












sigh of relief. I didn't have to talk to them I just 

reached Into my pocket and showed it to them. 

They looked it over, seemed satisfied and moved on. 

"When we arrived at our destination which was a 

small town on the coast of Brittany, we were met 

by a truck (there were about eight of us on the 

train) that took us to a farmhouse about a mile 

inland. We went into a large barn next to the 

house. Straw on the floor was pushed aside to 

uncover a trap door built into the floor. We were 

led down a ladder into a large room in which there 

were about thirty escapees. We were all happy to 

see each other and shook hands all around, gave 

our names and told our stories. We were told 

that an English Corvette would come to take us 

across the Channel as soon as there was a new 

moon which would occur in two days. In the 

meantime we were given food and wine. In the 

evening we were given blankets and pads on which 
we slept. 

"The night we were to leave finally arrived. We were 

given strict instructions on how we were to 

proceed to the coast. We were warned that the 

coast was heavily guarded and we should be 

perfectly quiet while we walked in single file toward 

the beach. It was dark as pitch when we started. 

Not a light was seen. We headed toward the 

coast single file as instructed. We went down a 

dirt path bordered by four foot hedgerows on 

each side. We had gone no further than fifty 

yards when one of our guides came running back 

whispering to us to jump over the hedgerow and 

hide quietly behind it. It seemed to me that we 

made one hell of a commotion jumping over the 

bushes and landing on one another before we 

settled down, but a few minutes later two men 

came strolling by chatting to each other and not 

even realizing that just a few feet from them 

about forty men were waiting for them to pass. 
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Sneaking to the Channel and Freedom 

"We continued down the path until we were 

stopped near the beach. Two German soldiers 

were on sentry duty walking back and forth. They 

walked toward each other and when they met 

would exchange a few words, turn around and 

walk back. When they were far enough away, the 

guide in front of our column would tap three or 

four of us to sneak by and slide down the cliff to 

the beach before the sentries turned around to 

come back. When we were all down, we waited for 

the Corvette to come in and pick us up. (Twenty 

years later, my wife and I had a chance to go 

back there; and all I can say is that I was glad it 

was a dark night, because I don't see how we all 

made it down without casualties. I never would 

have tried it in the day light.) We were told to 

take off our shoes and put our socks in them, tie 

the laces together and put them around our neck 

and roll our pants up over our knees. The 

Corvette launched three row boats toward the 

beach and we walked out to meet them. Little did 

it help to roll our pants up. We were up to our 
waist before we knew it. 

We boarded the "Corvette", were treated royally 

by the crew and cruised to England, interrogated 

thoroughly and eventually returned to our group. 

"My wife and I did go back, and I followed the 

same route I had taken twenty years earlier. 

Every one I met remembered me; and at every 

place I stopped, friends and neighbors were 

invited in, and we had party after party. I still 

have many friends in France that I correspond 

with to this day and we go back to see them 
quite often." 
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President 

Last month (May 30) I completed my prescribed two (2) years as 
President of this thriving organization that my predecessor, Colonel 
Roy W. Owen, presided over for five years. You put m e in charge of a 
remarkable organization and a strong Executive Board, broad and deep 
enough, to fulfill our mission of perpetuating our illustrious history, 
honoring the memories of our deceased comrades and providing the 
compassion, beneficence and friendship to the families of our fallen 
colleagues. I thank all of you for giving m e this opportunity to 
represent and serve you in this capacity which I consider to be a 
profound privilege and unique pleasure. 

I inherited from Colonel Owen a number of initiatives that he had 
tendered and that would come to fruition on my watch. One of the 
greatest of these is the Master Historical Data Base (MHDB) that will 
not only computerize the archival exploits of the 44th Bomb Group but 
also the personal histories of every man or w o m a n w h o served with 
the 44th in WWII. 

Much has been accomplished but much remains to be done and we 
cannot rest on past laurels. 

As you know, the MHDB program requires funding that is clearly 
above our normal operating budget that averages in the area of $30 -
$35,000 per annum. It is for this reason that I established the special 
M H D B Fund and appealed to you for donations to insure its success 
and perpetuity. To those who responded with your donations I thank 
you for your generosity and to those who have not yet made their 
contributions I appeal once again for whatever you can donate. Let's 
make this year the year "CHARITY BEGINS AT H O M E " and, instead of 
responding to those appeals w e are "deluged" with almost daily by 
mail, phone, fax, e-mail, etc., send your donation this year to the 
M H D B FUND, 44th BGVA, R0. Box 712287, Salt Lake City, Utah 
84171-2287. 

Also, when I assumed the office as your President, I committed to 
insuring the financial stability of the association and the growth of 
our membership. I am pleased to let you know that according to our 
Treasurer's Annual Report for the period ending December 31, 2000, 
w e are financially stable and have been showing an annual surplus for 
the past two years. 

Our membership also continues to grow despite the ever growing 
attrition due to deaths that are occurring with ever increasing 
frequency. As of this writing our membership stands at 1,065 
members and it is my goal that with the membership drives still in 
effect and/or planned, this number will continue to grow. Many of you 
are enrolling members of your family which I believe is one of the best 
"gifts" you can give your children and/or grandchildren. It is their key 
to the record of your service and contribution to that great victory 
over totalitarianism that made you one of those referred to by Tom 
Brokaw as "The Greatest Generation." Keep enrolling them and urge 
your fellow crewmen/colleagues to do the same. 

Thanks to Jerry Folsom's efforts, our 44th BGVA Web Site is now up 
and running and the "hits" are growing daily. Keep in mind that it is 
new and w e will be making improvements as needed. Also, our newly 
appointed A W A R D C O M M I T T E E under the Chairmanship of Robert 
Lehnhausen received Board approval to inaugurate THE GENERAL 
E O N W. J O H N S O N DISTINGUISHED SERVICE A W A R D this year. This 
award will become an annual event and the Year 2001 Honoree will be 
announced and receive this award at the Shreveport Reunion 
scheduled for October 15-18, 2001. Make your reservations N O W for 
another one of Mike Yuspeh's fantastic reunions. W e will visit the 8th 
Air Force Headquarters, dedicate the B-24J with dignitaries from the 
state of Louisiana, city of Shreveport and 8th Air Force, tour 
Shreveport, dine and dance to the Big Band Music in the mode of the 
one and only GIENN MILIER. RESERVE EARLY! 

