the Gull of Arzew;

N. Africa—Nov. 9

As darkness comcs on tonight and the scas wildly slap

the sides of our ship, a small advance group of our Squad-
ron dons full pack and climbs down crazily swaying rope

ladders leading to a lurching barge below. After the slow,
tortuous job of loading is completed, the barge is freed
from our ship and sputters away inte an envcloping black-
ness.  Those who remain on board the “Letitia” peer in
toward the unscen shoreline, listen intently until the sound
of the small boat is mixed with the wind and water noises

Of the ﬂIF'fh‘.

Arzew.St. Leu, Algeria, North Africa—Nov. 10

Climbing down a rope ladder which sways violently from
the ship's side, we jump this morning into an awaiting
motor launch. After a long wait on the tantalizing swells
of the choppy sca and just under the nauseating vent from
the ships kitchen, we leave the “Letitia” and proceed to
shore in the lee of a blunt-nosed invasion barge.

As we pull up to the jetty at Arzew, the sharp pinging
of spasmodic rifle firing cuts through the air and the thought
comes, “now it rcally begins.” Leaping from the boat, we
mect the small, weary group of our men who landed here
last night—*“what a night . . . slept in a shed . . . brutal!”
Grimy and be-draggled dock workers look over their shoul-
der at our group, then go on working, stopping cvery now
and then to dart behind a barrel and take a shot at snipers
in the hills and craggy cliffs above the port.

Soon, we arc passing through the streets of the town of
Arzew and beforc long marching in two single files on both
sidcs of the open coast road leading castward. Our ficld
pack, never before so heavy, begins to cut into our shoulders
and grows in weight with cvery step. Not helping things
any are the overcoat, rifle, raincoat and pouches of weighty
ammunition with which we are burdened. Suddenly, the
gutteral whirring of a planc stabs our hearing and someone
hollers, “disperse!” Ve all scatter wildly into the thorny
Lushes to the side of the road and lay face downward. The
plane sails unconcernedly above, then heads out to sca. No
onc scems to know for sure whether it is an cnemy or
friendly machinc. “Let’s go,” shouts our officer with a
flicker of an ecmbarrassed smile on his face,. We form into
two lines and begin marching again along cither side of
the road.

About halfway along in our journey (we have alrcady
come three miles), we stop by the roadside, dig into “36
bags™ and bring forth cans of C-rations. With appetites
sharply edged by the excitement of landing and the long
hike behind and ahcad of us, we cat heartily but quickly
and then resume our march—"am I going to be glad to
set this pack down!”

A half hour later, we labor up a stecp, graded incline
overlooking the blue-green Mediterranean and turn into
the small French-Arab town of St. Leu. Here small groups
of swarthy Arabs and stonc.faced Frenchmen stand together,
talk in low tones and watch us furtively as we march
through the Square. A rutted vineyard outside of the town
is to bc our camp and it is here that we head, set up pup
tents, dig foxholes in ground which soon turns to hard
limcstone, cat a C-ration supper (“God, but they tastc good
after the chow on the boat!"), then crawl exhausted into
our pup tents and launch into a drugged slecep. In the
middle of the night, many of us waken slowly to the shrill
cry of roosters, the weird howling of dogs and the beat of
hcavy, intermittent rain on the canvas above . . . “I wish
to hcll they’d shut up so 1 can get some sleep!”

St. Leu, Algeria, North Africa—Nov. 11

Freshened up by an invigorating swim and much-nceded
bath in the crystal clear but cold waters of the Mediter-
rancan, we walk back through the town Square today and
pass a small crowd gathcred before an imposing statuc. A
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hungrily while we cat. With a demon frenzy, they fight
and grab for a cast-asidc biscuit, a picce of candy or a
small tin of powdcred coffcc. Not only at mcal time, but
al! day long do thcse Arabs continue to sit, stand, or walk
around the camp arca. Small groups of them forage
through the fields, turn over and cxaminc cach discarded
tin, wrapping, or piece of papcr and salvage any leavings.

é;oiéoa/e &x

Tafaraoui Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 16

Latc this afternoon, our tents are torn down and barracks
bags hastily packed and made rcady for a move. Notice-
able all over camp is the boistcrous gaiety which comes
whenever we head out to another spot.  Just about dusk,
wc strike camp, pack closcly into GI trucks and speed
through the cool, moon-flooded African night.

Arriving at the bleak Tafaraoui airdrome, just south of
Oran, we drive across the barren field on which we cxu-
berantly note American planes, scen for the first time since
leaving England. . . . Our pup tent camp is quickly pitched
to the side of the dispersal area and with a few blankets
between us and the stone-riddled ground, we push off into
sleep.

Tafaraoui Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 17

Most of the morning here is taken up in arranging our
pup tents in rigidly straight lines and at mcasured inter-
vals. After this is done to the satisfaction of all, the order
comes to “pull ’em down; we're going to move!” In less
than twenty hours here, we repeat this process three times!

Tafaraoui Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov, 18

After two uncertain days here, spent mostly in just wait-
ing, eating British compo-rations and sleeping on the ground,
we head cross-country toward Algiers; this time, we ride
those torturc boxes of the last war, the old French freight
cars, “the 40 and 8's!” (Forty men and cight horses!)

é;aiéoc[e guen

Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 21

For two nights, we have ridden castward in railroad box
cars and are crammed so closc together that we cannot
fully stretch out at night and not overlap another body.
This morning, however, we take gratcful leave of these
“crates” and later hike it from Blida station to the air.

_drome just outside of town. On our arrival at this field *

just at dusk, we can look out to the northeast and watch
the yellow rain-curtain of ack-ack flung up at enemy raiders
over the nearby city of Algiers.

After the inevitable period of waiting around here on the
field, we are finally marched to a large metal hangar which
is ironically dubbed “home.” On its concrete floor we
throw down our blankets and shelter-half and, after a sup-
per of British compo-rations, lay down to sleep in our
clothes.

A small dctachment of our men, having stayed behind
at the railroad station on an unloading detail, comes into
camp later tonight and tells of a strange air alert in town:
“no foxholes, no shclters; nothing at all to get behind; good
thing it wasn't a raid.”

During this, our first night here, the air raid siren shricks
forth again and again and we run between sleep and the
protecting ditches on the field. “A harried night.”

Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 22

Our clothes so dirty they “could stand up by themselves,”
we spend the day washing and cleaning up—"where'd we
cver collect so much dirt?” we ask looking at the murky
wash water!

Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 23

Of a trip to Blida, the first sizcable North African town
which we have had a chance to visit, we have many diffcrent
impressions. Dickering for French-English dictionaries. The
French girls all dressed up on Sunday morning. The over-
flowing church collection plates due to suddenly generous
GI's. Hunting a latrine (“Pisscric”) and being directed to
a bakery (“Patisserie”)! A young French soldier made
talkative by too much cafe wine; his staring at each one
of us and every few minutes shouting hoarsely “Les Alle-
mands!” (the Germans!), drawing his finger cuttingly across
his throat, waving a half-filled glass around and shouting
“Vive La France!” The excitement of the open markets
with French and Arabs noisily selling mandarines, huge
oranges, strange-looking greens, almonds and dates—all in
the weight measurcments of “kilos.” The patrolling “Gen-
darmes.” The crowded Arab district with its hole-in-the-
wall homes and weird contraptions for cooking and heating.
The sight of oranges growing on trees. The sharp contrast
of ragged Arabs and well dressed French people. The
broad “accent” of the British Tommies. Arab and French
kids tagging behind and coaxing, “mademoiselle?” Madame
Felice’s place; Madame herself behind a small bar and
sclling tickets for 30 francs apicce; the long lines of Amer-
icans and British before her building. Red wine and cheap
muscatel at 20 francs a canteen; “champagne” at 30 francs
per bottle. Walking all the way back to camp after dark
and strictly alert in every bristle.

Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 24

Our days here pass in a serics of as yet undecfined im-
pressions. Each morning, we stand formation near the
hangars and hear First Sergeant (“Woo-Woo"”) Richard
shout out the day’s announcements, then grimly listen to
the work-detail list. During our few spare hours, we wander
around this “barren” base, watch the British at work on
their “Beaufighter” planes and fecl somewhat awed because
“they are actually doing something in the war.” Between
periods of boiling clothes beside the hangar, we try out our
so-called French on the native soldiers here on the base,
somberly handle each other’s money and souvenirs, and con-
tinually nod to onc another to convey a sense of deep
understanding. At chow time, we watch the English line
up before their mess hall for a hot meal, then resignedly
cat our own cold supper of “not-so-hot” English compo-
rations (“too much tea and steak-and-kidney pudding!")
. . . With varied attention marking their efforts, Officers
tell us what to do in the event of any crisis; we later and
privately conclude, “they don't have any more notion of
what to expect than we do!” Our nights are spent in talk-
ing vagucly about the war (“we don’t even know what's
going on!”), enjoying to the full the heavy French pastries
brought back from town, watching or playing in the midst
of a spirited poker scssion.. Come time to sleep, we re-
main in our clothes, stretch out on the blanketed floor.
Some men manage to obtain bundles of camouflage netting
and use these for padding against the damp and cold. Those
of us on guard circle around the hangar, strain our cars at
every night-bourne sound issuing from the pitch darkness.
So cnds another day.

Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 23

The silence of men-slceping is ruptured late tonight as
onc of our men, expericncing a vivid dream, hollers out,
“AIR RAID! AIR RAID!* Immediately, the hangar
becomes alive with moving figures and we scramble wildly
for the man-madc ravines ncar the hangars, fruitlessly listen
for plancs which do not come.
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Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 26

At the daily formation this morning, our First Sergeant
petulantly warns us that the next one who has a nightmare
and scrcams “Air raid!” will be court martialled and “have
the book thrown at him!!”

Enjoying a hot dinner of chicken gleaned from the coun-
tryside around the base, we mark Thanksgiving one day
late . . . “the best meal in a long time!”

Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 30

Today we begin the job of clcaning up our future bar-
racks and mess hall buildings and the dirty work is offset
by the thought that “we will have a decent place 1o sleep
and eat in for a change!”

DECEMBER, 1942
Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Dec. 2

After three days of scouring and scrubbing and de-lousing,
wc move into our barracks building today and eat at tables
in our own scparatc mess hall.

Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Dec. 3

Night passes its mid-point. A restless soldier glances
slecpily at his watch. It is onc o’clock. He pulls the covers
up closer and re-sets his body over the metal bed springs
and launches again into sleep. And then, into the stillness
of the night cuts the air raid siren. The whole barracks
becomes electrically alive. We pour through the doors of
the building and streak for the shelters. But before all can
leave the building, the piercing, wailing drone of a diving
planc bears steadily downward and then comes the ear-
shattering burst of bombs. We crouch in rain-filled fox-
holes, lay sprawled out on the gummy ficlds to the side of
the airdrome. All night long, enemy planes, and somctimes
it seems just onc lone planc, press the attack, coming over
the ficld at forty minute intervals. At daybreak, more than
onc of us exclaim, “I was never so glad to see the sun in
all my life!” Thus passes our most intensive bombing
to date.

Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Dec. 4

“Hotcakes and real American coffec” is the news brought
back by early risers this morning and, before long, a wind-
ing line snakes around the mess hall and we get as much
pleasure from anticipating as cating the “first real American
breakfast in many a month.”

Flying their A-20 from Oujda, Morocco, 1st Lt. Robert
Downie and S/Sgt. “Ollie” O'Quin land here at Blida and
receive a rousing welcome. They bring news that our
Flight Echelon of A-20 pilots, gunners, radiomen and planes
is now at Oujda. “On the trip across the Atlantic, we lost
Major Johnson, Sgt. Williams, Cpl. Picras, Lt. Parker and
Sgt. Smith.”

Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Dec. 5

About one o’clock this morning, we are crudely awakened
by a high pitched voice shouting *paratroop alert; get up
and get your helmet and gun!” We scramble around for
clothes and equipment and feverishly begin cleaning our
guns. Then comes the order, “alert’s off! Go back 10 bed!”

Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N, Africa—Dec, 6

Drilling, “just like in England,” is resumed today and
we clomp around the basc, but “never become entirely
serious about the whole thing—what are we, anyway?
Infantry?”

Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—~Dec. 7

“Not a surprise,” but foretold by a series of bricf, gen-
eral “interviews” by Capts. Mayer and Hinkel, our first
overseas promotions are announced this day: Cpls. Kester,
Russell, Shehans, Shields, Stolnack, Tunnell, Rice, Sandoval,
Sheffield, Snoddy, Tole and R. White 1o SERGEANT;
Pfc’s Ambeault, Beke, Brennan, F. Clark, Harris, Leopold,

Mcllvaine, Ondovchik, Reid, Sims, Travers, Wright, Austin,
Bell, Burke, Galick, Gruenig, Janson, Lodge, Miller, Quist,
Smith, Zynda, Goin, Roark, and Villanueva to CORPORAL;
Pvts. Akers, Carlisle, Gerig, Golba, Grimes, Gunter, Hen-
nessy, Brossman, Geekie, Gillies, Goodner, Grochowski,
Hood, Hoffmeyer, Horwich, Lean, McCullough, Raddatz,
D. Reed, Sandbeck, Schmidling, Serda, Whitchead, Libby,
May, Overton, Raming, Rountree, Scales, Shank, Turner,
and Woodard 1o PRIVATES FIRST CLASS.

Blida Airdrome, Algeria, N. Africa—Dec. 8

Using three sources — the daily British news bullctin
published here on the base, the radio “found™ in an aban-
doned aircraft and installed by Sgt. Leonard and his radio-
men in the “hen coop” atop the mess hall, and a French
language paper specially brought to the gate each morning
by a grinning Arab—Pfc. Fred Gillies puts out the first
Squadron ncwspaper today. Reading one of its two (!)
copics posted on the barracks’ walls, a soldier comments,
“it’s good to know what goes on for a change.”

Blida Airdrome, Algeria—Oujda Airport. French Moroceo,
N. Africa—Dec. 11

After a false start yesterday afterncon, we rise this morn-
ing and in a heavy, all-blanketing mist march down to the
airficld and file into grey-hulking transports. Before long,
plane motors stir the air powerfully and we are sliding
westward over the Mediterranean while the sun breaks
forth and obligingly lcads the way. Soon the harbor of
Arzew passes below us and we think once more of the
morning of November 8th when we were down there on the
“Letitia,” Turning inland, the shadow of our plane passes
over great, multi-colored patches of brown-furrowed lands
and over citics of glaring whiteness, appearing and rcceding
like something out of the “Arabian Nights.” Before long, the
barren plain of our new base lies spread below us. The
planes bank sharply to the left and confidently scttle down
on the runway. “This is Oujda,” we are told,

é/)oidoa/e &gét

Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Dec. 11

Here at Oujda, we are enthusiastically greeted by mem-
bers of the Flight Echelon* and with the Squadron com-
plete once more, the yarns begin to fly.

Of their flight over here, our pilots, engincers, and radio-
men have varied tales to tell. Many of these men are cor-
nered and forced to re-live this flight:

“When the news broke on November 8th that Allied
troops had landed in North Africa, we were in West
Palm Beach, Florida. Those of us in the Flight Echelon
were assembled together that very day and told to get
a good night's sleep for on the following morning many
of us would reccive our final bricfing. We were to be
members of the first combat team to fly the long south-
ern route of the Ferry Command to the Near East.

“At dawn the next morning, the first two flights, of
ten ships cach, were down on the line. The thrill of
that first take-off was beyond description for we had
no idea what the future held for us. Our first flight
got off o. k. and hcaded south to Puerto Rico. We
were glad to be finally on our way.

“Once out over the water, all of our ships began to
feel the effects of a hurricane which was coming in from
the sea and raging more intensely as we went on. An
hour short of our mark, we were instructed to turn
back. Within a short time, we were again back on the
airficld in Florida. Hecre we had our first taste of the
sacrifices of war. Two ships had gone down with their
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streaking for the section buildings and wait patiently while
the large batch of letters is handed out. Once back in the
privacy of our pup tents. we read and re-read these letters
again and again. “You'll rub the print off of it if you don't
put it away!”

In the hangar tonight we arc trcated to an Abbott and
Costello film {*Hold That Ghost”) and as the reel spins
ore and the building cchoes with deep laughter, it is as if
the flickering shadows on the screen had poured canned life
into our body. . . . “Not a bad Christmas after alt”

Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Dec. 26

Each morning we shiver to the sound of the shrill six
o'clock reveille whistle, lurch out from the damp confines
of our pup tents, and stagger into ragged formation. Here
the cry of “rcady—exercise!” breaks harshly on our ecars
and we begin the tortuous girations called calisthenics. These
over with, we wheel to the right, puff and stumble over
the boulders and ruts on the way down to the mess hall.
After storing away a hearty breakfast of oatmeal, bread, and
coffce, we head for our sections. For linemen it mcans
another day of slow, painstaking work on the ailing parts
of Squadron planes—cleaning guns, checking radios, pack-
ing parachutcs and then into bull sessions and prolonged
waiting for something to happen. For Administrative per-
sonnel, the paper work still persists. In Operations-Intelli-
gence, systems and procedures are revised, checked over and
originated. In most sections, there is an attempt madc to
chop everything down to its cssentials . . . “'things arc a
whole lot different now than they were on maneuvers.”

In the air this mid-moming on a mission to reconnoiter
the Spanish Moroccan border for possible troop concentra-
tions, Capt. Knapp, Lts. Lewis, Kcith and Caraway, Cpl.
Wempe and Sgt. Weiner bring back a necgative report.

Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Dec. 28

Major Adams, Capts. Dyas, Armstrong and McKinney,
Sgts. Pozzi and Gottfredson today complete uneventful sub
patrols.

Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Dece. 29

An hour-long scarch mission for an Allied merchant ship
reported torpedoed in the Western Mediterrancan reveals
nothing and our planes and crews (Lts. Lewis, Caraway,
Sharp, Kreslov, Deering, Cpl. Janson, Sgts. Stankiweiz,
Gherki and S/Sgt. Newton) return to basc.

Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Dec. 30

Pvt. Paul Kahanic is today assigned to our Communica-
tions Section; promoted to FIRST Licutcnant—George K.
Vapaa (Armament;.

Lts. Sheehan and Sharp and Sgt. Ricc take off carly this
morning on an IFF radio check over the Mediterrancan,
but are forced to turn back shortly after leaving hase—
“ceiling O; visibility O.”

JANUARY, 1943

Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Jan. 1

A cold shiver runs through our body this morning as we
wake up to the jarring notcs of the six o'clock whistle.
Opening the tent flap, we sce before us in weird incongruity
a thin blanket of SNOW! “Africa, the dark, stcaming con-
tinent,” bitcs out one man shaking the snow from his tent!
Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Jan. 2

Lts. Dowling, Shcchan, Able, Monthei, Capt. Watcrs,
Cpls. Scurluck, Sheppard, Sgts. Rice and Weiner—all up
today on sub patrols and radio checks—report: “no inci-
dents; no sightings.” '

Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Jan. 3

“Two sub patrols and onc radio check are flown by Lt
Vetter, Capt. Harncss, Lt Shechan, Lt. Downic, Capts.
Waters and Keith, Sgts. Pozzi, Gherki, McArthur and
Newton . . . “nothing to report.”

QOujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa~]Jan. 4

With instructions to “sink all subs not identified as
friendly,” two missions (Lts. Lawson, Lewis, Capts. Harness,
Knapp, Sgts. Richard, Villancuva, Walling and Gherki) are
airbourne this morning. At day’s end all planes are down

- at base and crews report, “routine flight.”

Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Jan. 5

Sighting only Allicd convoys, Lts. Spradley, Kreslov, Cara-
way, Capt. Waters, Sgts. Kish, Shehans, Cpls. Galick and
Janson return to base without incident.

The always welcome promotion list is posted today and
tells’ of the following advances: to PRIVATES FIRST
CLASS: Arnold Christenson, Thomas Crudden, George
Flynn, Robert Halboth, William Hall, Glen Hefner, John
Hubay, Robert Jennings, Paul Kahanic, Eugenc McKenna,
James Reynolds, Harold Rich, Ernest Tyrce, Paul Wojcik,

Sgt. Charles Richard is today relieved of his duties as
First Sergeant of this Squadron.

Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Jan. 6

After five days of uneventful flying, our crews (Lts. Shee-
han, Foreman, Capt. Kieth and McKinney, Cpls. Wempc
and Noel) at last report, “sighted 2 sub!” Depth charges
are dropped on the suspected cnemy sca craft but no definite
claims can be made as a result of this attack. All planes
rcturn to base.

M/Sgt. Bernard Holstegge today assumes the dutics of
Acting First Sergeant of our Squadron.

Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Jan. 7

From a dawn sub patrol this morning, one Squadron |

A-20 fails to return and the crew, Capt. Knapp, Lt. Grave-
stock, Sgt. Pozzi, and Plc. Reynolds, are listed as *‘missing
in action.” Later this day, our planes arc up on a search
for the missing aircraft, but in their coverage of the area
fail to find any traces of this ship.

Oujda Airbase, French Moracco, N. Africa—Jan. 8

Our A-20's continue on theit search for the Squadron
aircraft belicved to have gone down in the sea yesterday;
nothing is sighted in the wide area covered.
Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Jan. 9

Promotions announced this day: S/Sgts. Casey, O'Quin,
Finn and Tanner to TECH/SERGEANT; Sgts. Pozzi, Rich-

ard, Gherki, Gottfredson, McArthur, Sloan, Stathakis, O. C.-

Weceks, Whitaker, Diemer, Gibbons, Rodriguez, Pullin,
Walaitis, Weiner, and Hunt to STAFF/SERGEANT; Cpls.
Ruck, Crowell, Drewke, Gallone, Raiford, Still, Toscano,
Sheppard, Aberncthy, Goin, Roark, Stone, C. Ross, and
Trier to SERGEANT; Pfc’s Chiles, Girola, Hill, Kish,
Librenz, Replyuk, Sander, Simetkosky, Steinborn, Waters,
Fichtner, Heater, Kij, G. Lewis, J. Lynch, Sanders, Shirutis,
Stefano, Sweet, Bower, W. Russell to CORPORAL; Pvt.
Lipka to PRIVATE FIRST CLASS.
and Lt. William R. Yost is today assigned to our Squadron.

Qujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Jan. 14

For the sccond day running, we rush out of our scction
buildings and watch with fascinated helplessness as an-
other P-39, being put through its paces ‘by pilots here on
the ficld, spirals carthward and crashes far out on the field
... “that’s three in the last two days; that ship is becom-
ing a jinx.”
Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Jan. IS

Many of our pilots and obscrvers {Capts. Harness, Kieth,
Kresslov, Verdel, Ist Lits. Able, Armstrong, Caraway,
Downic, Lewis, Veuter, 2nd Lts. Dowling, Lawson, Shechan,
Spradley), our A-20 plancs, and gunners (S/Sgts. Car-
michael, Richard, Walaitis, Noel, Stankicwez, Cpls. Scur-
lock, Sheppard, Villaneuva, Reoveclle, Walling, Galick,
Kevees, Pic’s Rich, Rountrec, Crudden) arc today trans-
ferred 1o the 16th Observation Squadron, while we receive
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a ncw group of P-39 pilots and armarers {1st Lts. Killian.
Whitwell. 2nd Lis. Howard, Kelsey, Laxson. Mayvse. Mec-
Closky, Schwab. and Slagle . . . Plc’s White, Martinek.
Gradovilie. Fillingim, Smith, Booth, Sgt. Winstead, Pvts.
Delaney, West and Haflcy.)

Qujda Airhase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Jan. 16

After Aving down from England. 2ud Lts. Anstine, Pitts
and Powell return to active duty with our Squadron.

Qujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Jan. 19

9nd Lis. Theodore Dubois and Horace Finch become
part of our flying personnct this day. Li. Hilliker, until
recently on detached service in England, also reports for
cdury.

Fach day, many of us visit the French-Arab town of
Oujda, a place of many sights and experiences: private
baths where you can loll in a sicaming tub-full of soapy
water; crowded photo shops offering “gud” portraits; Arab
kids pouncing on American soldicrs with “shoo-shine? . .
vay—ree gud . . . shooin gum? . . . bon bon?”; sidewalk
cafes peopled with leisurely sprawling soldiers and civilians;
whitc-leggined Fifth Army MP’s; cheap novelty stores
crammed with gaudy merchandise; the narrow, winding
Arab sector with jts hundreds of cubby-hole shops and
throngs of pock-marked, deformed. narrow-cved merchants
and Joungers—this is Oujda.

Qujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Jan. 21

After many days of feverish preparation, our first air and
ground detachments preparc to leave for an advanced base,
Youks Les Bains, Algeria. While most of our Officers and
Enlisted Men are to head for this distant spot by air (in
A-20s, C-47s and Squadron P-39's), some of those going
up to “the front” will make the journey by jeep or GI
truck. Among those who-arc castward bound are: Capts.
Dvas and McKinney, ist Lts, Killian, Snyder, Whitwell.
and Vapaa, 2nd Lts. Kelsey, Schwab, Anstine, Howard,
Mavse, Hilliker, Laxson, Sherman, McClosky, Yost, Pitts,
T/Sgts. Casey, Finn, Tanner, O'Quin, and Taylor, S/Sats.
Brown, Harness, L. D. Owens, Goufredson, Gherki, Bar-
ham, W. Lewis, Wewer, Appler, Newton, Weiner, McArthur,
Sgts. Roark, Sheffield, Snoddy, Shehans, R. White, Raiford,
Cpls. Janson, Wempe, Kish, F. B. Clark, Steinborn, Leopold.
Pic’s White, Hood, Halboth and Pvt. Carpenter.

Early this morning and many hours ahead of the actual
departure time, those of us leaving for Youks are assembled
at the hangar just below the camp area. Here we sweat
out the hours until the arrival of a group of C-47 transport
plunes which come in at noon, Loading is quickly accomp-
lished, but (“as usual in the Army!”) we wait around until
1400 hours before take-off. Anticipation and speculation
as to “what we will find” is rabid as our plancs point cast-
ward and skim over mountain ranges (!} in order not to
be spotted.  All cyes fan the skies for silhouettes of enemy
planes and after a long scige of watching, many a man
complains of “secing spots and hcaring whines!” “Our
pilots” (in the 13 newly ascigned P-39's) “may cven now
be there,” puts forth onc man ominously as the planes
rear onward.

QUJDA, FRENCH MOROCCO. . . . An Arab woman in the streets of Oujda. .

Cf/)aiéoa/e %L'ne

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Jan. 21

By late afternoon, most of our planes and personnel, led
by Col. Fordyce and Major Adams in an A-20, have arrived
here at Youks Les Bains.  Both are quickly dispersed around
the main field, a large platcau area banked on onc side by
the well-named peak, “the Frenchman's Hat.”

About a quarter of a mile from the dispersal area and
in the gublies and on the Hatlands around a creck bed, our
camp area is mapped out and sct up.  (Any depression in
the carth’s surface seems the best shelter spot here where
“we might be raided any minute of the day or night!”)
As we dig in the hcavy sucking ground and pitch shelter
halves over our earthen bed, wec note the cooks putting up
the kitchen tent and moving in their portable stoves. After
we cat a supper of now unpopular C-rations, a rotating
guard {one man—one hour patrol tour) is detailed and on
this, our first night here, most of us are in bed and asleep
by sunsct.

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Jan. 22

Hcld up a day at Algiers, st Lt Pitts, 2nd Lts. Hilliker,
Yost, und McClosky join our smnall group this day.

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—]an. 23
An additional group of Enlisted Men arrives today by air,

quickly dig their homes, and scttle down approximately 48
miles: from encmy lines.

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Jan. 25

From morning until dusk, the past few days have heen
taken up with the “digging in” of our “homes” and the
sctting up of our scction tents down on the mud-rutted line.
All is work and yet we are spread out so in all directions
that 1o the casual observer all would scem calm and un-
hurried. Night comes on quickly up here and even as the
sun goes down and fills the western sky with an orange-red
glow, it is not uncommon to hear “good-night; sce you
tomorrow” echo throughout camp and then almost un-
broken silence. “To bed with the chickens and up with
the roosters! . . . this must be total war,” says onc man
noting that it is only six-thirty PM, then pulling up the
blankets and launching inte sleep!

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Jan. 26

At 1400 hours this afternoon, Lts. Pitts and Anstine arc
up on our first Squadron reconnaissance mission over enemy
territory.  The arcas to be covered, Tebessa and Sened
(Tunisia), reveal nothing of tactical importanec and all
plancs return to base. *Sure did sweat that first one out,”
say our pilots and ground crewmen. . . . In general, our
present function herc is to fill any immediate request of
our own ground or air forces for information on encmy
movements or conccntrations in Tunisia. Along with this,
our sprite-like P-39’s arc armed with cannon and Squadron
pilots instructed 10 attack cncmy targets of opportunity.

. . Panorama of Oujda Airbase (section

buildings to left; hangars to right). ... One of the many Arabs and donkeys which pass by our camp area daily. . . .
Christmas 1942 is celebrated as our Officers (at right, Lts. Armstrong, Tyler and Able) take over the duties of KP's.
... {Jan. 20, 1943) Memorial services for Capt. Clyde Knapp, Lt. John Gravestock, Sgt. William Pozzi and Pfe. Ed-
ward Reynolds are held on the base. . . . Our pup-tent camp area. . . . On New Year's moming, a blanket of snow

covers our tents! .

. . Chow line on Christmas Day 1942. .

. . Officer-KP’s on Christmas Day: Lts. Sheehan, Capts.

Knapp, Hinkel, Harness, Lt. Tyler, isSgts. Harris, Holstegge, Lt. Armstrong, M/Sgt. P. Moon, W. O. Kalinowski,
1st Sgt. Richard, Pfc. J. Smith. . . . Posed with their “Pree French” Air Force friend “Andre” (center) are Robert
Scales, Joseph Rice, Joseph Schmidling, and Jefferson Ruck. . . . {(Feb. 6, 1943) Screen-Star Martha Raye comes to

‘Oujda. . . . The responsive audience at the Martha Raye show. . ..

An Arab “druggist” draws a large and assorted

crowd in Oujda. . . . A part of the Communications Section: Robbie Barham, Starislaw Kij, Clarence Leonard, James

Lodge, Forrest Clark. .

.. Our A-20 gireraft stand passively under a blanket of snow {New Year's Day, 1943).

—
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Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Jan. 30

After two days of uncventful activity, we expericnce cur

first loss. During an attack-reconnaissance of the Central
Tunisia arca, Lt. McClasky is hit by ground firc and crashes
in the cnemy-held Sbeitla sector.
" The greater part of our Squadron cquipment having been
lost somcwhere between here and Casablanca, our mechanics
are now forced to mcet and solve daily challenges to their
ingenuity and patience. Il toals cannot be requisitioned.
they arc made on the spot. Oil cans, barrels, picces of
wood crating, plexiglass—anything handy is utilized. DBut
regardless of the shortage of much-nceded cquipment
{Engincering with its far fromn complete tool kits; Com-
munications with three cxtra radio sets and a few screw-
drivers; Armament with its scanty supply of rods, patches
and brushces) operations go on with a high rate of efficiency.
That this efficiency is maintained is in no small mcasurc
due to the cflorts of our “live wire” Commanding Officer,
Capt. John R. Dyas. “He gets things done, and no guff
about it!”

FEBRUARY, 1943
Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 1

The food which we get here is “the best yet” and alinost
daily breakfasts of steaming pancakes, jam, fricd eggs, great
slices of white (!) bread, and hot coffce arc eaten on the
cold-hardened mounds of carth around our mcss hall tent
or, in bad weather, under the flapping canvas of the food
storage tent. Officers and Enlisted Men sweat out the chow
line regardless of rank or duty and the spirit here is un-
commonly close. . . . Even our “daily habits™ take on an
open casualness and the slit-trench latrine area in the open
field across from camp is a popular mecea for those who
combine talking, rcading, or just contemplating the land-
scape with the performance of their daily “necessities.”
(“Pass the ‘hockey tickets’ will ya please?”) . . . In our
“spare time,” many of us are handed pick and shovel and
dirccted to the land around the mess tent, here to dig
shoulder high slit-trenches as protection against meal-time
raiders. . . . We just about live in our clothes, but come a
warm, sunny day and the hardy ones strip down to “long
Johns" or less, get a can full of water, and begin the dis-
agreeable but necessary task of washing clothes. . . . Small
but eagerly awaited batches of mail are ferried up from
Oujda and, at the cry of “mail call!”, we spread a blanket
on the ground, drop the letters upon it and it’s every man
for himself! . . . At dusk, we head back for our tent before
darkness closes in with its pitch blackness (on¢ man wan-
ders almost half a mile away from camp and is directed in
by shouting!), check the cardboard or newspaper padding
on the earth floor of our shelter, “dress up” (put on sweaters,
gloves, flying pants, overcoats etc.) and climb in under the
blankets. As camp guards have been instructed to “shoot
out any lights” they sce, we give up night reading for the
most part and just scttle down to talk or smoke in the
dark. Except for the *wonging” of an occasional “Jerry”
plane, our sleep is deep and unbroken and the land around
us (*“just like Texas!”) offers no cvidence of the living
below its very ecarth. All during the night, a single guard

patrols the camp arca for two long hours, stumbles around |

over night-conccaled ruts, holes and risings, then gladly
gives over to his reliel.

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 2

Up on a dawn mission over the Kairouan arca, Lts.
Hilliker and Yost are attacked by four FW-190's which
swoop dircetly out of the sun. Lt Yost, presumed to be
hit and hcading southeast of Kairouan, has not, at day’s
end, rcturncd to base.

Lt. Frank Snvder adds another silver bar to his collec-
tion and the salutation is now “CAPTAIN."

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 4

Back in the damp closeness of our pup tents tonight, the
story of the day’s surprisc air raid is re-told. . . . “We were
working on the ships as usual and some of us were in the
engineering tent. An Amcrican Captain had just taxied
his ‘Spitfirc’ to within a short distance of the tent and
dropped in to look up some radio information. Suddenly
there was a terrific explosion, Thosc threc weeks when we
had expected and never scen an enemy plance and those days
of not paying attention to red flares went swiftly by the
bonrd! Three or four ‘Jerry’ plancs came out of the sun,
dove down on the field with ‘a terrifying whine, dropped
threc or four small bombs and then passed over to the cast.
Dire rained down upon the tent. Those of us out on the
field spread-eagled on the ground and pressed into the sides
of ncarby pits and felt the ground shake and tremble. The
Amcrican Captain burst out, ‘if the S.0.B. gets that Spit,
I'l murder him!" A small quantity of gas and oil was
hit and sent up fat black smoke clouds into the stilled air.
We picked ourselves up and looked around, expecting to
sec all in a mass of Aames, Sockets and tools were gathered
togcther from all four corners of the tent and we looked at
cach other and burst out, ‘scared the hell out of me!l’”

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 5

There are broad smiles and hearty back-siappings late
today as Squadron Commander John Dyas, now a MAJOR,
rcturns to the “muddy hole of Youks.”

Oujda Airbase, French Morocco, N. Africa—Feb. 6

“In a very short time,” the rear echelon herc at Oujda

is told, “"you will be going up to the front.” Many men
comment, “what a relief; it will b¢ good to be doing some-
thing for a change.”

This afternoon, screen star Martha Raye steps from the
nose of an A-20, grins widely at the group of grimy soldiers
who have heard of her coming and have raced out on the
field and surroundcd her plane. Later in the day, we stream
into the lofty French hangar here on the base, roar and
stomp as she sings and clowns unreservedly. After the
show, this raucous voiced star takes supper in our mess hall
and many a man dallics deliberately at his. meal until she
walks through the room, stops and kids them in her own
brash, wide-mouthed style. “A good sport,” is how we later
speak of Martha. :

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 8
Lts. Kelsey, Mayse, Deering and Rafanelli, up over Gafsa

and Sened this morning, destroy two cnemy vehicles and’

inflict severe damage on ten others. . . . Our pilots as well
as ground crewmen are now getting the hang of things and
although excited accounts mark the completion of every
mission, there is a more professional touch in the approach
to cach assignment than there was two weeks ago—"“alfter
all, they just smacked us down here and told us to go at
it; it takes time alright.” For the first time since coming
overscas, we experience a feeling of worth and accomplish-
ment at this barren spot dubbed “the front.” Rank is all
but forgotten in the common cause.

Youks L=s Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 11

A powcrful-throated A-20 alights on thc runway here
this morning and is followed by two bird-like P-39s. Thus
Lts. Powell, Morgan, Finch and Downie, S/Sgt. Doyne
Townsend, and Pfc's Grimes and Gillies arrive here at
Youks, look around apprehensively, fully expect an air raid
any minute!

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 14

Two extremely successful attack-reconnaissance missions
(Lts. Killian, Pitts, and Kelsey) today result in severe dam-
age to eight trucks and one half track.

—
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Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 15

In our one mission of the day (Lts. Schwab, Mayse, Kel-
scy), an attack in the vicinity of Sbeitla, Lt. Kelsey is
slightly injured by the flak from an enemy gun post which
our planes effectively strafe and silence.

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 17

Major Dyas, Lts. Killian, Anstine, Pitts, Hilliker, Mayse,
Kelsey, Schwab, Howard and Finch amass an impressive
claim total this day: destroyed—2 tanks, 8 trucks, 25 per-
sonncl; damaged—! wmedium tank, 2 half tracks and B
trucks. All of our planes return to basc and two ships
arc marked as “slightly damaged.”

Pfe. Clifton Akers is today promoted to CORPORAL.

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 18

Just after dawn this morning, our alert crews watch four
Squadron P-39's (Lts. Piuts, Slagle, Powell, and Whitwell)
head for the Sbeitla area. No troop concentrations are
sighted by our airmen and all planes return to base.

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 20

“Looks as though they’re building up for something,” is
the terse news which Major Dyas and Lt. Pius bring back
from a mission over the Kasserine-Tebessa area.

Conversation becomes low and forced as the news comes
in that Rommel continues his thrust through the Kasserine
Pass and is rapidly spearheading toward nearby Thala and
Tebessa. The low-lying clouds and persistent bad weather
lead our pilots to fervently wish, “if we could enly hit at
those bastards, and NOW!"

As a heavy rain falls on our mudded camp tonight, we
gather in the Intelligence-Operations tent and Major Dyas
calmly explains the working of “Plan B,” an evacuation
procedure. Later, we grope back to our tents, fully expect-
ing to be rooted out of bed at any hour of the night with
the words, “let’s go; we're evacuating.”

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 21

Heavy rain this afternoon prevents the completion of our
one and only mission scheduled for the day. The ground
situation has not improved and yet therc is no more talk
of “Plan B.” . . . It is rumored that, with the exception
of the few control personnel, we are the only ones left on
the field! “They say we couldn't get out even if the Ger-
mans overran the field! No trucks!!”

A gutteral-voiced “Captain Crawford” calls up on our
field telephone today, asks about the fire power of and num-
ber of guns on our planes. After he is questioned as to
who he is and why he wants this information, there is a
click on the other end of the wire and then no further
voice. “Our wires have been tapped,” is the general con-
clusion of Intelligence.

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb, 22

A jeep crosses the steel-matted runway, then heads for
our Intelligence-Operations tent.  Capt. McKinney steps
gingerly over the mudded-earth stairs leading down to the
Intelligence tent.  All this while, calls for those on the alert
echo through camp and soon a group of pilots stands before
the briefing map. Capt. McKinney begins the briefing—

“an all-out drive has been started to drive Rommel from -

his positions in the Kasserine Pass; herc are our missions.”
(The details of the areas to be covered, and the cnemy con-
centrations to be reported on are given and these points
checked by pilots on their individual maps). Within a few
minutes, the briefing is over and our pilots (Major Dyas,
Lis. Killian, Pitts, Howard, Kelscy, Mayse, Whitwell, Hill-
iker, Morgan, Slagle, Anstine, Schwab, Finch and Powell)
streak up the carth-stairs to the high ground outside of the
revetted Intelligence tent, jump into a mud-spatiercd jecp
and arc driven off toward their planes. .. . Almost an hour
later, these planes return.

Onc is missing. Lt Hilliker,

“too cager,” is shot down as hc presses a sccond attack
over an Axis motor convoy. . . . During this day of opera-
tions, our pilots fly a total of 17 sorties over the critical
Kasserine arca and, despite the difficulty of strafing enemy
targets in the narrow valleys of this sector, claim three
tanks destroyed, ten trucks and two trailers damaged. That
these operations are all completed as requested is a tribute
not only to our airmen (1 Officer per plane; 14 planes),
but also to our ground personnel (1 crew chicf, 1 armorer
per plane; plus 1 Intelligence Officer, 3 cooks and 2 radio-
men)., This is a “record day” in many respects.

Late this afternoon, the sky begins to clear and far off
from thc west comes the steady drone of heavy planes.
Soon, wave after wave of bombers pass over our upturned
faces and a spine-tingling thrill ices our whole being. Even
now, the information which our pilots garnered in this
morning’s missions might well be dictating the targets for
the bombers above. We arc on the offensive at last!

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 23

Li. Schwab will not soon forget this day. Making a
crash landing at Thelepte, he “claims” onc P-39 and a
herd of sheep!

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 24

Late this morning, the sky is filled with the deep droning
of transports which slowly and casually circle the ficld, then
softly settle down on the runway and disgorge their loads
of cquipment-burdened soldiers, The 154th is a complete
Squadron once more.

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—Feb. 28

The Axis, being constantly hammered from the air and
on land, is now paving for the slaughter of Kasserine. Mean-
while, the 8th Army (British) approaches ncar the Mareth
Line and overnight Rommel must divide his forces between
two threats—the British in the south, and the Americans,
British and French in the west.

MARCH, 1943
Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—March 1
Promotions to PRIVATE FIRST CLASS are announced
today for Max Goldberg and Robert Huey.

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—March 3

Major William Adams is today officially attached to our
Squadron as head of the already operating Photo Wing;
Pvts. Alter and Anderberg are assigned to our Communica-
tions Section; promoted to FIRST LIEUTENANT: War-
ren A. Beason, Supply Officer.

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—March 7

Rain and mud of a sticky gumminess continue to keep
our planes grounded; walking around the ditches and
gullies in camp and keeping clean are the main problems
of the day. Towards this last end, our truck deposits a
group of us cach day at the ancient Roman baths in the
nearby town of Youks. And with seven men in a five-foot-
square pool, the fun begins!

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—March 8

More promotions are announced this day: Lts. Anderson,
Adetl, Traylor, Tyler, and Dubois to FIRST LIEUTEN-
ANT; 1st Lis. Whitwell, Killian, and Pitts to CAPTAIN.

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—March 9
The following pilots are attached to our Squadron: Capt.

Routh, ist Lts. Peck, Gentzler, Hearrel, Osborne, Gates,
Nutzel, Wilder, and 2nd Lt. Randerson.

The rains come again carly tonight and make of our
camp a brown, gooey pudding of mud. In the far reaches
of the night, hands fall languidly from the sides of slecping
hodies and plop into the ever-rising water. And then the
shouting starts—"quick! Get up! Wc're flooded!” Thus,
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in the pitch blackness, many are rootcd out of bed, quickly
gather up their sodden belongings and drag them to higher
ground. Scveral tents, pitched in the gullics, have decp
streams running right through them! Down in the En-
gincering tent on the linc and in the Mess teat in camp,
the “homeless” congregate and try to dry off. Cook stoves
arc lighted up and the disposscssed, wrapped in blankets
and shifting from onc wct foot to another, wait miscrably
for morning to come.

