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Journal

April 14, 1941 A.D

College Station
I begin this journal a few years before I had intended to begin it.  I say it is a journal, a private journal of my life, to which I shall make entries from time to time.  I begin it early because I feel that these next few years will have no little influence upon my life.  Even as I write now a German war machine is sweeping across Europe.  Holland, Belgium, France, Poland, Czechoslovakia, Austria, Norway, Luxemburg, Denmark, Roumania; all have fallen, and now the Greeks and Yugoslavians are fighting for their democracies.

We and the British are helping in their fight.  Yes, Britain who stands as a mighty bulwark against the German onslaught, fighting desperately for her freedom.  We in America realize that her fight is our fight and at the present time, the situation is grave. 

The campaigne in Greece and Yugoslavia which up to now was in favor of the Allies has taken a turn for the worse and the German legions are pressing dangerously near Suez, Britain’s lifeline.  The develop[ment]¹s of the next few days and weeks will affect we in America as well as the people of the rest of the world.

But enough of history.  This is as I said a personal journal of my life.  I have been trying to show though that because of the present situation my life as well as the lives of many of my friends and fellow-men may be greatly influenced.

My life up to the present time I shall take a little at a time in following entries until I have summarized my life up to time, the present.

I am twenty now by almost a month, my birthday being March 21.  I am a Freshman at A&M College of Texas.  The Easter holidays are over and I am alone in my room at school.  My room-mate Dellie Ray Voelkel has not returned from home as yet.  The first part of my freshman year, my reasons for entering A&M I will discuss later.  Right now I am a bit homesick.  My mother (Mom) and my sister (Betty Jane) and a friend of mine (Waley Garrett) along with his mother have just left me.  I long for home a lot.  The homesickness that I feel sometimes here at school almost tears my heart out, but above everything else in this world I want an education, and this is my chance to get it.  That I may go out into this world and speak with educated men; that I may understand them and by doing so inject my personality into theirs and also improve and broaden my own by coming in contact with them; [these] are my reasons for wanting an education.  When I speak I want people to listen.  People won’t listen and become interested in uneducated personalities and so here at A&M, I am endeavoring to prepare myself to these tasks.  I am not altogether pleased with A&M.  There is very much to be learned and digested here[;] there is also much to be chewed up and spit out, and there is also very much to be left alone entirely.  All and all, though, I think I like the school pretty well.  The entries to follow will not be made from day to day.  I shall enter into this book events of my life at my own convenience.
College Station   April 15
Uneventful day, but it served its purpose of curing my homesickness.  I wrote to the Society for the Control of Cancer tonight.  I think at last we are finding the answer, I pray God that we have.  I believe I forgot to mention in my first entry that I am a Pre-Medic major here at A&M.  Whether I shall continue along these lines or not depends on the present world situation and upon my own financial situation.

College Station   April 16
A little low again today.  The Greeks and British are still retreating.  The President said today that the age limit on the draft may be changed to eighteen.  Talk of equipping American merchant ships with arms is going [on] in Washington.  Some of our ships are due to sail to the Red Sea with supplies for the Allies.  Adolph has promised that all ships will be sunk.  The President is said to [be] considering convoys for these ships.  This will take America[n] warships almost if not into the war zone.  It seems that war is inevitable for us in America.  It’s only a matter of time, a year maybe two maybe months.  I pray God that I’m wrong, but there is talk of it everywhere, it is common conversation and it is conversation that everyone understands.  In one year I will be twenty-one and in one year I will have fulfilled all qualifications for a Randolph Field appointment.  I hope that I shall have time.

Saw “Arise My Love” today; it was wonderful.

College Station   April 17
Beautiful day today.  50 more days till summer vacation.

The English and Greeks are fighting fiercely and seem to be holding the Nazi to a certain extent any how.  The war in Greece is bound to reach a crisis soon.  If the German[s] are victorious in Greece, war for the U.S. will surely be inevitable.

Quiz in Chemistry for tomorrow.  My attitude toward chemistry has changed. I dread each hour that I have to spend in Chem classes.  Five hour labs in one subject is entirely to much.

College Station   April 18
Bud Ramsey is dead.  I received a letter from Mom and Jerry (Clava) today.  He died at sea after an emergency operation.  Good old Bud, a true friend of everyone.  Jerry in her letter today expressed I think what everyone feels about Bud[:]  “He was so good and sweet and thoughtful.”  Yes, everyone was crazy about Bud.  I don’t know what boat he was on.  He was stationed at Pearl Harbour, Honolulu.  He was nothing but a friend, but I’ll never forget him.

College Station   April 19
Just in from a movie (“Kitty Foyle”). Shirley (Sgt. Estes) is on his way up here. It will be good to have someone from home here.

College Station   April 21
Shirley spent the night Sat. and stayed until 4:30 Sun.  It was good [to] have someone from home with me.  We spent hours just talking over the times we had in the 111th. Obs. Sq.2  We spent an hour at the airport, watching the planes and dreaming.  I’m going to a dance given by the 111th on May 3rd.  I have asked June3 to go with me.

College Station   April 23
Another rainy day.  I have a few quizes coming up this week and the next.  Chemistry worries me the most.  After I finish the course I’m now taking, I think I shall drop Chemistry from my list of subjects.  I have been expecting a letter from my mother.  I guess we shall go to Bud Ramsey’s funeral this Sunday.  44 more days until June 7.

I saw James Stewart and Hedy Lamarr today in “Come Live with Me.”  Very intertaining.

College Station   April 27
Another week. Again I’m alone in my room at school, feeling much the same as I always do after a visit home.  As the days roll along up here, away from home, I become convinced as I have always thought in the past that I possess a very complex character or personality.  I experience such mixed emotions and feelings.  I have ambition; I know I have, and yet I become discouraged so easily.  Maybe it’s normal and experienced by many boys of my age, but I have trouble (so much trouble) making up my mind.  I am [a] Freshman in College and still I have not made up my mind as to my place in this world.  I have felt all my life that I had a definite place in this world, but as yet I don’t know.  Hanging over me also, which makes my future still more uncertain, is one great if:  War!

I thought I had the plan many times in the past.  First it was Pet. Eng. then the army and West Point.  Then Aviation and Randolph Field.  Then a secret desire, medicine, and one suppressed desire that has always been with me, actor.  Also a deep desire for travel.  So on this day in April, 1941, I[,] Wm. D. Lewis[,] have a very indefinite, uncertain future, but I do know this; that I was placed on this earth for a purpose and until this purpose has been filled I shall be looking, looking for the one job, the one position that I am to fulfil in God’s name.  

I feel that I shall soon know, I must!

The Greeks and the British are losing.  The Allied campaign in Greece is hopeless.  The German hordes, wave upon wave, are sweeping nearer & nearer to Suez!

College Station   April 28
Correction on entry of April 27. The Greeks and British have lost, and a Nazi flag flys from the capitol of Greece at Athens.

Germany is trying to destroy the British power in the Mediterranean.

College Station   May 4
Just got back from home.  I and my room-mate are just getting ready to study (a little).  I say a little because my mind is still in Houston.  Gosh! but I had fun over the week-end.  Dining and dancing at San Jacinto Inn and June, she was wonderful[,] prettier than ever and sweet too.  I like that little girl very much, very very much.  I have 33 more days to go and then I shall be making entries to this journal from dear ol’ Houston.

The war situation is bad and so mixed up that I can’t take the time to put it into writing, but history is in the making and it’s a strange feeling to have this old world become so dark, so unknown and yet so real.  The president of Harvard University said to-day that we in America had no alternative, that we should declare war against Germany tomorrow and speed to Britain’s rescue.  He said that each month that we wait we are prolonging the war three months.

May 9,

College Station

Only 28 more days.

Got a letter from June today.

It’s funny how I wait for letter[s] from that sweet little girl, me a confirmed woman hater; but I do wait for them and how.

War is near, so near that it sends shivers down my back just to think of it.  Something happened in the Chemistry Laboratory today.  A boy was making a thermite bomb when it went off prematurely and burned his face badly[;] his eyes especially are endangered.  There was a loud explosion and then a boy screaming Oh! Oh!  I[f] war is anything like that and I know it must be even worse, I want nothing to do with it.

May 11, 

Mother’s Day

College Station

Mom, Ben, & Al were here today.  Swell day needless, to say.

26 more days left.  We had a Mother’s Day ceremony today and a review.  We gave Ben (our captain) a watch and his mother and his girl pinned flowers on each of the men.

May 15,

College Station

Just got back from yell practice.  Mob spirit, forced spirit, that’s what it is.  It makes me sick at my stomach.

College Station   Mary 28
Nine days to go until Summer Vacation.  Exam week, next week.  My grades are pretty good, and I won’t have to take all my exams.  I have filled out my application papers for the C.A.A. flying course to [be] given at the University of Houston this summer.  Flying is still in my blood.

The President delivered what will probably go down in history as the most important proclamation of his career.  He extended the meaning of the Monroe Doctrine considerably, and defined to an anxious, waiting world the word attack.  History is in the making.

September 22, at

Houston

I return to my neglected journal for a moment.  Long enough to record that I did not return to A&M College this term, nor will I ever return.  My reasons for not going back at this time are of course as ever money & money.  I shall, however, do everything in my power to return to my College career someday as soon as possible.  My desire to become a Doctor increases every day and my other ambitions are slowing fading.  If I could but become a doctor.  It will take so much money and if it takes money only a miracle can help me now to realize my ambitions and ideals.  However, I’m taking a training course, at the Y, in preparation for a mental exam I will take on Nov. 12 of this year, and if I am able to score 80 or above I shall have gained the right to enter the Aviation Cadets of the United States.  Whether or not I take this step depends on my financial setup:  If I can scrape up enough money to continue my college I will do just that.  If not I shall join the U.S. Air Corps.  The war crisis is still grave; The Germans claim that Kiev has fallen and that Russia will soon fly the Nazi flag.
At Home in Houston    Oct. 8, 1941
Received a letter from Ellington Field yesterday asking me to report for my physical exam.  I have just answered it asking for postponement.  There may be a chance for me to go back to school[;] as long as there is the slightest chance I must wait.  School means more to me now that it ever did.  All the time that I have spent in school in the past, I have gone from one course to another, trying to find the one thing that I wanted to make my life’s work and now that I’ve finally found it, I’m out of school and there is only a chance that I’ll be able to go back, and what I want to do will take so long and so much money…..
October 15,

Houston

Have made up my mind for better or for worse.  I shall go back to school as soon as my financial status has been raised.  A Medical Degree is my goal and I pray that I can make it.  Mom says that it is not for me but I think,… I know that it is.

October 20, 1941
Houston

News reports today are far from bright.  The United States is (say spokesmen in Washington) tottering on the brink of war.  The U.S. Destroyer “Kearney,” which was torpedoed by a German Sub a few days ago, came into port yesterday with eleven of her crew dead, and many injured.  Secretary of State Hull said today that “one does not often send diplomatic notes to ‘international highwaymen.’[”]
Sunday Oct. 26,

Houston

I went down to the station early this morning to see Shirley (now St. Sgt. Estes) and all the ole’ gang of the 111th Observation Squadron.  They were just passing through on their way from Camp Bowie to Greenville, S. Carolina.  It was a scene that could have been taken from a motion picture or stage play of the war or wars, any one of them from 1812 down to World War II.  Men laughing and talking, greeting friends and loved ones.  There were of course some who were not met at the train but on the whole it was a riotous occasion indeed.  They were here for a small moment then again there was a mad rush around the cars and then they were gone again.  There was not a tear shed that I could see.  I pray that these boys will always take their leave among laughter and joyful faces, but I fear that all will not be too rosy in the future.  But for now they are off to the war “games” and there is no thought of war.

