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THE sun over an air base in England 
falls very quickly in winter, 
except when it doesn't come out at all ... 

which is most of the time. 
The air is heavy with wetness 
and cuts through your flight jacket 
as though you'd forgotten to wear it. 
It's cold and it's damp and you know 
that all the bull thrown about the English climate 
ain't bull after all. 
So what? You live and you bitch. 
That's your privilege, mac. 

When darkness drops, the T annoy 
barks out over the base, 
Giving orders in hoarse, loud-speakered tones, 
and the blackout blinds are snapped into place. 
The blinds are up at Thorpe Abbotts 
and at Eye, ' 
at Tivetshall and Horham. 
Cracks of illegal light slant out 
in defiance of the now-empty skies. 
A hut ignores the call to darkness 
and a hurrying CQ on his rounds 
bangs the window with a 
"Get yer goddam blinds up!" 

These are the lazy hours 
and the guys inside are quiet. 
The curved, half-cans of metal arch about them, 
holding them close. 
The wet laundry hung near the stove 
weeps silently. 
Sprawled about the Nissens, 
men read Yank and Superman 
and "Strange Fruit." 
Sprawled about the Nissens, 
men bat the breeze about Piccadilly 
and Dirty Dick's 
and try to fill an inside straight. 
And the boys in the Nissens at Thorpe Abbotts 
and Horham,' 
at Eye and at Tivetshall, 
ponder the seemingly eternal question: 
Will there be a mission tomorrow? 
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The coke fire in the reluctant stove 
(the one with the tortoise of iron on the cover 
surrounded by the words "Slow but Sure,") 
glows hot and sends a wisp of smoke 
out into the soggy night. 
Keep close to that stove. 
Men have been known to freeze to death 
upon moving three feet away. 
A million wisps of smoke 
drift over a million huts in England, 
and the mist creeps in closer 
to watch the ponderous activity 
of the men who wait. 

"Anybody headin' for the show?" 
"What's on?" 
"Legs Grable." 
"A lousy actress." 
"Who watches her act?" 

Cycles on the watered roads are busy 
swishing through permanent puddles 
and sending up a thick spray. 
They splash by the mess hall and turn in .... 
First show starts at 1800 
and the EM line twists to the road, 
the intruding darkness forcing the pocket books 
back into pockets. 
The officers head for their entrance in the rear, 
escaping the outdoors by privilege of rank. 
Cycles on the watered roads-are busy 
heading into the Big Top for a bitters 
or a Scotch (at two and six per shot.). 
Across the road, late diners spill from mess 
as the K. P.'s scrub down the floors. 
The clash of the clipper and plates 
sounds the ending of another mess hall mission. 

Leather boots scuff toward the Sergeant's Club, 
and the bar at the Officer's Club on the hill 
is filling up. 
Amy puts out the sandwiches at the Aero Club 
as the fireplaces toss out heat, 
and Betty or Hilda or Dorothy or Jane 
smiles at the boys. 
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Outside, cold rods of light poke at the sky, 
vainly trying to fathom its depth. 
Men look up and wonder 
whether the Jerries will be out tonight. 
Throughout the base, 
The Charge of Quarters settle down 
to their all-night vigils .... 
In the armament huts, 
the ordnance huts, 
the photo lab ... headquarters, 
squadron operations .... 
In the Orderly Room, 
the CQ writes home, stops to stoke the fire, 
stretches, and wonders when the London gal will 

write. 
Will that mission alert ever come through? 
Maybe I'd better step over to the mess hall ... 
Better not ... Oh hell .... 

It's quiet in Site One. 
Nothing definite from operations. 
The light outside the door 
still winks the blue "Stand-by" notice 
to the passing men ... who curse: 

"Two to one we load at three o'clock." 
" ... and they'll scrub it before we hit the sack." 
"Don't bitch. Transfer." 
"You never had it so good." 

The talk is punctuated with quick blinks 
as flashlight~ pick out the criss-cross paths 
and a man stops at the bulletin board. 

Dim lights pick out wavering paths along the roads, 
and cycles are returning fro·m off-base journies 
returning from sessions with 
mild 
and bitters 
and dart boards 
and farmers daughters. 
The long trek back to camp 
cuts through field, hedge and ditch 
large enough to hide a good-sized horse. . 
(Men have been known to see good-sized horses, 
of pink and lavender, 
neighing from ditches on their return.) 
The Kingshead and the Star, 
Scole Inn and the Red Lion in Needham, 
The Good Pull Inn and the good pubs of Diss 
and Burston and Harleston 
have closed up shop for the night. 

The Tannoy cuts the mist sharply: 
"Red Alert! Red Alert! 
Extinguish all light! Extinguish all light ! " 
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The men on the roads curse 
and move a little faster. 
The men in the clubs douse the lights. 
The men in the Nissens sit listening. 
Some go outside and climb atop 
the earth and brick air raid shelters, 
peering off into the gloom. 

"Maybe they think the Buzz-Bomb can see 
light." 

"Maybe it ain't a Buzz-Bomb. They still got 
planes." 

"It's a Iotta crap, if you ask me." 
"Shhhh . . . I hear something." 

The sound comes out of nothing 
and grows to a dull drone, 
filling the night with unwelcome throb. 
A man shivers slightly. 
The exhaust-light of the Thing 
breaks through the haze ·-
off to the north ... and slowly crosses. 
"Keep goin', baby, keep go~n'" 
someone says, and somebody else snickers nervously. 
The sound grows loud and hollow, 
first like an ancient washing machine 
about to throw its last bolt, 
then like a plane engine revving in a windy tunnel. 
If a human had been at the controls, 
it would have been shrugged off ... 
but the robot inevitability of the Thing 
struck with a fear of the unknown .... 
"Boy; Lo.ndon's catching hell tonight." 
"That's no lie." 
Far off, the Thing strikes earth 
with an explosive shudder. 
The boy from Iowa looks up: 
"Plowed up at least an acre." 
... "or maybe a couple of kids." 

The "All Clear" penetrates' each corner 
and echoes its news into Site Six. 
The Depot boys have finished talking engines 
and women and passes, 
and are hitting the sack. 
A convoy down the road turns at the M.P. shack. 
The Liberty Run trucks from Norwich, 
receiving a quick flashlight inspection, 
(No guests allowed at late hours) 
head in with their sleepy loads. 
"All out for Sites Four and Six." 
The tail gate comes down 
and men spill into the darkness. 
The next stop and 



"Site Three and the W AAF Site." 
Men of the 349th and officers from the W AAF Site 
disembark. The trucks turn left. 
"Sites One and Five" gives the signal 
to men of the 3 51st and 418th. 
The trucks turn by the Static Pool 
and head for Site Two. 
The men straggle along the roads 
toward the Orderly Rooms. 
You I?ust let the army know that you're back. 

"Boy, did I have a time!" 
"You shoulda seen the tomato I had .... " 
"I've seen some o'them. You can have 'em." 
"I saw a good show at the Theatre Royal." 
"Wonder if an alert's on .. ... " 

In Operations, the duty officer yawns 
and tosses aside his paper. 
The front page is full of the 
imminent fall of Berlin. 
There is no sleep in Berlin tonight. 
Red Army shells tear German walls 
free from their foundations. 
The duty officer yawns again. 
Might as well write home .... 

"It's just about midnite and I'm on duty again. 
Since finishing my 3 5 missions, 
I've been pulling this stuff ... 
Gives me a chance to write, anyhow .... " 

Outside of Operations, 
a door leads into Message Center. 
To the right, an Out of Bounds sign 
boldly warns. 
Behind the sign, the jerky stutter 
of the teletype begins ... 
Secrets run along the machine 
and drop out onto the yellow sheet, 
forming a plan of action in bla<;k. 
The operator, tolerantly bored, 
(there's nothing more boring than secrets) 
wishes himself in bed, 
but keeps close watch as the machine 
unfolds the plan 
ordered by Eighth Air Force, 
planned by 3rd Division, 
executed through 13th Combat Wing 
by the individual groups of the wing. 
The message is lengthy tonight, 
and at stations further along the line, 
bases at Eye and at Horham, 
at Tivetshall and Medfield, 
the teletypes click and whir, 
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telling their tales to other sleepy operators. 
This is Mission No. 2 5 5 . . . 
This is Field Order 573 
for the One Hundredth Bombardment Group 

(Heavy.) 
It is 24 minutes after midnight. 

The duty officer reaches for his phone 
and begins to call the long list of numbers 
from his sheet. 
His words register at ordnance and armament, 
communications, the squadrons .... 
The base tosses off its lethargy 
like a giant roused from sleep. 
CQ's slam their receivers and start their rounds . 
"Hey Joe, hit the deck." 
A muflled "Huh?" 
"Let's go. You've been called out." 
Men enter the Orderly Room in ones and twos, 
checking to see whether their planes 
were among those scrawled on the board 
in black crayon. 

"Looks like Monty'll be working on his ship all 
night." 

"Damn these early briefings." 
" ... Listen. There goes the R.A.F." 

The farflung British armadas 
straggle singly across the night 
and fill the sky with dim, flickering light 
and insistent hum. 

"Boy, that saturation stuff is a snap." 
"My neck! You can have that night flying." 
"You can say that again." 

In the high, well-lit Operations Room, 
a clerk erases marks and substitutes others 
on the huge blackboard of the group's air strength, 
tabulated by crews and planes 
neatly chalked into painted rectangles. 
A board of figures is a heartless thing, 
and a plane going down 
means that a wet cloth 
wipes the slate free 
for a new crew to be neatly chalked in. 

The W AAF Site in dark except for sudden 
gleams of light which squeeze past hastily drawn 
blackout curtains. In the darkness, you cannot see the 
smoke-inscribed target names .scrawled on the ceilings 
of the combat barracks. You canot see the men who 
will soon be roused to lead formations into action. 

A call wakes Bowman, the S-2 chief, Bowers, the 
flak man, and Arick, photo interpreter. A jeep waits 
outside. In other areas, other key men are shaken from 



bed. The Old Man is awake. So is the Air Exec, as 
well as the Operations officer. 

The S-2 Intelligence building, carefully tucked 
away into a clump of trees across from Operations, is 
filled with activity. Movements are intent and pur­
poseful. Flashlights guide ghostly figures along the 
walk and into the buildings, where they parry the 
thrusts of the bright_light by blinking. Bowman heads 
down the hallway to the War Room ... the room of 
secrets. 