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—March 10

This morning, bright, brilliant and blue, would deny
any such deluge which we experienced but a few hours ago.
Many men spend the day drying out almost cverything they
own. Even Personncl rccords and payroll money are vic-
tims of the rain!

Youks Les Bains, Algeria, N. Africa—March 12
We bhegin to make ready for a move.

Cf;oizsoa/e fjen

Thelepte Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa—March 13

After o bumpy GI truck ride over winding mountain
roads and across vast, barren plains, we arrive at the re-
cently Genmnan-occupied airficld of Thelepte.  As dusk is
alrcady coming on, we hurriedly pitch our pup tents in any
available spot and eat a C-ration supper. By this time,
darkness has driven in over the ficld and we seck refugs
in the only things possiblc—our tent and slccp.

Thelepte Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa—March 14

In the light of another day, we take a good look at onr
new base, and find it to be a flat, scrub-covered arca sct
below a three-quarter ring of far away mountains, On the
alert for booby traps, we search around for souvenirs among
the pits and holes on the ficld and greatly prize the German
and Iwlian photographs, letters and books left behind in
the recent hatle for the ficld.

As we arc surveying the decep pits of our sections-to-be,
a strange “wong—wong—wong" rends the air. Suddenly,
somecone crics, “duck! It's ‘Jerry'! At once, we hit the
ground, press into the walls of a nearby pit and stare up
at the underbellies of the black-crossed machines which
swoop low over the ficld. The air thunders and is torn by
screechings. A dcep, dull thud shakes the carth. Machine
guns drum dully, constantly. But within a few minutes,
the raiders pass over and only the sound of two delayed
action' bombs disturbs the peace which flows in again over
the field. . . . Threc times more they come during the
day. Late this aftcrnoon, we watch grimly as a JC-88
crashes into a mountain in the west.

Bad news is rclayed back to camp carly today. Laving
wire outside of camp this morning, our Communications

jecp has run over a German land mine. In the resulting
cxplosion, T/Sgt. Clarence Leonard is most  seriously
wounded in the leg, while Sgt. Toscano, Cpls. Russell and
Golba rcceive minor cuts and bruises and a scvere shaking
up. Sgt. Leonard is at oncc removed to a ncarby ficld
hospital where his condition is said to be “nonc too good.”
Pieces of metal and ball bearings from the inside of the
minc are later brought hack to camp and examined closcly
and we arrive at a new idea of the German destructive mind.

Thelepte Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa—March 15

By now, most of our sections arc sct up underground.
Medics, Intelligence-Operations, Mess, Headquarters-Per-
sonncl, and the Engincering Officc all function from pits
already found here on the ficld. Over these pits, we stretch
lumber, tin or canvas, then a camouflage coating of carth.

Lts. Howard, Hecarrcl, Slagle, and Nutzel arc airbournc
today on gencral reconnaissance over the Gafsa-El Guettar
arca; mission accomplished without incident.

Thelepte Airfield, Tunisia, N. Alrica—March 16

The awakening of our camp ciach morning ix a strange
sight. Onc by onc, likc moles, we come out of our undcr-
ground dugouts, stretch, and then urinate . . . misted, sun-
glazed figures sending up steam-flowers wherever man-
streams strike the cold caked earth,

Between missions which cover the well-defended Galsa
scetor, we continue work on the digging of cur homes-to-be.

" Qut of the earth itsclf, we fashion the basis for beds, tablcs,

and shelves, cover the top over with planks, mecwal and
dirt, then move in.

Undergoing a successful amputation operation, Sgt. Clar-
ence Leonard is now pronounced *“‘well out of danger.” To
the news that he will be going home soon, soldicrs answer
definitcly, “he’ll get along!”

“Tomorrow is the big day.” . . . Around the map in the
Intclligence pit tonight, under the bright glarc of an un-
shaded light bulb, Major Adams reveals the details of the
coming Allicd drive on Gafsa, Maknassy and Scncd, Colonel
Biden, of the British 8th Army and now Liaison Oflicer with

. our Squadron, speaks assuredly and with cold-faced calm

to our pilots, tells them that “at this very moment, troops
of the Bth Army are infiltrating slowly behind the defenses
of the Mareth Line.”

A light rain falls tonight, but how diffcrent is our oul-
look from that when the rain pounded down on us al
Youks and wc werc on the point of cvacuating. Our own
heavy tanks and armored vehicles grind over the road all
day long, and the noisc of their treads still fills our hearing
as we slip off into sleep.

Thelepte Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa—March 17

Although the weather scems to have greyly conspired -to
thwart our all-out offensive, six missions arc airbournc teday
(Major Dyas, Capt. Pitts, Lts. Billups, Randerson, Mar-
quette, Fricdman, Routh, Gates, Osborne, Maysc and Ken-
ner). “Activity in the Gafsa-Maknassy arca grows more
intense with the passing of time,” report our pilots.

YOUKS LES BAINS, ALGERIA. . . . Our cooks set up shop. ... Work detail (Harold Zynda, Swayne Whitehead, Eugene
Gerig, John Waters, Charles Girola, Walter Lee, Edward Lipka, Andrew Orsini, Harold Austin) digs chin-kigh fox-
holes as a protection ageinst enemy raiders. . . . A4 “scab-headed” Buddy Diemer at chow. . . . Intelligence Officer,

Capt. Don McKinney, Commanding Officer, Major John Dy
highly-prized status board. . . . Fred Burke and Bernard Ho

as, and Operations Officer, Lt. Joseph Whitwell stand before
Istegge shake out money sodden by the night's deluge

(note mud on shoes and pants); Norman Geekie and Jerry LaBanchi to rear. . . . Percy Moon digs a foxhole. . . .
Camp on the morning after the “big flood.” . . . (Below) John Russell salvages his belongings from his now water-

filled “home.” .
rot Photo trailer. . .

.. Personnel cleans up after the heavy rain. ... Entrance to a dugout. . . . Walter Lee before Squad-
. {Below) Squadron Pilots, Lts. Alfred
ard “plan a major operation!” . . . John Sigler plies his trad
Panorama at chow time. . . . Squadron Pilots: Lts. Anstine,

Schwab, Verne Kelsey, Francis Killian, and Jack How-

e under sunny skies; Fred Higdon is the “patient.” . . .

Mayse, Finch, Pitts, Howard, Killian, Monthei, Whitwell,

Dubose, Slaple, Morgan, Major Dyas (Squadron Commanding Officer), Lts. Schwab, Kelsey, McMath (Photo) and

Snyder (Medical). . . . Eugene McKenna surveys the “pide open spaces” of Youks. . .. Crew chief John Newton

pre-fights a Squadron P-39, . .. (Bottom, 2nd from left) Albert Raper dourly surveys the flooded scene. . .. “Woody”

McArthur does some housecleaning. . . . Stanislaw Kij poses after a day of KP! . .. At dusk solitary camp guard is
silhoutted against the setting sun. ’
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Thelepte Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa—March 19

After a one-day lay-off due to weather, we resume opera-
tions today and Lts. Finch, Powell, Morgan, Monthei,
Routh, Gates, Osborne, Mayse, Gentzler, Kenner, Peck and
Wilder complete all missions without incident. “A notice-
able enemy concentration still in the Gafsa-Maknassy area.”

Thelepte Airficld, Tunisia, N. Africa~March 20

A total of seven missions {Lts. Mayse, Osborne, Routh,
Gentzler, Randerson, Friedman, Maj. Adams, Capt. Pits,
Lts. Monthei, Powell, Anstine, Morgan and 5/Sgt. Myers)
have been run at day's end and our pilots are becoming well
acquainted with the area around El Guettar, ironically
dubbed “Happy Valley.”

Qut of the hospital and back to our Squadron comes
S/Sgt. William Roseberry, almost fatally wounded during
a recent enemy air raid on the town of Youks les Bains.

Thelepte Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa—March 21

Allied bombers and fighters continue to roar over all day
long and fill the air with their menacing thunder and power-
ful promise. Small and black against the blue sky, the
escorting “Spits” weave and swoop like coy, young brood

_around the onward-pressing formations of the castbound

heavies. We watch and wait. . . .

Three photo-recon. and two attack missions comprise the
day’s operational activity and Major Dyas, Capt. Whitwell,
S/Sgt. McFarland, Lts. Billups, Utesch, Wilder, Howard,
Nutzel, Slagle, Kelsey, Hearrel, and Randerson pile up a
record score: 10 trucks destroyed; a 7?5mm field piece, 6
trucks and a supply dump damaged.

Promotions announced this day: to STAFF SERGEANT
—Jeflerson Ruck, Donald Still, Orville Stolnack, Leo Tun-
nell; to SERGEANT-—Harold Austin, Harry Chiles, Selmer
Clark, Charles Hill, Gunnar Janson, Richard Fichtner, Ed-
ward Harris, Joseph Lynch, James Lodge, Herman Stein-
born, Mahlon Sweet, Elwood Travers; to CORPORAL—
Bill Goodner, Frederick Gillies, Briney Golba, Ross Grimes,
William Hall, Robert Halboth, John Hood, Paul Kahanic,
Norbert Raddatz, Edward Sutton, Robert Scales, Eugenc
Gerig, Erwin Bell.

Thelepte Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa—March 22

A total of seven missions (Lts. Schwab, Hearrel, Kelsey,
Nutzel, Howard, Slagle, Friecdman, Randerson, Marquette,
Billups, S/Sgt. Myers, Lt. Utesch, Major Dyas, Capt. Whit-
well) wing out over enemy territory and find Axis troops
well entrenched and protected in the ridges around El
Guettar. Photos of the major German airdrome at Kairouan
are obtained without incident.

Our first rations in many a weck are brought into camp
today and we gratefully receive five packs of American
cigarettes and some candy fruit drops.

Thelepte Airficld, Tunisia, N. Africa—March 23
Capt. Don W. McKinncy leaves our Squadron this day
for duties with the XIT Air Support Command; in his place
as Intelligence Officer comes brisk Capt. Edwin O. Waters.
Qur planes completc a total of twelve missions during
the day and Lts. Morgan, Monthei, Fricdman, Routh, Gatcs,
Peck, Gentzler, Osborne, Randerson, Schwab, Kenner and

§/Sgt. McFarland observe heavy blankets of smoke rising
from the town of Maknassy, a sector over which dur bombers
have been unusually active.

Thelepte Airficld, Tunisia, N. Africa—March 24

Three photo and two attack-recon. missions {Lts. Fried-
man, Howard, Slagle, Kelsey, S/Sgt. Myers, Lts. Schwab,
Kenner, Marquette, Utesch, Billups and S/Sgt. McFarland)
comprise the day’s activitics. From the last mission, Lt.
Marquette does not return . . . “he was turning south from
Mezzouna the last time we saw him. ... "

Thelepte Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa==March 25

Capt. Delapp and Lt. Anstine are up on the only mission
of the day, this in the heavily defended Dj. Chemsi-Mez-
zouna area.

Thelepte Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa—March 26

Three attack and two photo missions are completed with-
out incident by Lts. Finch, Powell, Capts. Whitwell, Pitts,
Lts. Kenner, Morgan, Wilder, Friedman, and S/Sgt. Myers.

Thelepte Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa—March 27

The areas of Sbeitla, Kairouan, Faid Pass, Mezzouna and
Gafsa are given good coverage this day by Major Dyas,
L. Slagle, Kelsey, Wilder, Friedman, Kenner and Capt.
Killian.

From dawn until dusk here at Thelepte, our planes, pilots
and crewmen are on the alert for any missions which the
XII Air Support Command in Feriana may request. Tele-
type operators sit in the Operations-Intelligence pit 24
hours a day. With the clicking of the keys, our Opera-
tions Officer, Capt. Whitwell, impaticntly scaris the names
on the alert board and awaits the completed mission re-
quest. From the full message, Capt. Waters, our Intelli-
gence Officer, briefs the pilots, has them take a last look at
the flak map. All within a short time, our pilots are in
a jeep, then in the air. With their going, the tension of
preparation loosens and crewmen and pilots not on the
alert scatter over the field and relax, some starting a
game of volley ball before the Operations-Intelligence pit.
« . . Only with the drone of the returning planes does cvery-
thing once more take on a somewhat strained tone. We
search the skies and carcfully count the planes. Some days
a ship or ships do not return and on the faces in Opera-
tions, on the line, and in camp appears that strange mixture
of resignation and hope. Never was there a sweeter sound
than that of a plane which straggles back long after the
mission has been completed and all hope abandoned. On
their return to base, our pilots are interrogated and the
mission report immecdiately teletyped to the XII Air Sup-
port Command Headquarters. Here the information is
evaluated, then fingered out to varicus key points. And as
night comes on in camp, a more casual spirit takes over.
Pilots gather together in their underground quarters and
talk over the day’s missions. Crewmen bemoan the troubles
on the line and the lack of mail. The days pass and arc
without identity. We do whatever is rcquested and have a
strange sensc of passive timelessness.

Thelepte Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa—March 28
From our first attack-recon. mission this morning, Lt

THELEPTE AIRFIELD, TUNISIA. ... Aftermath of an enemy raid on our field: one A-20 is kit and burns fiercely.
CApril 5, 1943). . . . Interior of underground Dispensary. . . . Typical two-man “home” dug down in the earth. . . .

Squadron Officers (Lt. Schwab, Capt. Pitts, Lt. Osborne, Mejor Dyas,

Waters, Capt. Snyder) arrive at Thelepte. .
Randerson “caught in the act!” .

——, (seated) Lt. Finch, Capt.

e. ... Moses Ross performs an open air job on Joseph Abernethy. . . . Lt.
. . Allied bombers circle over our field prior to heading out for Axis targets in the

east. . . . Our Medical Officer, Capt. Frank Snyder, pens a letter at the entrance to his underground Dispensary. . . .
Entry to one man’s living quarters. . . . The Photo Section jeep with special camera rack. . . . In the path of sweep-

ing winds, hardy Squadron members take a cold shower! . .

. “One aircraft is damaged” (Capt. Eugene Pitts is the

“lucky” pilot). . . . Squadron Commander, Major John Dyas, runs up a newly assigned P-38. . . . More damage in-
flicted by Azis air raiders on April 5, 1943. . . . (Below) An A-20 of the neighboring 47th Bomb Group takes off from

our field. ..

. “Birdlike” English “Spitfires” circle above our Engineering end line area before escorting the heavy

bombers over enemy lines.
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KORBA LANDING GROUND, CAP BON, N, AFRICA

Reading this message, one man remarks, “it will bz damn
good 10 go to bed tonight and not have to worry about an
cnemy planc!”

Cpl. Raming rtoday transfers to the 13th Communica-
tions Command.

Le Sers Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa—May 12

Except for the excitement of watching our new Officers
check out on the P-51 this morning, all is sultry and quict.
As the last pocket of enemy resistance above Zaghouan is
clecaned up, our “bombline” is no more. All in all, we are

in a period of lull, 10 some welcome, but to most of us
not to be desired.

Le Sers Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa—May 13

“Well, it’s all over.” This, says the BBC, is the tone of
all correspondents who fide their last dispatches from the
North African Theatre of Operations. The “Tunisian
Bridgehcad,” which the diaries of German soldiers said
“must be held at all costs,” is only a memory. Axis propa-
ganda becomes ever wilder and more incoherent and warns
us of the “hot reception” which awaits us on the continent.
Where now, we wonder? .

Those men who return from a trip to Tunis have much
to tell. “The city itself is hardly touched, but the docks
and airports are one mass of twisted wreckage. . . . The
Italiuns are not friendly at all and say that ‘Mussolini will
rcturn and re-take the city!” . . . An American woman
stopped us on the street, excused herself saying that she
had just wanted to talk to some one from her own coun-
try. ‘It's been a long time,’ she added wistfully. . . . We
were about the only Americans there, and what a wel-
come they gave us! . . . The roads leading out of Tunis
arc glutted with Axis prisoners. Some are even driving
their own trucks! . . . The best time I've had sincc I left
the States! . . . Flynn had his hair cut by an Italian barber,
but on hearing that the ‘sons of Mussolini’ were nonc too
fricndly, decided against a shave!"

“Strictly GI" is the title of the stage show which is given
for our Squadron tonight here on the field and, oddly
enough, it is an Arab who is the hit of the night. Egged
on by our cncouragement, a swarthy-faced Arab steps from
the sidelines, ties his robe around his waist, and then swings
into a dance which is a combination of jitterbug, can.can,
and hula! We howl] for more, but “Abdul,” breathless and
grinning, had given his all for the Allied cause!

Lec Sers Airficld, Tunisia, N. Africa—May 14

“War is ninety per cent waiting.” Our camp, at present,
is a living proof of this statement. A tour from onc scc-
tion to another finds small groups of men arguing some
world problem or just practicing the fine art of sitting,
waiting and observing. On the whole, we have the equiva-
lent of spring fever and like the nomadic Arabs will be glad
to be on the move again.

Promotions posted this day: to CORPORAL—Alvin Haf-

ley, Robert Gradoville; to PRIVATES FIRST CLASS—
Jack Booth and Joseph Delancy.

Le Sers Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa=—May 17

More impressions of a two-day visit to Tunis: the color-
ful French band playing in the city promenade . . . British
and more British. . . . The crowds of people begging for
food around our truck. The furious scramble for any dis-
carded bit of food or candy. One wrinkle-faced woman
fighting and kicking to drive young kids away from a fallen

of ruin; a large Arab mozque laid low and its round don
cracked open Jike a huge egg shell. . . . On the way

Carthage, piles of wwisted, swastika-marked planes. . .
Carthage itself with its leveled yellowing ruins, ancie
amphithcatre and lions’ den. "It wax a sweall visit, Iy
it'’s good to get “home’ again!”

Le Sers Airfield, Tunisia, N. Africa—May 19

Farly this morning, the greater part of the Squadrc
breaks camp here in Le Scrs and, in trucks piled high wit
personnel and cquipment, rolls northeasiward to our ne
base at Korba, on the Cap Bon Peninsula. . . . : A numb
of pilots and scveral ground erews remain behind here .

5;915500,/8 fjéirfeer.

Korba Landing Ground, Cap Bon, N. Africa—May 19

As we ride in trucks over the road to Korba, great whi
und brown dust clouds swirl around the vehicles and grir
right into our skin. All along the way, we pass Britit
prison lorries loaded down with glum looking Germar
and Italians. To the cast of Tunis, we gape at a hu
prison camp—two large fields circled around with barbe
wirc and clotted with Axis prisoners as far as the cye c3
sce. Not far from here, we gain our first glimpse of 1}
Mediterranean, truly a sea of blue.

Reaching Korba after five hours on the road, we fin
those who have come up on the advance echelon all spor
ing Axis guns, motorcycles, rifles, iron crosses and camera
“Souvenir, Joe?!”

Korba Landing Ground, Cap Bon, N. Africa—May 20

Early this morning, a good part of the camp piles out i
jeeps, weapons carriers, trailers—anything that moves—an
heads along the roads of the Cap Bon Peninsula on 2
all-out souvenir hunt. Lugars, motoreycles, Italian an
German rifles, diaries and iron crosses are but a part ¢
the day’s loot. After an invigorating swim in the jad
green waters of the Mcditerrancan, we head back to cam

Korba Landing Ground, Cap Bon, N. Africa—May 21

More souvenir hunting, more rific practice, more swin
ming and more sunburns!

Indecision as to what part we will play in future oper:
tions keeps the other half of our Squadron at Le¢ Sers an
Capt. Whitwell, acting as Liaison Officer for the scaticre
halves of the 154th, pays us a brief flying visit.

Lt. Irwin Potts is declared the winner in the long-delaye
opening of the “Tunisian Sweepstakes” entries. His date-
May 15; his wallet—full!

Korba Landing Ground, Cap Bon, N. Africa—May 24

All is sultry and quiet this morning and then the air
filled with the black silhoucttes of our plancs from Le Ser
A few minutes later, our pilots come swarming upon u
this time to stay,

The other half of our Squadron is now wending its wi
toward this basc by truck, only to be greeted on its arriv.
by the old familiar phrase, “wc’rc moving again!”
Korba Landing Ground, Cap Bon, N. Africa—May 25

News of the untimely death of Lt. Col. Fordyce shocl

icce of candy. . . . Visiting the shops and listening to the whole camp. As former Commanding Officer 9[ t
rhc clerks whi.sypcr to one ano?hcr—“Ampcsricain ou Ang%ais? ?8'!1 G]r oup i he was Wd.l k?‘ow; to amoﬂ of us and his lo
Americain—ah!” . . . Well-dressed young girls and women is keenly felt by man): n the Squa ron.. .
turning the cyes of all who passt . .. The loud jabbering Lt. Robert Morgan joins those rare beings who are Unite
and rooster-crowing of a morning in the city. . . . Long States-bound.
lines waiting before the banks 10 exchange German manu- The sirocco stirs up the whole camp and threatens
factured money. . . . / A breczy trip to the docks, onc shambles make us “airbourne” any minute.
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NOUVION AIRFIELD, ALGERIA, N. AFRICA

out of the sun and peppering the ground with their machine
guns and then letting fall their eggs.” Onc of the men
caught in this raid comments slowly, “ had two fricd cgas
in my mess kit . . . saw the plancs acoming . .. my mess
kit went one way and I went the other . . . you know, when
that raid were over, I warn't hungry at all'” . . . From
another man: “no onc was hurt, but it surec was a helpless
fecling; just laying therc fAat on the ground; no foxhole,
no nothing!”

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—June 13

As of this date, we are to be known as the 154TH
RECONNAISSANCE Squadron.