October 31,

Houston
Another destroyer was attacked by a German U-Boat last night—that would be Oct. 30.  It was a World War I boat, Rubin James the name.  The story broke with extras in the news and much talk could be heard among the men and women alike at the office and on the street.  Would the President now declare war against the Hitler government of Germany?  Would America at last be officially in World War II.  From Washington came the answer:  The President said in his press conference today that he saw no reason for the U.S. to change its foreign policy and that relations with Germany would not be broken off.  One newsman gave several good reasons for this stand taken by the President and State Dept.:  If war was actually declared it would mean that the U.S. would have to stop aid to Britain and Russia and prepare for defense of our own country alone—this he added is exactly what Adolph Hitler would like to see take place—Another reason is that our navy would have to be shifted—heavy side on the Atlantic and this is what Tokyo would like.  No[,] America’s course has not been changed.

Nov. 1,

Houston

Correction on the name of destroyer sunk by Germans:  it was the “Reuben James” instead of Rubin James.

Nov. 16,

Houston

Things have been running smoothly here at home.  I’ve been living from day to day without much worry, but always just outside of that field called thought there’s that same something that is hard to explain.  It’s like a shadow, a shadow that stands between me and the future.  Sometimes when I allow my mind to dwell upon that subject I become extremely nervous and iritable and I say and do things that I’m sorry for after I have slept on it.  As I said before I can’t exactly explain what it is and I don’t suppose that it is any one thing but a combination of shall I say possibilities, or maybe dangers not to life of course, but dangers that may keep me from attaining my ambition in life.  The whole world is changing, the change is not unexpected, the world has been due for some sort of revolution for some time.  But a number of changes are taking place in the world, most of them due to the war of course.  This all goes to make the future an uncertain thing.  As I said there is a shadow hanging between this world and its future.  Sometimes we think that we see light through a small hole in that shadow then the hole closes and we are even more in the dark than we were before.
So that is the way things stand with me this Sunday nite of Nov. 16.  But whatever the future may hold I have made up my mind that my hat will be in the ring and that I’m going to be in there slugging, and fighting just as long as there is something to fight for.

Sun. Dec. 7, ’41
Houston

Japanese war planes bombed Pearl Harbor Honolulu today. America is at war!

Mon. Dec. 8, ’41
Houston

A fateful day in the life of every American, in the historical records of the world.  For today not long after the clock has struck twelve noon the Greatest Democracy in the world will be officially at war.  Not long after that the rest of the American nations will follow the U.S. lead, some already have.  What does this mean to me?  What does it mean in the life of every twenty year old American boy.  Thwarted hopes, mixed up plans, uncertainty, and sacrifice, but we are willing, no matter what the price, to protect this homeland of ours.

Wednesday, [Dec.] 10,

Houston

We have been at war officially since about 4:30 on Dec. 8, when the President signed the resolution made by Congress.  In a speech before Congress made on Dec. 8 the President said that America in her righteous might would win through to the end.

Last night in an address to the nation he said and I think expressed the feeling of all of us.  We don’t like it, we didn’t want to get in it but we are in it and we will fight to the finish.  He told of the sacrifices that the American people would have to make, but that he was sure they would and expressed his faith in them.
That is about all, our chief has faith in us and we have faith in him and our armed forces.  We Americans boast of being a part of the greatest, most powerful nation in the world, well now is our chance to prove it.  Whether we are not will, in the next few years, be recorded in the historical records of the world for all mankind to see.

I listen to news reports all day and scramble over a map of the far East trying to locate the various names of places in the news.  I still don’t [k]no[w] what to do about [it] but just to sit and wait and find out where I will do the most good.  I go to bed weary at night, but my problems seem not quite so huge after I have slept on them.  Then I turn on the radio for the news and the first news that I heard this morning made me start.  The great British battleship “The Prince of Wales” has been sunk!

Dec. 11, ’41
Houston

The United States has two more official foes today.  Germany & Italy declared war on us this morning and the President signed the joint resolutions from Congress to the effect that a state of war exists between the United States & Germany and Italy. (Separate resolution).

I’m still recovering from the shock of war declarations.  I sent a letter today to the Cadet Examining Board at Ellington Field today.  In it I made the statement that I was ready to take the necessary examinations for [a] Flying Cadet appointment.  I hope that it will be possible for me to enter the Air Corps as pilot.  If this is not possible I don’t know just what I will do.  By Christmas I should know.

December 17, ’41
Houston

War has been on for [the] U.S. for over a week now and all of us are preparing ourselves for a long and hard task[:]  “the destruction of the Empires of Japan, Germany, and Italy.”

I have given up my plans for studying medicine at U. of Tex.  This is not an easy thing for me to do and I feel that I, in my old age, will look back upon this incident and consider it the greatest tragedy of my life.  But I’m not fretting; everyone has a tragedy in his life at one time or the other, that is if he has really lived; it is these that make us tough.  I still believe in the philosophy that I formed early in my teens, that I was put upon this earth for a purpose and that I will remain here until my purpose for being here is carried out.

So I guess I shall attend the greatest university of all time, World War No. II. God helping me.

Dec. 25, ‘41

Another Christmas and still a merry one here in America in spite of war.  We had our tree and gifts last night, Christmas Eve and I was given so many good things, the best of all being a watch from Mom that I will treasure always.  After the tree, Ben, Alvin, and myself went into town and saw Dumas’ “Corsican Bros.” with Douglas Fairbanks Jr.  And after the show we walked along the streets listening to the carols pouring forth from the giant speakers atop the Jones Bldg.  We then rode in the car out main street for a bite to eat.  Yes, nothing special just what we have done every Sat. night for the past three years, yet last night it meant more for it was Christmas.  Will next Christmas find us all here again?

1:55 A.M., Jan. 1, 1942
Houston

Resolve for ‘42

1. Think more

2. Talk less

3. Do more

4. Talk less

It was a dreary day and night this 31 & 1, but just as the clock struck twelve here, there was a break in the clouds and the moon shown through throwing light through black night.  I was with the gang, and we sang “Auld Lang Syne.”
Sun. [Jan.] 11, ’42
Houston

Lard4 left today—He has been in Houston for the past week on furlough.  He will be at work in the 111th in the morning and I will turn to my work again.  It’s getting harder and harder to find interest in my work and I’m very anxious for February and my induction into federal service.  Was with June last night; I wish that I was in a position to get very serious about her.

Friday Jan. 30

Entry of Particular note by virtue of its probable affect on my life.  

Yesterday, Jan. 29, was a day of fate.  For it was yesterday between the hours of 10:00 & 11:00 A.M., that I took the oath and at once became a soldier in the armed forces of the United States.  I became a cog in the machine that is destined to end tyranny and brute force in the world or be destroyed in the attempt.  My personal life ended yesterday; from the moment I said I do my life was dedicated to the cause of democracy.  I joined the Army Air force, one of the most colorful branches of the service and I have made up my mind to [do] my best to make it the greatest.  I will leave for Kelly Field in about three weeks (as soon as they find room), there I will begin training as an aviation cadet.

Jan. 31, ’42
Houston

This business of being a soldier in name only is going to become very tiresome I fear.  I see now that I am going to have to keep my mind busy.  I wrote a letter to Waley today and ask[ed] him to send me a report on the studies that he was to take up in his ground school.  I will try to grasp as much as I can from books before I am called to Kelly Field.  War is moving back and forth and from all indications promises to be a long one.  We have had a few heroes of battle already[, too;] one of most note being Gen. Doug. MacArthur [who] is fighting a gallant battle on the Bataan Peninsula on the northern edge of Manila Harbour.
insert5
P-38

Oh, streamlined beauty

Of man’s design

Me lady of the sky

Grace with strength is thine

All the air is thine

Thou rule supreme

Power and speed are thine

Fashioned of man’s dream

Designed by man

To destroy man

Death is also thine

Destruction is thy plan

At times I believe that I should give up my journal.  When I stop sometimes and look back over my past entries and find so many mistakes in both grammar & spelling the whole idea disgusts me so that a number of times I have almost given it up as a bad job, but then again I feel that it might prove valuable someday and I continue.  I believe that if I spent more time in thought before making an entry, I would do better, but I always seemed to be pressed for time.  However, I will keep jotting down facts that occur throughout my life and some day, maybe, I will find time to gather all my papers together and rewrite the whole saga in a more acceptable form.

Houston   March 7, ’42


The longer you resist


The easier it becomes for


You to resist.


The more we have to resist


The stronger we are.





WDL
March 13, ‘42

Time draws near.  The time that I will take my place in the active armed forces of America.  I must make good.  It is my one chance to make something of myself and a chance like it may not come again.
News from Waley tells that he is doing fine.  He is soloing and is verily flying the wings off his ship.  I know that I too am capable of be[ing] a success in this flying business but I can’t help being just a bit uneasy.  I guess it will wear off though when I get busy though.  I have always been that way about every new undertaking that I’ve ever started, but I’ve never failed in doing anything that I’ve ever set out to do and I pray God that I will not change now.  This is by far the biggest thing I’ve ever tackled but, also, I want to do this more than any other job that I’ve ever started.  If I can serve my country by serving in the Air Corps. I shall be happy, very happy and thankful too.

March 18

Received orders today:  to report to board at Ellington Field on 21st. this looks like it…

Journal—cont.—[no date given]
The Moving finger writes: and, having writ,

Moves on: nor all your Piety nor Wit

Shall lure it back to cancel half a Line,

Nor all your Tears wash out a Word of it.

August 21

Somewhere in England

So far every mission has been training.  We hope to go on operations very soon.  The trip over which began in Avon Park, Fla. on July 10, ’43.  We went by train to Savannah, Ga.  There we picked up our plane, a B-26 #131863.  We didn’t name it, but 1863 is a number I shall always remember.  She was a beautiful ship trim and streamlined in every respect and fast too.  With 40,000 lbs. we soar off Savannah’s long runways.

Our first stop was New Castle.  We flew direct to Richmond Virginia, from there we flew airways past Washington, D.C. and it was beautiful.  It was my first trip to the city and I was so very sorry that we couldn’t land.  We continued airways past Baltimore the[n] on across country to the Delaware the[n] up the Delaware to New Castle Air Base and an important base of the Air Transport Command (Ferrying Division).  We spent the night in New Castle on the post and I ran into Harry Anderson a chum of cadet days.  At the time Harry had made one crossing via [the] Southern route, jumping off from Morrison Field West Palm Beach.  He was preparing for another hop to India.  We had a jolly time talking over old times at Hondo.  Harry was expecting his first soon.
We awoke the morning of July 15, at Newcastle[;] the weather was a bit stinking but we were brief[ed] on the complete mission which was to take us from New Castle up to the Arctic Circle then down to Preswick Scotland our destination.  Our first stop after Newcastle was to be Presque Isle, Maine but the weather was closed in above the State of New York.  Partridge ask[ed] for permission to land at Mitchell Field, New York.  He received an OK to the delight of the whole crew especially Mac (Lt. C. W. McKenna—co-pilot) who is a resident of Brooklyn and proud of it.