If you were perched on a cloud, 
looking down at the odd ways of man, 
you could see the ever-increasing light flashes 
and the deliberate ll}Ovements 
of men in moist darkness. 
The impudent sputter of a jeep motor ... 
and twin lights are pushed around the perimeter track. 
The deeper power of a refueling truck 
noses out the dispersal points 
where shadowy bombers stand poised, 
gripping concrete with rubber claws. 
A thin chain clinks behind the truck, 
grounding sharp sparks. 

In the squatlron areas, 
bomb service trucks warm up with a racket, 
and wait for their crews. 
In the Nissens, men struggle into leather suits, 
jackets, boots, meanwhile jockeying for position 
alongside the coke-filled stove 
(which is usually out by now anyhow, 
but men are creatures of habit 
and prey to conditioned reflex<:;s ). 
When a group of men sit around a table 
with maps ... and photos ... and rows of figures, 
they do not think about a man 
struggling into a pair of leather pants 
on a damp night. 
They are intent on sending 1003 bombers 
against a marshalling yard deep in the Reich. 
1003 bombers means a force of 150,000 men 
who struggle into leather pants, 
sleep ... cook ... fill out forms ... 
pack parachutes ... are doctors, lawyers, 
and ultimately, the pay-off army, 
t.he guys who fly the big ones .... 
(But the man in the leather pants 
is conscious only of a helluva job 
that must be done before he can hit the sack again.) 

Wright and Johnson of S-2 are busy examining 
photographs and taking information from the large, 
well-lit wall map punctured by multi-colored pins, 
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flags, and arrows. As Bowman enters, the yellow sheets 
of the teletype catch his eye. He studies the order, 
noting the coded words spotted throughout the 
numerous paragraphs. Further down the hall, another 
room houses rack after rack of impressive, thick 
ledgers. The field order has been decoded, and the 
men begin the preparation of their parts in the forth-
coming briefing .... It's a tough target, and the 
Hundredth is leading .... Pens sketch the route ... 
Zwalle ... Drummer Lake ... Hanover ... . 

The tables are laden with information ... the 
product of ingenuity ... of underground movements 
... of the fleet fighters shooting up the Reich with 
camera strips .... 

The rattle of bomb trailers fill the night 
with the clatter of impending death. 
The bomb revetments empty onto the broad backs 
of the four-wheeled carriers, 
and ordnance men grunt and push 
500 pounders up the beams. 
A bomb revetment is a haven for bombs 
which is invariably built on a lower level 
than the surrounding terrain. 
When it rains, the water gets about a foot deep 
and it's no fun to play around 
with 5 00 pounders • 
and slosh through water at the same time. 
The trailers fill up. 
Goodwin and Hollingsworth call out the number 
of the ship to be loaded, 
and the bomb truck pulls out with a crew aboard. 
(In the morning, Heffernan will tabulate 
the number of bombs shipped by air to Germany 
and incorporate them into a receipted report.) 

The commanding officer enters the War Room. 
Col. Thomas S. Jeffrey, Jr., is a short, terse command 
pilot of a visibly determined nature. A young man 
with a pencil-line mustache, he is a veteran of 27 
missions, and knows every trick. and all the ropes of 
aerial warfare over the European continent. Decorated 
not only by his own, but also by the French and 
Polish governments, Jeffrey has contributed much to 
the Allied effort. He has led division and Eighth Air 
Force formations in long sweeps from St. Silvain at 
Arad, Roumania, and now, in the early hours of 
Febr.uary 3, 194 5, he studies the lacquered surface of 
the wall map. Flak positions are indicated .by colored 
pins, and Jeff's glance alternates between field order 
and map ... checking places ... times. 

Being a group commander means staying on the 
ground most of the time, being more on the adminis­
trative and planning end than on the end of execution. 



That's the way it works out. Responsibility carries 
with it the necessity for survival. He smiles wryly and 
turns to the target . ... 

In the fuze hut, men are busy 
setting the M- 103's and the M- 106's. 
Destruction is a scientific accomplishment. ­
The instructor at Ordnance School had said: 
"A bomb set off on impact don't do as much damage 
as a bomb that digs through and blasts up." 

Once the fuzes and fins are on the bomb trucks, 
they head for the line, 
an ever-increasing flow of traffic 
clattering over the concrete roads. 
The disturbing putt-putt of the C-1 0 ge£erators 
reverberate down the perimeter, 
as armorers check bomb racks 
and set up stations in the bomb bay. 
The guards, carbine slung over shoulder, 
hang around and watch. 
A generator sputters and dies, 
leaving in its wake a duo of cursing armorers, 
who check the tank and find it empty. 
They hurry to mix oil with octane, 
a respiratory mixture to revive lifeless armatures. 
Jeeps run up and down the line, 
adding to the pulsating beat of this, 
the prelude to a mission. 
Scattered pieces and phrases 
slowly slip into place 
like some gigantic jigsaw puzzle, 
a puzzle in which failure to solve 
means loss of life. 

Cables and men strain, 
and bombs slowly rise from the trailer, 
to be snapped into place on the rack. 
As the bomb bay fills, 
the photo man shows up 
and lifts the floorboard in the radio room 
behind the sweating armorers. 
He sets the K-21 in the mounts, 
pre-sets shutter speed and light opening, 
turns 0p the internal heater 
so that the high altitude will not freeze 
the shutter into immobility, 
and with a sympathetic cluck 
at the cranking armorers, 
leaves as the oxygen truck pulls up 
and takes a pressure check. 

"Hey Jack, when's briefing?" 
"Four-fifteen." , 
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"Good night! Another early one." 
"You wanna sleep this war out?" 

In the small room behind the duty officer, the 
group navigators and bombardiers are busy. H arry 
Crosby hums to himself as he consults the field order, 
spins the E6B computor, reads and jots down the 
data. Another navigator recomputes while a third 
plots the entire mission on a chart called a "mercator." 

Don Ventriss and Cliff Milburn are more inter­
ested in bombs and check for proper and ~ffective 
dropping with grid and computor. Later, the informa­
tion will be absorbed by a roomful of men. Now it is 
quiet. There is no air of urgency present. The men 
work with deliberation, and lengthening lines of fig­
ures on charts point out the progress. Pike, the weather 
man, hands in his report. The observations and p-re­
dictions gathered by the weather office play a major 
part in the pre-computation acts of both navigation 
and bombardment. Times and winds drastically affect 
aircraft speed and bombing accuracy. 

The room is bathed in technical terminology .. . 
Drift ... control points . .. bunches ... fixes .. . 
intervalometer settings ... mils .. . . The mission de-
pends on the faithful translation of this terminology 
into action .... 

The bomb load is safely tucked 
into the arched bomb bay. 
A jeep wheels into the hardstand 
as ordnance men finish their task 
of screwing fuzes into the mouths of bombs. 
Lt. Rosenfeld checks the loading 
and the ordnance man standing by, says: 

"Everything OK, sir?" 
"Fine ... Hope the sky clears, though." 
"Yeah. It's just about time for 'em to scrub it." 

Time creeps through the mist 
and in the squadron areas, 
CQ's are busy rousing the engineering men, 
men who fix the engines, 
change the engines, 
curse the engines . . . 
the airplane mechanics of the line. 
They shiver as the mist crawls under GI blankets 
and creeps into their bones. 
The flight chief groans and raises his head. 
One by one, they leave the sack 
and hurry into leather clothing. 

The armorers with ships to sweat out, 
remain on the line, hoping to catch fifty winks 
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in the engineering tents 
alongside the silent ships. 

Through the open door of an office at the end of 
the Operations Room, Lt. Col. John Wallace, Opera­
tions officer, can be seen hunched over his desk. He is 
deep in conversation with Maj. Robert Rosenthal, 
C.O. of the 418th Bomb Squadron, who is to lead the 
formation this . morning. Both men have experienced 
many mornings like this, and discuss formations, 
crews, bomb load •... 

The CQ whistles as he enters the combat hut. 
"Rise and shine, you war heroes!" , 
Barracks lights click and sleepy eyes squint, then 

open wide in sudden realization . that this is a mission 
morning. Some men lie quietly, the only evidence of 
their all-night vigil being the circle of crumpled 
butts around their bunks. They had kept time by the 
chain of glowing cigarette ends throughout the night. 

"When I get home, I'm gonna sleep for a solid 
two weeks. . . . " 

" ... and kill the guy that wakes me." 
"What time is it? ... Blimey! I just got in!" 
The CQ is flippant to cover his respect: 
"Time, gentlemen! Four-fifteen briefing this 

morning, you guys! The bloody lorries'll be 
here for chow in ten minutes." 

It is 0 3 3 0 hours on a cold February morning .... 
No time to be out ofa warm sack. The airmen of the 
Hundredth rise with howls and bitches and some 
laughter. Each man has his small personal routine to 
thwart the cold and the occasional twinges of fear 
which run through the back of his mind. 

In the squadron areas and the W AAF Site, the 
pilots ... the co-pilots ... nayigators ... bombardiers 
and toggeliers ... the engineers and radio wen and the 
other gunners ... rise with much reluctance. Some of 
the men head for the ablutions, but a cold-water 
shave does not appeal to others. 

"Well, this makes number thirty for me .... " 
"When I'm through here, I'm gonna tell the 

army ... " 
"Yeah, that's what they all say. You're due for 

the CBI, just like the rest of us." 
"Hey! The trucks for chow!" 

• 
By 0400 hours, the combat mess halls, officer and 

enlisted alike, are full. The cereal is as tasteless as ever. 
The hum of conversation and the clatter of plates 
tnakes a reassuring and welcome din. The fried eggs 
(occasionally real ones), or the alternates, French 
toast or flapjacks, followed by a slug of strong GI 
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coffee, is the usual fare. Men who can take the rough 
grapefruit juice fill their canteen cups. The enlisted 
men are following the cafeteria style of service, heap­
ing platefuls of food for themselves. 

In the combat officers mess, they grab plates and 
queue up at the hot stove in the kitchen. The cooks 
lift the food from the stoves, and with a movement 
borne of long experience, flip it onto the held-out 
plates. Men head into the dining hall. ... 

The Chapel stands solemn in the mist. 
A sliver of light at the side entrance 
pins the darkness back, 
and thin flashlight beams 
occasionally find the door. 
Men pass in and out. 
The Chaplain stands in the small sanctuary, 
listening to fears and doubts, 
misgivings and misdeeds. 
The boy will leave soon on his eleventh mission. 
He kneels and the Chaplain, 
with voice low as the light in the room, 
quiets fear and absolves 
of intent toward evil. 
Spiritualism is strong in the room, 
and the gunner ... leaving, 
takes with him some of the essence of this room. 
Men pass in and out. . . . 