While we sit on the rocky incline above the airficld
tonight and watch the movie, “Tortilla Flat,” the sky is
filled with the red and grecen marker-lights of Allicd trans-
port plancs which take off and land here on our field. There
is a sensc of powerful promisc in the heat-charged air. . . .

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—]June 15

2nd Lts. George Clark and James Glanville join our
Squadron Flying ORicers today.

A heavy heat and an oppressive torpor put a filmy glue
on the physical as well as the inental outlook here and the
past week has gonc by in a scrics of risings into warm, life-
less mornings, spending the day dispatching practice mis-
sions, and always sweating profuscly under the hot lid of
canvas. At dusk, many of us just sit and watch the rib-
boned sunset, remzin motionless until darkness creeps in
again, then slowly head for our bunk. . . .

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—June 16

(Salamandrc) . . . In the deorway of the “Bar de Criquc.”
a small cafe set on the seashore of the ncarby town of Sala-
mandre, the proprictors “Mama” and “Papa™ wave their
hands inclusively and cry the French cquivalent of “it’s all
yours!” . . . No little credit for the successful Officers’” dance
whiclv follows is duc to Lis. Weil, Andcrson, Ammcerman and
Keltner; to our cooks, John Goin, Virgil Snoddy, Robert
Huey and John Grochowski; and to our impromptu har-
tender, “Pop” Ross and his helper, “Willic” Hall. Mid-
night comcs and goes and the Bar de Crique slowly empties.
“Papa,” barefooted and sleepy-cyed, sidles up and asks,
“tous contents?”  (Is cveryone happy?} And the answer
comcs, “oui, tres contents!”  (Yes, very happy!)

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Junc 17

Promotions announced: to STAFF/SERGEANT—Tor-
rest B. Clark; to CORPORAL--Kenneth Gunter and
Michacl Skuba.

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N, Africa—=June 18

Even before the sun rises this morning, pilots and crew-
men cagerly await the first mission of our onc day “invasion
mancuver,” to be run in co-operation with Fifth Army land
activitics, The high-pitched “dit-da.da”™ coming from the
radio trailer vibrates busily into the warm air of carly
morning and finally, about (930 hours, thc first miwion
requcst comes through. Al morning long, and during the
carly afternoon, the requests of ground commanders for
rceonnaissance of ceriain arcas ncar Arzew come in. Here
on the beaches where we landed last November, our pilot«
can scc Allied troops streaming in to attack mock villages
and then advance inland. About 1600 hours, we rcceive
a radiocd mcessage—"the war’s over; everyone off the alert!”
. . . Final reports say that our pilots camc through “loud
and clear” and were right on the dot for almost cvery
mission,

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—June 21

Evcry afternoon, a heavy GI truck sputters before Head-
quarters, then roars out powerfully toward the magic day-
off goal, “town.” Somctimes it is Mostaganem—a rom-
paratively clean city with its watery ice cream, few restaur-

ants, chic mademoiseiles, sidewalk cafes and bars where
can sit. drink and 1alk in the slow boulevard style, anc
Red Cross with its reading rooms and coffee and do
nuts. . . . Other days, it is Relizane, a predominantly .
town with its small cafes and stores which closc for
greater part of the afternoon, thus forcing the visiio
walk the streets or head for the Red Cross. Lcaving
town, the truck stops nightly before a large white-
building, takes on a few morc joyousz passcngers then h
back to base.

Nouvion Airficld, Algeria, N. Africa—]June 23
Climbing aboard a B-25 this afternoon, Cpl. Roon

Pvts. West and Fleischer head for their new dutics

the North African Training Cominand Headquarters.

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—June 24

Early this cvening, three trucks loaded down with sh
and sleck Squadron members grind up to a stop beforc
Mostaganem Red Cross and the rush is on!  For
thythm-packed hours, we waltz, conga, and jittcrbug
dark-haircd, coy-smiling Freach girls. Not since Eng
have many of ux been to a dance, and we stand arc
grinning from car to car, tapping our fect in rhythn
the tantalizing music, and clapping enthusiastically as
morc cncergetic jitterbugs swing around the floor. All &
and styles of dancing are 1o he scen: Toscanos “c
glide; *Pop™ Ross” solid jitterbugging; Tom Har
merry-go-round jump; Boflie Sims’ torrid swing and s
and Ross Grimes’ floating waltz. . . . Amid a bubt
warmth which rides with us on the way back to camp
agrce that “of such things morale is made!”

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—June 25

S/8gt. Sheflicld and Sgt. Rice leave our Squadron
day 10 join the Bomber Training Command, now statit
ncar Casablanca.

Capt. Clifton B. Hinkel is today transferred to the M
terrancan Air Transport Command.

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—June 30

After three days during which threatening weather
vents all operations, we cnjov a Squadron holiday, this :
it compact and metropolitan Oran. At about 1230 he
four truck loads of us are loosed upon the city and we }
in any and all directions. Many visit the huge the
whercin the Red Cross is spaciously housed; stand on
cliff-like hills above the harbor and gaze down at the t
ship-luden port protected by a ring of. silver barrage
loons; drink “not so bad” beer in sidewalk cafes; joyo
cve the “wcll-dressed,” “‘well-stacked” French girls
pass by; walk the streets and are pestercd (sometimes
cessfully) by grimy kids repecating, “wanna eat? . . . wa
girl?” . . . Only with dusk coming on over the city
our arms loaded down with melons, vegetables and
venirs, do we climb into awaiting trucks and go spee
back t0 cump. |

On our rcturn tonight, the BBC newscaster reports »
clear, confident and also mcnacing promise . . . “be
the leaves of autumn fall, there will be great battles ra;
in the Mediterranean.” (Winston Churchill}.

JULY, ]
Nouvion Airficld, Algeria, N, Africa~—~]July 1
We loxe an old Squadron member to the 68th Res
naissance Group as 2nd Li. Joseph Stanley, with a visi
a liaison ship still in his cyes, leaves our Squadron
dutics thus far undcfined.

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—July 4
Long-time Master Sergcant and First Sergeant of

unit, 2nd Lt. “Bernie” Holstegge departs this morning
points and dutics not as vet known.
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Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Aug. 17

Highlighting the past few weeks during which we have
run interminable formation and gunnery flights, the dra.
matic news of the complete Allied victory in Sicily Aashes
over the radio at 5:30 PM tonight. Anxious eves already
look toward the coasts of Europe.

Nouvion Airficld, Algeria, N. Africa—Aug. 23

2nd Lis. William Thomas and Bruce Cobb augment our
growing pilots’ roster and no time is lost in acquainting
them with our training program.

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Aug. 28

Long before dawn this morning, our camp suddenly comes
to lifc. Orange blisters of light begin to glow from cvery
barracks. The faint light of day has not yet appearcd as
we stand on the field and around the Operations tower and
wait for the first reconnaissance mission which Fifth Army
Mancuver commandcrs might wish to schedule. At morn-
ing’s end, four missions (20 sortics) have been completed
and then comes the briel message, “mancuver completed.”

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Aug. 31

Sgt. Charlie Hill of our Engincering Scction comes saunter-
ing in late this afternoon on his return from a four-day teip
to the recently conquered island of Sicity. Plagued with
qucstions, Charlie tclls of the spacious city of Palermo, the
impressive ruggedness of the northern country, and finally
of the-rubble which was once Messina. . . . “You could sce
the Italian mainland just across the way,” states Charlie
enthusiastically.

. SEPTEMBER, 1943
Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Sent. 1

Reconnaissance missions continue to fill the morning hours
and the photos taken beforchand over the target are proving
a spur to more detailed and accurate observation.

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Sept. 3

At 6:30 PM this night, the BBC interrupts its regular
program to announce—“"ITALY HAS SURRENDERED
UNCONDITIONALLY!" At the time this news comes
over the radio, the line is almost deserted, but from those
few men working on the ficld comes the wind-borne shouting
. . . “have you heard? Italy’s surrendered! Yes, God-
dammit; it’s truc! . . . Opinion in camp runs wild and
“weak” resistance and a “‘quick” occupation of the Italian
mainland are predicted by many. In the “Bar de Coin”
tonight, many a toast is raised to the event of the day and
to a quick end to the war.

The radio flash that “Allied troops have gained a foot-
hold at Salerno,” on the main southwestern coast of Italy,
comes over the BBC latc tonight and our optimism is
sobered by the grim tales of the bloody see-saw struggle
which our troops arc putting up for this first Italian bridge-
head.

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Sept. 9

Reconnaissance and pheto-strip missions occupy the momn-
ing hours and then the heat calls a halt to all but the daily
“milk run” for mail.

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Sept. 11

.It is announced by Major Whitwell that on the dates of
Scptember 13th and 14th this Squadron will participate in
a “mock air-ground war.” One part of the Squadron will
be based at 80 miles distant Orleansville airfield; the second
part will remain at Nouvion. From these two points, wc
will run counter-reconnaissance and simulated strafing and
photo missions, thus putting to practical use all the training
flights of the past three months.

Orleansville Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Sept. 12
After a windy 80 mile ride through unusually verdant

country, punctuated now and then by the almost stamped-
out quality of small French-Amb towns, a part of our Squad-
ron arrives at the Orleansville Airficld mancuver grounds.
Pyramidel tents are soon pitched in a wooded glade several |
miles distant from the airficld and shortly after noon, we
pull out cans of C-rations and rcluctantly dig in. . . . In
the oven-searing heat of the afterncon, we ride from our
cool, trce-shaded campsite to the airficld, three miles dis-
tant.  With a cactus patch as our cover. we set up Opcera-
tions, Intelligence, Engincering, Armament and Radio Secc-
tions under its natural camoutlage and chuckle all the while
between repeated boasts of, “they'll never find us here;
NEVER! After all is sct up ready for operation, we ridye
back to camp through nature’s oven and hope that it will
be “at least comfortably hot™ by tomorrow. To bed beside
an old wall-¢nclosed French cemetery. The heat still lingers,
but is broken now and then by a leaf-shuffling whisper.

Orleansville Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Sept. 13

At 0515 hours this morning, the cry of “all out!” breaks
sharply on our cars and a half hour later, we load onto
trucks, jeeps, and weapons carricrs and leave our camp arca
for the airficld.  After turning up two wrong roads and
humping violently cross-country, we finally get on the right
track. Just at dawn we arrive at the cactus-patch operations
arca.” Less than an hour later, our first “war” mission ix
dispatched to the “enemy™ airdrome at Nouvion. . . . At
day’s end, we have run a total of 18 missions and for the
“loss” of five of our plancs, claim the “destruction” of five
“enemy” P-39's and onc P-38.

Nouvion Airficld, Algeria, N. Africa—Sept. 13

Qur first reconnaissance mission up at 0650 hours this
morning, we add yet another 19 before dusk closes in and
claim 27 “enemy” P-39’s “destroved” for the *probable loss”
of one of our own P-39s. A sct of “Walkie Talkic’s” spotted
on the hills surrounding our ficld and wamning our tower
of any approaching aircraft proves to be our “sceret weapon,”
as vet undiscovered by the “cnemy.”

Orleansville Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Sept. 14

From 0650 hours until 1840 hours, we send upaa totat
of 14 reconnaissance, attack and photo missions into the
threatening skies. During mid-morning operations, our
“motorized commandos,” led by Lt. Dinker and Sgt. Rai-
ford, return from their night *'ground attack” on Nouvion
Airfield and hold in tow a pctulant Lt. McFarland (the
“cnemy” Officer ‘of the Day!} as Prisoner of W1 ™

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Sept. 14~

During this last day of mancuvers, we run a total of 15
missions with claims of 28 “enemy™ P-39’s destroyed as con-
trasted with our own “losses” of 5 P-39's and 2 P-38's, A
late afterncon landing of “encmy” planes at nearby Relizane
Airficld is well reccived. A small group of our men, sta-
tioned there in anticipation of such a move, leap upon the
wings of the “ecnemy” planes, and, tommy-gun pointed at
the pilots, claim them as captured. That the two “enemy”
pilots push forward on the throttle and force their captors
to jump from the wing is hotly claimed as “not possible in
actual warfare . . . p—— poor sportsmanship!”

Nouvion.Orleansville, Algeria, N. Africa—Sept. 14

As storm clouds gather in the west and already splatier
a heavy rain late this afternoon, the two parts of our “war-
ring” Squadron arc sent packing and our air-ground battle
comes 10 an end. The victor? “We are,” shout both sides!

Orleansville Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Sept. 15

This morning, we awake with the after eflects of a heavy
night's rain all about us. Inasmuch as our tentage is water-
soaked and therefore too bulky to take down and pack, we
settle down to a day of leisure and wait for the coming of
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NOUVION AIRFIELD, ALGERIA, N. AFRICA

NOVEMBER,

Nouvion Airficld, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 14

Sgt. Virgil Sicele joins our Communications Section this
day,

After almost five days in Algiers, the holiday group re-
turns to camp tonight with physical and vocal evidence of
a time well spent, . . . “Algiers is really THE city!”

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 16

Joining the Squadron and, more precisely, the Armamem
Section are Pfc’s John White, James Welch, Edwin Robin-
son, Charles Sutliff, Thomas Taylor, James Thomas, and
Zolton Varga.

A steady drizzle this aficrnoon fails to dampen the spirits
of thc Armament Section as it heads for Relizanc and an
intimate get-together. Thanks to Lt. Traylor, one and all
come back to camp telling of a “bang-up time.”

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa~Nov. 21

More rain (“that’s all we've had for the past week!”) and
rumors of a meeting of Roosevelt, Churchill, Stalin and a
group of peacc-minded German Generals in nearby Oran
flood the camp and providc lively discussion for a day which
forces all indoors, -

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov, 22

The Squadron “War Room” opens today and Majors
Whitwell, and Waters and Lt. Schwab, the first to inspect
it, pronounce it “bon!"

With backs sore from doing our own washing and eyes
tired by limited horizons, we welcome the news that Nouvion
is “on-limits” again.

Another beer ration night and the day room is a lively
place.

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N, Africa—Nov, 23

Those who head for Perregeaux in the movie truck to-
night view a German war newsreel meant for French con-
sumption at the time the Nazis held North Africa. In the
concentration of shots showing diving German planes and
great explosions, we can well sec the much-flouted Nazi
“strategy of terror.”

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 24

In an aimosphere flickering with soft candlelight, an im-
pressive Thanksgiving service is held in our Chapel tonight.
S/Sgt. Bill Roseberry reads his thoughtful picce on the
meaning of Thanksgiving, Capt. Tyler speaks to us on
“Thanksgiving Before the War and Now,” Lt. Kalinowski
once again provides gentle organ accompaniment to softly
sung hymns, and Lt. Traylor lcads the closing prayer . .
“a moving experience.”

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 25

Thanksgiving Day 1943 dawns, a bleak, cloudy day with
the sun breaking through only now and then. . . . Long
before noon time, the chow line begins to form and soon
extends throughout the building. Restless feet shuffic un-
ceasingly and lips are continually wetted at the thought of
the fcast 1o come. The cry of “time to eat! . . . cho—ow
time!” is finally answered as the kitchen doors open and
before us stretches a long line of GI pots filled with turkey,
sweet potatoes, turnips, onions, dressing, gravy, jello, choc.
olate cake, and coffee. At the table, we sit beside Italian
prisoners who wink comically and comment, “turkena . .
buono!” And then we begin the business of eating again!

Nouvion Airficld, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 27

Six new men cast their lot with our Squadron this day:
T/Sgt. John Llewellyn, S/Sgt. Orville Knudston, Sgt. Phil
Scligman, Pfc. Robert Drennan, Pvt. Florencio Baragan and
Pvt. William Roessner.

Italian prisoners hcre on the base gratefully accept bits
of string and colored paper fron men around camp (we

save these items from Christmas .boxes which we have
already reccived) and use them to tic up packages of
“Chuckles” (gelatine squares), hard candy, and toothbrushes
which they are sending home as Christmas presents to their
families here in Africa.

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Nov. 29

During the morning hours, we run artillery adjustment
missions in co-operation with French units stationed near
Zammora — “what a day trying to figure out those
‘Frenchies’ on the radio!!”

What looks like an Arab shop filled with leather pocket.
books, belts, wallets, folders and hassocks turns out to be
only the Supply Section in disguise with “Ben Mohamed”
Buddy Diemer sclling his native merchandise at what he
violently claims “cut rate™ prices.

DECEMBER, 1943
Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Dec. 1

The momentous news of the meeting of Roosevelt, Chur-
chill and Chiang Kai Chek in Cairo for the “Japan Con-
ference” comes over the air waves today and brings forth,
“I told you so,” from all those who heard of the great mili-
tary commotion in Oran about a week ago.

Promotions announced today: Ladislaus Kish, James
Lodge to STAFF/SERGEANT; James Brennan, Eugene

. Gerig, Bill Goodner, Charles Girola, Paul Kahanic to SER.

GEANT; Carl Anderberg and Brady Fillingim to COR-
PORAL.

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Dec. 2

“Buon giorno . . . dove il ristorante?” Thus musical
Itulian is repeated by a group of Squadron members that
gathers in the Day Room and is bent on learning the in-
tricacies of the Neapolitan language. Two Italian prisoners
act as our instructors, nod their hcads patiently as we
stumble over the words, “Wonder if we'll ever get a chance
to use this stuff?”

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Dec. 4

We rise long before dawn this morning and cven as the
sky brightens to a brilliant orange-blue, our planes sputter
impatiently on the runway and are on the alert for the first
artillery adjustment mission in conjunction with a nearby
French unit. Four such missions are sent out and at morn-
ing's end the results are pronounced “most satisfactory.”

Comes the long awaited news: Roosevelt, Churchill and
Stalin have met in Teheran, the capital of Persia. We
realize with a thrill that great events are in the making,
if not made.

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Decc. 5

Major Whitwell and Captain Finch return today from a
visit 1o Italy and have this to say of their stop-over in
Naples—"sunken boats in the harbor, burned out oil re-
fineries, docks torn down. The Americans did some real
precision bombing here! The blackout of the city itself was
a half-way job. A war 70 miles away and no one seeming
to care a bit. All the vehicles had their lights on and many
of the buildings also. Even in the harbor, men were work-
ing under lights. Wec gathered that Allied soldiers were
openly baiting ‘Jerry,’ just waiting for him to come over.
We visited the 111th Squadron, stationed on Pomigliano Air-
drome. Therc were 400 planes on one field. The whole
trip impressed us as being a member of the winning side.
The Ialians themselves are a disappointment for lack of
co-operation with thc Allicd Military Government., Black
markets everywhere.”

Nouvion Airfield, Algeria, N. Africa—Dec. 6

Early this morning, a well-loaded jeep and trailer winds
out from camp and sharp-shooters Lts. Steman, Black,
M/Sgt. Patrick and S/Sgt. Tunnell head for two days of
hunting in the “wilds” of North Africa,

—
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ABOARD “G. G. MEADE"”; AT SEA

JANUA

gather in the hold for a nightly snack of sandwiches and
coffce. All agree, “our cooks are really on the ball this
trip!™

About eight o’clock tonight, a deep, heavy throbbing
comes from the entrails of the ship. Some of the machinery
belowdecks has broken down. Leaving the convoy and hug-
ging the coastline, our ship finally arrives before the port
of Bone. After much signaling, we are allowed into the
safety of the harbor. “Make ’er fast . . . give me more
rope . . . pull ‘er over!” These cries ring out into the air
as a thudding rain beats down on the ship and makes of all
a glistening mass of cold, grey shimmering steel. The anchor
clangs down mightily and we are at rest within the harbor
of Bone, North Africa.

Aboard the “George G. Meade™, Bone Harbor,
N. Africa—Jan, 21

Rumors of a two-day to two-week layover for repairs
pervade the conversation on board ship and we spend a
calm day watching the various waterfront activities and
gazing with speculating anticipation at the skeleton ruins
of the docks.

Aboard the “George G. Meade”, Bone Harbor,

N. Africa—Jan. 22

The good news, “passes to town,” is quickly spread around
and many are allowed to climb over the sides of a neighbor-
ing ship and head for a few hours *shore leave” in the
city of Bone.

A city whose waterfront buildings are pock-marked and
gape through windowless sockets; a people care-worn,
weary and passive; the clop-clop-clop of hordes of English
soldiers’ boots—all greet us as we come into the city itself.
“Not much doing,” is the general comment of a brief visit
here.

Qver the small speaker hooked up in the ship’s hold, we
learn tonight of the Allied landing at Anzio, behind the
German lines in Western Italy. The news that “the battle
for Rome has begun” is to all a promising prelude to great
events. The infantry replacement troops on board now
scan maps of Italy with a new, debating intensity and
somber meaning.

Aboard the “George G. Meade”, Bone Harbor,
N. Africa—Jan. 23

Church scrvices arc held under a warm sun this Sunday
morning and the ship’s decks are later a haven for those
who would just bask, read, or observe. . . . The ailing part
of our ship is returned late today and it is said that “we
will leave somctime tomorrow.”

Aboard the “George G. Meade”; at sea—Jan. 24

The rumor, “we are to leave Bone today,” is converted
to fact at midday as we slidc out of the harbor with the
simple music of a violin and a guitar falling in strange
harmony upon the stilled air. . . . Heading north into
increasingly choppy scas, we are courted by a fast-moving
tug which swishes great sweeping swaths of blue, greenish-
white foam around us. . . . “Convoy ahead! A big one!”
This cry is taken up late this afternoon by all aboard and

soon the mere specks in our field glasses take on their true
size and we skirt around to the rear of a large convoy to
take our position as number 53, in “coffin comner.”

Aboard the “George G. Meade”; at sea—Jan, 25

The passing of Cap Bon this morning and the nighl:
obscured island of Pantelleria tonight are the ecvents of
the day. .