The trip to New York from New Castle took us about forty minutes.  We were on course at Newcastle for New York at 1216 hours and we arrived over Mitchell Field at 1250 hours.  We landed, gas[s]ed up and checked the weather, and we were delighted to find the weather stinking at Presque Isle.  We were all set for a night in the city of cities.  Partridge and I were fresh out of tropical sun tans so we had to go into our bags and break out our winter uniforms, pink & greens, because we were letting nothing stand in our way:  we were going to spend an evening in New York.
As things progressed, however, we saw very little of New York.  Diaz (S/Sgt. A.C. Diaz of New Jersey) lined dates up for Partridge and myself and we dined and danced and had a few drinks of course.  The girl I was with was named Ethel Roth and she was older than I but full of fun and I was told that she was quite well to do.  I missed June very much here as I have on many such occasions.  When I finally turned in it was 0400 hours on July 16.   [Due] to a slip up of times we missed Mac and his sister in the Hotel Commadore and I missed meeting his sister.

We all arrived at the Field, which is about an hours ride via tram from downtown New York, at about 0930 hours and though we were a bit tired we decided we had better get along to Presque Isle, [Me].  We check[ed] the ship and found some minor difficulties[,] I  don’t recall just what they were, anyway we were a few hours before talking off.  It was this delay that was responsible for us having an extra passenger aboard on the trip north.  He was a dentist stationed at Mitchell or nearby and his home was in the vicinity of Presque Isle.  He told Partridge his story and although we were already over loaded Partridge agreed to let him go with us.  I don’t remember his name which was undoubt[ed]ly of Polish origin.  He was a Captain however and he had never been aloft in a flying machine of any kind before.  I must say he pick[ed] a ship for his first ride.

We had lunch at the PX and I didn’t know it at the time but the meal was to be [the] best I would see for some time.  We then went to the ship.  I instructed our passenger in how to buckle on a chute and also where he would go out in case we were forced to abandon ship.
At exactly 1500 hours we roared down the runways at Mitchell and Partridge had to jerk our ship off the runway and we missed some high tension lines at the edge of the Field by inches, #1863 had come through for us as the champion she was.

insert (As for the navigation on the trip from Newcastle—Preswick, it is covered in my log which I have enclosed. The purpose of this entry is to record some of the many things that happened that I was unable to put in my log.)6
We were cleared from Mitchell by airways which means we were to follow the route of the transports and under control of C.A.A.  We were to check in at each station as we flew over them.  Our first check in point was Hartford, Conn. and we entered New England.  The weather was clear and we got a good look at the country side.  It was beautiful and our eyes bugged out of every opening in the ship.  The Capt. although a bit nervous was enjoying himself[,] I could see that.  We then checked in at Boston (home of Engineer S/Sgt. F.W. Becker) we then turned up the coast toward Portland, Me. and we took a good look at Boston and its famous Harbour.  The Atlantic was a beautiful blue green as it washed the ‘Rock bound coast’ past Portland, then Bangor and into the hill country of Maine.  The mountains were on our left but we flew over some large hills.  The country as a whole was beautiful and we all filled our eyes with it.  We arrived at Presque Isle at 1731 hours and Partridge made a beautiful landing and the Capt. was thrilled beyond words.  He shook hands with the crew and expressed his thanks over and over again and he suggested a name for our ship.  He said we should call it Ex Caliber (Sp??) which I believe was the name of King Arthur’s sword.  We never did get around to nam[ing] 1863[;] it was just as well I guess.
August 24,

Story of first Atlantic Crossing cont.

And so the night of July 16 found us at Presque Isle Air Base, headquarters for the North Atlantic Wing of the A.T.C.  We were processed immediately and given quarters.  We reported a few minor defaults in our ship and the grou[n]d crews began work that night.

We were briefed the following morning on the remainder of our route.  I was also given a complete set of maps.  It was a well planned trip in every detail, obviously the product of long experience and many crossings made over the same route.  All course lines were laid out and marked in sections with the distances printed on course lines.  Due to great changes of variation over short distances in those high latitudes our headings were changed at intervals all along the route.  Back to the A.T.C.:  most of its personnel is made up of former Air Line pilots & crews.  They are very capable and are doing a damn good job.  We were briefed long and thoroughly on emergency procedures especially.  Every little safety gadget known was placed at our disposal from tiny parachute first aid kits to 7-men ding[h]ies.  To get aircraft across quickly & safely is the A.T.C.’s foremost purpose.  

We spent eight days in Presque Isle before we were able to get off.  Weather was the main reason for this:  we would have left 3 days earlier, however, but we had to have more work done on our ship the morning that the weather would have allowed our going.
We went into Presque Isle a few times.  It was a small but friendly little town.  The New England nights were pretty but a little cool for July.  The moon was big and brite each night and we took a few moonlight taxi rides to some of the nearby towns.  I went to one dance while I was there with a Miss Benjamin.  I don’t remember much about her:  In fact I probably would not recognize her if she was standing before me now.  I was pleased with New England and I tried to imagine what the country-side would look like in December under that same moon.  The people were very friendly toward us and we enjoyed a slow but not dull time at Presque Isle.

On the 24th we awoke on what seemed to be just another day, we didn’t know that it was on this day we would leave the United States for how long only time will tell.  We left Presque [Isle] on course for Goose Bay Labrador.  1863 rose like the queen she is above the hills of Maine and we pointed her nose north.  We were on course over the field at 1439 hours.  At 1511 ½ we passed over Cambellton on Baise de Chaleur on course and at 1539 we passed over the Gulf of St. Lawrence and on the Northern shore we pas[sed] over our last check point, Mingan, a small airdrome.  From there until we sighted Goose Bay we saw nothing below us but rivers, forests, and mountains[,] almost all of them fail[ing] to appear on our maps.  We did straight D.R. from Mingan on to our Destination and we came out very well.  We landed at Goose Bay’s beautiful and very adequate landing field and airdrome.  We[,] at least I[,] set foot on the King’s soil for the first time that afternoon.  We made the run from Presque Isle to Goose Bay[,] a distance of 568 miles[,] in two hours and thirty minutes flat.  #1863 performed like a dream.

Aug. 27, England
North Atlantic Crossing (cont.)

Even in July Goose Bay was a bleak place[;] there were scattered showers in all quadrants when we set 1863 down on the new and very good runway.  There was a high overcast above the thunderclouds which gave the place an even darker and, I must say, drearier atmosphere.
We talked that afternoon to men, Americans who had been stationed there in Labrador for a number of months.  We saw pictures on the walls of scenes showing the airdrome in December.  Deep snows that [lay?]7 high as late as March and April.  As it was on that day in July, however, there was no snow and it wasn’t too cold but we wore our jackets as we did in Presque Isle.
After supper and a friendly game of poker at the Officer’s Club we retired to our rooms for a good nights sleep.  Oh yes! I mustn’t forget the Scotch, we did have a few drinks of good Canadian Scotch during the course of the evening.

We awoke the next morning.  (I almost forgot something else.  We drew straws to see which of us had to sleep with the ship that night as there were no guards at the base and the planes had to be under guard at all times.  I lost.)  So the next morning I awoke in the plane.  My bed was made up of a series of cushions laid end to end from the co-pilot’s seat to the nose of the ship.  There was plenty of clothing in the ship for cover and I was very comfortable in the good old ship with the rain coming down outside.  Again I repeat, we awoke, me at the three o’clock, and I walked down to the room and got the other boys up at 4:00. (It was daylight at three.)  We were briefed at about eight hours (G.C.T.) and I made out the flight plan while both pilots watched motion pictures of a plane on the approach to Blue West One (BW-1) in Greenland.  We waited for the weather ship to bring in the data on the route weather.

We were finally on course for BW-1 at 1651 (G.C.T.) on July 25.  There was quite a bit of weather around the field and we were forced to fly very low until we reached the coast.  We crossed the coast at 1729 hours and found ourselves on course over the Davis Straights.  It was here that I saw my first ice-berg.  There were quite of few of them in the cold water below us.

The weather on this leg was the best we encountered on the whole trip.  When we were still some 100 miles out of destination the mountains of Greenland were spotted on the horizon.  It was a thrill to look out [and] see them through the haze, that was Greenland ahead, Greenland almost on top of the world.  As we pas[sed] over the radio tower at BW-3 at 2008 we spotted our Fjord, the one we were to follow through the mountains to BW-1.  We were in the Fjord (canyon) for some 15 minutes, past the little Eskimo village of Narsak and then around the mountain and there was our field over there[;] we circled to the left[,] let down and we glided to a smooth landing on an iron mesh landing strip.  We were in Greenland, three down and two to go.

In the land where there is no night we spent two days.  We slept in blacked-out barracks, not to keep light in but to keep it out.  BW-1 as the airdrome is called is situated on a Fjord that is fed by a glacier that is just above the field itself.  It is surrounded by mountains[;] all I would say were at least 5,000 ft. or better.  There were much higher mountains in the distance.

We tramped around the hills and climbed the mountain that was directly behind our barracks.  The place did things to you with all its rugged beauty.  It gave you the feeling of strength and I immediately put it on my list of places I hope to see again in peace time.

September 4

England

We left Blue West #1 and the land of ice and the mid-night sun on July 27.  We took off after the weather briefing and 1863 was in the air #3 at 1332 (G.C.T.). We flew down the Fjord to the [E]skimo town of Narsak and turned right and came back up the middle Fjord to the field as shown below.  (From memory please forgive)

[drawing—map of fjords]
We were on course to Meeks Field Iceland at 1353.  We had decided at the briefing to [fly] over the ice cap instead of going back to the sea and following the coastline around.  This second alternative would have been some 124 miles out of our way.  We found the weather on the cap clear as a bell and the sun was so bright we were forced to put on our special sun glasses.  The cap was a site to behold[—]Ice as white as can be just as far as far as the eye could see.  Flying over ice and snow is very deceptive.  It is almost impossible to judge you[r] height by sight.  At 500 ft. or 10,000 ft. it all looks the same.  We were told of cases of aircraft actually sliding in on the cap due to instrument failure and the eye failing to judge how f[a]r the plane was above the ice.  Therefore we flew at 11000 ft. which is at least 2000 ft. above the highest known point on the cap.  From the time we left the field we could see the coastline in the far distance and we finally crossed it at 1424 hours.  The coastline was a wall of ice and it is here in the spring of the year that the iceberg is born.  We could see many bergs along the coast north to south.

We had clear weather and good visibility until 1553[,] at that point (63°28´ N 32°00´ W) we ran into a cloud bank and we beg[a]n to climb to get over it.  According to Metro we could top anything at 14000.  We reached 14000 and we were still in it; rime ice began to form on our wings [and] we were completely without deicer equipment.  The ice seemed to melt away rapidly and we didn’t worry so very much about the ice.  Our chief worry was that we were at 15500 without sufficient oxygen equipment.  At 15,800 ft. we broke out into the blue and warm sunshine.  We had three oxygen bottles in front[,] one in tail.  Tail gunner Mills kept the one in the tail.  We set aside one of the bottles in front for the pilot.  The R/O, Co-Pilot, Eng. and I used the other two.  We just gulped down a few breaths every now and then taking it thru the mouth. 
At 1623 we were able to come back down to 8,000 and we put the oxygen up.