Station 139 has awakened to a mission morning. 
The clatter in the mess halls, the shuflle along the 
roads, the beams of light give promise of a slowly 
widening radius of action. This action is being du­
plicated over East Anglia at neighboring bases . ... 
At Horham, the 95th Bomb Group also stirs ..• . At 
Eye, the 490th prepares, at Tivetshall and at Wati­
sham, combat men eat powdered eggs in crowded 
mess halls .... 

At the control tower, the flying control officer is 
preparing the taxi and take-off order for the yet· 
silent and shadowy forms sitting in the scattered dis­
persal points outside. At briefing time, he will receive 
the sequence of the take-off, and will plot their first 
movements with the care and precision of a Toscanini 
downbeat .· .. so many seconds interval ... a. certain 
position at· a certain time .... 

A corporal enters the main briefing room . 
The click of light reveals 
the large ceiling-to-wall map, 
the map used for touring Germany by air. 
The room is cold, and the corporal 
shivers slightly as he consults the field order. 
He pierces the map with multi-colored pins 
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along the briefed route. 
Then he arms himself with a rool of tape 
and begins his assault. 
He runs a strip from Thorpe Abbotts 
across the Channel into France 
and across France, 
into Germany and across the face of Germany, 
ripping it off after a deep penetration. 
He decorates the route with arrows, 
pointing out spots along the tape 
where the bombers are to meet the fighter escort. 

As at previous briefings, 
he could see the faces 
which would soon fill the empty chairs. 
The young faces, 
the eager faces, 
the scared faces, 
the veteran faces, 
all looking for the tape that seemed 
to stretch endlessly into Germany. 

The corporal turns as two figures enter 
and busy themselves with the two stoves, 
prying loose the ashes of yesterday. 
Their efforts are none the less heroic 
since the room is fated to be cold 
no matter how many stoves are red in heat. 
Intelligence men enter and place their charts 
strategically around the room. 
The corporal has finished his work, 
and shields the briefing map 
from those who prematurely enter. 
He leaves. 

Along the hallway outside the briefing room, 
Sgts. Will Smith, Rubin Kramer and Larry DuPraz 
are laying out charts, maps and escape kits in the Map 
Room. They will prepare the navigator's briefing 
room. Stoves gasp and struggle to preserve some small 
measure of heat. 

Out in the locker room, Air Corps Supply men 
are preparing the flying officers heated clothing, para­
chutes, harnesses .... Equipment is checked. 

A weapons carrier on the road disgorges its load, 
and the military police post their guards at the key 
doors. · 

The crews are arriving, and the officers jump off 
as the trucks stop, then start again with their lighter 
load toward the gunner's briefing. Men walk up and 
others swing up on cycles. The main briefing room is 
ready and the men · drift through the door. . . . 

The usual greetings are exchanged. More men 
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arrive. Some of the talk is strained, as is the horseplay. 
Some of the talk is low .. . some loud ... . 

"So we got us a suite at the Regent Palace .... " 
"I like their mattresses." 
"Listen to that shack-hound." 
"Look, boy ... you don't go to museums either." 
The laughter is a little too loud. The chairs fill 

up. The pilots, navigators, bombardiers take their 
places. In the front row, a few empty and imposing 
armchairs gape at the platform, waiting for the com­
ing of the Old Man, his staff and the squadron com­
manders. A co-pilot ,in a corner sends out a yawn in 
protest of the early hour. 

The room is almost full. There is a quieter mur­
mur now, and anxious eyes shift to the wall map, 
where the secret lies hidden. Men are a little jumpy 
now. Later, when they actually face the situation, 
they will be calmer. Now, they are tense and filled 
with the fruits of the mess hall. 

Late-comers are arriving. Armament in the per­
son of Capt. Mitchell and engineering in the person 
of Maj. "Butch" Rovegno enter. Both have been up 
some time, inspecting bomb loads and completing the 
preparations for the long haul. Capt. Robert Major, 
Station Ordnance officer, and Capt. Alfred Iannac­
cone, communications, also push into the room. 

The gunners are sprawled around in the dim-lit 
hallway. They sit on the floor against the wall and 
wait for their briefing officer. The hallway is jammed 
with the men who have finished dressing in the locker 
room a11d now wait and talk. 

"So the 1st Sergeant comes in early and 
congratulates us on our barracks," explains a 
man from Crew No. 50. "Comes the afternoon 
... they slap us on a rock detail for having a 
lousy -looking barracks!" 
"That's T. S., brother!" 
"Boy! If that ain't the army!" 
There are men from big main streets and men 

from rural routes in the hallway. There are men who 
laugh at readers of poetry and men who think poetry. 
There are men like Sgt. J. Ciaccia, T / Sgt. D. Crozier, 
Sgt. M. Bogard and Sgt. D. Ingraham, who one month 
back had written the words of a poet into his diary: 

"But I've a rendezvous with Death 
At midnight in some flaming town, 
When Spring trips north again this year, 
And I to my pledged word am true, 
I shall not fail that rendezvous." 

The hallway, already crowded, bulges as addi­
tional crews push their way in. The EM from Crew 
No. 18, Dineen, Klein, Ryken, Wilson, Torma and 



Powell, approach the entrance through a sea of mud. 
Their boots make squashy, sucking noises as the ooze 
clings and yields ... clings and yields .... 

"Why the hell don't they build a concrete walk 
across here?" 

"This ain't so bad. Why, back where I come 
from .. ," 

"We're not interested." 
"I think you're getting flakked up." 
"Looks who's -talking." 
The boots sink and rise and the men reach their 

objective, stand in the doorway and stamp the slime 
off. 

A stir passes through the men as an officer, com­
plete with briefcase, enters and makes for the door­
way. The gunnery officer, (Lt. Muttersback or Lt. 
Anderson or Lt. McAtee), wades through the sea of 
men, unlocks the door and switches the room into in­
candescence. The gunners file in after him and drape 
themselves across the bare benches. They wait for 
their information. 

Back in the main briefing room, Maj. Wallace, 
Majors Crosby and Ventriss arrive and stand quietly 
talking in a group near the front of the room. The 
squadron commanders take their seats .... Rosenthal 
of the 418th, Lyster of the 350th, Robinson of the 
349th and Cruver of the 3 51st have their heads to­
gether. 

"Which one did you say was Rosie?" a new navi­
gator of the 3 51st inquires. 

"There he is ... talking to Lyster, who's got the 
handle-bar mustache." 

"Yeah, I see him." 
"He's got 51 missions in. I hope the war's over 

before I get half that many." 

There is a sudden movement in the hall and 
Jeffrey enters the room with the Air Exec, Lt. Col. 
Price, and a full colonel, a stranger to the room .. . 
very tall, with a West Point bearing. They stride 
down the long aisle as the room begins to still. 

As an officer pulls away the curtain before the 
wall map, a complete hush falls over the room. The 
lights of the large spot lamps expose the lengthy strip 
of tape stretching from a point inside the confines of 
Great Britain over to a point deep within Germany. 
... The secret is exposed .... 

"Berlin!" 
"God Damn!" (Just my luck to hit it on my last 

mission.) 
The entire room is a mass of movement and re­

leased emotion. 
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A co-pilot rubs a sweaty palm on his pants leg. 
"My aching back! Big B!" 

In the gunner's briefing room, the reactions are 
the same. There is no suggestion of adventure . . .. 
Big B . .. the capital of the Reich, means Big Stuff 
to these men as it does to men all over the world. 
There is the usual nervous banter, the usual griping. 
Some bite their lips, swallow hard, and think of some­
thing else. 

There is no evidence of any challenge. These men 
will perform their job . . . and perform it well. 
Some will perform it magnificently ... but now, 
there is banter and whooping it up and quiet as they 
look at the map and watch the large paper arrows 
point out where to expect friendly fighters en route 
to Berlin .... 

The Old Man faces his men in the main briefing 
room. It is still, and through the blacked-out windows 
the nebulous sounds of base movement slip subcon­
sciously into the minds of the men in the room. A door 
slams .... Footsteps are heard in the hallway .. . . A 
truck roars impatiently outside .... The sounds be-
come lost as a voice is heard ... . 

"It's Berlin again this morning. The Rus­
sians are fighting close to the suburbs, and can 
use a little help against German communicat ions 
and transportation. As you know, we've been 
inactive for the past five days. Had two missions 
scrubbed .... Bremen and Berlin. Our last mis­
sion ... to Kassel ... was a good one .... Our 
target today is the heart of Berlin, and our group 
will lead the entire 3rd Division. Maj. Rosenthal 
willlea.d "A" Group of the 13th Combat Wing. 
The wing will spearhead the division's maximum 
effort. I want all pilots .... " 

The pilot is one of these young-old men. His face 
is youthful, but deep-set eyes and the dark circles 
around them give evidence of his facing death sixteen 
times. It leaves a certain imprint, this guiding eight 
men and 60,000 pounds of plane through a skyful of 
flak over Merseburg ... through a squadron of FW 
!90's spitting 20mm shells aver Hamburg. It gives 
you a certain amount of fatalism, a realization of the 
minuteness of an individual against the pressure of the 
times, and yet, paradoxically, also a realization of the 
importance of an individual (one unit of man acting 
with other units of man to form the pressure of the 
times.) 

The gunners are listening intently to their 
officer .... "Keep those turrets turning at all 



times over enemy territory ... .. You will test-fire 
over the Channel when the pilot gives you the 
signal. ... (He points to places on the map) 
Flak will be encountered here ... and here .... " 

Maj. Wallace now steps up on the platform in the 
main briefing room .... 

"Our group will begin take-off at 0715 
hours. You will start engines at 0650 hours. 0700 
hours is taxi time. Col. Jeffrey has told you that 
we're leading the division. Rosenthal and Ernst 
will lead in Aircraft No. 379 .... " 

Aircraft No. 379 glints in the semi-darkness. The 
bored guard is leaning against the bloated left tire. 
Inside the tent, the armorer catches some shut-eye 
before the engineering men and crews get out. The 
mist retreats slightly. Somewhere along the line, a 
truck wheezes and Sambrailo stirs. The vehicle passes 
and turns into the hardstand. 