Aboard the “George G. Meade”; at sea—Jan. 26

Extremely heavy seas rock and roll the ship all during
the day and those men living in vehicles and trailers on
deck test the cables which hold their homes. “Hope they're
strong enough.” . . . We skirt Malta and still head cast. . . ,

Aboard the “George G. Mecade”; Augusta Harbor,

Sicily—Jan. 27

Turning north, by midday we approach the rugged,
greenish-purple cliffs of Southern Sicily, then head for the
port of Augusta. Here we anchor in the unruffled harbor
and spend the day hanging over the ship’s ril, bargaining
for boxes of almonds and oranges, and finding that the
change from habits of 15 months’ standing in North Africa
still has its difficulties. Some of us still try to bargain in
francs and hurl French at the unwitting and thoroughly
bewildered “paysan!”

Aboard the “George G. Mecadce™; at sea—Jan. 28

Sputtering powerfully and grinding with gritty thunder,
the winch hauls up anchor carly this morning and we head
north once more. . . . The high cone of mist which yester-
day hid Mt. Etna has now given way to clear, unobstructing
skies and we gape wondcrously at the austere, snow-capped
majesty of this famed semi-active volcano. . . . As we plow
further along by the coast of Sicily, the closely-spaced, flesh-
colored towns nestled flatly along the shore, the sculptured,
clay-moulded cliffs and mountainside verdancy of the land
lead us to exclaim that Sicily is a2 much more beautiful and
rugged country than we had believed. Always we look at
the terrain and cities with a wonder that armies could
deploy and advance over such lands.

Late this afternoon, we arrive at the northern reaches of
the Straits of Messina and can now view closely the lands
of Italy. With almost religious calm and quietude, we pass
through the narrow Straits and all eyes arc turned on the
towering, verdant Italian hills to the east. Through the.
glasses, a village can be secen—no life is visible, just shattered
buildings and homes and piles of debris. The peaceful
atmosphere of the reed-lined coast all but denies that men
and armies, in strengths up to then unheard of, recently
surged across their shores.

As a brilliant orange-fire sunset is swallowed by the night,
the jagged Lipari Islands come into view.

In the blacked-out silence aboard ship tonight, we can
look to the southwest and watch the volcanic Isle of Strom-
boli in eruption: first, a reddish glow on the horizon, then
a whoosh, a huge rising ball of fire pushing into the blue-
blackness of the night, bursting and throwing out hundreds
of thin, red, stabbing shafts which fall gracefully and ex-
pire in the sea.

TRIP TO ITALY. ... (Jan. 16, 18944) Jammed into Gl trucks, we ride through Oran end down to the docks. . . . The
last Squadron formation held in Africa. . . . Not far away, our “liberty ship,” the “George G. Meade,” lies at anchor
.. . Ferried by barge from the docks, we pull up to the side of the ‘“Meade”. . . . Loading goes on without a hitch. On
gangplank, top to bottom, are Willie Wright, Michael Halick, Swayne Whitehead and Walter Woodard. . . . (Jan. 18,
1944) We are on our way. . . . {Left, second from top) Gunners scan the sea and the skies and we sail on relentlessly.
... (Below) A group of Squadron members gathers forward. . . . (Jan. 20) We are forced to put in at the harbor
of Bone, North Africa, and lay over here three days for repairs. . . . Once again at sea, Squadron officers are snapped
in a jovial mood. . . . The custere, snow-capped majesty of Sicily’s famed Mt. Etna. . . . We eat chow on deck end then
stand in an unsteady mess kit wash line. . . . All activity is unhurried and in keeping with the calm atmosphere
around us. ... An early morning gathering: Mchlon Sweet, D. Ross Grimes, James Wetzel, William Hall, John Llew-

ellyn, Michael Halick, John Traffenstedt, Frank Stanley. .

. . We read, play cards, talk, or just bask in the sun. ...

Night comes on over the convoy. . .. (Jan. 27) We put in to the port of Augusta, Sicily. . . . Shouting ‘paysans”
offer almonds, oranges, vegetables, wine and cognac for sale or barter. ... We head North once more end edge up to
the Straits of Messina. . . . The lands of Italy are eagerly scanned by all.

——
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whole arcas crumbled and pulverized; block-long sectors
flattened and surrounded by the ugly, snaky menace of
barbed wire; pock-eyed buildings staring through great black
sockets wherc once there were windows; a cormer of a
building, its whole side cut away as if by a ragged, hacking
knife and revealing a plaster-littered room from whose ceil-
ing strangely hangs a sparkling, glass-beaded chandelicr;
water hydrants uprooted and still trickling forth a stream
of their crystal white life’s blood. . . . As we pass through
all of this, thc comments are, “God, but these people must
have suffered!” And morc emphatic, “if the people back
home could just see these ruins, they wouldn’t have to guess
what war means!”

Arriving at the outskirts of the city just at dusk and with
the promisc of cold growing more certain with cvery mile,
we dig into boxes of “K"” rations and cat on the move. To
the south, Mt. Vesuvius slides slowly ouc of sight, its conc
partly obscured by mist and approaching night.

Our trucks roar on through all-covering clouds of dust
and edge highcr and higher into thc mountains. Beating
cur hands together and with our flight caps pulled down
over our heads, our bodies encased in overcoats, Aying
jackets, blankets—anything warm, we are still cold! As
the stark cold hours beforc and after midnight crawl by,
we wind around the tortuous curves of the Apennines. Some
of us arc able to slecp; others shift, turn, and curse the
wind, thc numbing cold and the sifting dust. So wec ride
castwards into the night and across the heights of Central

é;aidoa,/; &géteen

Bari, Italy; 22nd Replacement Battalion—Feb. 3

Early morning brings with it a damp penetrating cold
which rushes past our alrcady bc-nuinbed bodics with a
new, cutting keenness.  As dawn breaks, clear and sharp,
the air begins to take on a slight warmeh. Haggard, sleep-

swollen faces begin to show signs of life and many men, .

still cursing the cold, haul out “K” rations and have “break-
fast in bed!”

About nine o'clock, we arrive at the eastern city of Bari,
skirt the main sector and pass the harbor where the hulks
of sunken ships rise up as grim markers of the heavy cnemy
air raid here two months ago. At the entrance to the Bari
Airdrome, we arc re-routed back into town and out to the
22nd Replacement Center. Wild rumors float around as
we unload here and we look apprehensively at the sign,
“22nd REPLACEMENT.” It is not long before we settlc
down in pyramidel tents and flop wearily on a cot. After
last night’s ride, sleeping becomes a scrious and all-con-
suming affair.

Toward evcning, the cry of “mail call!” runs electrically
through camp and we later pour greedily over a month’s
accumulation of mail.

Ist Lts. Eugenc E. Churchill, Donald L. Clark, William
M. Bechtold, 2nd Lts. Robert Zirkle, Walter D. Pittman
and Dana C. Lovejoy are today assigned to our Squadron.

Bari, Italy; 220d Replacement Battalion—Feh. 4

In order to escape the cold, many take advantage of
passcs to Bari and soon bcecome acquainted with the Red
Cross {“it's the only place you can get warm!"). A notc
of interest is added to the luxurious surroundings of this
Club when we learn that it was once the hcadquarters of a
large Fascist group.

Of the city of Barj jtself, we have many impressions. Its
wide, clcan streets. The throngs of English, Canadian, New
Zealand, Australian, Indian, Yugoslav, Polish and American
troops roaming thc strcets. Candy and pastry shops in
which you can buy anything from chocolate to a glass of

cognac. Wide-cyed bambinos tagging behind on the streets
and slyly coaxing for “caramel, Joe?—chunguum?—signor-
ina?”  The crusted old fort by the waterfront with its
gaunt, mediaeval suggestion. The old Italian scctor with
shop-like homes whose massive wooden doors open directly
onto the cobbled, rut-worn strcet; the numerous plaster
saints and dieties sct in bulb-lighted enclosures along the
streets. . . . Bari is the first Italian city of any size which
we have seen and we are optimistic.

Bari, Italy; 22nd Replacement Battalion—Feb, 5

Threatening weather carly in the morning turns to a tor-
rential sweeping gale and rumor discussions and visits to
town are the order of the day.

Bari, Italy; 22nd Replacement Battalion—Feb. 9

The first half of our rear echelon arrives here by truck
and there are familiar tales of a cold and hectic trip across
thc Apennines.

Bari, lialy; 220d Replacement Battalion—Feb. 11

About midday, we are told to ready our baggage for a
move to the airfield. But as a heavy rain becomes more
intense, plans are changed and we remain another night in
this camp.

Our Squadron is complete oncec more as the last half of
our rear cchelon arrives by truck from Naples today.

Ist Li. George Vapaa, S/Sgt. Chester Lemaster and Cpl.
Calvin Hauf arc the first members of our Squadron to start
back to the States on the new “rotation plan.”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—Feb, 12

As trucks become available carly this morning, we hurl
our pcrsonal belongings on them, climb aboard, and head
for the airport on the other side of town . . . “it will be
good ta scttle down again.”

Arriving at Bari Airdrome, we make for an adjacent, tree.
studded olive grove and herc set up our camp of pyramidel
tents. . . . “It’s good to hear the sound of plancs again,”
comments onc man as he pauses to watch the variety of
American and British plancs which just clear the tops of
the trees to the east of camp.

Reluctantly do wc lose many of our “old pilots” this day:
Capt. Monthei, 1st Lt. Riemer, 2nd Lts. Flynt and Gordon
o the 97th Bomb Group; Ist Lts. Black, Crookham, Dubois,
Glanville, 2nd Lts. Cobb, Emmecrt, Gille, McDonald and
Mallett to the 5th Wing. Also transferred: Capt. Arthur
Hadler—to the 323 Service Group; S$/Sgt. Orville Knud-
ston—to the 9th Combat Camcra Unit.

Dari Airdrome, Italy—Feb. 13

Operations are commenced today down on the line and
our Engincers, impatient to begin work again, look at the
four P-38's so far assigned and silently hope for “just a few
more planes.”

Flying the first all-Squadron weather-reconnaissance mis-
sion herc in ltaly, Lt. Walter Pittman is airbournc from
our mud-rutted airficld carly this morning and less than
three hours later, returns to base after having successfully
rcported on the Rome arca.

Opcrations and Intelligence take up stations “downtown”
in the Fiftecenth Air Force Headquarters building and there
is much good-naturcd ribbing directed at the “khaki-collar”
workers!

Bari Airdrome, Italy—Feb, 14

Morc of our “old hands” lcave the Squadron: Capts.
Anstine, Howard, Ist Lis. Kingsbury, Potts, Weil, 2nd Lts.
Clark, Parr and Steman—all to the 5th Wing at Foggia.
Those few of our former flying officers who remain with
the unit begin to learn the rudiments of weather-recon-
naissance and conclude, “not as technical as I thought—

< quite a difference, though, from those wadi-hopping days

vm—
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likc soot. At day’s end, all of our plancs, our tents and
cven our exposed skin and clothing are covered by that
same rusty brown layer of dust from Vesuvius. We curse
and bite down disgustedly on the sifting dirt—“raining
mud! Well, I'll be damned!”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 25

Shaking and quaking, Lt. Mvers takes an “unscheduled
flight” today as he checks out Lt. McFarland on the P-38,
Here is the story from a disinterested obscrver: “The in-
structor (Lt. Myers) had just finished giving last minute
pointers to the novice (Lt. McFarland). Lc Myvers had
even closed the canopy and was preparing to jump down
from the wing, Just them, Lt. McFarland pushed forward
on the throttle and the passenger, clinging for dear life to
the stepway, was breczily taxied down the runway at a
merc sixty miles an hour! Finally reaching the end of the
strip, the planc mercifully came to a halt and off hopped
a shaky Lt. Myers, only to reccive a surprisingly gencrous
squirting of cold gas all over his person!” . . . “And that,”
comment men who hear this “typical” rtale, “is the latest
story on ‘Mutt and Jeff’!”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 27

In heavy winds which have not abated since yesterday
but risen in wailing intensity, linemen, their hands red and
brittle from the stinging, fitful cold, again send our planes
into the air, this time to Marseilles, Milan, Turin and
Vienna.

It is close to 10:30 PM when the sccond showing of
“Andy Hardy’s Double Life” comes to an end and the
whole camp, as if guided by an unscen finger, filters from

_the mess-hall theatre and from warm tents and heads for

the campside Red Cross. A large throng is alrcady gathered
in the main room of this building for our 18-months-over-
scas get-together. Milling around and exchanging jokes
and opinions is a spiritedly optimistic Lt. Kelsey (“yes, sir,
in a few months I expect to sec the 154 go home all to-
gether; a few months home and then out to China or the
South Pacific!”) . .. In a swecp of the room, eyes fall on
many animated scenes: Fred Stefano, Forrest Clark, Phil
Seligman, Lonnic Pearson, Walter Fey, Harry Schelling-
burger, “Pop” Ross, Russell Brossman, John Fischer and
Manuel Lean raising their voices lustily to the accompani-
ment of Lt. Kalinowski’s organ-swing; “Si” Wilson handing
out cherry brandy and wines with an expert and somewhat
reminiscent air; Orville Stolnack and Tommy Taylor sup-
plying the long coffec and doughnut linc; Tom Stone chal-
lenging Major Waters to a game of ping pong; Capt. Adell
in close-headed conversation with his Communications men;
soldicrs toasting one another over the din of spirited, husky
Jaughter. Come the hour of midnight, however, and the
final toast is drunk and we begin to stream back across the
rutted road to camp. Soon, our camp settles down to its
usual nighttime silence and from afar we hear a wind-
dulled shout, “I can’t find my God damned tent!” Hearing
this, men in many a tent smile broadly in the darkness, then
totally surrender to the accustomed claims of sleep. . . .

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 28
On the carly morning mission to Verona, Lt. Delphon

Kenney is jumped by enemy fighters in the Rimini-Ancona
scetor and at day’s cnd has not returned to base.

Lts. Churchill and Lovejoy, S/Sgt. Shehans, Sgt. Deaton,
Cpls. Raddatz and Huey all rcturn from the Ise of Capri
Rest Camp—"a swell time; cexpensive, but worth it!”

A spirited line before the PX tent tonight cranes im-
paticntly and watches intently to sce if the hecr issue {one
bottlc of Italian brew) will hold out until the cnd. Later
on tonight, we uncork the bottles and pronvunce our first
beer in a long time “pretty good!”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 29

Our sccond loss within as many days is recorded when
Lt. Arthur Noel, jumped by an estimated five FW-190"s in
the Rome arca, does not return to base,

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 30

Our support to 15th Air Force heavy bomber opcrations
continucs on an ever morc co-ordinated scale and cven be-
forc our firc: mission to Sofia, Bulgaria, is down on the
field, the “heavies™ are on their way to this target.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 31

In a busy day’s operations during which four weather-
recon. missions are dispatched to Bucharest, Salzburg,
Southern Germany and Budapest, Lt. Robert Zirkle scores
a “destroyed” on on¢ of the two ME-109s which jump him
in Northern Italy, In Lt. Zirkle’s own words . . . “one of
these enemy planes avoided combat but the second attacked
head on. Noticing that the tracers from thc ME were
passing below me, I raised the nose of my plane to keep
above his fire. As the ME approached, 1 stalled my ship
and dropped down so that one of my belly tanks hit him.
The cnemy plane spun out of sight and I saw a parachute
open. . .. "

On the last mission of the day, a weather-reconnaissance
to Budapest, Lt. Walter Pittman obtains photographic cov-
crage along the route and dircctly over the target, thus
inaugurates the usc of the K-24 aerial camera, modified and
installed by Squadron Photo and Enginccring personnel.

APRIL, 1944
Bari Airdreme, Italy—April 1
Adding that “third rocker” to their collection, Robbic
W. Barham, Julian R. Stires, and Otis E. Taylor confirm
their promotion to MASTER /SERGEANT this day.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—April 3

Closely co-ordinated with our morning covcrage of Buda-
pest is this afternoon’s 15th Air Force bomber atrack on
this same target, significantly the first Allicd raid ‘of the
war on the Hungarian capital.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—April 4

Once again our planes precede an initial U. S. bomber
raid on a European target, this time on the Roumanian
capital, Bucharest. . . . Of his first weather mission in the
Italian theatre, our veteran pilot, Lt. Verne Kelsey, says,
“it's mighty lonesome up there for so many hours at a
stretch.”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—April 5
Outstanding in the day’s assignments successfully com-

DOWN ON THE LINE (ENGINEERING). ... An engine check-up is made by Leo Tunnell and Edward Appler. . . .
Warren Weeks puts the finishing touches on one of his popular plane-titles. . . . A parachute is repaired by Albert
Raper and Thomas Schaffner. . . . Engineering’s Line Chief, Dick Red, and Section Officer, Capt. Francis Kalinowski.
. . . Flight Chiefs: James Tanner, Dick Red, Otis Taylor, Robert Stires. . . . Cleaning up an oil-spottered plane is no
easy job (Thomas Stone). . .. The parachute jeep waits for a mission-returned pilot. . . . Francis Stevens and Thomas
Harness work just outside the new all-weather hood. . . . Dick Red installs a new hot air tube. . . . The Tech-Supply
tent is “the storehouse for almost everything.” . . . Scene of an engine change. . . . Robert Lynch before his efficient
Battery Shop. . .. Closer view of an engine change (Richerd Fichtner and Jack Trier). . . . Gas-truck crew: Donald
Still, George Shirutis, Clair Gibbons, George Crowell. . . . (Below) Fred Stefano and Orville Stolnack at work in the
Engineering Office. . . . “Fill ’er up!” says the crew chief to George Crowell and Joseph Lynch. . .. (Below) Line-up
of Squadron aircraft, July, 1944. . . . Tech-Supply crew:. Jack Finn, Carl Rorick, end Lloyd (“Daddy”) Dallas.
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Fifty-Six

Bari Airdrome, Italy—April 28
Returning from the Isle of Capri Rest Cawmp, T/Sgt.
O'Quin, S/Sgt. Roscberry, Sgts. Geckic and Abernethy
throttic none of their cnthusiasm. “To me,” says Bill
Roscherry, “Capri was likc a dream and yet very real and
so diffcrent that war secmed distant and unimporntant, My
old carriage driver once said, ‘two paradise—Capri and
hcaven.” This was by far the ncarcst thing to paradise I
have known for ninetcen months!™ . . . Sgi. Abernethy
waxes poetic:
“A ride ’‘cross the mountains in a B-25 to the
shores of Naples Bay,
And there on the horizon floated Capri on that
unforgettable day.
(Once Ashore) I called for a rig, a be-ribboned
horse, a driver in full costume,
A wedding it was to all things gay and I was a
capable groom.
We spent a quiet evening, just a few in a hotel
bar,
The humor was fast and plenty, everyone seem-
ing on par.
We went for a walk next morning and met
‘Antonio’ on the way.
‘You wanna go blue grotto?
day?
We refused Antonio’s offer, but promised to re-
turn,
There were things more fundamental for which
my heart did yearn.
Men die young and men die old but none will
ever be
As content in life or sereme in death as those
who have been to Capri!”

It’s a vera nica

Bari Airdrome, Italy—April 29
“Well, Kcnney, you old b———d! Thus Lt. Delphon

Kenncy, given up as missing after his failure to return
from a mission over a month ago, is welcomed back to
the Squadron. Tanned and much thinner, he tells his
story. . . . “The day I went down, three ME-109’s inter-
cepted me off Ancona point. I tricd to lct go both my
belly tanks but the left one wouldn't scicasc. I turnsd in
toward the Yugoslav coast, called in my interecption and
told them I would go on if I could. Thought maybe I
could make Steyr. When I got to Klagenfurt, and looked
in the mirror, there they were, right on my tail. They had
me boxed in. I saw 20mm shells bursting two-thirds of
the way to mc, but I was still out of range and for ten
to twelve minutes led all three of them. Finally, one
planc came up on my left, dipped his wing, as they do
when they go in on the bombers. I figured on his third
dip he'd attack, so I broke into him, stalled and dove
for the low overcast. Somehow, he hit the top of my, canopy
and the bottom of the gondola and split my helmet and
out of me! 1 dove, feathered the
prop and climbed out on the wing and jumped off. The
planc was on fire and melting even then. From then on,
the Major in A-2 won't let me say. I'll say onc thing about
Yugoslavia, though. Your meals don’t come regular and
there are entirely too many Germans.” Picking at his Gl
uniform (pants, field jacket, and flight cap) he asks, “wcl),
what kind of a private do I make? ., . . The women over
thcre? Man, do they come in big sizes! On one 16-hour
march, they carried 40 to 50 pound packs without stopping.
They'’re fighting this war for keeps! I saw strafing in the
small towns. No fun. I was with Gordon (Lt. Gordon,
former Squadron pilot) on the trip back. Hec was sick;
fever, I guess . . . I've really had the experience, 1 can
tell you!”

Just after dusk tonight, our Supply mcn, John Sigler,
“Mama” Fischer, William Salter, Lonnie Pcarson and Luddy
Diemer, hold a party in the cozy confines of their tent for

“Shorty™ Martin, duc to leave for home the middic of rnext
month.  After what Buddy Dicmer marks a “real mcal and
all the fixins,” cigars are passed around and all Ican back
and relax in a glow of contented calm.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—April 30

Although the skics arc clotted with grey thundcrheads
and the land and seas are stirred up by a demented, wailing
wind, three planes arc airbournc to Northern Italy, Yugo-
slwvia and Roumania. OQur pilots, Lts. Myers, Kelsey and
Cordes, complete these missions without incident,

Cpl. Max Goldberg of our Medics tells of a harried night
of ambulance duty here on the airdrome. “You just scttle
down to get somc slecp and about midnight a couple of
planes Jand and you arc busy transferring Yugoslav wounded
to our ambulance and rushing them to the hospital. On
thc way you try to make conversation using your hands
(parlez-vous francais? . . . cappish Italian?), but this usually
fails and we continuc on in silence.”