At 1704 we sited the coast of Iceland and we started our glide in.  It looked cold and bleak down there and there was a wind of some thirty-five miles per hr. blowing. We were the first of our group to land in Iceland. 

(To be continued)

September 10—
England

I now have three raids to my credit.  Yes three sweeps over enemy held territory.  The first I made was on Sept. 5.  Our target was the marshaling yards at Ghent Belgium.  Our group (323) was to follow the 322nd in making a grand total of 72 ships.  I was with Partridge and crew.  We flew on Capt. Dave Sloane’s right wing.  We were in the second flight of a box of six led by Capt. M. E. Druhl.  As we approached our landfall which was at Zeebrugge excitement in me was at its peak.  I was acting as Nav-Bomb. and I was to toggle my bombs on the lead ship.

As we crossed the coast the Germans [threw] up some flak.  There was quite a bit of it but we were using evasive action and none of the flak came close.  It seemed a little unreal at first, those little black puffs of smoke.  It was hard for me to realize that we were being shot at.

As we passed along the Netherlands border at 12000 ft. I could see Ghent off to our right.  
We reached our I.P. (initial point) and turned into the target.  I was intent at my job.  I must get my bombs away the first time.  When the lead ship’s fall mine must do the same.  I check my control panel[;] all must be right.  I had day dreamed long ago about the day I would strike the first blow for victory, of how I would drop one for Norway and one for Austria, but as we started on the bomb run all that was forgotten.  I was one man in about 432 with a job to do.  My eyes were glued on the lead ship.  His doors opened[,] mine opened, his bombs fell.  I pressed the switch and said bombs away over inter-phone[.]  3,000 pounds of death and destruction fell from my plane with the slight movement of one of my fingers.  I had done my job my bombs were away.  We returned with no losses.

My second raid was on the German airdrome of Lille-Nord just north of Lille, France on September the [eighth]8.  I was navigator for Capt. M. E. Druhl and we followed Capt. Dave Sloane who led our box of six.  We hit the airdrome and all ships returned safely.

The third raid I made with Lt. N. D. Smith on Maj. Brier’s left wing.  We raided gun [e]mplacements at Boulogne, France on the morning of the 9th  of September.  The flak was heavy and our evasive action was violent[.]  We got our bombs away, whether they hit the target or not I don’t know.  The purpose of the raid on Boulogne was to cover amphib[i]ous practice by the Allies carried on in the channel.

September 14

England

On September 11 I made my fourth sortie over the channel.  Our target was Beaumont le Roger Air Field near Le Havre, France.  I flew with Capt. “Chuck” Enderton from the State of Washington.  We were leading the high box of the first box of eighteen.  We were being led by Capt. Grover Wilcox9 of the lead box.

[drawing—diagram of formation]

Since we weren’t leading I left the pilot cockpit as we left the English coast and made my way to the ships [waist] guns.  I opened one door of the camera hatch, so that I might observe the bomb bursts.  The Spitfires, bless their souls, were with us all the way.  We entered the enemy coast at Fecamp and encountered no flak and we made our way across the Seine to our target, dumped our load of demos and frogs and made our turn to go out.  We left the coast a few miles north of Fecamp.  We smashed the target, but good.

We crossed the channel and turned north toward our base.  As we were abeam of London we ran into soup, we climbed above it.  At our e.t.a. we were still on top.  The leader gave the landing signal and let down.  Our box let down to the north and we broke out at about 500 ft.   I gave the pilot a heading of 120° to the field; we flew for a short time when Enderton decided to get the Hell out of here.  He ask[ed] for a heading to get us out.  My judgement must have failed me.  I gave him 200°.  We hadn’t been on 120° long enough to get us to the east.  We could hear speakers and the pilot was rightfully worried about balloon barrages.  I told him we would pass to the east of the ones at Chelmsford and soon the speakers died out.  We circled one field to land but decided it was still too hazy[;] we took a heading of 190° this time and in 3 or 4 minutes we spotted balloons ahead.  It was London[;] my course had been way off[,] we were heading for the balloon barrages at London.  We circled to the right, sighted a field and landed.  When we asked the operations officer the name of the place and it was then that we found out where we were[—]Hendon airfield north of London.

I had been lost in England for the first time.  I hope it is the last.

September 28

On September 23rd, I made my fifth raid which was my Air Medal mission.  I rode with 1st Lt. Charles Boyer of Long Beach, California.  Our target was Beauvais Tille airdrome in France.  We went in with thirty-six ships and we were followed by another group of Marauders which made a total of seventy-two ships in our attacking force.  We swept over the French coast and weather was good.  We encountered no flak at the coast and along our route all was quiet except for a few dog fights here and there between Spitfires and enemy planes.  We ran into quite a lot bit of flak over the target but no ships were hit.  We unloaded our bombs and returned home without anything of interest happening.

On September 27th I had my sixth sweep over the channel.  It was a deep penetration for Marauders.  Our target, the airdrome at Conches, France.  We followed the 386th group in over the target and we ran into France with a large Spit escort.  Those lovely Spits kept us safe from all attacks by enemy fighters.  Over Bernay I saw one fighter go down.  I couldn’t tell what it was.  We passed over our target and no flak was seen.  As we swung off the target we were in behind the 386th.  We passed close to Rouen on our way out.  We were to leave enemy territory at a point ten miles west of St. Valery.  The lead box of the 386 pas[sed] over the airdrome at St. Valery.  They weren’t doing evasive and the flak came up into their box and one B-26 went down in flames.  We (our box of eighteen ships) [were] far to the right and we had only slight heavy flak.  Capt. Enderton was my pilot and Capt. Wilcox of Anahuac, Texas, was leading our box.

November 9

England

On October 7 we had an easy one[,] I guess number seven is my lucky number.  Our target was an enemy airdrome near Lille, France.  We made a normal climb on course, made our rendezvous with both bombers and fighters but as we started out over the channel we pas[sed] over an overcast.  We remained on course until our E.T.A. for enemy territory was up.  The Col. turned around and we brought our bombs home.  Something very interesting happened after the mission:  Capt. Frank Kapler (Group Nav.) turned in the combat report stating that we had crossed enemy territory.  According to 8th Bomber Command Memo any time we crossed enemy territory we received credit for a mission.  The Colonel was put out and said that we did not cross the French coast.  Every navigator that made the flight was positive that we did but the Colonel said no!  We received credit for the mission the next day when we found out that the other group had received credit for that particular mission.
On the 8th of October we were still on the loading list because of the crossed opinions as to whether we were to receive credit for the mission the day before.  Our target this day was Woensdrecht Airdrome in Holland.  It was my eighth mission although I did not know it at the time.  
It was a clear day over Holland but the weather was a bit dreary from our side of the channel.  There was a haze over the target area also.  We missed our landfall over enemy territory [by] a few miles but the Colonel was back on course soon after crossing the coastline.  We pick[ed] up the target, made our run and dumped the eggs.  The flak was heavy but slight.   We were in the second box of eighteen led by Capt. Druhl.  As we pulled away from the target we were surprised when the Colonel did not take his box out into the channel[;] he made a complete 360° and made a second run on the target.  The flak was quite a bit more intense on the second run.  The second box followed the Colonel around.  We had a good look at Holland anyway and we did a pretty good job of bombing also.  The flak on the second run was not at all accurate.

We were in the “Utah Game Cock,” a ‘gas eater’ on this trip and as we swept back across the channel our fuel supply was running low.  We reached North Foreland and I got the time of the Landfall.  As we turned toward the base we ran over an overcast.  At the E.T.A. for base the lead box went thru the clouds.  Capt. Druhl took the second box around once and then we started thru.  Just as we broke out underneath the red light on  our fuel ga[u]ge began to blink and my heart skipped a beat.  The pilot look[ed] at me as if to say “if you fail me this time” and he did say, 
“I want a heading back to the field and I want you to bring me right over it.”

I gulped and said 180°.  I knew 180° wouldn’t bring us over the field but I thought that I would pick up a check point right away and then I could bring the ship right over.  

We could see other ships still going north and he looked at me again and what a look.  I knew what he was thinking.  Will he fail me this time?  Will we end up in the balloons this time for good?  What have I got for a navigator?  But he said, 

Are you sure?
I said with a nod, yeah.  Could I be wrong?.... No, I must be right.  

The pilot dipped his left wing and thru the haze I saw a small town and he asked me the name of it.  I merely shook my head and all the time that red light was blinking in my eyes.

Enderton, the pilot, seem[ed] to give up then and asked the radio operator for an A.D.M.  I knew that would be useless, and somehow I knew[,] I just knew my heading was right[:]  we were still north of the field.

We saw a landing field off to the left; we could set her down there, maybe I should tell the pilot to go over and set it down to give up my idea that my heading was right, and that is when it happened.  I saw just over the nose two things that struck joy in my heart.  Through the haze and mist I saw two church spires, yes two church spires but they were two beautiful neon lights that pointed the way home.  I said, 

“Sudbury—200° now and we will be home in two minutes.”

I could breathe again—home, and I was right.

November 12

That’s all war is—a consuming fever:  a period of delirium and insanity, of misery, disappointment, discomfort, anxiety, despair, waste, weariness, boredom, brutality, death:  and yet to every man in every war there comes a day worth living for…

Kenneth Roberts, “Oliver Wiswell”

November 14

England

On October 24 I was on number nine.  Again I flew with Enderton.  McAdams was bombardier.  We (our group) went in with the 322nd, our thirty-six ships followed their force of the same number.  We had Spitfire cover and an uneventful trip.  Our target was an airdrome at Montdidier, France.
On [November]10 the fifth we made a mystery raid on a secret target near Marquis, France.  We were briefed on the target on the fourth, but weather held us on the ground all that day.  We didn’t know what Jerry had near Marquis that was so important to Bomber Command, but our orders were to get it and we did on the fifth.  I was with Captain Wilcox on that sortie.  We were leading a box of eighteen ships in behind Colonel Thatcher’s lead box of eighteen.  The haze was thick and it was with some difficulty that we made landfall at the French Coast.  We swept to the north then past Boulogne to blast our target.  McAdams the Bombardier did a beautiful job.  As we pulled away from the target we ran into intense flak and our right wingman Charles Boyer (Long Beach) dropped out of formation with a large hole in his right wing.  He made it back to base, however, and was recomended for the D.F.C.

I wish I could describe the sound of flak bursting around the plane but as yet I can think of nothing that makes that sound.

November 16,

England

Great men tell the truth and are never believed.  Lesser men are always believed, but seldom have the brains or the courage to tell the truth.
Kenneth Robert,”Oliver Wiswell”

November 17

Since the September 11 raid on Beaumont and up until the raid at Marquis I had quite a time trusting myself.  A feeling swept over me after our experience with the balloon barrages at London, a feeling of uneasiness.  I’m sure that Enderton lost quite a bit of confidence in me as a result of that mistake I made.  But the mission near Marquis and the two that followed helped to restore in me the confidence that I had in myself when I climbed down out of 1863 in Preswick after navigating across the Atlantic.  Every navigator no matter how good he is, has been lost at one time or another I believe, but to get lost at a time when I did was bad.  I was with a new pilot, new to me I mean, and it pays to [be] “on the ball,” if I might use that worn out army phrase, the first few times with a new pilot.  There were many days after that day that I felt rotten and I dreaded going up again because of that lack of confidence.  On the mission to Marquis, I was in lead ship of second box and that trip started me on the road back to normal.