Congratulations to Robert "Lee" Aston on his belated award of the 
DFC and two Oak Leaf Clusters to his Air Medal. He was notified on 
May 15, 2001 of these awards by the Air Force Board for Correction 
of Military Records for "...extraordinary achievement while serving as 
Navigator on B-24 airplanes on many missions over enemy occupied 
Continental Europe" on January 11 and 12, 1945 (Air Medals) and 
March 15, 1945 (DFC). "Lee and Chris Spagnola are contacting their 
other crew members to meet and renew their friendships at the 
Shreveport Reunion in October. Other crews are also planning to 
attend, including Bob Dunlop's crew, and those few that are still 
remaining from my original crew in the 66th - Jimmy, Pat, Sam, 
George are you listening? I am counting on Bill Coil's uncle and some 
of "Buster" Hazelton's children to be there. See you in Shreveport. 

I close with another one of my favorite quotations: 

"When the Love of Power exceeds the Power of Love 
Take Heed." 

Edward K. Mikoloski, President 
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CREWMEN JN T1HE fRONT ROW? 

ANOTHER RIDDLE RESOLVED 
The mission to Zwickau, Germany on April 21,1944 was recalled, but not in time to 

prevent the crash of A/C #41-29418 (68th 5q.) at Teverham Mill Lake, near 
Norwich, England. Five members of the crew perished: James Zajicek, Navigator; 
Edward Cole, Bombardier; Leonard Lambert, Engineer; George Houchens, Radio 
Operator; Hal Wood, Ball Turret Gunner; Russell Taylor, Tail Gunner. Pilot Forrest 
Havens and Co-Pilot Leon Del Grande survived, but were injured. 
Very recently a police diving team found the wreckage with incomplete 

lettering on the Poppy's Chillin. The explanation of the crash was rime 
ice. The plane was flying into formation, travelling at 144-160 M P H 
through overcast, icy conditions. When it reached 14,000 feet, the 
aircraft lurched violently and started swerving to the right. The pilots 
could not control the ship, and it swerved back to the left, then 

started to spin tightly toward the ground. The plane 
then turned on its back and the right wing and tail were torn off by 
the violent maneuvers. The two pilots were thrown into the top of 
the cockpit, the cabin ripped apart, and they were thrown clear of 
the wreckage. 

Just recently, fifty seven years later, a memorial stone was laid 
in honor of the crew, led by a U S Air Force Guard of Honor. Cole's 
sister, Elizabeth Clemans, traveled to the site. Representing the 
44th at the Memorial Ceremony was President Mike Mikoloski and 
U.K. Representative, Steve 
Adams. 

This MEMORiftl WAS 
dEdiCATEd IN 

TAVETihAM, OUTsidE of 

Norwich, SATimdAy. 

M R M E N FROM TIHE bASE hoNOR quARd fold TITE A M E R I C A N FUq SATURdAy 

duRilMC, A CEREMONy AT TAVERHAM trONORiNq AN AlWERiCAN boNlbER CREW 

ThAT CRAshEd NEAR ThE TOWN 57 yEARS EARliER. TlHE fUq WAS pRESENTEd TO 

Bsny CIEMANS, rhE SISTER of TIIE boivibARdiER w h o pERishsd irM TEIE cRAsh. 

CIEMANS 
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MIKE FUSANO AND THE GENERAL 

"I was the 
first one to 
see the 
Medal of 
Honor after 
it was given 
to General 
Leon 
Johnson," 
said Mike 
Fusano. "I 
congratulated 
him on 
receiving it, 
and he 
immediately 
said, 'Don't 
congratulate 
me. I am only 
the custodian of the Medal. This is for the boys 
who did all the work.' That was so typical of the 
General's humility. He was the greatest man I 
have ever known." 

Mike had the unique pleasure of being the driver 
for the great General. Drafted from his family's 
olive grove in California, he went to Wichita Falls, 
Texas for his Boot Camp experience, then to 
Shreveport, Louisiana, where he became a member 
of the 44th Bomb Group. In Barksdale he 
remembers being just another Dog Face.' From 
there he became a member of the motor pool in 
Ft. Myers, Florida, right in the Everglades. The 
advantage of that assignment was that they could 
sometimes go to San Carlos Bay and watch the 
porpoises leap about. 

"When we went to England, 
our priest, Father Lamb went 
with us, and I was his driver. 
When he got transferred to 
the 1st Division, I became a 
full-time driver for General 
Johnson. He had a wonderful 
sense of humor. When we 
would leave the base, there 
was an Indian from Oklahoma 
on guard duty. It was his job 
to stop and challenge anyone 

Miks ANd Col. JohNSON 

going in or out. 
When nothing 
was happening, 
the man sat in a 
little cubby hole 
and pulled a 
blanket over 
himself. The 
General jested 
that perhaps 
they should get 
him a teepee." 

From his position 
as driver, Mike 
could enjoy some 
of the hospitality 
of great leaders. 
Once when 
General Johnson 

went to Hingham to visit Lord Ironside a British 
General, the maid came out to the car to serve 
Mike tea and crumpets. Lord Ironside had been 
relieved of his command after the disastrous 
battle of Dunkirk, so he returned to his special 
interest of growing a variety of apples. When 
Mike would meet him on the streets, he was 
always greeted warmly; and each time Lord 
Ironside wanted a report on how the General was 
doing. 

"I was directed to pick up any walking soldier," 
Mike remembered. "The General would use that 
opportunity to find how things were going on the 
base. One night we picked up a Master Sergeant 
going off duty at midnight. He stated that there 
was rarely any food in the mess hall at that hour-
just odds and ends. That was because the men on 

Liberty Runs got there first 
and ate it all. 

"That didn't ever happen 
again," Mike declared. "The 
General changed that, 
immediately making 
provisions for those going 
off duty to eat. 
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"When the 44th was going on an especially 
hazardous assignment, the General would tell me 
to get his parachute, he was going along. He would 
say, 'This is going to be tough. I have to go along 
to take responsibility.' On base he drove himself, 
and I drove him when he went to other bases. 
Sometimes we would leave at 2:00 a.m., but he 
would always insist that I get back for some 
sleep, or catch up on a meal. When I wasn't 
driving, I had to take care of the car, a 1935 
Custom Packard." On the celebration of the 44ths 
200th mission, the General took the wheel and 
drove Mike through the base. 