MAY, 1944
Barj Airdrome, Italy—May 1

Thin and quict after his escape from Yugoslav encmy-
held territory, former Squadron pilot Lt. Leo Gordon visits
with us and tells some of his experiences. “It was just one
big bundle of ncrves over there. Hiding with friendly Par-
tisans from the Germans, we'd hear a sound and everyone
would be up. . . . 2,000 Germans came in and took a town
while we were still in it. They bombed us, strafed us,
shelled us; the people couldn’t do anything but sit there—
women, kids and men would just sit there and scream.
That's when you really begin to hate the Germans.”

Another group is Capri-bound this day: $/Sgt. Crowell,
Sgts. Skuba, Wm. Smith, Cpl. Wojcik and Pfc. McCullough.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—May 3

Those who visit the small scaside town of Molfetta bring
back interesting tales of much construction and building.
“Landing barges and supply barges stored in lines along
the watcrfront. Small boats being loaded with hand gren-
ades, bombs, small-arms ammunition for the Yugoslav Par-
tisans. The very sounds around the waterfront, the chorus
of blunt hammering and the far away, air-softencd scratch
and bang of loading are in themsclves like the steady, re-
lentless music of a forcboding overture.”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—May 4

Coverage of Skoplje, Bucharest and Southern Germany
by Lts. Cordes, Walker, Dinker, Nelson and Hopkins is
carricd out without incident during the day, while the sound
of the “heavies” on their way northward shreds the air with
ii” dfilihg thunder. A stef<iif.ili the air offensive is felt
by all who watch and listen.

Baii Airdrome, Italy—May 5

Liven biéfore breakfast this ntorning, a thundering of hcavy
guns rends the air and we wake indignantly to the sound
of the air raid siren rolling wavily over the area. At once
all camp becomes alive and a voice proclaims, *“there he is,
circling overhead; sec the vapor trail.” The guns put forth
a more concerted booming and then wane again,  Soon, the
all-clear comes. *For once,” gloats an carly riscr, “cveryone
got up for breakfast!”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—May 7

Almost any conversation on the linc and in camp cven-
tually leads to the topic of rotation of personnel and then
the questions begin to fly. “Why can’t they make it known
how this rotation works? How come all the secrecy? Al-
most cvery other outfit is sending men home, and regularly.”
Into these discussions there creeps a martyred attitude, but
morc often the calibre of thinking is marked only by a sin-
ccre desire to know all the facts,
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and Cordes sweep through the skics in silver-gleaming
P-38’s and gain the open-mouthed admiration of all. After
this display, the game begins. Representing our Squadron
softball teams, Bill Roscberry, Charles Girola, Charles White,
Capt. Kelsey, Lts. Clayton Hobbs and Edward Ammerman
turn in outstanding individual performances. A hcarty
rooter on the sidelines is Orville Stolnack, popular choice
as coach of the “American League” All-Stars, . . . The
sccond inning is in progress. All eves are focussed on the
playing field. Transports wing idly over the seashore. And
then, suddenly, a soft whoomph comes from the skies above.
Sheets of brilliant orange flame shoot upwards and great,
slow-cddying bunches of black-grey smoke rise from the
spot where two transports met in mid air. . . . Soldiers
returning to camp find that their accounts of the game are
continually overshadowed by the aerial accident . . . “I
guess no one got cut. Not a onc.”

A doubling of the guard on the airficld tonight and antic-
ipation is high that “Jerry” will pay a return visit after his
flash bomb trip last night. One by one, lights in camp switch
off. Midnight comes and goes and only the familiar sounds
of British-manned transports break the night stillness. . . .

JUNE, 194
Bari Airdrome, Italy—June 1
Alert crews down on the line tonight watch apprehen-
sively as only one of two planes up on a mission to Uxhored,
Hungary, circles the field and lands. A short while later,
the story of this flight has been shuttled through camp.
“Lt. Myers had been flying for 15 minutes with his righe
engine feathered and then sent a call through saying that
the other engine was going out. He told me to go on. He
was heading cast the last time I saw him,” reports his wing
man, Lt. McFarland. . . . “Sure hope he makes the Russian
lines,” comment linemen as they hear that number four-
teen is missing.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—June 2

Assigned to our Communications Section today: S/Sgt.
Millard F. Potter, Pfc’s Cecil H. Long, Roy G. Butler and
Pvt. Paul S. Bronson.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—June 3

The power of specch is given a severe test today when
Lewis Leopold is told—"say, got a letter from ‘Shorty’
Martin. Says he and Andy Onrsini arrived in New York
and were sent right away to California and to an INFAN-
TRY replacement center!” More sad-cyed than usual,
Leopold heads slowly for the mess hall, stops here and there,
imparts this bit of knowledge, wearily shuffics on. Hearing
the news, other men shake their heads sympathetically and
pass on this tale of woe. And so, from many a tent today
and tonight comes the muffled conversation—" ‘Shorty’
Martin —no furlough —to an INFANTRY replacement
center!—now what do you think of rotation?!”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—June 4

News that a P-38 pilot has landed on Russian territory
comes in this morning and all bets arc on Lt. Myers, missing
on 2 flight three days ago.

1535 HOURS. . . . The radio waves are strangely silent
for a moment and then comes a voice: “HERE IS A
SPECIAL BROADCAST. . .. OUR TROOPS ARE NOW
FIGHTING IN THE OUTSKIRTS OF ROME.” . . . A
recording made only an hour ago and but two miles
from the fighting near the Ancient City crackles on:
“THROUGH THE HEAVY HEAT HAZE WHICH IS
ALL ABOUT US I CAN SEE THE CITY OF ROME.
SO TANTALIZINGLY NEAR IT IS ON THIS DAY
WHICH FOUR YEARS AGO MARKED THE LEAVING
OF THE LAST SOLDIER FROM THE BEACHES OF
DUNKIRK.” . . . Conversation in our mess hall tonight is
sent into a high pitch by this news and one man asks, “I

wonder if the Germans will put up much of a fight there?
I hope not. Sure would like to visit Rome!”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—June 5

The news that Allied troops have entered Rome spreads
swiftly through camp. In Bari, the newsstands arc sur-
rounded by yelling, arm-flinging Italians waving lira in
the air and grabbing violently for the noon edition of the
newspaper which is blotted with the black headlines,
“ROMA LIBERATA!" In camp, thc ncw super-situation
map placed to the side of our mess hall is crowdsd around
with intense-eyed soldiers who watch “Judge” Horwich
mark each and every change.

Long before the show begins tonight, we crowd the
amphithcatre and wait cxpectantly for the “sensational”
Arabian dancer, “Rouhia,” to appear. Finally, this loose-
jointed, beguiling charmer slides onto the stage and gives
her all. “Guess my cyes are goin’ back on me,” comments
one soldier as he watches “Rouhia” in one of her more
“intense maneuvers!” As a “relaxation” between dances,
we hear weird-wailing Arab music, watch a be-turbaned
Fakir who pushes ncedles through his ears and arms, lays
on a sharp-spiked board and then, stretched out on two
sawhorses, sustains a crashing blow from'a sledge hammer
wiclded by a hefty, gleaming-cyed soldier! “Makes me
weak just to watch ‘em!”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—~—June 6

Up on two dawn missions to Ploesti and Nis, Capts.
Schwab and Kelsey, and Lts. McFarland and Hopkins pro-
vide coverage for the first American bomber attack made

from Russian bases; the target is the Brasov, Roumania,
marshalling yard. A new dimension is thus introduced into

the air offensive.

At cight o’clock this morning, the news that we have so
long awaited, and sometimes thought would never come, is
announced, ironically enough by the German News Agency.
. . . “EARLY THIS MORNING, THE EXPECTED
ANGLO-AMERICAN INVASION BEGAN. AIRBOURNE
FORCES ARE LANDING IN THE AREA OF THE
SEINE; LE HAVRE HARBOR IS BEING FIERCELY
BOMBARDED FROM THE SEA AND AIR; ANGLO-
AMERICAN PARACHUTISTS ARE DROPPING FROM
NUMEROUS AIRCRAFT ON THE NORTHERN TIP
OF THE NORMANDY PENINSULA.” . . . The news
flashes clectrically through camp. “Is it true?” we ask,
wanting to believe and yet almost afraid, uncertain. At
0900 hours, the radio waves again begin to crackle and, with
the sing-song jamming of the Axis radio almost drowning
out the words, announcements of the invasion are given in
Norwegian, Danish, French and Flemish; these are repeated
again and again with tantalizing sameness. We gather
around the nearest radio. Eyes meet and fall away again.
There is a tautness in the very brooding silence. . . . Over
the BBC—"IN TEN SECONDS THE SUPREME COM-
MANDER OF THE ALLIED INVASION FORCES WILL
MAKE AN IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT.” Then
comes the voice of General Dwight D. Eisenhower, speaking
slowly and with marked clarity and seriousness: “PEOPLE
OF WESTERN EUROPE. A LANDING IS NOW BEING
MADE ON THE COAST OF FRANCE. THE HOUR
OF YOUR LIBERATION APPROACHES. CONTINUE
YOUR PASSIVE RESISTANCE. FOLLOW THE IN-
STRUCTIONS OF YOUR LEADERS. BE PATIENT.
PREPARE. THOSE WHO HAVE MADE COMMON
CAUSE WITH THE ENEMY WILL BE PUNISHED.
THIS LANDING IS BUT THE OPENING PHASE.
KEEP YOUR FAITH STAUNCH AND LET US ALL
BESEECH THE BLESSING OF ALMIGHTY GOD
UPON THIS GREAT AND NOBLE UNDERTAKING.”
And so, the invasion begins. In camp, there is no wild
shouting, little flagrant optimism. Instead, men crowd
around the map, search for the landing points and soberly
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refresher gunnery course at Laredo, Texas, and 2! days’
leave in the States, the Major steps quickly and grins widely
as he leaves the Squadron in his usual whirlwind fashion.

With the radio telling of gains on all fronts, some in camp
comment, “this European war ought to be over by fall or
carly winter if things kcep going as they are.”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—Aug. 2

Sgt. Bill Goodner and Cpl. Evans Libby leave today on
the now “premium” trip to the Isle of Capri.

The “line” sces a sharp surge of activity this afterncon
as our ncw pilots fly test missions from Bari to San Stefano.
During these flights, our radiomen tell of the birth of a new
phonetic alphabet: “a voice came over the radio with ‘n’
for ‘nuts’, ‘g’ for ‘guts’, ‘¢’ for ‘candy’, and ‘h’ for ‘hell’!”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—Aug. 3

The skies above robot-bomb-parts factories in Friedrichs-
hafen, Germany, arc the targets for Lts. Cook, Cordes,
Horrocks and Turner this morning while, at 1300 hours,
Capt. Fuller and Lt. Taylor arc up on the first afternoon
mission in many wecks, this 1o Mezotur, Hungary.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—Aug. 4

Cpl. Norman C. Jackson is today assigned to our Squad-
ron Mess Section.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—Aug. 5

Promotions posted this day: Forrest B. Clark and James
O. Pullin to TECH/SERGEANT; William A. Reid to
STAFF/SERGEANT; assigned to duties as Intelligence
Officer (PD), 1st Lt. Donald A. McCaslin,

Bari Airdrome, Italy—Aug. 6

In close co-operation with smashing bomber attacks on
rail and oil targets in Southern France, Capt. Fuller, Lis.
Turner, Walker, Cordes, Dinker and Cox cover thesc same
arcas in threc pre-dawn and onc carly afternoon missions
this day. . . . Pointing up this coverage, Sgts. Ellis and
Howard, back from a short period of detached service with
the U. S. 7th Army, tell of a massing of troops in Naples.
“Must be for the invasion of Southern France,” conclude
many around camp.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—Aug. 7 .

Capt. Anderson, our Soldicr-Vote Officer, tells of the
response to vote application cards: “about onc third of the
Squadron filled them in.” In general, interest in the coming
Presidential Election (Roosevelt vs. Dewey) is only moder-
ate and there is a2 marked disgust and disappoiniment with
the barriers which many States have constructed to impede
or just about deny the soldier overseas a chance to vote.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—Aug. 8

Flying in a sifting white haze, Lts. Turner, Cox and Smith
cover the Lake Balaton, Split and Pola arcas and radio back
reports which ground all 15th Air Force bombers for the day.

Winging north in 2 C-47 this morning are Cpl. Boffic
Sims, Pvts. Edward Harris and John Hood, all glowing at
the prospect of three days in Rome.
Bari Airdrome, Italy—Aug. 10

A thunderous rain tonight and we gather in the Red

Cross for ice cream, a game of billiards, ping pong, or just
a cozy. chair and a book. “A good night for sleeping,”
murmur some as they slip contentedly into their cot back
in camp later tonight.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—Aug. 11

Flying our 600th mission since beginning operations over-
scas, Lts. Walker and Leavens cover the Genoa area and
bring back the increasingly frequent report, “closed in.”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—Aug. 12

With the news that “Allied troops arc now less than 40
miles from Paris,” conversation in the mess hall this noon
is rabid—"they're really moving! . . . won't be long now
before they have Paris . . . when this war ends, it will
come all of a sudden.”

On the return flight from Toulon (France) today, Lt.
Walter Humphrey experiences severe engine trouble and is
forced to abandon his planc over Luccera, Italy. From the
Foggia Hospital, where Humphrey is confined because of
injuries, come reports that our pilot is “doing O.K.”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—Aug. 14

For the third day running, our pilots are bricfed for
missions covering Toulon and Genoa and, as before, the
bombers follow closcly upon our coverage of these areas.

Early this morning, Sgt. Dalton Raiford (Opcrations)
piles his baggage into a command car and heads for Foggia
and a gunner’s berth with the 97th Bomb Group.

With German troops now steadily retreating on Paris,
Gen. Eisenhower issucs a significant Order of the Day:
“Allicd soldicrs, sailors and airmen . . . through your com-
bined skill, valor and fortitude you have created in France
a fleeting but definite opportunity for a major Allicd vic-
tory, onc whose realization will mean notable progress to-
ward the downfall of the cnemy. With all of us resolvedly
performing our special tasks we can make this week a
momentous one in the history of this war” . . . Mcan-
while, here in Ialy we watch long convoys of tanks and
material grind northward and it scems that *all is being
readied for the final push.”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—Aug. 15

Returning from dawn missions 1o Cannes and Gcenoa, Lts.
Harry Cook and Kenneth Cordes bring back the first indi-
cations of the Allicd invasion of Southern France—"P-38’
were bombing the beaches—the Libs and Forts hit the aren
about 0700 hours—smoke and dust from the bombings
covercd the whole cove—as we turned back for Corsica,
we could sec landing craft beginning to move in.” This
unofficial news is confirmed at 1230 hours when the radio
voice of Gen. Sir Maitland Wilson (British) breaks over
the din in the mess hall—“the Armies of the United Nations
have landed in the south of France. Their objective is to
drive out the Germans and join up with the Allied Armies
advancing from Normandy. Frenchmen: your duty will be
made clear to you. Listen to the Allied radio, read notices
and leaflcts, pass on all instructions from one man and
woman 10 another. Let us end the struggle as quickly as
possible so that all France may resumc again her free lifc
under conditions of pcace and security.” . . . In camp and
down on the linc, this latest Allied blow is calmly, almost
stoically accepted . . . “we knew it was coming, but didu’t

A VISIT TO ROME-POMPEII. . . . Animals’ den in the Colosseum. . .. Ancient bread oven in Pompeii. . . . “Lorenzo”
and family before their apartment in Rome. . . . Jack Booth, Russell Brossman, Fred Gillies, Fred Higdon, Otis Tay-
lor, Robert Jennings, and Norbert Raddatz rest and look around in the courtyard of a former Pompeiian home. . . .
Fountain in the court of St. Peter’s (photo by Joseph Schmidling). . . . With Vesuvius in the background, the re-

mains of a typical Roman temple still stand in Pompeii. .
. . One comer of the famed Roman Forum.

San Angelo. .
through Rome. . . . Sightseers in Pompeii. .

. .. The Colosseum. Note wooden cross at lower right, .

.. A stone-hurling weapon of former times in Rome’s Castel
. .. St. Peter’s. .
.. A more distant view of St. Peter's. . . . Exterior of St. Paul’s Cathedral.
. . Honeycomb of underground chambers below the former

. . The “brown and muddy” Tiber flows

arena of the Colosseum. . . . Victor Emmanuel Memorial. Note size of guards at lower center. ... A street in Pompeii.
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MARC

therc has been no instance during this “heaviest period of
the winter” when the number of planes called for (from
four to cleven daily) has not been met. In many instances,
the coming of darkness has not meant a stoppage of work
and crews have been down on the line during the late eve-
ning hours in order to ready planes for pre-dawn take-off
the next morning.

In our mess hall tonight, Sgt. Phil Scliginan spcaks
capably on the “Fatc of Poland,” this the first of a series
of Information and Education (“I & E") mcctings designed
so that they will be “easy to take.”

Milestone for 1st Li. Thomas Watson: completion of his
50th mission as senior radar-navigator for our Squadron,

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 3

A surprised, blank look comes over many loday as they
note Sgt. John Traffensted:r, Cpl. Jack Booth, and Pfc. Ed-
ward Harris “already returned” from their 30-day furlough
in the States. “It scemed as though they just left a few
weeks ago and here they are back again!” Immcdiately,
thesc thrce men are cornered and pressed to give “the whole
story.” . . . Cpl. Jack Booth says he “had a swell furlough
but it hurt something awful inside. having to come back
overseas; it wasn’t worth it!” . . . Of the rcturn of Eddic
Harris, Orville Stolnack claims, “we thought the sixth
‘Mickey’ had arrived on the line this afternoon but jt was
only Ple. Ed Harris reporting back to work!” Speaking
for himself, Eddie maintains, “the ride to Naples in a
cattle car wasn’t so bad since the horse dung was dry and
if you managed to scrape cnough together, it made a pretty
soft mattresst My arrival home is an experience I'll never
forget. My folks didn’t know I was coming and when I
knocked on the door, my sister opened it and let out such
a yell that inside of two minutes every Jew in the Bronx
was piled into the living room! It was a greeting I'll never
forget. All the neighbors talking at once about what I'd
like. First, one said a bath; anothcr, some sleep; someone
clse said he wants somcthing to eat! It was a real bedlam.
Then a sweet young thing daintily staggered over to me and
said, ‘what would you really like, Eddic?’ So I told her!
Woo—o00! Wooo—o00! Anyway, I answered her question!?
. . . It was a real treat eating home cooking and sleeping in
a bed without the bedbugs fighting for the first bite and
using the bathroom without getting splinters in your tail sec-
tion. I cnjoyed cvery day of it, but like everything elsc,
it had to come to an end. That was the hardest part. If I
had it to do over, I don’t think I'd take it.” . . . The “un-
lucky"” third to return, Sgt. John Traffenstedt, gives a some-
what brief and factual account—*the pecople were very
fricndly and nicc to me while I was there. 1 got plenty of

anything to cat and drink that I wanted. I had a wonder- -

ful time whilc it lasted, but it wasnt long enough.”

Not cven the 15th Air Force Staff Weather Officer can
predict the atmospheric conditions as our pilots fly in snow
and squalls to Vienna, Munich and Fiumec this day. One
of our weather pilots, sifting off his course and forced to
fly on instruments, is asked somewhat bruskly by the DF
station, “Bigfcnce,” why he is in the wrong sector. “Hell!”
the pilot replies snappily, “if we had any sense, we wouldn't
be up here at all!” (This last sentiment is cchoed by 15th
Air Force officials and therc are no hcavy bombers up dur-
ing this blcak, wind-swept day.)

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 4

Our Mcdics today begin a training program and initiate
physiral exams for all Enlisted Men for “redeployment pur-
poses.” “If you'rc warm, you go,” cxclaims bulging-eyed
“Doc” Vetromile to Sgt. George Replyuk, the first Enlisted
Man 1o be so cxamined!

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 6

Under the heading “Infantry Replacements,” a para-
graph in the Daily Bullctin reveals—*"15th Air Force Head-

quarters requested a report of personnel recommended for
infantyy training. A ncgative report was submitted; how.
ever, any members of the organization desiring assignments
to the lnfantry may apply through the Adjutant’s office. .
The line forms any morning just owmsidc the IHeadquarters
building.”(!)

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 7

Cpl. Patrick M. Halcy is today assigned 10 our Squadron
Transportation scetion.

A letter from the wife of Ist Lt. John C. Johnson, missing
on a flight to Brux, Germany, on last December 20, con.
tains the news—"just this week I learned through the Red
Cross that John is a prisoner of war of the German Govern-
ment.  This is the best bad news [ have ever heard!”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 8

Aftcr a stomach-straining fiftcen minutes listening to Bd
Harris tell of his cxperiences while on furlough in the
U. S., we sit back and listen to a “‘quiz show,” thc main
cvent of this night’s I. & E. meeting in the mess hall.  Here
Squadron members, S/Sgt. D. Ross Grimes, Sgt. David
Cohcn, 2nd Lts. Warrcn Bates and Theodorce White, answer
any and all questions thrown at them by quizzer Phil Seclig-
man. The program over, and S$/Sgt. Grimex declared the
winner, we agree that “jt was enjoyable; if you have to go,
they might as well bz like that.”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 9

Back from their junket 10 Northern Italy and to within
15 miles of the 8th Army front lines, M/Sgt. Robbie Bar-
ham, Pfc. Roy Butler and Sgt. Fred Gillies arc short on
any radio cquipment for which they were looking, but long
on cxperiences and enthusiasm.  “Going almost the full
length of Italy is a revelation in itself. It seems as though
you could draw a linc at Rome, and below it, the people
have little imagination or individuality; above it, ingenuity
flowers.  Northern Italy, especially the country east of Flor-
ence, is really beautiful. . . . We stayed at ‘Casa Canion-
iere,’ state-maintained road-mender's homes, for two nights
and at an Italian farmhousc on the fifth night. Meeting,
talking and living with the Italian people even for a night
gives you a new slant on things. There is a reason for all
that has happencd in Italy and the people, the comimon
people, are not wholly to blame. There are many like
‘Tony,” (a smiling-faced, stocky farmer who had been to
the U. S. 30 ycars ago and now lived on his own farm)
who say, ‘the poor peoplc always have to fight war—the
rich people .just sit back and get rich—always war!? . . .
Two events, the announcement of the fall of the German
bastion of Cologne and the inarch of bands of Communists
on the city, marked our passing through Rome. All in all,
un eventful and revealing trip!”