I made my eleventh mission on Nov. 10th.  Our target was an airdrome at Chievres, France.  We made landfall at the enemy coast at Furnes and followed another group inland to the target.  The lead group missed the target because of the cloud cover, but our group led by Major Brier spotted the target thru the clouds and made our run through a cloud of flak.  Bombing was good and we returned without incident.

On Nov. 11, 1943[,] just twenty-five years after the signing of the armistice that ended the first half of the Great World War, I was on my twelfth raid.  Our mission was to bomb target X near Martinvast, France.  The target was excavations somewhat like the ones near Marquis.  We carried two two-thousand pound bombs per ship [inserted: Dec. 26 V.R.]11  It was my first experience at leading my group.  Capt. Heninger (Group Operations) took our crew and we led a group of eighteen ships of the 323rd down to Silsey Bill:  there we joined another group and they took the lead and we swept out over the channel toward the Cherbourg penisula.
We made landfall just due East of Valonges, which was our I.P.  Clouds were very thick and there were but a very few holes.   Our target was small and hard to see.  We lined up our ship using the port of Cherbourg as a reference.  Mac12 thought he saw the target and got it in the sight.  We were too far left and we missed it completely.

We made a right turn and passed out over the sea and the up[?]13 between Aldernay Island and the mainlan[d].  Flak was intense at this point being fired from the island but we were at extreme range and were not hit.

Our mission was covered with R.A.F. Dominion and Allied Spitfires who always do a wonderful job.

December 26

On November 19 Bob Felt from Nebraska was leading B-Flight and I was riding with him.  Our target was an airdrome at St. Andre, France.  Maj. Pratt was leading the group and we were to make landfall at Fecamp, France near Le Havre.  We missed our fighters in the channel and we were radioed to return to base.  We did cross the coast however and the mission was counted.  Number 13 was out of the way.

On November 23, B-Flight was off all but Mims and he was spare ship.  I was standing by as his navigator and we were determined to get off and we were not disappointed in more wa[y]s than one.  We saw quite a show.  We thought that the sweep would be a milk run, but we were mistaken.

We made landfall at Hardelot, France and swept up to Samer and from that time until our bombs had hit their mark we were flying in a cloud of flak.  Two Marauders were shot down[,] one in flames just to the left of our formations over the I.P.  It was the second flamer I had seen and it isn’t a pretty sight.  I didn’t see any shutes opening as the plane went down.  The other 26 went down on our right.  It was one of our group, but I didn’t see it go down and I was glad that I did not.
Major Wilcox was leading our group and he did a very good job.  We went around all known flak areas on the way out and we were unhit.  

Weather had closed in at our base and we had to divert to the B-17 base at Thurleigh near Cambridge and Bedford.  We spent the night there and learned at first hand some shop talk about our big brothers, the forts.

On December 4 our target was again the airdrome at Chievre.  I was riding with Enderton again and Major Pratt was leading.  We made landfall at Nieuport and we saw clouds banked high in the direction of our I.P. so Major Pratt made a left turn and we flew up toward Ghent to make our run from the north.  We turned toward the target over a small village just south of Ghent. At E.T.A. for target we were over a cloud deck so we held our bombs and turned around and went back to base.  As we pas[sed] out of Belgium we saw Ghent, Bruges and Ostend[,] really a sight-seeing tour.  No losses were recorded as far as our bombers were concerned.  We had a Spit escort, as usual.

On December 5 our target was an X target near Crécy Forrest (These X targets that I have mentioned and will be mentioning in future write ups are believed to be [e]mplacements for rockets and pilotless aircraft.  We don’t [k]no[w] too much about them as yet but we are now making an all-out effort to smash them.)  We were unable to find the target on Dec. 5 and we had to return to our base without having [struck] a blow at what might well be Nazi Germany’s secret weapon.
On December 13 there was a nervous combat group assembled in the crew room.  Our target was an Airdrome, Amsterdam Schiphol, Holland, noted for its number of flak guns and the accuracy with which the gunners throw up the stuff.  Our group had lost a ship over this target once before to say nothing of the damage inflicted to almost every ship.
We were to fly under Lt. Kahley (Iowa) in the high box of the lead box 
[drawing—diagram of formation] 
but Kahley had an engin[e] cut out on him over the field and we took the lead of the high squadron and the two remaining ships of Kahley’s flight fell into formation under us.

Around 400 marauders were hitting this airdrome that day in an all out effort to smash it for the winter.  We attacked 36 ships at a time about ten minutes apart.

As we were sweeping along in mid-channel at 12,000 feet, we could see sunlight being reflected in the windows of some of the buildings at The Hague.  We made landfall just north of The Hague and as we did we saw a cloud of flak at twelve o’clock and about thirty miles ahead and we knew that Marauders were catching Hell over Schiphol.  It gave me a funny feeling in the pit of my stomach.  The same feeling I get just before I sit in the dentist chair only worse.

As we reached the I.P. I could see our target to the left.  The smoke from the flak that had been thrown up in a box barrage at the group ahead of us was still hanging in the air over the drome.  As we turned on to the target and started our bomb run I had to swallow hard.  The bomb bay doors of the lead ship opened then I opened m[ine].  Major Gould was in the lead ship and he leveled out to give his bombardier a good run.  The flak began to burst around us and it seemed that the lead ship would never drop its load.  Eternity passed on the run then finall[y] the snow white bombs fell from the lead ship and mine went too.  I gave Chuck the heading away from the target as I closed our doors.  Major Gould was hit and had to drop out of formation.  Our formation was scattered and we were left wide open for fighter attack, but our Spit escort kept them off of us.  A piece of flak came through the nose and pulverized the drift meter at my left elbow.  I pulled my still helmet over my face to protect it from flying glass.  We received another hit in the nose but it didn’t come through.

Lt. Pipher who was flying under us in our original position was shot down over the target.  Several ships made crash landings when they got back to England.  All ships received damage of some kind.

Flight Officer Robinson (Illinois) bailed his crew over England as his last good engine cut out on him.  He left the ship at 500 feet on his first parachute jump.  All in all it was an exciting show, but I hope I never see flak like that again.

The next three targets that [brought] my total number of raids to twenty were all on X targets.  As I said before we are making an all out effort to knock out the[se] vital targets.  So far our luck has been bad mostly because of weather.   On the 20th of December our target was an installation near the village of Vacqueriette in the Calais, Boulogne area, France.  We made landfall over a cloud deck and had to return without dropping our bombs.  On the return the weather that had been bad at takeoff had become worse and we had to divert.  We landed south of London at the R.A.F. airdrome of West Malling near Maidstone.  We landed on a steel mat and slipped and skidded to a stop.  We dined here and returned to our base in the late afternoon.

On the 22nd our target was another similar target near the village of Yvrench near Crécy Forrest in the area near Abbieville, France.  Major Wilcox flew with our crew on that day and we led the low squadron lead box.  The weather was terrible between our base and the south of England.  We swept south over the Thames estuary at 500 ft.  The weather cleared a bit over North Foreland and we climb[ed] up through the stuff at Gravesend to rendezvous with our bombers.  Our box was separated from the lead box and we never did get into formation but the lead box turned back at landfall on French coast and so did we.  We returned to base again with our bombs.
On the twenty-fourth our target again was Yvrench X target and we were lucky that day.  We saw our target at the I.P. which was a railroad-river junction 8 miles south-east of Abbieville.  We made a perfect run but we missed the target with the main pattern of bombs, but a few five hundred pounders hit pay dirt.  We were covered by Spits and we passed out over Ber-su-Mer without further incident.

. . . . 
Making peace is always more difficult than making war.

Lloyd Douglas “The Robe”

December 30

With one day left in 1943 I made #21.  We were to again attack no ball targets in the Crécy Forrest area.  Our target was small as all the no balls are.  It was located in a small wood about two and one half miles north-northeast of village of Yvrench.

Chuck Enderton was my pilot and we were leading the second box of eighteen ships in a seventy-two ship formation.

[drawing—diagram of formation]

We made landfall at Ault and swept on into the I.P. which was a railroad junction ten miles south-east of Abbieville, France.  We pick[ed] up our I.P. O.K. and we sp[l]it our boxes[,] each was to proceed to its own target.  As we turned on to our bomb run we saw the first box crossing our path and we had to do a 360 and try to pick up our target on a second run.  We missed it completely on this run and it was under us before we saw it.  We then decided to pick up our secondary target.  My judgment was way off as we turned left just south of Hesdin Forrest and we missed this one, also.  We were all sick and it was my fault.  As we were losing our escort now due to their lack of range we were forced to return to our base with our bombs.  It was our first chance at leading a box as a team[,] Chuck, Mac and myself[,] and we did and [do] feel rotten about missing it.
January 1, [1944]14
England

Yesterday on the last day of the year I completed my twenty-second raid.  It was a milk run.

[drawing—diagram of formation]

I was riding with Lt. Felt of Nebraska.  Our target was another no ball constructional near the village of Ardres, France.  We were carrying six five-hundred pound bombs.

The trip was without incident.  The weather was bad here over the island but it cleared over the target area.  We made a long bomb run, unloaded, and missed the target, the bombs landing in an open field.  Three of my bombs stuck in the racks and I was forced to salvo half of my load.  We were dropping on the leader so as to get a good pattern and we did get a beautiful coverage on the open field.

We returned through a thick haze.  On seeing flak bursts in the air above the English coast at Clacton we fired the colors of the day and swept across the coast. 
We had a part[y] last night to ring the old year out and the new one in.  Thus 1943 ended and the new year was greeted with a hope and a prayer that it would mark the end of the war.

January 2

… any man’s death diminishes me, because I am involved in mankinde.  And therefore never send to know for whom the bell tolls:  it tolls for thee.

—John Donne

“The Tolling Bell”

January 4

After a pre-dawn take off this morning I was on my twenty-third mission.  It was another no ball near the small village of Fruges, France.  We missed our landfall at the French coast coming in at Berks-su-Mer instead of Le Touquet.  The lead ship altered course and we flew up the coast to our landfall and swept on in and made three passes at the target before we finally dropped.

I was with Chuck Boyer who was leading B-Flight today.
[drawing—diagram of formation]

I received a letter from Lard today written on the 28th of December.  He is at last in England.  I answered him and I hope to see him soon.

February 1

“A man never dies until his work is done.”

–Homer Lea

February 16

Yesterday on a rare beautiful English day I ran my first mission with the 391st Bombardment Group and if the mission counted, it will make twenty-nine for me.  How I came to be with the 391st will take some telling.

The 391st is a new Group, just arrived fresh from O.T.U. in the States.  It is a well trained outfit but lacking in men of combat experience.  It was the idea of higher headquarters to insert into this new group that that it needed most.  It was also the desire of higher-ups to have this new outfit on operations in ten days.  (We made it in fourteen.)  In order to do this Wing left it up to the four old Marauder Groups to choose eight complete crews and send them to the new outfit to help get things started.  How Chuck Enderton, my pilot, was sucked in I’ll never know but anyway we were packed and transferred on a twelve hour notice and now we are here and operating.