Look who is dRiviNq MikE FUSANO 

Mike had the great experience of being on the 
same plane with General Johnson for the Trolley 
Run, and heard him explain the details of 
everything that had been done. It was truly a 
moment of pride for everyone who had 
contributed to the war effort. 

The friendship between the two men continued 
until the General's death. If Johnson was in Los 
Angeles, Mike and his wife Kaye would visit with 
him; and in the latter days of his life, they visited 
him in the nursing home in 
Fairfax, Virginia. 

When the War was over, 
Mike returned to growing 
olives and making oil in 
Sylmar, California, where 
he resides with his wife, 
Catherine. He regards his 
time spent with General 
Johnson as some of the 
brightest moments of his 
life. 

Mikr FUSANO 

WILLIAM MENGES 
ARMY COMBAT, 
44TH BOMB 
GROUP & 
MISSILEER 

1955 

Nam Menges, AF Retiree, got 100 free hours 
from ATT, so he called to tell m e his war 
experiences. He also called Jerry Folsom to chat. 
HE HAS NOT YET D O N E HIS DATABASE, but 
promises to do it soon. 

Menges started out with the CCC, an organization 
created during the Great Depression for young 
men who couldn't find jobs. In 1942 he was 
drafted, and found himself in the 3rd Army, 
manning the anti-aircraft search lights in the 
Ardennes for General Patton. Later, as a combat 
engineer, Menges built bridges for the advancing 
army in Luxemburg and Pruuen, Germany. 

When the War was over, he took advantage of the 
G.I. Bill to study radio, then enlisted in the Air 
Corps and was assigned to the 44th BG at Rapid 
City, S.D. (He claims to be among the first to don 
the Air Force blue uniform.) At Ellsworth he 
became a Radar Mechanic. When the 44th had its 
transformation into the Missileers, Menges was 
there on Permanent Staff. His next assignment 
was Expediter on the ICBM and Minuteman 
Missiles. 

Menges speaks with true enthusiasm of the high 
points of his service experiences. He says in 
England he danced with Col. Leon Johnson's 
wife, and at Geiger Field he worked with Captain 
Chuck Yeager. He says he has four Battle Stars 
and some Oak Leaf Clusters. Straddling three 
branches of the service in one short lifetime has 
been a heady experience for M/Sgt. William 
Menges. 
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SOME THINGS ONLY HAPPEN ONCE ... THE EUROPEAN TOUR 
September, 2001 44th BGVA Europe/England Trip (A perfect trip to share with a child or grandchild.) 

The trip will be a step back in time and a look into the 
progressive world that YOU made possible by your 
valiant sacrifice, fifty seven years ago. Not only will you 
see the cities where you helped wipe out Nazi 
strongholds, but also 
visit shrines and 
cathedrals that 
survived from 
medieval times to the 
present. From 
September 11-26, you 
will barely have time 
to see the wonders 
that lie ahead, and the 
history that YOU 
helped make. Did you 
know the Parisians cut 
the cables of the Eiffel 
Tower when the city 
fell, so the Germans 
could not use it as a 
radio tower? It re­
opened after V-E Day, 
with free rides for any 
G.I. who happened along. Did you know a day at the 
Louvre is not nearly long enough to see the work of the 
Old Masters? You might get through one section. 
At Caen the Wehrmacht was desperately holding onto 
the city, acting on Hitler's mistaken idea that the main 
invasion would be at Pas de Calais. Now Caen's biggest 
attraction is a Memorial Museum for Peace, honoring 
those who fought both wars-WWI and WWII. At 
Normandy, even those who have previously seen the 
exhibits and cemetery will again marvel at the 
awesome undertaking of that landing, assisted by B-24 
bombers that cut off German support of the troops at 
the coast. Enemy cannons still protrude from cement 
bunkers, testimony of the deadly battle that ensued. 
We will have lunch in Reims, a 2000 year old city and 
scene of Napoleon's last victorious battle. Reims is 
now famous for its champagne, and the home of 
General Eisenhower's SHAPE headquarters. From 
there, we will see Verdun and Luxembourg. 

W A R R O O M of TITE 14-TLt WiNq Hp. C A N ANyoNE idENTify TIHESE sTRATEqisTS? 

Day 6 takes us to Bastogne, Belgium, where an 
American tank is the centerpiece in the two square. 
Our Belgium friend, Peter Loncke will be joining us at 
the towns of Wibrin and Haufalize, where local people 

will dedicate a 
memorial at the 
crash site of the 
Pindercrew. From 
there we move to a 
medieval tour, Trier, 
Germany on the 
Mosel River for 
dinner and our 
evening stay. The 
next day's adventure 
will be a 4-1/2 hour 
cruise on the Rhine 
River. 

The Gothic 
Cathedral in 
Cologne is still a 
majestic sight, even 

though the entire city 
was devastated by the bombing. At Wesel we will visit 
the crash site of Louis DeBlasio's and Bob Vance's 
plane, then later to the cemetery where their crewmen 
are buried, then on across the Channel, past the White 
Cliffs of Dover and on to Norwich. W e will see the 
Memorial Library, the Shipdham Airfield and the 14th 
Combat Wing Hq., and have an opportunity to meet 
our special guests from Shipdham Village and the 
British Legion. Too soon we will say good-bye to Steve 
Adams, Phyllis DuBois, Peter Loncke, Luc 
Dewez, Andrew Doubleday and all our 
other friends; then on to Duxford, 
Cambridge and London. Coming 
home, our heads may be swimming, 
but our hearts will be brimming at 
the memories of a holiday that can 
never be replicated. 
Take a young family member. 
It's a great lesson in history. 
Call Larry HerpeI at 
1-888-317-7483. 
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44th Bomb Group 
Veterans 

Assn. Reunion - 2001 

le of Capri Hotel - Bossier City, LA 
Barksdale AFB 

October 15,16,17, & 18, 2001 

Reunion Registration Form 

Please print or type. All Information must be complete: 

Last Name 

Spouse 

First N a m e (Tag) 

Squadron # Life Member 

Address 

City State Zip Code 

Phone E-Mail 

Guests & Relation 

Number to Attend @ $215.00 Each Amount $ 

Amount $_ 

Amount $_ 

Amount $ 

Tour #1- City Tour of Shreveport 
Number on Tour @ $25.00 Per Person 

Tour # 2- Tour of Natchitoches & Lunch 
Number on Tour @ $55.00 Per Person 

Total Amount Remitted 
Check # 

Description of tours are in last issue of the 8 Ball Tails. 