The guard gets up. "Halt! Who goes there?" 
The driver of the weapons carrier says "Engin­

eering" with a smirk in his voice. (This is kid stuff.) 
"Okay," the guard says as two men jump from 

the rear of the carrier. · 
Wildrick_ (the Master) and Shelton (the Buck) 

bend slightly to clear the entrance of the tent, then 
switch the light on. Sambrailo rises. 

"Want a hand?" 
"Let's turn those props through and pre-fiigh~ 

this thing." 
The three men leave the tent. The guard is now 

leaning against the right tire. The men work and pull 
through number one. Props 2, 3, and 4 are laboriously 
twisted, and Shelton climbs into the cockpit. Wildrick 
cocks an eye at the engine as Shelton starts the prim­
ing process. 

The prop starts convulsively, spins once ... 
coughs, continues to move. The cough becomes rack­
ing ... blue flames shoot rearward from the exhaust 
and the cowling shivers violently as the engine roars 
to life. 

Wildrick signals an OK with upraised thumb as 
the engine is brought up to a fine pitch and then down 
to a steady drone. Soon, all four engines sing their 
song of power, and Aircraft No. 379 quivers in ec­
stasy, throbbing its message into the very marrow of 
the men on the hardstand. Up and down the line ... 
and on all lines on all bases, answering roars . . . the 
mating cry of the B-17 ... welcome the new addi­
tions to the symphony of lust .... 

The outdoor throb lends emphasis to the 
operations officer: "Lt. Hansen will be Squadron 

• 
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"A" Deputy lead in Aircraft No. 613. Maj. 
Lyster and Lt. Williams will lead Squadron "B" 
in Aircraft 400. Lts. Kodas and Mellem are depu­
ties. Wooten and Blanding will lead "C" Squad­
ron in Aircraft No. 209 .... Keep the formations 
tight and shift responsibilities in the usual man­
ner if any emergencies arise. Hit the control 
points on time .... Bombing will be done by 
groups, and second runs are not authorized. All 
units will stay in bomber stream as deviation has 
always resulted in fighter attacks .... " 

You think of funny things sometimes ... like 
that bombardier in the second row. Not more than 
24 and he has a mission for each year. He thinks of 
the scornful look the armorer gave him last time when 
he slipped his bolt studs in wrong and the hydraulic 
chargers wouldn't charge on his chin turret guns. His 
mind sharply returns to tbe present and rivets on the 
speaker . ... 

". . . and as a last resort target, use any 
military objective positively identified as being 
in Germany and ten miles east of the current 
bomb line .... Are there any questions?" 

Maj. Bowman has a long pointer and says: "Let's 
have the slides, please." The room is darkened and an 
aerial picture is flashed on the wall. 

"The target lies on a line between the large 
open area northwest of the city . . . here . . . 
and a large airdrome just south of the target ... 
here. Flak is expected to be moderate to intense 
with accurate tracking over this area. The Rus­
sians are here ... in the suburbs ... and they 
will see you. Their aircraft recognition signals 
will be two or three dips of the right wing. . .. 
At the IP, you will avoid flak here ... and here 
... if you turn on time .... " 

The weatherman passes up his poop: 
"You have clear weather, visibility four 

miles at base. 3 I 1Oth strato-cumulus, tops 4 to 
5,000 becoming 6 to 9/ lOths with occasional 
breaks over the Continent, breaking to nil over 
the IP and target .... Any questions?" 

The men get ready to set their watches. 
"Twenty seconds ... fifteen ... ten ... five .. 
two . . . one . . . Hack." 

The tension breaks and the main briefing is over. 
The room gets noisy, and only the pilots remain seated 
as they await a few words for Jeff. The gunners brief-



ing finished some time ago, and the men clamber 
aboard the trucks that pull up. A driver races his 
motor. The air is still misty and moist, and no signs 
of dawn are apparent. 

Navigators are hurrying down the hall to their 
own briefing, their leather cases jammed with the stuff 
of flight. They sit at tables and check the pre-com­
puted flight plan scrawled on a large blackboard. 

Crosby and King answer questions as the men 
copy information into their logs. They work fast ... 
parallel rules ... dividers ... pencils move rapidly 
across charts. The information worked on by a small 
group of men in a small, glass-partitioned office 
through the small hours now becomes common prop­
erty in a common cause. 

Capt. Bowers arrives with his flak information . 
. . . "Take this down, please. Mark these known flak 
positions .... At the Dutch coast ... little or none. 
Along here," pointing to the map, "there are a few 
guns ... and you are briefed to turn away and regain 
your course later at this point .... " Pencils rush this 
information onto the routes. 

Crosby and King return: "You form at 
Buncher 28, approaching it from the southeast 
at 0845 hours .... Buncher 12 ... Buncher 9. 
... Start climb at 9,000 feet ... should be 12,000 
feet at Southwold ... Control Point 1. ... " 
Words and figures pour into the flexible molds of 
receptive minds. There are two enlisted navigators 
in the room .... S/ Sgt. G. Bolser and S/ Sgt. G. 
Sinclair. Both are accredited navigators, and both 
have commission recommendations roosting at 
higher headquarters. . . . "Fireball Able will 
burn a T -19 yellow flare at the first point of as­
sembly here." ... Gillison, Chappell, Wild and 
Bittman, the lead navigators, listen closely .... 

Trucks of covered-wagon appearance grumble 
up to the entrance. In the dark, the gunners sit back 
inside and wait for the remainder of their crew. The 
radio men clutch their flimsies, which in turn are 
clutched between two heavy pieces of celluloid, the 
coded call letters and frequencies lost for the moment 
in the anonymity of darkness. Flashlights find their 
way into the trucks, followed by men and equipment. 
The navigators are still busy and the trucks start off 
without them, headlights recklessly picking out the 
jolty way to the perimeter. 

The plan handed down through channels now 
lies in the hands of the air crews. From the first stutter 
of the teletype at 24 minutes after midnight till now 

. when the men are heading for their planes . 
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the entire plan has moved with inevitable finality ... 
with the assurance of routine. This routine is identical 
and complements the showdown efforts of an entire 
command scattered through England ... through 
pasture by grazing cow ... through winding path and 
gray-beard town. And the metal monsters, etched 
hazily against the haystacks, stand in readiness .... 

The truck with 3 51st in white paint stencilled 
on the tailgate, turns into the dispersal point. "Pappy" 
applies the brakes and eases his bulk from behind the. 
wheel. Crew members are jumping to concrete, drag­
ging their hags after them and leaving the equipment 
under the Fort's wing. "Pappy" waits till the truck 
has emptied, then resumes his seat and with a "Good 
luck, boys," waves and wheels his baby toward the 
perimeter. 

The men head for the tent, bending to escape 
the flapping piece of canvas that invariably brushes 
their heads. The armorer sits tinkering with a flexible 
chute for the tail guns. The two mechanics are rub­
bing their hands. 

"Where the hell do they expect us to find wood 
around here?" 

"Nothing like an octane fire." 
"Tell it to the brass. They put the squash on 

octane fires." 
"You just don't appreciate safety rules." 
"I appreciate keeping my-- warm." 
The crewmen are tramping in and "Good morn­

ings"· are exchanged. A slight pall of semi-embarrass­
ment (there is a vaguely uncomfortable feeling be­
tween ground and air men immediately prior to a 
mission) falls over the tent. The air crew overflows 
the two wooden benches and spills onto the floor 
boarding. 

"Hey! Better give the lieutenant that seat." 
The engineer-gunner grins. "Tell the lieutenant 

he's suckin' wind." 
"We'll have that man court-martialled in the 

morning," the co-pilot laughs. 
Men who are to spend an eight-hour day facing 

death together can relax the rigid rules of caste con­
duct without relaxing the responsibility of each man 
to his fellow crew man. It is healthy ... it is natural 
. .. it is done .... 

The pilot is closeted with the crew chief. 
"Yeah," the latter drawls. "The No. 3 super­

charger'll hold up. We worked on it most of last 
night." 

The pilot nods. 
The armorer is yanking the guns from the shelf 

under the table and sliding them carefully in a row 



across the table top. He tosses a heap of red-striped, 
white cleaning patches alongside the guns. 

"Reckon we might as well clean'em," the waist 
gunner says reluctantly, and the men strug'gle to their 
feet and approach the gun table. 

The Cal. 50's await their dissection with a stoic 
calm borne of numerous missions and even more nu­
merous dissections. Lying oily and stripped on a 
greasy table, they resemble anything but the sudden 
death they are in the air. 

The gunners meticulously wipe the oil from the 
parts, It does not pay to brush on too much oil when 
the expected temperature will hit 50 below. They ad­
just headspace, reassemble the parts and slam the back 
plate down on the completed effort. The navigator has 
not arrived from his briefing, and the radio man cleans 
his guns for him. With the task completed, the men 
relax once more. 

" ... I don't get it," the tail gunner says. 
"They've got plenty of spare gunners. I come back 
from London at midnight, and three hours later they 
shake me outta the sack." · 

"You're indispensable, boy. This ol' war can't get 
along without you." 

"Three lousy hours sleep," the tail gunner 
• mourns. "Three lousy hours." 

Three quick machine-gun shots cut through the 
morning air. There is sudden movement in the tent 
as everyone hits the floor and hugs tight. The waist 
gunner curses volubly. The men stay dow'n until it 
seems that all danger is gone, then rise quickly. 

"Some dumb bastard will always shoot off a gun 
on the ground." 

"That boy's buckin' for a courts-martial." 
"They busted some tech a couple of days ago for 

cuttin' loose on the ground." 
"They won't get me like that," the tail gunner 

says. "I can still be careful ... even with three hours 
sleep." 

"Whaddya say we get them in?" 
"Good idea." 
The gunners, grasping two guns each, tramp out 

to the ship: It looms large in the darkness, a monstrous 
silver shadow awaiting defensive power .... The 
mist is now lifting, but the cold is still damp. 

The Consolidated Mess opens its doors, and cold 
men trickle in from the line, cursing the weather and 
the fates for keeping them up most of the night. 
Guards just coming off-duty park their helmet liners 
and carbines in a corner and head for food. Anything 
tastes good on a morning like this. . .. 
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One by one, the gunners reenter the tents. Here 
and there, a new gunner finds difficulty with his 
weapon and yells for an armorer. 

A truck pulls up and the navigator jumps off. He 
He joins the men in the tents as they check clothing, 
don heated suits, drag flak suits from the large pack-. 
ing crate near the entrance, and finally, just wait. The 
pilot keeps glancing at his watch. 