Our new “‘super-crapper” is opened for business today
and, according to onc soldier,: “Joe Abernethy (the brains
behind this project) is the most relieved person in camp
when it works. He tore up his application for the infantry,
opencd up his ‘A’ bag, and treated all to drinks!”

Awarded this day to former Squadron member,. Sgt.
Samuc] W. Shiclds (Armament Section): the Bronze Star—-
“for meritorious achievement in direct support of combat
operations for the period 1 February to 12 March 1943.”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 10

Into a tent of their own go S/Sgt. Buddy Diemer, Cpl.
Edgar Kobak, and Ist Lt. Frank A. Duckworth, Special
Scrvice team for our Squadron. “We can begin to do somne-
thing now,” opines Buddy Diemer. Despite their new set-up
and ambitious plans, these men have to admit that “there
isn’t much intcrest in anything nowadays—men have been
overseas too long—don’t think of anything but going home.”
On the other hand is the understandable general outlook—
“we have learned to umuse oursclves pretty much of the
time.”

'!
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Day Room and “frce drinks on the house.” On into the
aight and well into the next morning goes this cclebration—
“a damn good night!”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 28

Aftermath of last night's party: “there’s 2 rumor going
around that Major Dinker mads a specch and said that the
war (in Europe) wonld be over in two months and we'd be
home in four!”

Bari Airdrome, lialy—March 29

One by onc, grimy and red-faced from their cross-country
truck trip from Naples, Ist Sgt. Townsend, M/Sgt. Patrick,
§/Sgt. Gibbons, Sgis. Waters, Girola, Ondovchik, Geekic,
Simctkosky, Cpls. Hubay, Winstead, G. Stanley, Quist, Fill-
ingim, Pfc. J. Smith and F. Suanley, {Gpl. Grochowski is
hospitalized at the embarkation point), all returned from
30-day furloughs in the States, come into our mess hall at
supper time tonight.  “Buttonholed” by cager questioners,
these men are nowhere in agreement about the trip—"1
wouldn't do it again—the furlough was 0.K,, but that boat
tript!—had us all on KP, cven Doyne (Townsend)—it was
worth it just to please the folks at home.” Of the States.
these returnces say: “just about the samc as ever—more
cars on the road than ever belorc—one well-meaning woman
asked mc what was the differcnce between the bronze and
silver battle stars; 1 told her that the silver onc was for a
bigger battle! She believed it too!—it was good just 1o walk
down the streets of any town, large or small, see kids clean
and dressed right, nice houses; gives you a new outlook on
things.” . . . Four of our men (John Watcrs, Andrew Ondov-
chik, Mike Simetkosky and Douglas Quist) take the nuptial
vows while in the U. S. and are soon marked “old married
racn” and given the usual kidding. . . . “The worst part
about it all was the leaving. That's why I wouldn’t do it
again.” . . . “Hell,” puts in another soldicr, “T'll still take
anything they give me!”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—March 30
His missions “finito,” 1st Lt Albert Rizzo leaves the

Squadron this day and reports to the Naples Replacement
Centcr preparatory to going home.

APRIL, 1945

. Bari Airdrome, Italy—April 1
Early this morning, a shrill whistle breaks the silence in
camp and many a man rolls somewhat reluctantly out of
a warm bunk and heads for the nearby amphitheatre where
Easter Day Sunrise Services arc to be held. As a strong
sun breaks forth over the blue sca-crest of the Adriatic and
splays the assemblage with its flattcned rays, the voice of a
Chaplain intones over the loudspeaker, “for He is risen . . . ”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—April 2
As the “war moves farthcr away cvery day,” we reluc-
tantly agrec that the Army, with all its traditional red tape
(inspections, monthly show-downs etc.), is seeping in once

more—"from now on it looks like a paper war!”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—April 4

Blaring forth with “FRONT VANISHES AS ALLIED
SPEARHEADS RANGE REICH” the “Stars & Stripes”
brings news that Anglo-American and Russian forces arc
but 160 miles apart.

Late this afternoen, in the 15th Air Force War Room
presentation of the Distinguished Flying Cross is made tc
1st Lts. Edwin M. Rosenthal, William A. Verplanck, anc
Robert V. Clifford; the Bronze Star medal to S/Sgt. Wil
jiam A. Reid, Transportation Section Head.

Among other results of a Squadron mecting in the Rt
Cross tin-hut theatre tonight is the suggestion that “we ge
rid of all the dogs in camp!” Amazement, hilarious guffaw
ing and stunned silence greet this idea and long after th
meeting, this dog “purge” is discussed—"it's getting prett
bad when you can’t look a dog in the facc! .. . this Squac
ron has really had it! . . . imagine the whole camp rile
up over a hunch of dogs! . . . a dog’s lifc isn't what
used to be!”

Bari Airdrome, Italy—April 5

Long before dawn this morning, 1st Lt. Floyd Bisho
on his first opcrational mission, speeds down the runway ¢
a night take-off, pulls up his landing gear too soon (h
right prop hits the ground) and crashes into the stol
building to the far end of the runway—"the planc burst in
flames—ne was thrown clear but we couldn't get to hi
in time. . .. "

Ist Lt William A. Vcrplanck, his 50th mission cor
pleted, leaves our Unit for the U. S. this day.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—April 8

In an article in today's “Stars & Stripes,” General Geor
Marshall indicates that “many men will be moved as quicl
ax possible after the European war ends to the Pacific
people at home must accept this fact.” Although this st
ject is the prime topic of discussion in camp tonight,
tonc “does not surprise” many—"“I thought they'd fina
come around to that. First it was through the U. S, t
through England, and now through the Sucz Canal. You
f-————d and there’s nothing you can do about itt”

Assigned ta our Headquarters Section: Sgt. John
McHugh. To the U. S.: lst Lt. Robert V. Clifford ¢
Capt. Edwin M. Rosenthal.

Bari Airdrome, Italy—April 9

Early this morning, our pilats are briefed for the d:
opcrations: “it is the intention of the British Eighth At
to cstablish a bridgechead over the River Santerno wit!
view to rapid exploitation northward toward Ferrara z
in conjunction with operations of the Fifth U. S. Ar
westwards toward Bologna—this Air Foree, operating
close co-opcration with the ground forces, will attack ent
troop concentrations, gun posts and defense installation
the arca.” Then, more specifically—"“the targets for wea
checks are the Innsbruck, Bologna, Pola and Lugo ar
Within an hour's time after this bricfing, our weather «

SECTIONS IN CAMP AND BARI. . . . All is work in the Transportation tent: Willie Russell, Merle McCullo
George Stanley, John Traffenstedt, Frank Stanley. . . . The depleted Headquarters-Personnel Staff: James Bren
Capt. Reese Anderson, Capt. William Dinker (Squadron Commander), Maior William Tyler, and Phil Seligman.
With the coming of another winter, Joseph Schmidling (second from right) receives another blanket from Sup
John Sigler (at table). Also in scene are Supply workers James Jacobs, John Fischer, William Salter. . . . “C

wide!” says Capt. Gerard “Doc” Vetromile to Lloyd Dallc

s at “sick call” in the dispensary. - . . The ever-busy t

of Eugene Gerig (on scaffolding) and Norbert Raddatz (hammering beam) sets to work on a new tent frame

Headquarters. Louis Stathakis, 1st Sgt. Doyne Towt}send,
“pay call” is answered by Norbert Raddatz, Roy White an
Medics’ Joseph Abernethy to David Cohen, waiting ta be “shot.”

and Bill Goodner look on. .
d Merle McCullough. . . . “This won’t hurt—much!” cl

. . James Brennan's (.

Ernest Jomes (right) also gives the mneedl

Aaron Sinkoff (2nd from right) while Lawrence Hedobas (left, rear) waits his turn. .. . Intelligence pakeq igs }
quarters in Bari: D. Ross Grimes, Capt. Donald McCaslin (Section Officer), Ralph Horwich and Frederick G':ute_s.
Photo negatives, taken by our pilots cver enemy territory cnly a few hours befcre, are processed and dried in

Photo trailer by Walter Lee. . .. Dental Inspection: (in

line) Joseph Schmidling, Michael Skuba, Cecil Long, -

Waters, Douglas Quist, William Hall, Inspecting Officer, Robert Lynch. . . . The Mad'es’ Dispensary tent in camp.

Ration-Day line before the PX. . .. Photo-technician William

Roseberry repairs a defective aerial cameara. .

portation shop. . . . In the photo trailer, James Wetzel clossly follows the development of a film.
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the mess hall and are quickly loaded again. Our Com-
manding Officer, Major William Dinker, shakes hands all
around, then becomes one with the small group which waits
for additional trucks. Motors grumble and the trucks pull
away and head for the Foggia arca.

&

In the weeks of heat-seared inactivity which followed our
assignment to the Bomber and Fighter Units or to the
“Repple Depple,” we were forced to settle down once again
to a period of resigned waiting. Such a life eventually took
the salt out of even the most optimistic.

And then, for most of us, the first weeks in July brought
definite hope. Men in the Bomber Units were shifted to a
Naples Staging area. Men from the Naples “Repple Depple”
were being flown home one by one and there was a rumor
of a “big boat shipment coming up.” On the 19th of July,
the “USS ARGENTINA,"” loaded 30% over capacity, pulled
out of Naples Harbor and headed westwards. On board this
ship was most of the “old 154" which had left the Squadron
a month and a half before. At last, we were on our way!

At seca, the days seemed to creep by. On a map posted
belowdecks, we noted the daily progress of the ship. Dur-
ing the entire voyage, many men slept on deck; others alter-
nated “in and out.” On the fair nights, every inch of the
decks was covered with sleeping forms. On bad-weather
nights, we lincd the hallways, corridors and stepways. There
was little complaining, however, for we were going home!

Ten days later, on Sunday morning, July 29, we rose
to a day of grey, creeping mist. Even before dawn, the
sound of harbor buoys clanged out eerily and was mixed
with the lapping waters below. With the appearance of each
new buoy, we craned more intensely to catch sight of land.
As a bright grey fused the western sky, someone abovedecks
called out, “there’s the land!” Up ahead, a hazy silhouette
waved in and out of a grey mist-wall. Farther along, a
small fishing craft passed us and its sole occupant waved
wildly and we gestured even more wildly in return. Now
on both sides of us was the land of the U. S. Cars threaded
casually along a ribbon of road and seemed strange to our
sight. Soon, “Miss Liberty” herself appecared and then the
looming skyline of New York. Not one of us cared what

Only as the body of the “new Squadron” is lining up for
evening chow do the last two trucks of “old 154" members
pull out from camp. “Well, here we go,” says one man as
he shifts his glance from the disappearing camp area and
faces forward. . . .

gue

was said or done around him; this was a private moment
for all aboard. On the way into the inner harbor, we were
met by many small boats whose decks were covered with
cheering forms, brassy bands and “welcome home!” signs.
Many soldiers dashed from one side of the ship to the other
so that they would not miss a thing. For each one of us felt
that, despite the many thousands on board, this welcome
was for HIM PERSONALLY!

By mid-morning and amid cheering, waving, and music
furnished by a nattily-dressed colored Army band, we had
docked at an uptown New York wharf. The sight of Amer-
ican women and WAC's brought forth the usual cat-calls
and whistling. All was as it should be!

For most of us, however, it was not until late afternoon
that we left the ship, gulped down bottles of milk and a
handful of doughnuts offered by Red Cross women, and
then hustled onto a ferry which was waiting to take us to
the train yards at the far end of the harber. -

Many stood on the cool topdeck of the ferry as it pushed
silently on past the finger-like piers and under the grey-
concrete gaze of the skyscrapers fronting on the harbor. All
along the way, the ferry whistle would sound out with three
hoarse blasts and then from all sides would come three
answering blasts. On and on slid our craft, and the whistles
mounted in number and intensity. It was as if a strong,
warm hand were reaching out and clasping ours in its grip.
All of a sudden, here on this open deck, under the pallid
grey sky of a July Sunday afternoon, and with the body-
chilling tug whistles blaring forth a welcome from all sides,
came the flesh-pimpling thought, “WE ARE TRULY
HOME!!” At that moment of full realization, a thousand
hoarse whistle-blastings seemed to fill the air. The ferry
slipped almost reverently over the lapping harbor waters
and turned in toward its pier. . . . :

)

One Hundred Sixteen
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Harris, Everett (MIA)—(P1)—Oroville, California
Harris, Schuyler S. (M-Ph)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Harrison, Elwin S. (P1)—Los Angeles, California
Hart, Willis L. (P1)—Orange Core, California
Herres, Roy A. {Pl)—Blackfoot, Idaho

Hicks, Paul L. (N)—Rock Castle, Vermont
Hilliker, Eugene F. (Pl-PW)—Xenia, Ohio

Hinkel, Clifton B. (Hq-Adj)—Silsbee, Texas
Hobbs, Clayton B. (Pl)—Brewer, Maine

Holstegge, Bernard L. (A-Ist Sgt.)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Honeycutt, Harvy, Jr. (Pl)—Pacoima, California
Hopkins, Robert C. (Pl)—London, Kentucky
Horrocks, Richard J.'(P1)—Salt Lake City, Utah
Howard, Jack W. (Pl)—Llano, Texas

Humphrey, Walter J. (Pl)—Danville, Maine
Huntsman, Donald F. (Pl})—Baker, Oregon

J
Jaffe, Alvin (Pl)—Minneapolis, Minnesota
Jennings, Roscoe C. {Pl)—Huntington, W. Virginia
Johnson, John C. (PI-PW)—Waterbury, Connccticut

K
Kalinowski, Francis S. (E)—Syracusc, New York
Kaminsky, Harold B. (PI)
Keith, Roy E. (Obs)
Kelsey, Verne B. (Pl)—Long Beach, California
Keltner, James B. (P1)—(K)
Kenner, Howard (P1)—(K)
Kenney, Delphon C. {Pl)—Harlingen, Texas
Kieckhaefer, Robert V. (P1)—Freeport, Illinois
Killian, Francis M. (P1)—(KIA)—New York, New York
Kingsbury, Tillman A. (P})—Merkel, Texas
Klotzer, Fred A. (Pl)
Knapp, Clyde A. (Obs)—(KIA)
Kresslov, Russell (Obs)
Kuhl, Leroy L. (P1)—Des Moines, Iowa
Kyle, Charles F. (P1)—Spokane, Washington

L
Lanini, Henry M. (T)—Salinas, California
Laret, Chester L. (P1)—Glendale, California
Lavin, James E. (Pl)—Los Angeles, California
Lawson, Albert S. (P1)
Laxson, Mack E. (P1)—(KIA)
Leavens, Charles W. (P1)—Houston, Texas
Lovejoy, Dana C. (P1)—S. Pasadena, California
Loyd, Sedgwick (Pl1)—Terre Haute, Indiana
Lukas, Edmund W. (P1)—Holden, Mass.

M
MacVittic, William R. (Pl)—Williamsville, New York
Mallett, Walter J. (P!)—Vicksburg, Mississippi
Marcus, Lawrence N. (Pl)—Brooklyn, New York
Marquette, Elwyn J. {P1)—(KIA)
Martin, Carl L. (P1)—(MIA)—Neosho, Mississippi
Marut, Walter M. (Pl)—Brooklyn, New York
Mayer, Theodore T. (P1-CO)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Mayse, Norman B. (P1)—5t. Joseph, Missouri
McCaslin, Donald A. (I)—Cofleyville, Kansas
McClosky, John D. (Pl1)—(KIA)
McDonald, Donald ]J. (Pi)—Minneapolis, Minnesota
McFarland, Jack H. (Pl)—San Antonio, Texas
McKinney, Don W. (Obs-1)—Oklahoma City, Oklahoma
McKinney, William E. (Pl)—Marictta, Ohio
McMath, Joseph J. (Ph)—Houston, Texas
Meecteer, Wesley B. (P1)—East Orange, New Jersey
Milne, Gregor W. (Pl)—Seattle, Washington
Monthei, Fred A. (P1)—]cfierson, Towa

Moore, James T. (P1)—Kenosha, Wisconsin
Morgan, Robert C. (Pl)—Philadelphia, Pennsylvania
Morris, John W. (P1)

Murphy, James F. (Pl)—Cincinnati, Ohio

Murray, Blaine, Jr. (Pl1)—Palo Alto, California
Mpyers, George E. (Pl)—Indianapolis, Indiana

N
Nelson, Roy E. (PI.OO)—Fairfax, Minnesota
Noel, Arthur F. (P!)—(KIA)—Lowell, Mass,
Nutter, Thomas A. (Pl)—Bexley, Ohio
Nutzel, William C. (PI)—(KIA)

(o)
Obloy, Stanley J. (Pl-Ph)—Cleveland, Ohio
Olsen, Floyd R. (Pl)—Burley, Idaho
Orren, Louis M. (P1)—Waco, Texas
Osborne, John F. (P1)—(KIA)

P
Parker, James K. (PI)—({KIA)
Parr, James (P1})—San Antonio, Texas
Perry, I. Newton (Pl}—Chicago, Illinois
Pinney, John L. (Pl)—Chicago, lllinois
Pitner, Richard A. (P1)—Bridgeport, Ohio
Pittman, Walter D. (Pl)—Cartersville, Gceorgia
Pius, Eugene P. (Pl)—San Antonio, Texas
Pollard, Sidney D. (Pl)—Ralcigh, N. Carolina
Potts, Irwin L. (P1)=—Columbus, Georgia
Powell, Bennington S. {Pl)—Danville, Kentucky

R
Reid, Robert F. (Pl)—Seaford, Delaware
Rentshuler, Robert (P1)—Mt. Pulaski, Illinois
Riead, David W. (Pl)—Tamaroa, Illinois
Riemer, Leonard O. (Pl)—Merrill, Wisconsin
Rizzo, Albert (P1)—Detroit, Michigan
Rosenthal, Edwin M. (P1)—Detroit, Michigan

S
Schwab, Alfred C., Jr. (P1.CO)—St. Paul, Minnesota
Sharp, Edward J. (Pl) '
Shechan, Roy H. (P)
Shubert, Earl L. (P1)—San Leandro, California
Slagle, Harold R. (Pl.OO)—Washington College, Tenn.
Smith, Arthur F. (Pl)—Pinchurst, Mass.
Smith, Robert R, (P1)
Snyder, Frank L. (Md)—Hollywood, Florida
Spradley, Rush R. (Pl)
Stanley, Joseph (LP-I)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Steman, John P. (P1)—St. Cloud, Minnesota
Sterner, Kurt E. (Pl)—New York, New York

T
Taylor, Fred H. (Pl)—Jersey City, New Jersey
Thomas, William (P1)—(K)
Tice, Andrew W. (Pl)—Roanoke, Virginia
Timm, Loel C. (Pl)—Fayctte, Iowa
Tipton, James W. (Pl)—Phoenix, Arizona
Touhy, Edward F. (P1)—{KIA)—Honolulu, Hawaii
Traylor, Lucius H., Jr. (O)—La Grange, Georgia
Turner, James L. (Pl)—San Gabricl, California
Tyler, William L. (M-Hq-Adj-EO)—Wagener, S. Carolina

u
Utesch, Lewis F. (P1)—(KIA)

v

Vapaa, George K. (A)—Harrington, Declaware
Verplanck, William A. (Pl)—White Plains, New York
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Halboth, Robert V. (E)—Sheboygan, Wisconsin
Haley, Harold R. (Ph)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Haley, Patrick M. (T)—Jersey City, New Jersey
Halick, Michael (E)—Bayonne, New Jersey

Hall, William T. (Op)—Durham, N. Carolina
Hallman, William H. (H)—Oklahoma City, Oklahoma
Hamilton, Christopher K. (E)—Kecarny, New Jersey
Hamling, William (M-A)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Harness, Thomas E. (E)—Center Ridge, Arkansas
Harris, Edward (E)—Bronx, New York

Harrison, Henry W. (M)

Hauf, Calvin J. (E)—Watertown, S. Dakota
Heater, Robert R. (E)—Thompson Falls, Montana
Hefner, Glen L. (M)—Newton, N. Carolina
Hennessy, James F. (C)—Vincland, New Jersey
Herndon, William D. (M )—Woodbury, Tenncssee
Higdon, Fred S. (C)—Tullos, Louisiana

Hill, Charles J. (E-T)—Prescott, Arizona

Hladky, Gerald J. (Ps)—Richland, Wisconsin
Hoffmeyer, Charles J. (E)—Brooklyn, New York
Hood, John (M)—Ranla Station, N. Carolina
Hopkins, John M. (A)—Youngstown, Ohio
Horwich, Ralph B. (I)—Chicago, Illinois
Howard, James E. (LP)—Farragut, Iowa

Hubay, John W. (E)—New Britain, Connecticut
Huey, Robert R. (M)—Kokomo, Indiana

Hull, Everett P. (M)—Ipswich, Massachusctts
Hunt, William R. (H)—Clarksville, Arkansas
Huot, Wilbur A. (R)—Miami, Florida

J
Jackson, Norman C. (M)—Point Lookout, Missouri
Jacobs, James W. (S)—White Bear Lake, Minnesota
Janson, Gunnar (A-G)—New York, New York
Jeftries, Wilbur D. (A-LP)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Jennings, Robert (E)—Danville, Illinois
Jones, Ernest S. (Md)—Beverly, Mass.