Registration Includes: Everything on agenda except tours as listed above. 
Registration must be received by September 10,2001. 

Hotel registration must be made directly with Isle Of Capri Hotel & Casino by phone only 
Toll free (800) 843-4753. 

Check Made Payable to: 44th Bomb Group Veterans Association (44th BGVA) 
Mail to: Mike Yuspeh - 7214 Sardonyx Street - New Orleans, LA 70124-3509 

Phone: (504)283-3424 Fax: (504) 283-3425 (Picks up on 6th ring) 
E-Mail: Mikeyuspeh@juno.com 
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MAJOR URSEI HARVEII ANC! T^E Wolf PACL 
MARCIH 10, 1945 

"This bit of history 

was made aboard 

an old French 

passenger vessel 

that had seen 

better days, the 

Chantilly. It could 

have been 

considered a luxury 

liner twenty years 

ago, that is, in the 

Indian Ocean trade. 

The British took 

her over and 

ordered her to 

England via N e w York. W e went aboard her there for the 

memorial crossing of the North Atlantic, a normal crossing in 

that ship was a feat without the menace of the jerry wolfpacks. 

Concrete gun turrets and gun emplacements had added 

considerably to the weight of the upper structure which may 

have interfered with the ship's balance on its usual run from 

Capetown, Durban to Suez on the East Coast of Africa, but one 

look at this tub and the calendar was enough to forecast the 

type of crossing w e had ahead. 

We ran into foul weather about the 8th of March, the a/c carrier 

turned back the 10th, about 4:40 p.m., the taffrail boom was 

dipping the water with every roll, chairs and tables were lashed 

down; then at 6:30, just two hours after the main escort had 

turned back, the most terrifying sub attack you've ever read 

about hit us. First to go was the deputy commodore starboard 

to forward, then a freighter directly opposite us, starboard, 

which saved us the first time, by taking the torpedo which was 

intended for us. Our silhouette was much higher on the surface 

than the smaller vessels around us and having the 

characteristics of a troopship w as naturally the prize target for 

the Hun. I felt sorry for the little fellows w h o unknowingly were 

running interference for us and paying with their lives. Another 

tanker further to starboard w as hit and sunk without burning. 

Then it became quiet. I clenched the railing at my station 

expecting the deck to heave up in my face any moment. I 

glanced out at the red light that always goes on at top mast 

when a ship was hit. There were three such distress signals and 

dozens of little red lights around each ship. I knew they were 

attached to men w h o could live only a few minutes in that 

Arctic water. Convoys never slow down or stop to pick up 

survivors, and the escort was entirely too busy. As I 

contemplated these things, one by one the big red lights on the 

mast head would disappear leaving only the small red lights 

moving up and down on the heavy swells, gradually 

disappearing astern. I began to move about to get warm and 

ordered the men to move around, but stay in the vicinity of their 

assigned boat stations. I suddenly realized that I hadn't checked 

the top side boats to see if the native members of the crew 

(Lascars of India) had not already found refuge in them. I had 

been ordered to shoot them if necessary to keep them out. I 

moved forward a little uncertainly at first with legs that seemed 

tired on a deck that never seemed level. Glancing into the 

blackness of the life boats was a mere routine, knowing full 

well that the boats could never be launched anyway. I looked 

out to port, hoping that I couldn't see the nearest ship, but in 

vain, as its full outline was visible to me, black against lighter 

sky. I felt my heart quicken a little as the realization of 

periscopic sighting dawned on me. 

My nerves had settled down a little bit and my hopes had risen 

some as w e had made a turn since the last attack. I had just 

ducked into a gangway to light a cigarette, and was coming 

back on deck when a terrific explosion off our port bow nearly 

lifted our ship out of the water. At first I thought it was our 

ship and I listened for the alarm bell, but the red light on the 

ship nearest to us told m e it was not yet our time. This little 

freighter started to settle very fast and seemed to settle to its 

watery grave even before w e had fully passed it. There were 

more little red lights in the water, more gripping of the railing, 

yes, yes, and more prayers. In quick succession two more ships 

were torpedoed beyond the point where the freighter had just 

been hit. I could also hear depth charges going off in that 

direction and thought that it was about time somebody started 

to fight back and could feel a little warmth stealing through my 

veins from anger. Anger at the Navy at so little defense, anger 

at the enemy for operating on such a night not giving a man a 

chance, anger at the Army for putting skilled troops in an eight 

knot convoy, and anger at yourself for standing there unable to 

do anything but watch the slaughter. Then again, farther to 

starboard, this time two more ships put up red lights. All w as 

quiet once more. An hour went by and nothing more happened. 

It was then midnight. 

I went below to the main lounge to see what was going on 

below. There were twelve Dutch fliers from Java, an American 
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formally open this new facility, which will be the finest American Memorial Library of its kind 
in the world and a fitting tribute to the debt that w e owe to the United States Air Force. At the 
moment we have over 690 U S Veterans and their families flying over for this historical 
occasion. This week the Norwich City Council formally approved the rare award of the 
Freedom of the City to the 2nd Air Division U S A A F Association, the only unit of the U S Air 

Force to ever receive this honour. 

Keeping the records of the 8th Air Force has been one of our essential tasks and we 
were all so delighted when w e first saw the Military Heritage Database project and realized 
the massive benefits. Last year at the 2nd A D A Convention at Tampa, w e and our archivist 
looked at it in more detail and came away convinced that this is the most unique record we 
have ever seen. Indeed the Memorial Trust has agreed to help the project financially 
because of the importance. Here is a chance for future generations to see, learn and 
understand what happened in those days and a vital part of our records. 