Outside, the darkness seems even darker than it 
did three hours ago. Time slips by imperceptibly, but 
now it is 064 5 hours on this day ... February 3, 194 5 
... and men move from the tents to the ships. They 
drag their equipment up through the waist door ... 
the nose hatch ... the tail ... They slam the doors 
shut .... 

The planes on the ground are ready, 
and one hundred and fifty-two power plants 
explode on the hardstands. 
Men are ready to pit their training, 
wits and luck against the wilting flowers 
of the once-haughty, now-harassed Luftwaffe. 
Planes are ready to pit their structural magic, 
fire power and altitude against Pvt. Kockenlocker, 
ace flak-gunner now backed against a crumbling wall 
in a Berlin suburb. 
The engines retch loudly in the morning air, 
then settle and blend with the rumble and hum 
of sound along the line. 

A mechanic runs behind a plane, 
is whipped by prop-wash, 
but grabs the wheel-chocks and pulls them free. 
The plane shudders and slowly moves 
out to the taxi strip. 
Another plane moves from another hardstand. 
Pilots ease the throttles forward, 
and the procession parades before the tower, 
from where a stream of instructions hit the planes. 
"Clearup to Jackplane L-love. 
You are cleared to taxi to Runway 28. Over." 
"Jackplane to Clearup. Roger. Thank you." 
The flare path men have checked the runway lights, 
which gleam their signal of flight. 
The procession on the perimeter is a slow one ... 
planes waddle ... lurch and squeal to frequent stops 
in a cacophony of sound. 
Then they are all lined up 
tight against the start of the runway, 
roaring a salute to the base before they leave. 
Aircraft No. 379 hesitates, 
as Rosenthal and Ernst await the signal. 



Men on hospital cots wake to hear 
the sound of engines. 
Male attendants stalk through Ward Five, 
shoving fever-sticks into mouths of the ailing. 

"Brother, you're just lying in the lap of luxury." 
"You can have it. Just Iemme outta here." 
"Wonder if my crew's going today." 

The room throbs under waves of sound 
that beat from metallic, corrugated walls. 
The men look up at the curved ceiling, 
their thoughts mingling and blending 
with the sounds of war. 

In the checkered caravan, 
Lindbeck raises the Aldis lamp 
and aims it at the cockpit of Aircraft No. 379. 
Green light catches eyes in the ship 
and it starts to lumber down the runway. 
Eyes from the sidelines watch the plane 
pick up speed. 
Off in the distance, 
a thin sliver of light wedges into the sky. 
The plane lifts its tail, 
and the mass of men, metal and explosives 
gathers momentum ... 
races by a blur of huts and grass and trees ... 
racing ... racing ... 
and then a lift twenty feet from the runway edge. 
The ship rises laboriously as the second ship 
thunders down in its wake, 
and the earthbound men squint 
to catch the outlines on swift-moving machines. 

"There goes 5 0 0 ! " 
"There's Gilbert on 805 .... " 
"Hey, Slim! Your old crate goin'?" 
"Sure is, can't keep the Beaver down." 
"Yeah .... Watch for those flapping wings." 

The planes speed down ... rise. 
The high squadron lead takes off. 
The ships already in the air 
cross in scattered formation ... 
some already close in on the leader. 
Others struggle to catch up. 
Red-Yell ow and Red-Red flares 
pop from the lead ship~ 
and hang suspended against the deep sky 
in shimmering, shifting design, 
then quickly die, 
leaving a wisp of white smoke 
as a brief epitaph. 
To a lay observer on the ground, 
nothing seems to happen 
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that warrants this pyrotechnic display ... 
but in the air, planes wheel ... 
prepare for movement by the leader. 

I 
In the distance, more planes 
wheel and form, 
an abstract design that slowly becomes 
clear and shapely and real. 
They turn to a new course ... 
a start of climb .... 
The planes head for Buncher 28. 

The Consolidated Mess hums and clatters with 
conversation and dishes. A plate smashes to the floor 
and the cry of "Rookie!" is hurled at the offender 
The chow line winds · in serpentine coils around the 
length of the hall and doubles back. Men who have 
not yet slept eat with men who have yet to work this 
day. From the line, the grind of engines is heard above 
the mess hall chatter. 

The headquarters clerk is interested. "Where 
they going today?" 

The mechanic shrugs. "Don't know. Topped the 
tanks, though. Means a long haul." 

Cries of "Coffee!" rise to heckle the KP's on the 
slow-time completion of their appointed rounds, as 
the urns spurn attempts to squeeze another canteen 
cupful from their dry interiors. A KP skids from the 
kitchen with two steaming pailfuls, yelling ·"Hot 
stuff!" 

Members of the 0729 Club (the mess hall closes 
at 0730) arrive breathlessly, and bitch bitterly at the 
bill of fare. 

"Lousy powdered eggs again?" 
"I shoulda stood in bed." 
The chow line moves slowly. Mechanics from 

the planes in flight, mechanics from Sub-Depot, air 
inspectors, ordnance men and chemical men, opera­
tions clerks, S-2 personnel, radar men ... take two 
steps ... stop ... take three steps ... move hesitantly 
toward the powdered eggs. 

An ordnance man grins. "Did you hear 
about Willie last night? A 500-pounder slipped 
out of the sling and bounced off his head." 
"Bad?" "Nah ... we almost hadda change the 
bomb .... " 
A browned-off mechanic: "So the captain says 

'Change that wing panel tonight. The plane might 
go.' So we work all night. And does the plane go? 
Hell no!" · 

The clatter of the dishes, the steam from the 
clipper, the genial Quenan supervising, seem timeless. 
Late-comers at the door are held at bay by an ada­
mant KP: 

~'Whaddya mean, you can't let us in?" 
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"Orders." 
"My watch says 072 5 ." 
"That's tough." 
The men argue and the roar of B-17's fills the 

dawn as it h~d the night. It gives special meaning to 
the day, and the men trudging along to their 0. D.­
collar jobs feel that their routine work of filling 
forms, handling supply and pounding typewriters 
has a significance that is part of the scheme of ael'ial 
warfare. 

Headquarters now comes to life. Stoves are 
stoked in the Adjutant's office ... the officers records 
office. Rank in the person of Lt. Col. Utley arrives, 
closely followed by Majors Varian and Hosford. Capt. 
Allen is demolishing an egg crate for firewood, and 
on the road outside the window, M/ Sgt. Hamilton 
comes up to begin another day of Sergeant-Majoring. 
Spangler brings distribution into operation. Men ar-
rive at all the offices ... the hallways fill up and the 
routine paper war is on ... . 

A Buncher Station means 
a truck and a trailer 
parked in a field. 
The scene is strictly pastoral, 
and the cows nearby ignore the intruders 
and continue to gr:;tze 
in bovine contentment. · 
This is Buncher 28, 
Southwold, off the North Sea. 
This is an implement, 
a vital arm of aerial warfare. 
It is quiet, no sound or hum 
disturbs the dark cool of morning, 
but Buncher 28 is working .... 

It was 0600 hours 
when the Hundredth called. 
"Take-off is at 0715 hours. 
Turn your station on." 
Pfc. Lasker acknowledged the order, 
turned a dial, 
and a beain flashed into space on a high frequency, 
calling "9-G-9"' through the skies, 
and reaching for the compasses 
on Fortresses still to come. 
... They come at 0727 hours, 
dark specks against a lightening sky, 
until vague sounds become concerted roar 
and specks assume a shape. 
The beam, like a rubber band attached, 
draws each plane 
and Lasker, from the truck, 
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sees the call of yellow 
and green and red arc from the lead ships. 
The straggling machines slowly pass 
over truck and trailer, 
forming compact units of destruction. 
The sky above fills with men and planes, 
as groups of the 13th Wing 
shape briefed patterns at briefed rendezvous. 
Every thirty seconds, · 
beams guide the 3 90th, 
the 95th under Frankowsky, 
to search out their friends in the English sky. 
There is no talk from earth to sky 
and sky to earth is still. • Orders on VHF silence are rigid and unyielding. 

The wing forms and climbs to assembly altitude. 
The formations are ready at 10,000 feet. 
It is 0843 hours and they head south, 
two minutes before briefed time. 
The concerted roar fades, becomes diffused, 
and the shapes are specks once more. 
Buncher 2 8 balls behind 
with only a beam left to point out its existence. 

At 0852 hours the formations are six miles south 
of Ipswich .... With the planes in the air, the Opera­
tions Room assumes a less harried mien, and settles 
down to a morning and afternoon of routine. Papers 
and folders and sheaves of papers hold the center of 
the stage. 

Capt. Cosgriff and T / Sgt. Davis prepare their 
statistical records. Clerks clerk and typ1sts type. The 
switchboard rings and clacks efficiently at polite in­
tervals. Lt. Gorski hurries with eternal briskness, 
pausing only to answer wayward queries. 

"Any news ~n the ETA yet·?" 
Not yet. The Estimated Time of Arrival has not 

been radioed to the base. Give them time. 
Lt. Col. Wallace, refreshed by a few hours sleep, 

enters accompanied by the tall colonel who had ap­
peared at the briefing this morning. He is Frederick J. 
Sutterlin, the new Commanding Officer of the base. 
Col. Jeffrey has been promoted to the staff in Paris as 
Deputy A-3 of the U. S. Air Forces in Europe .... 
USAFE, formerly USSTAF. Col. Sutterlin will event­
ually be succeeded by Lt. Col. Wallace as base com­
mander, and Lt. Col. Harry F. Cruver is slated to as­
sume command after Wall ace .... 

The duty officer reaches the society section of a 
month-old "Pottsville · Courier" when Maj. Crosby 
enters his diminutive office. S/ Sgt. Abney checks the 
training schedule with him. Work and thought moves 



in familiar pattern .... The flying ... the bombing 
. . . the waiting ... the return ... all mapped out 
and documented on sheets of paper. Blank forms 
await fulfillment .... 

It is 0920 hours 
and the tight formations leave 
the irregular fringe of the tight isle 
and head across the hidden Channel . 
hidden except for brief patches of water 
which manage to evade the cloud formations. 
The aircraft shudder as guns prove their ability 
in test-fire against the clouds. 
Continental Coast: 09 55 hours. 
Altitude: 18,000 feet. 
The planes pass the Holland coast 
north of Amsterdam ... five minutes late. 
Hans Brinker, his silver skates 
tarnished by disuse, 
listens ... then clomps down a muddy street 
to safety. 