Our first briefing was a dry run and a horrible mess of confusion.  Our second was none the less horrible and to top it off the bombs weren’t loaded when we arrived at ships.  After two delays we took off.  We were flying number four under our new Colonel (Williams) and we were deputy box leaders.  We were briefed for Beaumont Le Roger airdrome in France near Rouen.  We turned back before we made landfall but flak was reported near the enemy coast so we believe it counted as a mission.

In the Colonel’s plane was Lt. Erickson (Navigator) who was one of my underclassmen at Ellington pre-flight.

It was a loss to leave Mick and Partridge and the other boys that I had learned to like.

This new outfit is new very new and it lacks that smooth running that comes from time over enemy territory and time in [the] briefing room.  I hope it settles down soon and I think it will.
I was to have met Lard on the ninth in London [but] I was in the act of moving and couldn’t get off.  I received a letter from him yesterday say[ing] that he would be in London on the 14th and 15th.  We’ll have to arrange another meeting.  I intend to go to his base on my next day off.

I also received a sweet Valentine from June.  What a gal.  Sometimes I could kick myself for leaving the states without telling her how I felt.  But then other times like the time when I saw White[,] Hook and Echol go down in flames15 I think maybe I was right in not telling her anything.  I won’t tell her on paper what I didn’t have nerve enough to tell her in person.  If anything should happen to me it would be better if she didn’t know…..
In my list of missions I have jumped from 23 to 29.  I will take up the missing raids in another entry.  I must journey to Earls Colne and visit my old outfit and get some information concerning these particular raids from “Chuck” Boyer.  Boyer took over Chuck Enderton’s flight when we left.  Ole “B” flight of the 455th. 
Lard is operational now and I believe his first mission was Frankfurt.

February 17, 
Friday

That’s probably the worst part of war, its boredom and frustration.

Lt. Col. Frank Kurtz

“Queens Die Proudly”

February 29
To take up the missions 23-29 and those following:

To start with number 24 which I was on January 7, ’44.  I was with Enderton and McAdam.  We were leading the high squadron of Col. Woods’(C.O. 323rd) lead box of eighteen.  It was an easy mission and we didn’t get to drop our bombs because of clouds in the Cherbourg area.  Our target was a no ball in that region.

My D.F.C. mission was a no ball in the Pas De Calais area.  It was near the village of Ardre, France.  It was on this mission that I saw my first enemy fighter at close range.  We were on our bomb run when an M.E. 210 came for our formation from over Graveline.  I believe the German just stumbled into our formation because I watched him all the way calling out his position to our gunners and I didn’t see him fire a shot.  The most amazing thing though was the fact that he came within fifty yards of our formation and not one of our gunners fired on him because he came so close they thought he was in a mosquito.  We were leading low squadron first box of eighteen led by Major Wilcox.  We missed our target that day.  I was with Chuck and Echol was bombing.

Mission 26 was a no ball in the Pas De Calais area near Hesdin.  No incidents of interest and can’t remember whether we dropped our bombs or not.

Mission twenty-seven was a horrible experience.  We, Chuck, McAdam and I were deputy box leaders under “Jamey Boy” Bryan, Capt. from Utah.

[drawing—diagram of formation]

March 16, Molesworth
Our target was again a noball, this time near St. Omer, France.  We crossed the French coast on top of about four to eight tent[h]s cloud cover and sailed on inland to a turning point which was to be at Frevant, a rather large village some twenty-five miles south of St. Omer.  We expected a[n] intense concentration of flak at or near the target and the flak we received over Frevant came as a shock.  The three-twenty-third had a formation of seventy-two ships in the air that day and Jamey Boy was leadin[g] number two and it so happened that as we turned at Frevant number two box was between numbers one and three.
The flak that Jerry threw at us was the most accurately directed flak I have ever seen.  The first bursts were in our formation at exactly our altitude.  Bryan immediately turned left but number one box was over there[;] he swept back right: our turret gunner reported our left wing man (R.P. Mims) going down and no sooner had the words died on the inter phone when there was a blinding [red] flash ahead of us.  Chuck and I could feel the terrific heat through the wind shield.   The turret gunner (Ehalt) felt the heat on the back of his neck and thought we were on fire.  Bryan had received a direct hit in one of his main fuel tanks and his plane burst into flames.  His ship dropped straight down in a flaming ball missing ours only by a few feet.  At first we didn’t realize what had happened and then it dawned on us that we were now in the lead of box two but the flak had split our box of eighteen up and we had only our right wing man with us.  We tacked on to number one box and the whole group bombed a secondary target on the coast near Le Tourquet.  Three-twenty-third lost three planes that day over Frevant in the space of 60 seconds.

Mims’ and Bryan’s crew were the closest to us of course being in the four-fifty-fifth squadron.  Mims and his co-pilot Jackson were barrack mates of mine and I had spent many passes with both of them in London.

With Bryan were Capt. “Chuck” Whyte (Squadron Navigator), 1st Lt. Willie Hook (Navigator on Bryan’s crew) and “Salvo” Echo who was the bombardier the day I flew my twenty-fifth mission.  I remember talking to these last three men just before take off that day.  We were all tired and were wishing that the mission would be scrubbed.  All of the above took place on Feb. 5th, ’44.

On the 6th of Feb. we made what may have been our last raid for the 323rd and we were leading eighteen this time to rendezvous with the three twenty-second and hit a no-ball in the Dieppe forrest area.  The box with the exception of one flight of three was made up of four-fifty-fifth crews.  
[drawing—diagram of formation]

We made rendezvous with the other group and proceeded to our target.  At the I.P. we found that clouds had covered our target and our GEE was out.  The other group was flying a heading that appeared to be a GEE line.  We made a quick decision to follow them and we bombed on them.  The target was smashed.  On the return home we were forced, due to bad weather, to divert to a Field near Norwich named Horsham St. Faith.  We brought our eighteen in safely.
This completes the history of raids through twenty-nine.

I’m writing at Molesworth a B-17 base north-west of Cambridge.  It is where Lard is stationed and I’m just paying him a visit while I’m on seven day leave.  He is out today on U.S. business.
To continue with my write up of raids.

On Feb. 22 we flew an abortive mission to Conches Airdrome France.  Mac and I were leading with Colonel Williams’ 391st.  As far as I know now the mission did not count but because of the situation it produced I feel it is worth telling. 
We had to climb through an overcast and during the climb we were separated from our second box led by Capt. Rutledge and the 1st Lt. now Capt. Penner (Former Hondo classmate of mine) Navigator.  There were no breaks in the undercast once we turned on course for fighter rendezvous and we had no GEE box.  I did plain dead reckoning to Beachy Head (Fighter Rendezvous point).  There we met Rutledge and his eighteen and picked up our fighters, but we still couldn’t see the ground to find just exactly where we were.  So I did D.R. across the channel and when my E.T.A. for the point at sea from which we were to turn into enemy territory was up I advised the Colonel to turn around.  We had been over a solid overcast for nearly an hour and I didn’t want to take a chance and take thirty-six ships into France when I wasn’t sure of landfall position.  Chuck was with us and he backed me up and we turned around.
All of this created quite an uproar when we landed.  Col. Lewis, Wing C.O. was there and he had a talk with me and Col. Williams.  I never dreamed when I told the Colonel to turn around that it would create such an argument.  The wing Navigator (Capt. Ohmstead who I knew at Avon Park) said the next day that I should have gone in.

Someone once said that there are times when a man must use his own judgment be it right or wrong and that is what I did that day.  If the same circumstances were ever to occur again and I was not ordered by higher authority to do otherwise I would do just as I did before.

Two days later I had a chance to lead the 391st again with Colonel Williams as pilot and Mac as Bombardier.  Chuck went a[s] co-pilot.  This was Feb. 24 and our target was Gilge Rijen airdrome in Holland.  It was the first time this new group ever crossed enemy territory.
We couldn’t have asked for a more beautiful day.  I pick[ed] up my landfall point twenty-five miles out at sea.  We swept in over Holland with R.A.F. eleven Group providing excellent fighter cover.

Mac hit his aiming point and the mission was a success.  It was number thirty for me.

The next day, Feb. 25, marked another exciting episode in combat for me.  I was riding with Kahley, Capt. 574th Sqdn.  We were leading high Squadron lead box in a thirty-six ship formation that was supposed to bomb Cambrai airdrome, France.

We had to climb through an overcast in southern England but managed to make fighter rendezvous O.K. at a point in [the] Channel just off Cayeaux, France which was to be our landfall in.

Colonel Brandon 575th C.O. was leading with his Squadron Navigator doing the navigation.  After we picked up our fighters he turned south and entered the coast a[t] Le Treport some ten miles south of proposed landfall.  Instead of turning to the northeast after landfall in order to pick up the I.P. he continued on the same course.

From that point on he and his Navigator were lost and we began a tour of France I’ll never forget.

We tried to call the Col. and tell him[;] the Spits tried to turn him around:  We were just a few miles north of the Seine River when Kahley decided to leave the formation and take his six ships home.  The Spits stayed with us and we returned to base safely.

That same day[,] Feb. 25[,] I ran number 32.  It was a no ball near Fruges, France.  I was leading eighteen with the Colonel.  We missed bomber rendezvous after climbing through an overcast and followed the 322nd instead of the 387th.  We went in over about nine-tenths cloud cover and didn’t find the target.  No incidents.

Number 33 was on Feb. 28.  It was led by Capt. LeFramboise [and] our target was Rosieres Airdrome, France. Except for a barrage of flak at Montidier (I.P.) which spread our boxes and [threw] the lead box off course a little, we had no incident take place.  I remember being very tense on this mission.  I blamed it on not enough time of[f] and I think I was right.
On Feb. 29 Major Miller, 572nd C.O. led us on a no ball raid in Pas de Calais area.  It was no. [34]16 for me.  Too many clouds[;] we didn’t drop.

On March 4 I ran number thirty-five.  We were to attack railroad yards at Malines Belgium.  The weather was very bad and all of bomber command who had this target were recalled.  Our recall came up just after we crossed enemy territory.  We did a 180º turn and came out.  We were over ten tenths but Jerry [threw] up plenty of flak from Dunkirk.  As we passed out over the Channel I saw more B-26’s at one time than I’ve ever seen before.  Group after group with their Spit escort were coming and going all amid jet black burst[s] of heavy flak[;] it was a sight to remember even though it wa[s] terrifying in [a] way.
The next day we were supposed to hit a noball near Lambre, France.  We made three passes but visibility was so bad we had to give up and come home.  I rode that day with Capt. Sterngold on a wing.  Number 36.

On March the 6th Chuck’s ship went out and I sandbag[ged] along with Lt. Morris.  We rode wing and I was glad when we got started that I had gone along.  Our target [was] the  yards at Hirson France.  It was a deep penetration and it was a beautiful day in France.  We followed the 323rd in and it was good see their white tails again.  We hit our target and returned without loss.

This brings me to a sad incident that happened that night, March 6th.  Col. Samuels[,] air executive of 391st read us a directive from Ninth Bomber Command stating that there was no limited tour for Marauder crews effective immediately.  All of which meant we were in England till victory was won.  It still stands that way as I’m writing now.
Anyway on the 7th of March I was on #38.  I rode with Chuck and we led second box.  We followed the 322nd into Criel Railroad Yards near Paris and failed to bomb because of cloud cover.

I saw the Eifel Tower before we passed over the clouds and the famous city of Paris seem[ed] to sleep beneath a blanket of clouds……

April 9

Easter in E.T.O.