However, as I began my letter, time is against us, for unless we can get these records, 
histories, stories and people on the database now, many items will be lost forever in the next 
year or so. Here in the U K that database will be a vital part of the Memorial Library as I a m 
sure it must be in your American Air Force Memorial. Therefore may I end with this heartfelt 
plea that you can support this database project as a most urgent item, for this understanding 
and detailed record of history needs to be available both in the U S A and the U K as well as 
elsewhere, so that future generations will never forget the debt that they owe to the United 
States Air Force. 

In Norfolk we have a saying about the 2nd Air Division USAAF, "They came as friends, 
they stayed as friends, they have remained friends and w e and future generations will 
always remember them with pride and affection." This unique database will play a great part 
in that appreciation. 

Finally, I hope you will not object to me writing to you, but we realize that your support is 
vital to the success of this outstanding project. W e do hope you will be able to make the 
dream become a reality. 

Yours sincerely, 

David J. Hastings 
Vice Chairman 

Editor's Note: The information on the Database will be used on both sides of the Atlantic. Do 
you biography now. Your story is important. 
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VIVID MEMORIES OF T. J. FEENEY, LTC USA (Ret) 
66th Squadron 44th B G (Staff Sgt. Tail Gunner) 

ThlE KlEJNSclHMidT CREW 

BAck ROW: KlEiNSchMidT"PiloT, 

SpOVER"CO'Piloi, R0SSEVELT"NAViqAT0R. 

FRONT R O W : DiqqiNS"ENqiNEER, 

ThoMAS"WAisT GUNNER, 

GonshAlU'WAisT & BAII TURRET GUNNER, 

FEENEy"TAil TURRET GUNNER, 

GROwdEN"NosE GUNNER & ToqqlEER, 

GoRNEn^RAciio OPERATOR. 

Thomas J. Feeney "Joe" volunteered for Aerial 

Gunnery School when he learned that with a problem 

of depth perception, he could not be a pilot. He 

became a Tail Gunner at Tyndall Field, Florida, then 

went to Lincoln, Nebraska to join his crew. From 

there it was O T U at Gowan Field, Boise, ID, then on 

to Shipdham to join the 66th Sq. of the 44th B o m b 

Group. 

"Our first three missions were to Magdeburg, where 

we encountered the most flak of all the missions we 

went on," he recalled. Equally disconcerting was the 

ominous briefing on the morning their crew was 

assigned to fly over Cologne. It still rings in Feeney's 

memory: "If you hit the Cathedral, don't bother to 

come back." Pilot Lt. Arnold P. Kleinschmidt, on the 

Glory Bee was flying lead. They flew past the famous 

Cathedral and hit their target-the Deutch Bridge 

which was a primary artery for the German supply 

lines, and they did come back. Forty nine years later, 

Feeney was pleasantly surprised to see the photograph 

that had been shot at 22,000 feet by their bomb-sight 

camera appear in National Geographic. 

The Glory Bee and the German Jet 

"On April 25, 1945 we were on a mission to 

Swabische Halle. Our photo interpretation people had 

spotted an airfield there with elongated runways. They 

figured it was a jet base, so we were sent to bomb it. 

However, in looking up, I saw one diving straight 

down at us from 12:00 o'clock. I turned m y turret up 

and then watched as the jet went straight down 

through our formation. It was traveling so fast, m y 

guns were always behind him as I tried to track him; 

and so close, I could see the German pilot's face as he 

passed by. I often thought (mistakenly) I could have 

hit him with a rock instead of trying to get that turret 

to move fast enough to get him. However, the mission 

was successful. 

Bomb Stuck in Bomb Bay 

Feeney and William H. Diggins, Engineer, are the 

last surviving members of the Kleinschmidt crew. 

Previously they had written recollections to each 

other, all treasures in Feeney's book of memories. 

Kleinschmidt wrote, "On one mission we had 

dropped our bombs and realized we had a bomb hung 

in the bomb bay. The bombs were attached to a 

shackle by a cable which activated the bomb as it left 

the bomb bay. This one didn't leave. The engineer 

crawled out with a pair of pliers and seven minutes of 

oxygen at 22,000 feet to cut the wire. He had to crawl 

out on the catwalk in the bottom of the ship over the 

open bomb doors. He did it. If he hadn't, the bomb 

could have detonated and blown us out of the sky." 
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Feeney's eyes followed the dropping missile. "As we 

moved away from the release point, the bomb left a 

trail of smoke until it hit the middle of a large; solitary 

farm house in the middle of a huge German field. W e 

were unable to assess the damage we inflicted on this 

'no choice target'." 

Remembering Frankfurt 

In Feeney's records he found this report by his pilot in 

correspondence with L T C Maury Dyer, another 

friend who served in the 66th Sq. (deceased). 

"I guess the worst situation I was ever in was when I 

lost two engines in a snow storm over Germany. 

"We were flying blind on a mission to the interior of 

Germany when I got hit by flak and lost an engine. 

The rest of the squadron flew off and left me. W e 

could see the black shells exploding all around us and 

we were losing altitude. I got out of the main flight 

pattern and tried to restart the engine," he said. 

"When I tried the engine, I lost oil pressure in another 

engine and saw the prop of the second engine fly off 

past the window into space." 

"Now we were down to two engines. We were out of 

the Frankfurt flak area, and I called in code for fighter 

help. W e were losing 200 feet per minute and I had 

only a 17-mile corridor to fly through to try to make it 

to a safe landing place. W e got our fighter escort and 

he took us across the bomb line where the ground 

fighting was taking place in France and then broke 

radio code by saying, 'Sweetheart, I'm home. You can 

make it now.' That was a big no-no. 

"Sure enough, the Germans heard him. I told the crew 

to watch for them and here they came. W e headed for 

the overcast 9,000 below. As the nose gunner turned 

his turret to fire, the door flew off the turret and struck 

the wing between the two engines and ripped a gash 

in the wing. I could see the latex liner swell out of the 

gas tank on the right wing. If it broke, that was it. W e 

were in a high-speed stall and almost shaking apart. 

But I dropped the nose and we were okay again. 

had enough altitude to make it home. When we got 

there we were at 250 feet and the tower told us to go 

around. W e didn't go around and that liner held." 

The crew remembers one more interesting facet of 

that adventure. "As we continued back across the 

Channel and losing altitude rapidly, Kleinschmidt 

ordered us to ditch everything including our machine 

guns, a m m o and our A-3 bags. Our A-3 bags! They 

contained our escape kits, mainly stocked with 

cigarette and silk stockings." (Editor'sNote: While 

Kleinschmidt worried about getting them back to 

Shipdham safely, Feeney was thinking of the loss of 

bargaining power, tossing cigarettes and silk 

stockings.) 