The clouds are getting thicker 
and thicker and 10/ 10 .... 
Condensation trails fan out behind the engines 
like the result of a sky-writer 
doing an ad for graph paper. 
The difference is that these men 
sell nothing ... but carry a payload 
to drop gratis on a dark ideology. 

The gleams of silver are tiny icicles 
hanging from vapor chains across the sky. 
They stretch for miles 
and reach with deadly clasps 
for the heart of Germany. 
There is coldness and beauty in the sky. 
The formations bounce, 
wing tips rise and fall 
in undulating motion. 
Mouths •are dry. 
Engines drone and lift to 24,000 feet. 
Men are alert behind Martian masks 
and turrets slowly revolve, 
twin barrels peering for bandits. 
3 8 aircraft ... 3 51 men 
of the One Hundredth Bomb Group 
keep vigil, and seek vainly 
through humpe~, solid layers of cloud. 

1115 hours, and the lead ship 
turns at the Initial Point. 
The weather is breaking 
and sample swatches of ground are visible. 
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It is clear up ahead ... 
clear and deadly. 
The lead squadron is up over 2 5;DOO feet, 
leading the 3rd Division on a ruled line 
into the target area. 
The target lies under smoke and ground haze, 
waiting ominously. 

There is a sudden jar felt in the lead ship, 
as though a cloud was attempting to push 
up into the plane. 
Men look and see 
mushrooms of dark flak, 
and hear the fearful cough-puff 
outside the windows 
as the projectiles spit pieces at them. 
The German gunners compute and aim well. 
Metal tears metal ... and Aircraft 3 79, 
leading the division, 
is wounded by a hit that strikes 
the Number One gas tank ... the bomb bay, 
tearing and shredding the wiring 
leading to the right side of the bay. 
The aircraft shudders, 
fearful of bursting. 
Rosenthal and Ernst continue the bomb run. 
The cockpit fills with dense, white smoke 
and Rosie opens his window 
to clear the choking fumes. 
Fire ... greatest fear in the air, 
races through the ship. 
The target far below drifts into position 
and Lockhart bends over the sight. 
Indices meet and bombs on the left drop, 
as other bombardiers in other ships 
follow the leader. 

Monick in Aircraft 500 squeezes his bombs out 
and the plane is struck. 
The right wing folds against the fuselage 
and the aircraft twists over on its back. 
The wing tank explodes ... there is quick fire 
and quicker explosion. 
One 'chute is seen. 

Bombardier Snow on 9 58 completes his work. 
Purdey on 092 releases. 
Both aircraft are mortally injured 
and thresh in agony. 
Number 958 noses over steeply 
and falls away in a tight spin, 
with two 'chutes floating down. 
Number 092 veers off to the right. 



The third engine burns and the plane slowly sinks. 
All 'chutes leave the plane. 

On the lead ship, Rosie calls the deputy, 
banks, and leaves the formation. 
The fire burns orange and black 
against the sky and "Abandon ship!" 
means get the hell out, but fast. 
Rosie struggled to keep the plane in level flight, 
as Weber, Windisch, Stropp, Gillison, 
Winters, West and Ernst leaped .... 

Months later, Dugger C. West, engineer-gunner, 
was released from a prison camp, and filled out a 
routine questionnaire form: ". . . Weber reported 
fire in the bomb bay as airplane filled with smoke. I 
immediately climbed out of my turret, grabbed fire 
extinguisher and went into bomb bay. Bombs in right 
side made it impossible to get to fire. I then went back 
to the flight deck and put my 'chute on, signalling 
to the pilot that I was bailing out. The smoke in the 
ship was getting thicker and I had great difficulty 
breathing. I remember getting through escape hatch, 
after that I blacked out. When I regained conscious­
ness, I imagine I was around 10,000 feet, and my 
'chute just forward and above me. On hitting the 
ground, soldiers began firing rifles at me from ap­
proximately 200 yards away. I ducked behind a tree 
that was close by and waved my handkerchief and 
surrendered to the Wehrmacht that was operating a 
rocket gun .... " 

As Aircraft 379 levels out, 
the men in the other planes 
count the 'chutes white against the ground, 
drifting down as though being lowered 
by a manipulated sky-hook. 

. It is difficult to tell of the fear, the sorrow, 
not unmixed with a vague and guilty relief, 
felt by the men who watch their friends, 
the other guy ... go down. 
Hansen's crew feels these things .... 
So does Meiklejohn's ... and Gilbert's .... 

The deputy takes over, 
Lyster leading the group 
in the turn on the way out. 
3 8 aircraft have attacked Berlin, 
and 34 are heading home. 
3 8 men are not returning .... 

It only takes four men to give the tiny Navi­
gator-Bombardier Room the illusion of harboring a 
crowd. Maj. "Butch" Rovegno is the fourth man in. 

The Engineering officer is a swarthy old-timer with a 
scalp long since parted from its hair. His brisk walk, 
twinkling eyes, amiable grin and "fifty-mission 
crush" hat is a base landmark. 

"No aborts." He holds up two crossed fingers. 
"About time," the chunky Milburn puts in, 

looking up from a bombardier report. "Had eight the 
other day, I hear." 

"The day we have eight I will personally eat one 
of your hundred pound bombs. The trouble with you 
young fellows is .... " 

"Tell us more, Pop." 
"Aaaahh .... " Rovegno makes a gesture of mock 

disgust with his hand. "Not that anyone here would 
know, but when are the planes due back?" 

"ETA isn't in yet." 
Men in far-off skies have completed their days 

work, and planes wheel over the enemy and take 
headings for home. Crosby drops his pencil and runs 
a hand through sandy hair, as Gorski pokes his head 
through the door. 

"ETA's at 15 30 hours." 
Maj. Neal P. Scott was one of the men present. 

A veteran command pilot with more than forty mis­
sions, his talents for speaking plainly had more than 
once imperilled his promotions. On one historic occa­
sion over Merseburg, he had grossly insulted a general 
over VHF as the general, leading the wing, discreetly 
evaded the target due to the intensity of the flak. 

"Hope they don't have too many holes today." 
"Holes aren't neat," Crosby observes. "I've seen 

too many of them." 
"You and me both," Milburn says. "Especially 

on that Munster job. I still dream ahout that one." 
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"You were flying with Rosie then .... " 
Milburn nods. "That was a rough one. The 

Bloody Hundredth was just about wiped out that 
day." 

"You were lucky to get back 011 that one." 
".You're not kidding. Rosie got us back on two 

engines. We lost twelve out of thirteen that day." 
"I remember the one two days before that," 

Crosby remarks. "I'll never forget the date ... Octo­
ber 8, 1943 ... Bremen." 

"Say, I've almost forgotten who was on the base 
then." 

"Harding was C.O." 
"That's right. Flesher was Air Exec, Dungan was 

Ground Exec and Standish was Adjutant." 
"That seems about ten years ago." 
"Kidd was Operations Officer." 
"Yes. He flew that Bremen mission with us." 

Crosby clasps his hands behind his head and leans back 
in the chair. "We were leading the wing that d.1y. 



Maj. Kidd was Air Commander, and Blakely was our 
pilot ... .' ~ 

Crosby's brow wrinkles in thought . . · .. "Things 
went along pretty well on schedule till we reached 
the I.P ... .'' 

Crosby's minds-eye peers off through the . room 
and through the large operations board and out into 
vast spaces over enemy territory. He could see the 
formation reach the I.P. at 15 21 hours on that memor­
able day. Kidd and Blakely led in Aircraft 293. 
Rosenthal was the Number Two man. Cleven and 
DeMarco led the high squadron .... Murphy trailed. 
The ground haze was clearing. Crosby's calculations 
were proving accurate in dead reckoning. All naviga­
tional checks, however, were unnecessary. Everyone 
on the crew kriew that the intense black cloud ahead ­
marked the vicinity of the target . . . the town of 
Bremen ... . 

" .. . I was ~x posed to flak before the Breinen mis­
sion, and was never particularly perturbed by the 
stuff. I remember that in all previous instances, each 
little burst was a distinct, mean-looking, little black 
ball . .. .'' -

It was different that day over Bremen. 21 planes 
from the Hundredth bore in, followed by the 390th 
Group and the 95th. The little black balls lost their 
individuality, and now blended into a huge, angry 
cloud. 

" ... Too late I realized that- our combat wing had 
been 'briefed to fly at an altitude too similar to that 
of the previous wing. We sailed right into the middle 
of that cloud. I could just visualize the gunners on 
the ground checking back on their computations and 
sending up volleys using the same data . .. .'' 

At 15 23 hours, their ship was jolted by flak. 
The ball turret gunner, S/ Sgt. Bill McClelland, an­
nounced calmly over the intercom that his turret had 
been struck, but not pierced, by a flak burst. From 
that time on, the turret operated in a jerky fashion. 
Thirty seconds before the bombs were dropped, an­
other flak burst struck the nose compartment, shat ­
tering the window to the right of the bombardier's 
head. One fragment struck the bombardier, Lt. James 
R. Douglass, in the left side. It tore through his 
clothing and ripped the cloth of his flak suit, but did 
not touch his skin. 

" ... I'm positive that Douglass thought he'd been 
hit ... by the expression on his face . . . but he con-
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tinued to manipulate that bombsight and dropped his 
bombs accurately at 1525 hours. Our own and PR U 
photos later showed that he did plenty of damage . ... " 

Seconds later, the Number Four engine was 
destroyed by flak. The control wires were shattered 
and the left elevator was · ripped to shreds, plunging 
the aircraft into a spinning dive, completely out of 
control. Flames were blazing from the stricken engine. 
The control surfaces were cut and torn. (The 95th 
Group was later to report that Aircraft 393 was seen 
to fall into a flat spin, on fire, and that three para­
chutes were observed to open.) 

" .. . The normal reactions of Kidd and Blakely 
should have been to think of personal safety and the 
safety of the other crew members. But they didn't for 
a minute forget that they were leading a large forma­
tion. As we fell into the dive, Lt. Via, riding the tail, 
was instructed to signal the Deputy Leader to take 
over. By this signalling, the remainder of the forma­
tion was notified immediately that we'd been hit and 
were aborting. This act should have prevented an)' 
planes being pulled even a few f eet out of position 
into danger from the enemy aircraft buzzing around. 
However, it was tragic tbat Cleven and Murphy, the 
deputy and flight leaders, were also destroyed at this 
time, and the rest of the Hundredth was forced to 
tack onto the.J90th Group . . . .'' 