I was visiting with McKenna the other day at Earls Colne.  He is a checked out pilot now.  That is something he has been waiting and working for for some time now. I remember when we were in Florida how he wished so much to be a first pilot and how he turned down a chance to be one just before we left the states because he wanted to remain with the crew.  I remember too how he could have check[ed] out and at least proved to himself that he could fly a Marauder.  Partridge never gave him that chance.  Now he is at last a first pilot.  I flew with him on a cross country over England. We flew up to Kings Lynne then over to Cambridge and around East Anglia.  He did a good job of leading a three ship formation.  True, he may not ever be as good a pilot as Partridge but he has something that Peter lacks and that is devotion to duty.  I like Partridge, I like him very much in fact and I would fly to Hell with him, but McKenna is a man[,] Peter is still a boy.
On this Easter morning I attended chapel service here on the base.  I had wanted to go to London and attend services in Hyde Park or St. Pauls but after I heard Chaplain Comfort’s message I was so glad that I remained on the Post.

“The things which are not seen are eternal”[;] this was the text to an inspiring message.

I believe things are looking up for us (the allies) all over the world.  I feel with all my heart that the Germans will be forced to give up the fight by mid-July.  I pray that not too much blood be spilt by then.

In my next entry I intend to finish my story of my first Atlantic crossing—Meeks Field to Preswick, Scotland.

April 23

Still putting off writing about my last leg of the trans-Atlantic flight.  Today I was on my thirty-ninth mission.  It was my first in over a month and also my first with the 397th Group.  I rode as second Navigator leading the second box.  Major Berkencamp of the 599th (C.O.).  The target was a no ball in the Hesdin Forrest area.  Light flak was encountered but trip was without incident.  It was a rare and beautiful day in the E.T.O.

Whitie Sterngold, Capt. and crew who I flew one mission with in the 391st, will leave for the states in the morning on good will tour.  It is to be for sixty days.

May 11, ’44  England

On April 28, I was on #40.  I rode as bombardier with Lt. Kretschmer of the 599th Sqdn.  We were to bomb the railroad yards at Mantes, France, a town of good size on the Seine River.  We flew in over ten-tenths and we sta[ye]d on top the whole time.  It was a long and extremely tiring ride with no incidents and of course we did not drop our bombs.  Poix Airdrome was our secondary target and that, too, was covered over with a thin blanket of cloud.
On May 2, I passed on the road to fifty (not that it means a whole lot) by running #41.  I was acting as bombardier for my old crew (Capt. Enderton).  We hit the yards at a small town near Le Chateau, France about fifteen miles southeast of Cambrai.  The trip was what one would call an ideal trip.  It was a deep penetration and it was a beautiful day in France that day.  I amused myself by finding interesting spots along course and pointing them out to the Beast (co-pilot John King, Wis.) who was about to pass out for lack of oxygen.  We were cruising at an altitude of 12,500' most of the way.  San Quentin, Brussels, and Ghent were some of the high points along the route.

On May 10, I was scheduled with Capt. Hughes (Assistant Operations Officer 397th Group).  We were on a wing and I was bombardier again.  We hit the yards at Creel near Paris.  It was my second trip to the target.  The weather was bad over the channel and I thought for awhile that we would be forced to turn around but it cleared as we went deep into France.  As we reached the I.P. and turned on to the target I saw the city of Paris for the second time.  This time I saw a little more of it.  It is spread far and wide with the Seine running through the center of town.  We bombed our target in flights of six and our six missed.  We were following thirty-six ships of the 387th Group and they did hit the target and started fires in the yards.  To go back a moment, on the way in I saw an enemy fighter go down near Amiens Glisy airdrome.  He was brought down by our spit escort and he went down in flames.  On the way out we ran into a small barrage of very accurate flak near Grandvillers   No one was hit seriously, however.

This brings me up to date and today’s raid marked #43 for me and it was an old target[:] Beaumont Le Roger airdrome.  The trip was carried out successfully even though navigation was a bit difficult due to a thick haze.  We hit the target.  Our escort was a single squadron of P-38’s, the prettiest airplane ever built.  Payne, of Atlanta, Ga., was my pilot today.

May 17

England

On May 15 I made #44.  I was Bombardier on the McCarthy-Louden.  Lt. McCarthy and Louden were, or I should say, are two Lts. of the 599th Sqdn.  Our Target was an airdrome at Valenciennes, France.  We followed the 323rd in to the target and the whole formation of seventy-two ships [was] escorted by P-38’s.  The trip was without incident as we were on top nearly all the way and we couldn’t even see the target.  We were off cours[e] somewhat on the way out.  I got to see Ghent which was the target of my first raid on  Sept. 5th of last year.  It was a long tiring ride that brought us no closer to the end of the war.
July 20

England

I awoke this Thursday morning in my new quarters at Beaulieu airdrome in the south of England.  Summer has indeed arrived in this part of the country.  Things have happened as things will do since my last entry on May 17.  Chuck and Mac are gone.  Mart Bischoff has also returned to the zone of the interior.  I have assumed the duties of Squadron Navigator of the 455th Sqdn. 323rd Bombardment Group.  In the past two months I have advance[d] in combat experiences from 44 to 60.  On May 24 I along with Chuck and Mac and the rest of the crew of the old “Bird Dog Special,” [were] still with the 397th Group of Colonel Coiner.  On this day I rode as Gee operator with Captain (now Major) “Ham” Hamilton operations Officer of 599th Sqdn. We attacked [a] military objective in the Harbour of Dieppe.  The name Dieppe always strikes terror in the hearts of airmen as it must in the hearts of those Rangers and Commandos who made the night raid on the city some few years ago.  We attacked from the sea without loss however.

The following day, May 25, I made my 46th raid with a new replacement crew whose skipper was a boy named Schulze.  Our target was a railroad bridge at Liege.  We were in a wing slot and the mission though opposed by flak was carried out without loss.  I had a good look at Belgium that day thru the nose of a Marauder.

On May 26th I was with Ham again leading six.  We attacked an airdrome near Chartres, France.  I was on the Gee set again.  When operating Gee one seldom sees much of the fight.

Now on the 27th of May we were on the move again, transferring back to the white-tailed Marauders of Wood’s 323rd.  Going back to the old group was like going home.  The old faces were welcome sights to our eyes.

Of course Mick was there and Mart Bischoff and all the old F.C. with the exception of Bob Felt who went down over Liege along with one of his Wingmen.  We moved in and went to work, but quick.

As Mac and I suspected our first target was a Lulu.  We were to lead the second box into the Pas De Calais area and hit a noball near Frévent, France.  Now Frévant is a target that is always associated with intense flak barages and flamers.  Mims & Bryan went down there.  Druhl, Kaiser & Bischoff had their plane damaged so badly at the target that they were forced to bail over the channel.  But as it sometimes happens on an expected rough target the Germans just didn’t have us and we escape[d] with very little damage.  This was no. 48 for me.

July 21, 
10:15 A.M.

Our planes are circling the field now after their trip from Earls Colne.

To continue with my account of the raids:  on May 31, I made my 49th sweep over the channel.  I was with Chuck again, fly[ing] deputy to Sloane Box II.  We attacked a bridge on the Seine river.  We were all under the impression at this time that we were destroying bridges along the Seine to keep Hitler from moving troops into the north of France.  We flew through heavy cloud formations at landfall and proceeded to bomb our objective.  Lt. Keister of Fort Wayne was bombing for Sloane and did a beautiful job.
It was on June 2nd that I was called on to fly with Capt. Sparks of the 453[rd] Sqdn.  I had known Sparky for some time since he had served on D.S. with our bunch in the 391st and 97th.  On this day I made no. 50, or I made the hump.  We were leading the third box of twelve ships and we attacked a coastal gun in the Le Havre area.  No incidents.
June 4th mission #51 with Chuck again.  Target:  coastal gun near Fecamp[,] leading eighteen.  We hit short of the target; encountered no opposition.  All mission[s] prior to my 52nd, on June 6, 1944, were made with the one to be run in mind.  One year of fighting with one raid in mind and [that] was the one that would be in direct support of the Invasion of Europe:
The two days of June 5th and 6th will live in my memory forever.  June 5th started like any other day in the E.T.O.  Our crew was not on the loading list and when a meeting was called for all lead teams to meet with the Colonel [(]Colonel Lewis, Wing C.O. along with Wilson Wood, our own C.O.[)]Lewis made a small speech in the situation room in which he praised our work in the months pas[t] and said our work had been important but that our job from now on was to be of still greater importance.  He said that the much talked about and expected D.Day was surely at hand and that he was sure that we [would] carry out our particular job as well as we carried out the operations during the year prior to this all important Day.
Colonel Wood took the floor when Lewis had gone and read to us the loading list that would be in effect that morning when our boys were to storm the beaches of ? …. yes, where would they go in.  I made a quick bet with Chuck that it would be the Lowlands[.]  It was a four pound bet (he owed me the four).  And I lost it some five minutes later when we were actually given our targets for D.Day. I’m getting ahead of my story, though[;] to get back to Colonel Wood[’s] first speech in the situation room.  He said that this was to be the greatest operation in all of military history and that we were going to make history that day (of course that this was to be the greatest of all military events since the beginning of mankind was known by all of us but it gave you a strange feeling deep inside to hear someone say it).  The Colonel also tried to impress upon us the importance of our mission and said if we ever hit a target that that would be the time and place to do just that.  He told us that the targets we were to be briefed on while we were still there in the building were to be secret and he cited [what] would surely happen to any one who divulged any information whatsoever about what we heard the afternoon of that day.  He said that we would be bigotted [billeted?]17 from that day until we ran the mission on D.Day.  Now when he said that it was the clue we needed to decide when D.Day would be.  In that room were all the lead teams of the group:  it would have been impossible to have run a mission without using some of those teams.  We knew that the mission that the 323rd Group ran would be on D.Day……
(One thing I forgot to say that was included in the address by Lewis.  He said that our C and C General Eisenhower and his aides had studied this great undertaking and ruled out every single plan, or operation that even smelt of failure.  We plan it for complete victory he said.) 

From the situation room we went into a room in the very back of Group Operations and there were our targets and maps of the proposed beachhead on the walls and we knew that in a few days a word, a name of a small port in France would be a word shouted around the world[:]  “Cherbourg.”

July 22, ‘44

We received our target pictures[.]  Mac and I studied ours very carefully.  This was one target we must hit the first time.  It would be easy to find and should be a milk run, we said…..if the weather.  The weather[,] the one thing all the might of the Allies could not win nor could their money buy….the one ? weather hung over us[,] God’s way of showing us that no matter how great and powerful we were we must still depend on him for success.  (We later learned through the papers that General Eisenhower asked the weatherman for 60 hours of accurately predicted weather and also that the zero hour was postponed for twenty-four hours because of weather……[)]
To get back to the meeting, we were told while studying our targets that paratroops would be dropped in certain areas the night before D.Day.  
As we left the building a few minutes after our target study we could feel something in the air.  All afternoon there was something in the air.  Men said nothing but you could see it in their eyes.  Those who were not at the meeting knew something of great importance was said behind those doors but they asked no questions.