Delivering the Gas 

When the War was nearing the end, Patton's Third 

A r m y was swiftly and forcefully breaking through 

enemy defenses. They ran short of gasoline for their 

tanks, and the 44th was one of the groups that 

supplied them. This was a very low level drop. 

Feeney remembers dropping 50 gallon drums of 

gasoline at tree top level. 

"I did not see any of them spill or shatter," he 

recalled. "The reason they didn't, was the wooden 

construction shaped like an hourglass with rounded 

wooden tops and bottoms that permitted the drums to 

roll when dropped." They did not encounter flak on 

this mission, but did contend with small arms fire. 

One memory of that mission continues to haunt him. 

He saw a flyer from his own outfit hung up with his 

chute draped over the rudder of another B-24. 

Encountering a 'Maverick' 

On one of our missions we were forced to abort just 

short of our target and return to England. On the 

return flight we had no fighter cover. I spotted a single 

fighter above us directly approaching our tail. I fired 

above him so he could see m y tracers. He continued 

and I fired below him. Since he continued in I zeroed 

in on him and forced him to turn off. The Martin 

Turret also fired on him. He radioed our craft and 

pulled parallel to us but out of range. He identified 

himself as a P-51 fighter and wanted to know why we 

"I was trying to contact the British to get permission 

to land on the crash strip just across the Channel 

when we broke out of the overcast and I thought we 



were firing on him. Needless to say we kept him well 

covered and he eventually pulled off and disappeared. 

The matter was the subject of much discussion among 

our crew. W h e n we were debriefed we were told it 

may well have been a P-51 but it was not one of ours. 

W e were also told that we had no aircraft in the area 

and the marking were unknown to our intelligence 

people. W e were told we did the right thing in firing 

on the craft. 

In June, 1994 the USAF Historical Agency at 

Maxwell AFB, A L advised me that they had no 

record of downed P-51 's being rebuilt by the 

Germans. Then in July, 1994 I learned from 

LTC Maury Dyer U S A F (Ret) that when he 

flew with the 44th, he was informed that the 

Germans did use cannibalized parts from 

aircraft that crashed or were forced to land 

in Germany. He said that "what got our 

people's attention was that we could be shot 

down by one of them." 

They were called 'Mavericks.' 

Before the war, Feeney was attending 

Northeastern University in Boston, M A . 

Following discharge, he returned to the 

University, earning a B S in Business 

Administration. Shortly thereafter he 

reenlisted in the army in CIC. After training at Ft. 

Holabird, M D and serving as an agent in Washington 

DC, he received a direct commission in the Finance 

Corps. He served with the Army Audit Agency and 

held a number of General Staff assignments in 

Alaska, the U.S. and Korea. 

The army decided to send him to the University of 

Colorado where he earned his M B A in 1962. His last 

foreign duty was a Comptroller Advisor to the Iranian 

Forces and their SCS ( D O D equivalent). He was 

stationed with A R M I S H M A A G Hqs. in Tehran, Iran. 

(The Shah was still ruling at that time, and the 

relations with American personnel were very good. 

After Feeney left, his replacement was murdered, and 

matters continued to go down hill after that.) His last 

assignment was a Chief Pay Systems, Office Chief of 

Finance, D.A. He also served as chairman of the D O D 

Military Pay Conference Committee. He retired in 

November, 1968. Following retirement he was 

employed by Fairfax County, V A as Deputy Director 

of Assessments until 1976. 

Feeney and his wife, Mildred, the former Mildred 

Caverly of Toronto, Canada, live in Mechanicsburg, 

Pennsylvania. The couple celebrated their 51 st 

anniversary in this past March. Mildred now a U.S. 

citizen, served in the R.C.A.F., the Women's Division 

at Air Force bases in Canada and England from 1942-

46. Feeney joined the Keystone Capital Chapter of 

the Retired Officers' Association, and continues to 

serve as its Treasurer. He assists in fund drives to help 

the Hospice Unit of the Lebanon, PA Veterans 

Administration Medical Center. 

JOE ANC! MildREd FEENEY W'T^ Col. Roy DEVEcchio 

AWARDS and DECORATIONS 

Legion of Merit, Hq. Dept. of Army, July 31, 1968 
A M w/1 OLC, 8th Air Force, 1945 
D O D Joint Service Commendation Army Medal, 

11 March 1965 
D A Army Commendation Medal. 11 March 1965 
Army G C 
American Campaign Medal 
Europe-Africa-Middle East Campaign Medal 

w/4 Battle Stars 
World War II Victory Medal 
National Defense Service Medal 
Armed Forces Reserve Medal 
Imperial Iranian Forces Commendation, 

November 18, 1967 
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COLLECTING OUR HISTORY 

v. 

In the last issue of 8 Ball Tails under Will 
Sez I complimented and congratulated 
our Prez, Ed Mikoloski and Pete Frizzell 
for working so hard and successfully to 
salvage many of our 44th BG's photos. 
Pete had made a long flight from Florida 
to Massachusettes to meet Ed Mikoloski 
and a quick drive to southern Maine. 
These two men managed to get great 
cooperation from Rick Becker, a dealer, 
to copy many photos already sold on the 
Internet and to purchase the remaining 
44th B G photos on hand at a bargain 
basement price. 

At that time we were sure that we had 
obtained all of the photos that Bill 
Robertie had accumulated after the war, 
having worked with Capt. HarveII, our 
official photographic officer, for years to 
get copies of all that HarveII had in his 
44th collection. I had contacted Bill 
Robertie's widow, Hazel, verified that she 
would donate all those photos remaining 
in her possession. She said that she had 
placed them all in a medium sized box 
and would be mailing them to m e shortly, 
as she was moving that next weekend. 

Two weeks later the box arrived with 
numerous photos, but most of them were 
nose art of other groups, along with some 
fine photos used in Harvell's book. But 
there were no crew photos! Disappointed 
with the lack of those precious photos, I 
wondered if perhaps they did not take or 
at least keep copies of our later 1944 and 
1945 crews? It was a mystery. 