Cleven and DeMarco went down . . . Cleven, 
who less than two months back had earned a Dis­
tinguished Service Cross for his part in the Regens­
burg raid . . . a decoration he never wore since he 
never bothered to pick it up in London.-

On Cleven's crew, another legendary character 
... S/ Sgt. Jerome Ferroggiaro, holder of decorations 
from the Spanish Loyalist government · and the 
Chinese Republic, a man who seemed to have made it 
his life work to help the global fight for freedom, 
Jerry carried a false set of dog-tags into flight, due 
to the not inconsequential fact that his real name was 
on the wanted list of the Gestapo since he had disputed 
Franco's right to clamp a dictatorship on the Spanish 
people .... 

Murphy and his crew went down on their 24th 
mission. . . . Nash and McDonald went down. . . . 
Gormley and Meadows went down .... Becktoft went 
down .... 

For 3,000 feet, Capt. Blakely and Maj. Kidd 
fought to get their aircraft under control. 

" ... If I were an expert on stress aud strain, or a 
mechanic, or et'en a pilot, I could get technical as to 



how that plane was ever restored to normal flying 
altitude. As it is, the whole thing defies descrip­

tion . ... " 

I 
At 19,000 feet the men were hurled to the floor, 

shaken severely, but when able to look out the 
windows, were temporarily assured to note that the 
ground was now in its accustomed place. A hurried 
consultation was held over interphone to determine a 
plan for fighting back to England. 

" ... The following facts had to be wnsidered: 
we had lost all communication back of the top turret, 
so that it was impossible to determine the extent of 
damage or injury. Our control wires were fraying 
as far back as the top turret operator could see. Two 
of the crew members had reported being hit immedi­
ately after we left the target. One engine was in such 
bad condition that bits and finally all of the cowling 
was blasted off. We were losing altitude so rapidly that 
any but the shortest way back was beyond contempla­
tion . ... So we headed across the face of Germany . 
direct for home . ... " 

Aircraft 3 9 3 ploughed across Germany with 
Blakely and Kidd carefully nursing the loss of each 
precious foot of altitude and flying at 120 miles an 
hour. The plane was subject to the threat of innumer­
able attacks from enemy fighters. Other Fortresses, 
also crippled and alope, straggled through the sky. 
Ahead of Aircraft 3 9 3, a B-17 limped along, helples'S 
in its lonely grandeur. A flight of three Messer­
schmitts were harassing it, darting in and. out but not 
attacking. Finally, all three sw'ooped in and fired for 
a long time at the bomber. The bomber did not go 
do;wn, but neither did any of the fighters. Those 
three small planes kept attacking and receiving no 
damage -to themselves, till finally, the plane caught 

fire. 

" ... It was with a helpless feeling that we saw our 
last ally t ·urn over, spin slightly, then burst irtto a 
huge ball of flame. Now the victorious Germans 
turned on us ... and now comes the reason for the 
fact that we ever got back. From that point on, there 
wasn't one single attack made upon us by the Ger­
mans that didn't cost them at least one destrO)Ied 
fighter. . . .'·' 

T / Sgt. Monroe B. Thornton got the first one. 
The attack came slightly from the right, and he began 

. firing at 800 yards. At about 300 yards, the effect of 
his bursts began to show. The propellor fell off and 
the German pilot clawed his way free and jumped. 

~~ 

" ... Thorny got a couple of others too. One of 
them was an ME 110. It came at us high and from 
the right side. Another plane was flying with it in a 
stacked, sligbtly echeloned position. It was firing at 
us before T.borny was able to get his sights on either 
of them. The right engine of the fighter caught fire 
and pieces flew off the left engine or wing. Two crew­
men bailed out and both 'chutes opened. Three 
minutes later a JU 8 8 came at us from ten o'clock. 
I was positive that my shots were hitting the plane 
at its exposed belly, but it didn't go down. It made no 
more attacks . ... " 

Back in the tail, waist and radio compartments, 
the gunners were paying a heavy price for their planes. 

·At target time, Lt. Via had reported that he was hit. 
That hit was a serious flesh wound in his right leg, but 
he kept firing at · the attacking fighters. Soon after 
Sgt. Thornton destroyed his first plane, two ME llO's 
came in after hovering for some time at 1,000 yards. 
Lt. Via picked out the second one and both the left 
waist gunner and radio gunner later reported that 
it disintegrated in mid-air. Sgt. Thornton watched 
Lt. Via's second pla'ne blow up 5 00 yards out. Between 
the first and second kills, Via received another wound 
when a projectile passed from his hip through his 
pelvis, severed his sciatic nerve, opened several blood 
vessels and passed out again. Despite the pain of this 
injury, Via remained at his position until Aircraft 
3 9 3 had crossed the enemy coast. 

" ... The gunners were good. S! Sgt. Lyle E. N ord 
was pretty busy scratchi-ng flak fragments out of his 
face, head, neck and clothing, but he still managed to 
bring down a fighter from a tough position. Two 
ME 21 O's came in stacked up from about 600 yards 
out. Nord took one of them and our left waist gunner 
the other. It slipped to the right, then blew up. 
Pieces of the fighter s'plattered against our plane . . .. " 

The waist gunners each destroyed two planes, 
but paid heavily. S/ Sgt. Edward S. Yevich received a 
compound fracture in his forearm and a deep gash 
in his leg. S/ Sgt. Lester W. Saunders fought a gallant 
but losing fight and succumbed in a hospital one week 
later. Yevich had been seared across the back by flak 
fragments at the target, and so had a grudge against 
the first fighter that approached from the left side. 
He got the fighter going away and two crew members 
saw it explode. Saunders, at the other waist window, 
had by this time knocked down an ME 210. Almost 
immediately after Yevich's first went down, a 20mm 
shell tore through the left waist window and hit Sgt. 
Saunders, hurling him back against the opposite side 
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of the plane. He regained his position, and the 
wounded gunners each knocked down another fighter. 

" . .. It wasn't till shortly after we crash-landed 
that I . learned why S/ Sgt. Bill McClelland had been 
so quiet. He had destroyed two aircraft with his 
da maged turret before he himself was hit. The first 
flak that hit him tore deep into his scalp. He kept at 
his position and later, another burst scraped his face 
and made shreds of his oxygen mask, head-set and 
clothing. When the last volley knocked out his turret, 
the door wa$ blown clear off. He climbed out into the 
radio compartment. As we crossed the Dutch coast, 
another burst of flak hit the flak suit on which he was 
lying and threw him into a heap . ... " 

During this action, Blakely and Kidd were fight­
ing the controls. The terrain was distinctive and 
Crosby did not encounter much difficulty staying on 
the selected course. He tried to use the Gee Box, at­
tempting to get a fix at 8,000 feet over German­
Holland, but some sort of projectile came through the 
floor and shattered the cathode tuhe. The radio, along 
with most of the electrical equipment, was long since 
inoperative. 

'' ... We crossed Germany and Holland on a line 
thirty miles north of Ommen and Zwolle. We evaded 
all known flak areas and large towns. I remember a 
feeling of futility I experienced once, when explosions 
burst in and around our compartment. I was so cer­
tain that we were safe from flak areas, yet here it was 
all around us. I yelled out over the inter phone for 
someone to tell me where the flak was coming from. 
Douglass told me that the explosions were from 20mm 
shells. I didn't feel any better . ... I remember another 
instance when Douglass turned around and looked at 
me. Two holes appeared on each side of the compart­
ment and cotton batting sifted down as a bullet went 
between us. I don't remember his looking back at 

. " me agam ... . 

The plane reached the Zuider Zee at 1620 hours. 
Although their predicament was still acute, the water 
looked good to the men. They turned to a course of 
340 degrees in order to avoid known fighter fields 
and crossed the West Frisian Islands. . . . The coastal 
batteries were unconsidered factors. At the / usual 
altitude, their effect would have been negligible, but 
at 7,000 feet and 120 miles per hour, even pop-guns 
would have been a menace. The Germans threw 
everything they had at the crippled plane. Tracers 
from machine guns laced the sky around the ship. 

• " . .. In credit to their gunnery, I can say that we 
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were hit plenty. Our Number Three engine, which 
had been revolving feebly, gave up the struggle. The 
whole situation was a series of cracking noises much 
like the sharp closing of books, as volley after volley 
hit the target. Blakely and Kidd were risking every­
thing in some last and violent evasive action. We 
finally got through . ... " 

The men and their plane had survived everything 
that the Germans had sent up, but a hitherto un­
accounted threat began to press upon them .... T his 
threat was gravity .... The plane was now flying at 
3,990 feett' and sinking rapidly. Kidd received a head­
ing to the closest part of England. As Crosby checked 
back on his figures, he glanced at the airspeed indica­
tor. It looked suspiciously immobile. He rapped it 
with his fist and the needle dropped to 'zero. 

" ... It was then that I learned from a consulta­
tion with the pilot that we were making only 120 
miles an hour instead of I 50 as• I had believed. I re­
worked my figures in a hurry and gat•e a correction in 
our heading. I knew that we were a long way from 
home . ... " 

Ditching seemed the next answer. Douglass went 
back to make the preparations. Two minutes later, he 
returned with the news that the crew members were 
too badly injured to endure the movements that ditch­
ing would entail. Moreover, the dinghy compartment 
was badly ripped up. This was the first news that the 
men in the front had learned of the severe situation 
in the rear of the plane. With the ditching angle 
cancelled, the next out was to lighten the load of the 
plane. Everything went out the hatches .... Guns, 
ammunition, flying equipment, Gee Box, radio ... 
anything · detachable and with an ounce of weight 
went plummetting down. Although the airspeed of 
the plane still remained at 11 5-12 0 miles per hour, 
(a small number of miles above the stalling speed of 
the plane ), Blakely and Kidd not only managed to 
keep the plane even, but actually gained 300 feet. 

" ... England seemed so far away. The ship was 
listing in such an attitude that our floating aperiodic 
compass stuck on the side. I had to figure where the 
sun should hit the plexi-glass front of the plane .and 
call the pilot to correct him every time the sun moved 
off . ... We hit England. By now, our gas problem 
was serious. We sighted a large airport at Ludham, 
which seemed occupied, and we prepared for a crash 
landing . ... " 



The men gathered i.n the radio compartment. 
Sgt. Saunders walked unaided to the radio compart­
ment and kept smiling as the men bustled about. No 
one suspected the extent of his injuries. Sgt. McClel­
land, noticing the excitement, and in his dazed con­
dition, thought that they were being attacked again, 
and it proved almost impossible to keep him from 
getting to his turret. T / Sgt. Edmund G. Forkner was 
kept busy attending to the patients, had completely 
stopped the flow of blood from all wounds, disinfected 
all injuries, and calmed the men with morphine. Al­
though his key had been shot away earlier in the 
mission, he had still managed to send out distress 
signals by pounding his finger on his throat mike. The 
men cushioned themselves as best they could for a 
landing they knew was going to be rough ... and it 
was. \.. 