Later on in the afternoon we noticed the men working on the ships painting black & white stripes on the under surfaces of the wings and fuselage.  The loading list went up on the bulletin board in the squadron:
BOX II LEAD FLIGHT


MAJ. SATTERWHITE

HIGH FLIGHT SECOND BOX


CAPT. ENDERTON

LOW FLIGHT SECOND BOX


CAPT. NEELLY

Then we knew D.Day was to be the sixth of June.

The bar was closed that evening of the fifth and our operations officer[,] then Capt. Sloane[,] said at a sqdn. meeting that afternoon that there was to be a 12:30 briefing the next morning.

August 28
France

I didn’t want to forget a thing that happened during that twenty-four hours, from 1600 hours June 5th till 1600 hours June 6th, and everything that I did and that others said and did was engraved in my memory.  I remember Chuck and Mac working for hours on the P.D.I. in 961 which we were to fly the following morning.  I remember getting a hair cut and while I was sitting in the chair I heard the strains of Swanee River coming from the lounge in the club.  I remember trying to sleep and hearing voices from both inside and outside the barracks.  The Colonel had said get plenty of sleep but who could sleep.  I remember how King and some of the boys played cards until briefing time and I remember seeing a little prayer in everyone’s eyes: “Please may the weather be good”: it   was a prayer that I prayed inside more than once that night.

At last it was twelve-thirty and we rose and went to chow.  Some of the men were carrying guns and excitement ran high.  We went into the briefing room and the first unatural thing we all noticed was the presence of War Correspondents.
The Colonel (Wood) finally made things official when he stood before the group and in his usual Texas drawl said, “Gentlemen, this morning we are attacking targets of military importance on the [east]18 coast of the Cherbourg peninsula and our operations will be in direct support of the Invasion, and you can make all the noise you want now.”  Of course there was a roar from all seats.
Colonel Wood spoke again when the noise died away.  “We must hit our target in a three minute period from 0600-0603, and some 2 or 3 minutes after we smash our targets some 300 thousand good ole American boys just like all of us are going in on the beaches down there.  If you bombardiers ever hit a target in you[r] career today is the day to do it and I know you will.”  He later said that we were supporting Gen. Omar Bradley’s First Army.

The briefing was carried out as usual[;] we were to take off before dawn[,] as[s]emble in flights and proceed to a rally point near Dover.  Colonel Wilcox was leading the show with Maj. Helms and Capt. Silk.  Chuck had a flight and we had to get our flight to the join-up on time. The weather was not to[o] good but again it wasn’t too bad either.

All lead ships were carrying D.8 bomb-sites along in case weather forced us to bomb at low altitudes.

As for fighter cover, “Well,” said the Colonel, ["]in the target area this morning there will be some 1500 Forts and Liberators[,] 800 Marauders and Havocs and Mitchells and 4,000 fighters covering the area from the surface to 35,000 ft.["]  I remembered this later when I heard what Eisenhower promised the landing parties, “If you see a plane it’s ours.”

We went to ships and things looked dark.  Col. Brier told us we were to drop down as low as 2,000 ft. if necessary:  we must hit the target at all costs.

As Chuck gave her the needle and we started down the runway you couldn’t see for the rain that beat against the wind shield.  We got our six ships together and to the rally point, some 10,000 feet above the White Clifs of Dover, on time.

We left the coast at Silsey Bill and we could see that we were going to make a let down in order to get below the cloud cover.  Halfway across we were at 5000 feet and no Marauder had struck against the enemy below 8,000' since the first and second disastrous raid[s] of the 322nd a year before.

Also at the halfway mark in the channel we could see gun flashes from the French shore and from Battle wagons on the surface.

We were about to cross the I.P. at Pt. De Barfleur when the Germans threw up a barrage of light flak and Chuck pulled out left in a violent evasive move.  A P-51 fighter at our altitude rolled over and dove on the flak outfit giving them Hell with his guns.  At this time as if enough wasn’t happening a Liberator blew up over the target and went down in a ball of flame.  We made our bomb run without flak and dropped our load on the beach.  As we pulled off the target we could see parachutes and gliders spread over some areas of the peninsula.  We encountered some more light flak as we crossed the center of the peni[n]sula, but our evasive action was good.  We came through without a scratch but I know I lost ten years of my life in those few minutes.

That afternoon we lost Stack and Seagraves.  We believe all escaped from the ship except the pilot, Paul Stack of Richmond, Texas.

August 29

France

In those days just following D.-day there was quite a let down feeling.  During this time we had expected to fly more than we ever had before but actually we flew far less.  It was also during this period that the Hun started using his flying bombs on London and Southern England.  The X Targets that we had pounded since last November ceased to be targets of military nature and became flying bomb installations.  The R.A.[F.]19 Bomber Command[,] heretofore a night ops. outfit became a daylight striking force and went into Pas De Calais to destroy the bomb sites that were bombing their homeland.
I had anxious moments on leave in London when these bombs fell close to my hotel.

To get back to operations:  on June 7th I was with Chuck flying deputy II Box under Sloane.  We were to attack railyards at Avrances.  We were unable to bomb because of low clouds.  This was 53 missions for me.
It was June 11 before I flew again, again with Chuck (High Flight) to attack Lovigny Railyards:  did not drop—weather.  #54.

On June 12 I made my 55th raid.  I was with Chuck leading 18 ships.  We attacked a bridge near Dreux.  Mac sent home a bombload and got a few direct hits in the target area.

On June 13 we were honored and thrilled too when Generals Arnold and Marshall visited our field and talked to a group of the lead teams for awhile.  General Anderson spoke to our boss about the work we had been doing and about how he would like to send us home for rest and I believe it was through these talks that the new system for sending men home came about.

On June 15th I was on #56.  An easy one.  We were dropping window for our bombers near Valognes.

June 17th.  With Chuck again leading 18 to a forrest fuel dump just west of Paris. Encountered heavy flak on the way out near Le Havre.

On June 23rd #58 with Chuck leading 18 to a no-ball (Bomb site) near Frévant.  We aborted at Furnes, Belgium when our little friends failed to show up[,] a situation that we seldom had to deal with.

On July 18th I was with Major Sloane leading second 18 to [bomb a] troop concentration near Caen.  We encountered heavy flak on the turn away from the target and lost our right engine.  I thought we had had it, but Sloane did a beautiful job in bringing us home on our one good engine and we landed at Ford.  One of the boys stayed on our wing all the way back just in case we had to go into the drink.  It gave everyone in our ship a sense of security to see the white-tailed Marauder flying with us ready to give air-sea rescue our position if anything should have happened over the Channel.  The English were prepared to give us all aid when we reached Ford Airdrome on the South coast of the island.
On July 30 I made sortie 60 with Sloane again leading the group on a P.F.F. (Pathfinder) mission to St. Lo, France.  No incidents.  (First mission from Beaulieu.)

On July 31 I was with Major Satterwhite leading the group to a bridge near Rouen.  It was my 61st sortie and it presented the most difficult navigation problem I ever encountered (no incidents except flak at target).

On August 6th I made #62 and it was a night mission to an island near St. Malo.  Considerable light flak at the target and a very black night20 but we came th[r]ough with success.  Capt. Kaiser Bombing[,] Major Satterwhite doing the flying.21
Transcriber’s notes
1. I reproduced grammar and spelling mistakes unless I felt they would interfere with comprehension.  In those cases, I made the minimal corrections necessary within brackets [].  Thus, any bracketed characters are added; all other characters are reproduced, as closely as possible, as in the handwritten journal.
2. According to the Statement of Service (statement.pdf on the CD), Dad served with the Texas National Guard from May, 1939 to November, 1940, presumably in this unit.

3. June, often mentioned, is our mother; she and Dad were married in April of 1945.

4. “Lard” is the nickname of Shirley Estes, a good friend from Houston.

5. The word “insert” possibly means the “P-38” poem, which was placed in the original journal a page later.  I believe he meant to insert it here at a later time when he “rewrote” the journal, as he speaks of doing in the next paragraph; for that reason I have placed the poem here.  There is a possibility, however, that something else, now lost, was intended to be inserted at this point.

6. Dad’s navigator’s log from the Atlantic crossing is reproduced as crossing_log.pdf on the CD.
7. This is one of the few words in the entire journal I simply could not make out, but it is a short word beginning with an L, and “lay” fits the sense of the sentence, I believe.
8. Dad wrote “ninth” here, which must have been a mistake.  The date of this mission is confirmed in Moench, John. O. Marauder Men, p. 71
9. According to Moench, op.cit., this man’s name is spelled “Willcox,” but it is spelled with only one “l” throughout the journal.

10.  He wrote “October” here but that is an obvious error.
11.  The phrase “Dec. 26 V.R.” (preceded by the word “insert”) could be “Dec. 26 U.R,” but either way I do not know what was meant by it.
12. There is some minor confusion between “Mac” and “Mick” in the journal.  In the story of the Atlantic crossing “Mac” is certainly Charles McKenna, a pilot and very good friend with whom Dad remained in contact after the war.  This is confirmed by McKenna’s name on the “Confidential Pass” which is reproduced as page 61 in the journal.  But once he begins the descriptions of his bombing missions, “Mac” refers to McAdam, a bombardier and frequent crewmate.  (On D-Day, according to Moench, op. cit., pp.468-69, J.R. McAdam is listed as having flown with Dad in the 455th, whereas C.W. McKenna is listed in another Squadron, the 454th.)  The few times McKenna is mentioned after Dad began his missions he is referred to as “Mick,” as he is exclusively in his letters home to Mom.  So I am not sure why he called him “Mac” early in the journal.  

13.  The word looks very much like “up” in the journal, but if that is correct I am not familiar with the expression, nor can I figure out what word might have been accidentally omitted.
14.  As people often do at the beginning of a new year, he wrote the old year instead.
15.  He is referring here to Whyte, Hook, and Echo, men lost on Feb. 5, 1944, according to Moench, op.cit., p. 142.  He has not actually described this mission yet, but does so subsequently as he brings the mission reports up to date.
16.  He mistakenly wrote “33” here again.
17.  The word written in the journal is almost certainly “bigotted” but I am unfamiliar with a use of that word that would make sense here; “billeted” might have been intended.

18.  He wrote “west” in the journal, an obvious error, since the Normandy landings were on the east coast of the peninsula.  Moench, op.cit., p. 195, has a discussion of the 323rd Group’s D-Day targets. 
19. The third letter of the acronym is not clear in the journal but I am certain “RAF” was intended.

20. According to Moench, op.cit., p. 238, there was actually a full moon during this mission and so the night wasn’t really black.  Since he wrote this description some weeks after the mission, he may have confused it with another night mission (not recorded in the journal) or simply mis-remembered the weather on this particular night.

21.  The journal ends here, but not at the bottom of a page, so I do not think that there were more pages that were simply lost.  My conjecture is simply that the spare time needing for writing was in short supply as the Bombardment Groups moved frequently from base to base within France after the invasion.  And he might, with all this activity and also the prospect of soon being able to return home, have simply lost interest in keeping such detailed records, possibly intending to return and write more at a later date (as he obviously intended to finish his account of the Atlantic crossing, but never did).  I suspect this was not Dad’s last mission, since he did receive 12 Oak Leaf Clusters for his Air Medal, which I believe indicates that he must have gone on 65 missions.  But it was certainly one of his last missions, judging from the Oak Leaf Clusters, and from a letter we have to our mother, dated in early December, which was postmarked in California and  refers to his being home for a time.