K

Kahanic, Paul (C)—Binghamton, New York
Kester, James L. (U)—Sedalia, Missouri

Kij, Stanislaw J. (C)—New York, New York
Kish, Ladislaus M. (A)—Trenton, New Jersey
Kituner, Harold P. (E)—Chicago, Illinois
Knudston, Orville P. (Ph)—Lincoln, Nebraska
Kobak, Edgar H. (C-S§)—New York, New York
Kyees, Samuel E.

L

LaBanchi, Genaro J. (1)—Bronx, New York
Lamkin, Guy L. (O)—Crawfordsville, Indiana
Leal, Peter C.—Kimball, Nebraska

Lean, Manuel (A-Md)—Brooklyn, New York
Lee, Walter H. (Ph)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Lemaster, Chester L. (U)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Lensis, John (M )—Trenton, New Jersey

Leonard, Clarence (C)—Carlisle, Arkansas
Leopold, Lewis J. (E-Op)—Brooklyn, New York
Lewis, George D. (Op)—Brooklyn, New York
Lewis, William ]J. (E)—Liule Rock, Arkansas
Libby, Evans S. (M)—Benton Station, Maine
LiBrenz, John W. (Op)—Woodcliff, New Jersey
Liles, Billy R. (R)—Dublin, Texas

Lipka, Edward B. (O)—New Haven, Connecticut
Llewellyn, John J. (Ph)—Long Island, New York
Lodge, James H. (C)—Salem, New Jersey

Long, Cecil H. (C)—E. Blue Hill, Maine

Lynch, Joseph M. (E)-—Chester, Illiuois

Lynch, Robert R. (E)—Newton, N. Carolina

M
Martin, Howard G. (S)—Liule Rock, Arkansas
Martinek, Vincent E. (A)—S5t. Paul, Minncsota
May, William C. (H)
McArthur, Shirley W. (A-G-LP)—Litle Rock, Arkansas
McCullough, Mcrle (T)—Mingo Junction, Ohio
McGonigle, Thomas F. (E)—Philadeiphia, Pennsylvania
McHugh, John J. (Ps)—Philadelphia, Pennsylvania
Mcllvaine, Charles R. (S)—Frcchold, New Jersey
McKenna, Eugene C. (Op-E)—Brooklyn, New York
McMichael, John (E)—Fulion, Mississippi
Miller, Quentin B. (M)—Ligonier, Indiana
Mitchell, Charles C. (E-S)—Boston, Texas
Mohr, Charles M.
Moon, George R. (Ph)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Moon, Percy E. (E}—Little Rock, Arkansas
Morene, William W. (T)—Gibbonville, N. Carolina

N
Newton, John P. (A-G-LP)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Nix, Thurman H. (S-H)~—Fort Worth, Texas ¢
Nocl, Joseph J. (G)

4]
O'Conner, John J. (C)—Brooklyn, New York
Old Coyote, Barny
Old Coyote, Henry D.
Ondovchik, Andrew J. (A)—Carncgnc, Pennsylvania
O'Quin, Gerrel (G-E)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Orsini, Andrew A, (Ph)—Levy, Arkansas
Ouderkirk, Clarence (Md)—Strasburg, Colorado
Overton, Havis H. (Ps)—Malvern, Arkansas
Owens, Frank R.
Owens, L. Dan {(E)—Pine Bluff, Arkansas
Owens, Samucl M. (E)—Great Bend, Kansas

P

Patrick, John W. (A)—Hamlet, N. Carolina
Pearson, Lonnie (S)—Manatte, Florida
Perkins, Alonzo C.

Picras, Nick (G)—(KIA)

Potter, Millard F. (C)—Ashcamp, Kentucky
Pozzi, William F. (G)--(KIA)

Pullin, James O. (E)—San Antonio, Texas

Q
Quist, Douglas J. (Ph)—Minncapolis, Minnesota

R

Raddatz, Norbert O. (U)—Danube, Minnesota
Raiford, Dalton H. (Op)-——Groves, Texas

Raming, Herman T. (C-G)—Chicago, Illinois

Raper, Albert C. (P)—Little Rock, Arkansas

Red, Dick (E)—Mabclvale, Arkansas

Reed, Dempsey (T)—Monroeville, Alabama

Reid, William A. (T)—Mobile, Alabama

Replyuk, George F. (Md)—Royalton, Illinois
Reynolds, Edward H. (G)—(KIA)

Rice, Joseph E. (C-G)—Mobile, Alabama

Rich, Harold (C)—Providence, Rhode Island -
Richard, Charles (G-1st Sgt.)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Robinson, Edwin W. (A-Ph)—Somerville, Massachusctls
Rodgers, James W. (Md-C)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Reodriguez, Eulalio (E)—San Antonio, Texas
Rocssner, William J. (Md-T)—St. Louis, Missouri
Roonzani, Angelo C. (H)—Neewatin, Minnesota
Rorick, Carl S. (E-S}—Athens, Ohio

Roseberry, William E. (Ph)—Little Rock, Arkansas
Ross, Charles (T)—San Antonio, Texas
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2nd Lt James K. Parker (KIA);
Nov. 9, 1942; So. Atlantic

Cpl. Nick Picras (KIA);
Nov. 9, 1942; So. Atlantic

S/Sgt. James Smith (KIA);
Nov. 9, 1942; So. Atlantic

Capt. Clyde A. Knapp (KIA);
Jan. 7, 1943; W. Mediterrancan

1st Lt. John H. Gravestock (KIA);
Jan. 7, 1943; W, Mediterrancan

S/Sgt. William F. Pozzi (KIA);
Jan. 7, 1943; W. Mediterranean

Pfc. Edward H. Reynolds (KIA);
Jan. 7, 1943; W, Mediterranean

2nd Lt. John D. McClosky (KIA);
Jan. 30, 1943; Africa

2nd Lt. Mack E. Laxson (KIA);
Jan. 30, 1943; Africa

2nd Lt. William C. Nutzel (KIA);
March 22, 1943; Africa

Ist Lt. Elwyn J. Marquette (KIA);
March 24, 1943; Africa

2nd Lt. Lewis F. Utesch (KIA);
March 28, 1943; Africa

Ist Lt, Ralph E. Billups (KIA);
April 1, 1943; Africa

Capt. Francis M. Killian (KIA); ELN
March 31, 1943; Africa -

Ist Lt. John F. Osborne (KIA); o
’ Apri;) 23, 1943; Africa Total Piots an
1st Lt. Arthur F. Noel (KIA); efﬁsted men .

March 29, 1944; Italy kiled in WW-

Ist Lt Paul E. Fox (KIA);  — 27
April 27, 1944; Icaly

1st Lt. Carroll W. Feather (KIA);
Oct. 23, 1944; Italy

ist Lt. Edward F. Touhy (KIA);
Nov. 17, 1944; Yugoslavia

2nd Lt. Fred A. Walker (KIA);
Feb. 11, 1945; Italy

2nd Lt. Floyd E. Bishop (KIA);
April 5, 1945; Italy

Ist Lt. Howard Kenner (K);
April 3, 1943; Africa

Ist Lt. William Thomas (K);
Sept. 18, 1943; Africa

2nd Lt. Jobn K. Evans (K);
Oct. 2, 1943; Africa

1st Lt. James B. Keltner (K);
Nov. 7, 1943; Africa

F. O. Carl L. Martin (MIA);
Jan. 7, 1945; Laly

2nd Lt. Everctt Harris (MIA);
Nov. 18, 1944; Italy

-

L J * L * 2
(K1A)~Killed in Action Against the Enemy.
(K)—XKilled in Training.
(MIA)—Missing in Action
¢
' I
w h/d ' Total pilots and-
{ / . t . eniisted men wounded |
ounaea in CLLON i action, WW=2; — 13
PURPLE HEART PURPLE HEART |1 |
NAME AWARDED NAME AWARDED ’
Ist Lt. Verne B. Kelsey................. March 11, 1943 S/Sgt. William E. Roseberry............... May 31, 1943 ,
1st Lt. Robert M. Anstine................. May 31, 1943 Ist Lt. Delphon C. Kenney................. May 2, 1944 |
Sgt. Elias P. TOSCAN0. «vvvvovnen March 27, 1943 Ist Lt. Richard J. Horrocks............... June 27, 1944 o
Col. B G Capt. Harold R. Slagle.................... July 27, 1944~
. Bri - M 7
Pl Briney o arch 27, 1943 2nd Lt. Charles W. Leavens............. August 22, 1944
T/Sge. Clarence Leonard................ 2nd Lt. Walter J. Humphrey. ........ September 15, 1944
Cpl. Willie E. Russell................... March 27, 1943

F. O. Charles F. Kyle................... January 2, 1945
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BATTLE-PARTICIPATION STARS AWARDED TO SQUADRON PERSONNEL, AIR AND GROUND

Ist Battle Star...............en ALGERIA-FRENCH MOROCCO (North African Invasion); 8-11 November 1942

2nd Battle Star................. TUNISIA; 8 November 1942 to 13 May 1943

3rd Battle Star. .. ..oovvvei vt ROME-ARNO (Iwaly); 22 January to 9 September 1944

4th Battle Star. ........... ... SOUTHERN FRANCE; 15 August to 14 September 1944

5th Battle Star.......... ~:......AIR OFFENSIVE EUROPE; 4 July 1942 to 5 Junc 1944 :

6th Battle Star..........o00nven. AIR COMBAT BALKANS (Bulgaria, Yugoslavia, Roumania, Albania and Greece):
1 November 1943 to 31 December 1944

7th Battle Sear. ..ol RHINELAND (previously called “GERMANY"}; 15 September 19+ 10 21 March 1945

8th Battle Star.................. NORTHERN FRANCE; 25 July 1944 to 14 September 1944

9th Battle Star........ccocnnnnn NORTH APENNINES; 10 September 1944 to + April 1943

10th Battle Star. .. .........oannln PO VALLEY; 5 April to 8 May 1945

Hih Battle Star. .. ..o vvein el l NORMANDY; 6 June to 2¢ July 1944 .

12th Battle Star......coovvveevunns CENTRAL EUROPE; 22 March to 11 May 1945

DISTINGUISHED UNIT CITATION

Awarded to all eligible Squadron personnel for direct and indirect par-
ticipation in operaticns over the Ploesti, Roumania, oil refineries on
17-18-19 August 1944. Citation Streamer for Squadron Standard pre-
sented by Major General Nathan F. Twining, Commanding Gencral
Fifteenth Air Forcc; 23 May 1945; Bari Airdrome, Italy.

" ANle number of piots receiving LT O / ./4 c! .
tJtaI g y 5, some with Oak Leaf Clusters,” /9 ori Ifiona, ards

(Officers listed in order of arrival in Squadron; Awards as of May 1945)

Major John R. Delapp—Air Mecdal, 1st Oak Leaf Cluster
Capt. Francis M. Killian (KIA)—Air Medal, 1st Oak Leaf Cluster, D. F. C.
Capt. Eugene P. Pius, Jr—Air Medal, 1st Oak Leaf Cluster
2nd Lt, Eugene F. Hilliker—Air Medal
Ist Lt. Robert M. Anstine—Air Medal, Ist Oak Leaf Cluster
1st Lt. Jack W. Howard—Air Medal, Ist Oak Leaf Cluster -
Capt. Verne B. Kelsey—Air Medal, Purple Heart, 6 Oak Leaf Clusters, D. F. C.
ist Lt. Norman B, Mayse—Air Medal, 1st Oak Leaf Cluster
Major Alfred C. Schwab, Jr.—Air Medal, 7 Oak Leaf Clusters, D. F. C.
Major John R. Dyas—Silver Star, Air Medal
Major Joseph E. Whitwell, Jr—Air Medal, Ist Qak Leaf Cluster
Capt. Horace J. Finch—Air Medal
Capt. Fred A. Monthci—Air Medal °
Ist Lt. Robert C. Morgan—Air Medal, 1st Oak Leaf Cluster
1st Lt. John F. Osborne {KIA)—Air Medal
1st Lt. Bennington S. Powell—Air Medal
Capt. Harold R. Slagle—Air Medal, 5 Oak Leaf Clusters, Purple Heart
I1st Lt. Jack H. McFarland—Air Medal, 3 Oak Leaf Clus-ers, D. F. C.
1st Lt. George E. Myers—Air Medal, 6 Oak Leaf Clusters, D. F. C.
Capt. Arthur J. Hadler (Medical Officer)—Air Medal
1st Lt. William P. Bechtold—2nd and 3rd Oak Leaf Clusters
1st Lt. Harlon J. Conger—Air Medal, 10 Oak Leaf Clusters
Capt. Eugene E. Churchill—6th, 7th, and 8th Oak Leaf Clusters
Ist Lt. Dana C. Lovejoy—5th, 6th, 7th, and 8th Oak Leaf Clusters
1st Lt. Delphon C. Kenney—2nd, 3rd, 4th, 5th, 6th, 7th Oak Leaf Clusters, Purple Heart
1st Lt. Robert P. Zirkle—3rd, 4th, 5th, 6th, 7th, 8th, 9th Oak Leaf Clusters
- Ist Lt. Walter D. Pittman—3rd, 4th, Sth, 6th, 7th, 8th Oak Leaf Clusiers
1st Lt. Kenncth H. Cordes—Air Medal, 7 Oak Leaf Clusters, D. F. C.
Capt. Harry S. Cook—Air Medal, 7 Oak Leaf Clusters, D. F. C., 1st Oak Leaf Cluster for D. F. C.
Capt. Roy E. Nelson—Air Medal, 5 Oak Leaf Clusters, D. F. C. .
| Capt. Joseph A. Walker—Air Medal, 7 Oak Leaf Clusters, D. F. C.
. 2ad Lt. Arthur F. Noel (KIA)—Air Medal
Ist Lt. James W. Tipton—Air Medal, 2 Oak Leaf Clusters
1st Lt. Richard J. Horrocks—Air Medal, Purple Heart, 3 Oak Leaf Clusiers, D. F. C., 1st Oak Leaf Cluster for D, F. C.
Capt. Clayton B. Hobbs—Air Medal, 5 Oak Leaf Clusters, D. F. C. : .
1st Lt. Robert C. Hopkins—Air Medal, 5 Oak Leaf Clusters, D. F.C
Major William R. Dinker—Air Medal, 3 Oak Leaf Clusters, D. F. C.

—
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1.~ Adrian Wiliamson
2.~ Chaﬂes Taylor. " Captain Theodore H. Mayer September 27 to December 19, 1942
3.~ Edward Fee Major John R. Dyas December 20, 1942 to May 2, 1943
4.~ Luther Bivins Major Joseph E. Whitwell, Jr. - May 3, 1943 to March 10, 1944
' Major Alfred C. Schwab, Jr.  March 11 to July 27, 1944

Major James H. Fuller July 28 to November 8, 1944

Major William R. Dinker November 9, 1944 to September 1945

\S;iuaclron jl—imt &rg;eanfd

Charles Richargd......c..ooommenorenenaioraeenns [P Scptember 22, 1942 to January 5, 1943

Bernard Holstegge (Acting First Sergeant?...... e January 6, 1943 1o April 21, 1943

. Doyne R. Townsend. ...cooovvnuenennnninenmeenresmmnnronenmntenes April 22, 1943 1o June 1945
o Johtt W. PAtFCK. e eeenerssrrcnnsaensenss st manenser s June 1945 to Scptember 1945

eclion ﬂeaa/zs — Won-@mmidgionea/

Bernard Hols-tcgge, John W. Patrick, John Russell. oo ooveenceornesnaraneanesse Armament-Ordnance
Clarence Leonard, Robbie Barham...ooooiiiieeeiiaaminnreenmmeerunnmsmneeses ".Communications
Percy Moon, Dick Red, Otis N Y T AR AR Engincering
George Schmidt, William Huntec..viveiinhirinneneremneermeemrnnemrsrn s s Hcadquarters
Louis Stathakis, D. Ross GIiMes. c..oouiverrece semmrunnsnrurarmrrnrmarssssnnsnsss Intclligence
James Rodgers, Joseph P O AR Medicat
William Hamling, Roy WRIte. .. umriieiirnnnnnnrsresensememerrsrrnessiansnsnarinss Mess
Silas WilSOM. < e e eevncvsnseasmmanseannsonresanssosesansouromesmrrnsrroentnts Operations
Albert Raper....v.ouiinicorenrreniarraranocnnnnereene W reeeerteeiensrereiasannae Parachute
Bill Goodner, Havis Overton, James Brennan. ... .oooercrenrermrensmrnnssrsrssssnnss Personnel
Schuyler Harris, George MOOD. ..o uiiuurinntourrreenrsresmsrsmanensonsiemses Photographic
MEIVID ROSS. « o v anneememenesnnssannenasessaen sssnnsstmeremmearmrssmmsestressssissses Radar
Howard Martin, John Fischer, James Jacobs..... ooviannvnneerrenermrmrermnnr s sorses Supply
Forrest DIEMEr. oo vvuuevsnsnenensesssmesnnaescansanrmssteeurameremssnnensnss Special Service
Ted Ferguson, Charles Hill, Samuel Owens, William Reid. oo veenacenesnnasoncns Transportation
Chester Lemaster, James Kester, Eugene Gerig. . ovvvvnonninnnnermronmmmrrenmsessinsnsss Utilities
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PERIOD: SUB-PATROL OPERATIONS, 16 DECEMBER 1942 TO 8 JAN-
UARY 1943

CLAIMS
1 Submarine (probable; 6 Jan. 1943)

LOSSES

1 A-20 (cause unknown; 7 Jan. 1943)

e TP

PERIOD: RECONNAISSANCE, ATTACK-RECONNAISSANCE, PHOTO-
RECONNAISSANCE OPERATIONS, 29 JANUARY 1943 TO

11 MAY 1943
CLAIMS

76 Trucks . 1 Radio Station
13 Tanks . 2 Large Tents »

2 Half Tracks S 1 Staff Car : -
16 Gun Posts 4 Recon. Cars

5 Trailers 2 Personnel Carriers

3 Radio Trucks 1 ME-109 (on ground)

An Estimated 183 Axis Soldiers Killed or Wounded

(Damaged: 27 trucks, 11 tanks, 4 half tracks, 1 tank destroyer, 3 supply
dumps)

LOSSES
9 P-39%
2 P-51’
1 P-38 °
e
PERIOD: WEATHER RECONNAISSANCE OPERATIONS, 1 FEBRUARY
1944 TO 2 MAY 1945
CLAIMS

1 ME-109 (destroyed in air by
1st Lt. Robert P. Zirkle; 31 March 1944)

LOSSES
28 P-38s* o

%#(Lost over enemy territory or through mechan-
ical failure enroute to or from enemy territory)

-
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SECRET
FLAG-OFFICER-IN-CHARGE
ORAN AREA
P-15 5 February 1943
Serial: (0024)
FROM: Flag Officer In Charge, ORAN Area.
TO Commanding Officer, Western Algerian Composite Wing.

SUBJECT: Letter of Commendation in the Case of Licutenant Colonel John R. I'ord\cc, U. 8. Army Air Corps,
Commanding Officer, 68th Observation Group, Oujda.

1. The arrival and expeditious unloading of. stores and equipment in large quantities in the ORAN, Algeria area has
a direct bearing on thec prosecution of the war in North Africa. Many organizations have contributed their cfforts to this

successful accomplishment,
2. The 68th Observation Group, under the command of Lt. Col. Fordyce has been charged with the responsibility of

conducting Anti-Submarine Air Patrols within a ffty mile radius of ORAN, and of furnishing A/S Air Patrols for con-
voys in this area.

3. The safe arrival of a large number of ships, with a relatively small percentage of sinkings in this Arca speaks well
for the cfforts of the 68th Observation Group.

4. The Flag Officer In Charge, ORAN Area, takes pleasure in commending Lt. Col. Fordyce and the officers and men

under his command for this accomplishment.
/s/ A. C. Bennett

/t/ A. C. BENNETT.

Copy to:
Comdg. Gen. Med. Base Sec.
C.in-C, Allied Forces.
N.CXF.
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SECRET

Y

HEADQUARTERS NORTHWEST AFRICAN AIR FORCE
OFFICE OF THE COMMANDING GENERAL
APO 650, U. S. Army
. 13 April 1943
SUBJECT: Commendation.

TO : Commanding General, Northwest African Tactical Air Force.

1. During the past several days, your Air Force has carried out an unusual number of highly successful sorties against
cnemy airdromes, armored vehicles on the roads, and cnemy planes in the air.

2. I desire to commend your cntire organization for the efficient and effective manner in which, under your leader-
ship, it is carrying out the systematic dcstructlon of the enemy’s resources. These operations have contributed enormously
to hastening the enemy’s retreat.

/s/ Carl Spaatz
CARL SPAATZ
Licutenant General, US.A.
Commanding

1st Ind.
Hgq., XII AIR SUPPORT COMMAND, APO 766, 19 April 1943.
TO: Commandings, 31st, 33rd, and 52nd Fighter Groups, and 154 Obsn, Squadron.

1. I take pleasure in forwarding this well merited commendation.
2. You have donc a wonderful job. Keep smacking them.
PAUL WILLIAMS
Brigadier General USA,
Commanding
