But shortly afterwards Deja Vu came into 
the picture. Yes, again, many beautiful 
44th B G crew photos were up for bid on 
the Internet! Astounding and frustrating! 

® 

H o w can that be -- where had they come 
from? Had w e not got all that Hazel had 
in her basement? No! It was soon learned 
that again, Rick Becker had many more 
of our crew photos up for sale! Source? 
Again, it was from Robertie's basement. 
And again it was Pete Frizzell rushing to 
his airport in Florida with all of his camera 
equipment, flying up to meet Prez Ed, 
and driving back to South Berwick, Maine 
to try again to make a deal with Rick. 

But this time it was different because the 
man who had purchased all of the 
remaining things in Hazel's basement --
things she could not take with her -- had 
learned the value of old photographs after 
his first sale to Rick. This time it cost Rick 
$3,000, so there was no way the 44thers 
could afford to purchase his remaining 
photos. Instead, Rick was good enough 
to permit Pete to take his own photos of 
his originals -- approximately 200 of 
them. W e did not get the originals back 
but w e did not lose those rare crew 
photos that had eluded our efforts over 
the past 10 years. I a m sure that in the 
approximate 200 "new" crew photos, I 
have very few in my collection. Now, 
when those negatives are converted to 
pictures, w e will have photos of so many 
of our combat men available to add into 
our data base. 

Steve Adams was able to outbid others to 
obtain several of these photos, but for the 
most part, one bidder, Huckleberryduck 
has outbid almost all others. Per Steve's 
arithmetic, he has already spent over 
$2,200 for those that he has acquired. 
And there will be many more on which to 
bid. Fortunately, too, two other m e n who 
were very interested in these photos, 
managed to successfully bid on several 
of them. W h e n contacted by Steve 
Adams, both men volunteered to provide 
copies for us. One asked to join our 
organization. He is most welcome, of 
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course, and he even suggested that as a 
member he might donate all of his 
originals later in his life. Great! Some 
wonderful things have resulted even 
through the bad luck we've experienced. 

This is a story up to date. Surely now 
there will not be a third "appearance" of 
new Harvell/Robertie photos. But I can't 
emphasize enough how extremely lucky 
w e have been to have the interest and 
support of Pete Frizzell. Without his alert 
searches of the Internet, as well as his 
taking time off work and having the 
photographic equipment on hand, 
dropping all activities, we surely would 
have lost forever a large portion of our 
photographic history. Rick Becker was so 
impressed with his character that he fully 
trusted Pete with complete control of 
those precious photos. Rick even took 
Pete to dinner! Rick himself, deserves the 
thanks and appreciation of all of us. He, 
too, helped make it possible. 

In retrospect, our problems resulted from 
assuming that Mrs. Robertie was fully 
aware of the records that Bill had 
accumulated over the years. Obviously, 
she did not because several years ago 
she told m e that there were N O photos in 
her basement. Too, Hazel was deep into 
the confusion of moving. I can relate to 
that problem having just moved for the 
first time in 40 years. She was having to 
pack herself alone and time was running 
out. So she elected to call for help to 
dispose of what remained in her 
basement as she had no need for it. 

Although it was a difficult situation, 
nevertheless, we all should give our 
sincere thanks to the Robertie family for 
the years that they served in the 2nd ADA 
and for their treasure trove of 44th B G 
historical material. 



WILL SEZ 
May, 2001 

I suspect that most of you 44thers are aware that I 
have been working at the "job" of 44th BG Historian for 
many years. So I should have and did accumulate a 
goodly number of your personal diaries and your 
accounts of personal experiences. Many of these I 
used in m y old book, Roll of Honor and Casualties, and 
some of these could have made their way into the data 
base for those connected with the loss of our planes 
and crews. For the most part, however, they had not 
been processed, but should have. The main reason that 
they are not yet data entered is their condition and cost 
to process. So many of them were handwritten, and 
are now scattered through out all of my inept file 
system. 

Obviously, here in these personal stories and diaries 
there are considerably more elements of our history 
tied up, both large and short, that should be added to 
our data base. I have saved them for years in the hopes 
that we could get them into other books, or hopefully, 
into a computer program. But much to m y amazement, 
I have learned that it truly is possible! I have 
mentioned these diaries to Arlo Bartsch on several 
occasions in the past two years but never in any detail. 
He would always assure m e that it could be done and 
that he had foreseen the value of them and wrote 
programs to do that type of data entry. 

A few days ago I got serious with that subject, wrote a 
letter to Arlo describing m y hopes and including some 
forms and suggestions and sent them to him. Earlier I 
had given him two very good diaries for him to read so 
that he could appreciate how valuable they were for 
our history, and hoped that he might try to find a 
solution to get them entered. It had not happened and 
therefore I had incorrectly assumed that it could not be 
done. Perhaps m y hopes that these diary stories could 
not be made readily available to the reader straight 
from the sortie reports that have already been entered. 
If they could, then our readers would be able to view 
the sortie reports and know immediately if any crew 
member had recorded his experiences of what 

happened to him/them on THAT DAY. It then would 
seem to be more like a book, adding the many 
interesting and appropriate information to bring out 
the personal touch. If there were additional diaries 
written covering this same mission, how much greater 
the scope of the "picture" could be. This data could 
include the bomb load, time of takeoff, altitude, 
temperatures, types and number of aircraft attacks, 
type and severity of enemy actions, on to events that 
occurred in this or other planes that day. With so much 
of this type of information already collected, there 
surely must be some way to utilize it. 

A few days after writing that letter I got a phone call 
from our great friend, Arlo, reminding m e that he had 
foreseen this need when he developed the program 
and already had it available. He had m e turn on m y 
computer and then "walked" m e through it! Yes, 
indeed, his program was up and running, needed only 
to be provided the stories! So, the program is already 
there, the stories and diaries are here, then the next 
step, of course, would be to get a move on, have them 
data entered. 