The tail wheel had not come down. The brakes 
were gone. One elevator was useless. Nothing worked 
properly at all, and even the hydraulic system failed. 
The plane hit earth ... bounced, and the frayed cables 
of the rudder snapped. From then on, even the pilots 
were just along for the ride. Two large trees watched 
as the plane, now completely beyond control, veered 
toward them. The largest one struck while the plane 
was traveling at fifty miles an hour. There was a 
wrench, a crash as the tree hit between the Number 
Two engine and the pilot's compartment. The air­
craft swung around instead of being jerked to a halt. 

" ... But we were on the ground, and that almost 
ends the story ... except for the fact that we had 
picked an unused field. The planes on the perimeter 
were dummies, and medical aid was still two ho'urs 
away. We fired rockets which were seen from Colti­
shall, and it wasn't long before some R.A.F. medical 
officers arrived. Two ambulances also came up and 
the wOztnded men loaded on. We were soon under 
expert medical care at the Norwich and Norfolk Gen­
eral Hospital ... and that's it . ... " 

The men are brought back to the present by the 
roar of fighters buzzing the field. 

"There go the little friends." 
"The planes will be back soon." 
"Anybody heading for the line?" 
The bull session breaks up. ·The small room 

empties. 

The men on the line are sweating in the mission. 
They wait around the engineering tents for the first 
distant drone. In one tent, the radio gives out with 
Sinatra and "Nancy" over the A.F.N. The hardstand 
seems nude without its airborne boarder. Only a wide, 

dark oil stain tells where the plane once rested. Other 
hardstands, with planes that did not go today, are 
busy, and the business of repair and maintenance is a 
steady one. Airplane mechanics are busy with the 
metallic embroidery of an engine change. A practice 
mission sails overhead. Along the perimeter, trucks 
keep a steady patrol. 

The men with planes in the air just wait. 

Four low, fast specks appear in the distance and 
it seems only a second later that four zipping P-51's 
scoot low over the control tower. Somebody in the 
tower curses as the zoom quickly fades. 

"Can't those guys get any lower than that?" 
The "wheels" are arriving at the tower. Col. 

Sutterlin looks out to the east. Price is seated. The 
clerks are intent in their work. Biondino and Pound 
are ready to supervise the landing. 

Far off, there is a drone 
and eyes peer into distant sky. 
Men look at one another ... nod. 
Could be ours., 
Black dots grow like fungus on the sky, 
spreading, forming patterns. 
Louder, beat qf engines. 
They are ours. "Any missing?" 
Planes across the field and men look up 
from the hardstands, 
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from the tower, 
from the crash trucks, 
from th~meat wagons. 
The roar of raucous engines blots out speech 
and a signal flare from the lead ship 
hangs and breaks and dies. 
Voices pass from earth to sky, 
from sky to earth .... 

"Shyboy S-sugar to Clearup .... 
Can you tell me . . . ? 
Clearup answering Shyboy S. 
You are cleared to come in. Over. 
Shyboy S-sugar to Clearup. Thank you." 

A squadron peels and lazily breaks formation. 
"Looks like we lost some." 
Another group comes up the sky at right angles, 
low and loud, and there is an odd, fused design, 
before they disentangle and pass. 
An aircraft fires the red-red flare 
of wounded aboard, 
and an ambulance races out, 
followed by a crash truck. 
The Fort hits Runway 28, 





settles, churns dust and comes in. 
"What ship is that?" 
"963. Pilot's Johnson." 
Sinclair, _the enlisted navigator, 
hobbles from the plane to the ambulance, 
aided by two flight surgeons 
who are solicitous of the injured leg 
as they assist him into the wagon. 

Again, a double flare trails scarlet on blue 
and an ambulance heads out. 
"Dovel on 632." 
Planes on both sides of the perimeter 
taxi to their resting places, 
two outboard engines pushing exhausted metal. 
A plane turns into Dispersal Ten. 
Six ground men grunt and guide the plane 
backwards into its position. 
It rocks slightly as the pilot 
applies the brakes. 
The waist door opens and weary men emerge, 
dragging their bags behind them. 
Guns are jerked from their receivers. 
A truck turns into the hardstand 
and Pappy blows the horn and yells "Let's go!" 
They razz and hurriedly clean the guns. 
Then they pile on. 
"How'd it go today, boys?" 
"Rough, Pappy, rough." 
The truck heads for interrogations .... 

Men have been at work redecorating the interior, 
adding tables, chairs, and forming them into neat 
little clusters for the various functions of interroga­
tions. Soon the room will be a babel of voices and men, 
of questions and answers, of bombs and planes . ... 
Now, the lull, the calm, the waiting. A few S-2 in­
terrogators arrive, the men who listen and ask ques­
tions. 

At one of the tables, Red Cross girls prepare the 
food . . . the inevitable sandwiches of corned bed 
and powdered eggs . . . grapefruit juice and coffee. 

Capt. Hardy, the Flight Surgeon, strolls in with 
bottles of liquor under each arm. One double shot 
per returning airman. "Doc" Hardy finds himself and 
his burden the object of tremendous popularity, but 
remains unmoved by this display of sudden affection, 
and keeps both eyes on the bottles. 

Even before the crews arrive, the room seems 
crowded. Well-wishers and curiosity -seekers mill 
about, exchanging pseudo-scintillating repartee with 
the girls, who are not displeased to be the center of 
attraction. . 

Chaplains Phillips .and Teska are present. Clerks 

are busy setting out the various forms on the various 
tables. M.P.'s take their positions at the doors to the 
main briefing room. 

Trucks from the hardstands begin to pull up. 
The crews, dragging their equipment with them, 
shuffle into the building. The scuffing of heavy gear 
and boots penetrates the room, where the men waiting 
cut off speech as the begrimed airmen enter, strain 
evident on their faces. 

Somebody yells out a crew number to a clerk, 
who checks it off, and the men shuffle on into the 
large locker room, where they reach for coffee and a 
sandwich. Capt. Callinan comes up with his perennial 
query: "Any hot news?" 

A navigator nods. "Yes." He checks his log. "I 
saw a V -2 rocket trail going straight up at . .. 
5 240N -064 5E." 

A gunner puts in: "I saw about twelve barges in 
the canal north of Meppen at 0967 hours." 

More airmen sp\ll information. . . . Effective 
smoke screen observed near Magdeburg .... Large 
vessel appeared to be anchored near 5 343N -072 3E 
at 1344 hours .... Callinan jots down the news and 
heads off to relay it to higher headquarters. Later, 
P-51's, the R. A. F. or Coastal Defense will s~arm 
over the points mentioned briefly by a tired navigator 
·and a grimy waist gunner .... 

Questions are on everyone's mind, but nobody 
likes to start off. A pilot breaks the spell with . 
"We lost four." 
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Somebody else said: "Rosie went down." 
Men look up. The reaction is slow, with disbelief 

the initial reflex. Rosie go down? That was close to 
impossible. Men who spark a group through more 
than fifty missions don't go down. Men who become 
legends don't go down. 

The three words seemed to spell the end of a 
historic part of the story of the Hundredth. Men 
thought of Munster ... of "Rosie's Riveters." ... 

"Any chutes?" 
"I counted six." 
"That flak was rough." 
"Flak my foot. Those were ground rockets." 
"One got Rosie right on the bomb run." . 

A clerk from the briefing room enters with a 
sheet of paper and calls out crew numbers. H ardy 
doles out the strong stuff. Men tramp in to face the 
interrogators. Outside, trucks continue to pull up 
and discharge their loads. The room is filling, and the 
talk is somewhat more animated. The clerk reenters at 
intervals to call more crews. 



The interrogations room is crowded, noisy, and 
an air of informality marks the coldly formal reports 
piling up on the tables. Men sit, stand, speak with 
pieces of powdered egg in their mouths .... 

"No enemy aircraft sighted?" 
"Not a one." 
"How was the flak?" 
"Intense ... pretty accurate tracking." 
"We lost four planes, all lead squadron." 

Four planes ... thirty-eight men .... 
The crew of Rosenthal and the crew of Cotner. 
The crew of Beck and the crew of Oldham. 
Thirty-eight men down over Berlin ... 
men who should be here now eating sandwiches 
and answering questions. 
Maybe they're eating Kraut rations. 
Maybe not .... 

Maj. Ventriss presides at the bombardiers' session, 
as Lt. Lasky reports: "One bomb wouldn't release. 
We jettisoned it in the Channel later." 

Sgt. Williams: "Five bombs failed to release in 
any fashion, and were jettisoned in the Channel on 
return." ' 

. . . And 36~ General Purpose 500-pounders fell 
on Berlin into bqilt-up areas ~f the city. The ugly, 
massive gates on Unter 'den Linden shook, fearful of 
collapse .... 

Men make comments ... and bitch: 
Lt. Guardino: "When the crew goes on a mission, 
the 3 51st er{listed men miss out on their coke 
rations .... " 
Capt. Ellison: "On long missions, the high 
squadron should land first." 
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Crew No. 20: "Enlisted men need another 
blanket on beds in the 349th." 

As the crews finish, the men straggle from .the 
room. The navigators step to the room across the hall, 
where Crosby takes their logs. 

"I heard about it. Seems impossible .... " 
"Maybe he made it ... I sure hope so." 
"He was a good guy .... " 

.. · . And the base settles down 
to quietness and a little thought. 
Chow ... coffee ... sacktime .... 
The mission is flown and reflown 
in the huts ... the Sad Sack ... 
the Officer's Club .... 
The darkness drops, and once again, 
the Tannoy barks ;ut over the base. 
The blackout blinds are up 
at Thorpe Abbotts and at Eye, 
at Framlingham and Tivetshall. 
These are the lazy hours, 
and men reflect and recapture the recent past. 

On the line, men still work, 
patching battle-scarred Forts . 
Another mission is on tap for morning. 

The smoke from the Nissen fires 
rise in signal to the sky: 
A million wisps of smoke 
over a. million huts in England, 
arid the mist begins to creep in 
to watch the activities 
of the men who wait .... 

I 