Arlo had an answer to that eventually, as well. I must 
first "dig" them out, and that is almost literal, to make 
them available to a data entry team. Hopefully, there 
could be volunteers found out there among our 
members who would be willing to type the stories onto 
a computer disk in a uniform way. If sufficient 
volunteers cannot be found, then we should pay for 
this service. Then Arlo need only to get the disks to 
transfer the data to the proper places in the data base. 
IF we get enough volunteer cooperation on this 
project, we could save money on data entry costs and 
we could make our current funds go so much further, 
enriching our data base history. In other words, it 
could furnish the readers with so many more 
interesting and factual details about the way this war 
was fought and won in the air. 
For those of you who haven't already obtained one of 
Arlo's CDs let m e try to detail for you how these diaries 
and stories could be located in the data base. See the 
following instructions, but please bear with m e as I 
have little knowledge of the proper computer 
terminology to use in such a procedure. 

II u( ̂ £4/nay 
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HOW TO USE THE DISK FOR PERSONAL STORIES AND DIARIES IN ARLO'S 44TH BGVA 
MILITARY HERITAGE DATA BASE PROGRAM 

1 - Bring up the 44th BG Data Base Program from Start Up. 
2 • CLICK on LOAD SEIECTED G R O U P in the upper left section • 44th BG • it is the default Bomb Group already 

loaded and waiting. 
3 • On this Main Menu Screen CLICK on PERSONAL MILITARY R E C O R D S (top left block). 
4 • This will bring up the Personal Selection Form. In 'FIND W H O ' type in the Block Space the last name of the 

person you are checking and CLICK on SEIECT. 
5 • This will bring up the 44th BG's complete listing of personnel, but specifically to the ALPHA area of the 

name that you selected. Find the specific full name of your search, move cursor to this person's line, then 
CLICK on it EFT SIDE BLOCK to darken it, and CLICK on the top right hand box, SEIECT. 

This will bring up a summary listing of all missions flown by this person, in date sequence. 
6 • Also available here are buttons to obtain Personal Biography and Crew Photos. 
Move the cursor to the Mission Number desired or date or mission target and CLICK on the small box, left side. 

It will darken. Then move cursor to bottom of page. 
CLICK on box S H O W CREW. A FULL SCREEN SORTIE REPORT will appear for that mission. Select the name of 

the crew member that has an incident or story to tell. Move the cursor to the small box to the left of his 
name and CLICK on it. This will highlight that box, then move cursor down to bottom of page to the box 
labeled VIEW PRINTOUT, and CLICK on that box. 

This will bring up a new full screen, again with some mission data but set up only for this airman and his story 
or account of this mission. It will show his full name, Rank and Duty. Below this line and for the 
remainder of the page is space available for this crewman's complete story. If the story is extensive, it 
will continue on to another page. Or it might show only some basic facts, such as bomb load, time of 
takeoff, degree of flak, etc. 

If other crew members also have personal accounts, they, too, can be accessed by the same procedure. 
To return to the Flight Crew Report for this mission, CLICK on the "X" box, top right corner. 

DISKS ARE AVAILABIE FOR $153. WRITE: 
44th Bomb Group Veterans Association, RO. Box 71228, Salt Lake City, UT 84171-2287 

hbombgrou 
1. .sv**: ̂a&pre 
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BEEBE, TRAVIS -17 August 1997 - He was a 
member of the 806 Chemical Company that worked 
closely with the Ordnance sections of the four 
Squadrons. 

CHANDLER, LAWRENCE W. - 24 November 2000 -
36427258. 68th Squadron. He served as Engineer of 
the A. A. Starring crew that arrived at Shipdham on 8 
December 1943. This crew was involved with 
learning many of the RAF lessons about the German 
A.F. tactics and several practice flights. On 21 
January 1944 they flew their first and last mission, 
were shot down by enemy aircraft. They were one of 
the four planes and crews lost by the 68th Sq. that 
day. Lawrence was the only crewman to evade 
capture, had many dangerous moments before he 
successfully made his way back to London on 20 
May. He spent two days at Shipdham before 
returning to the US on 23 May 1944. 

COLIC, PATRICK L. - Date Unknown - 506th 
Squadron. "Pat" was a gunner on the T. G. Water's 
crew that arrived in the 44th BG in June, 1944, and 

the last of his tour on 14 January 1945. His 
last mission with the Waters crew came on 2 
January 1945, flown as Right Waist Gunner. 
t Included in these last few missions were 
those with the crews of H. C. Tyree, Ogden 

February, 2001 
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and his final one with the V. J. Scherburg crew. Pat 
was a devoted member of the 44th BGVA, once getting 
out of his sick bed to attend another reunion. 

CRITTENDEN, CHARLES A. - Date Unknown - Mail 
Returned. He appears to have been a member in the 
early 1950's. 

DUNKERSLEY, GAYLE J. - Date Unknown - 0-688006. 
He was a Navigator on the E. A. Herzing crew that was 
assigned to the 506th Squadron in March, 1944. They 
flew their first mission on 1 April and their second and 
last one on 8 April 1944. All crew members became 
Prisoners of War for 13 months. 

FEINSTEIN, (FENTON) MILTON S. -1991 - 0-735298. 
Navigator. 66th Squadron. He flew his first mission 
with the G.R. Insley crew on 27 September 1943. This 
crew completed their tour on 20 April 1944, returned 
to the US for R&R. But these dedicated men returned 
to the 44th again, and were assigned to the 506th 
Squadron. Flew their first mission of the second tour 
on 1 August 1944, many times flying in A/C Southern 
Comfort. Capt. Feinstein completed his 47th mission 
on 25 April 1945, the last mission of the war. 

FLESHER, ISAAC A. - August, 1998 (incorrectly shown 
as Flesber in Spring issue). 16053266. Joined the 68th 
Squadron on 3/31/42. Was with the ground echelon 
that departed NYC in September, 1942 on board the 
Queen Mary. Was a Radio Operator, transferred over to 
combat, flew his first mission 27 January 1943 with 
the W.T. Holmes crew. He was wounded on the Kiel 
mission 14 May 1943. He also flew the Ploesti mission 
on 1 August 1943 with the J. H. Diehl crew and 
completed his tour of 25 missions with the Hughes 
crew on 18 November 1943. He continued to serve on 
DS and finally returned to the US on 14 April 1944. 
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r FOREHAND, CHARLES C. -14 February 2001 - 67th 
Squadron. He flew his first mission on the first 44th 
BG mission of 7 November 1942, but with the 68th Sq. 
crew of J. D. Dubard, Waist Gunner. His last mission 
on Kiel raid, 14 May 1943 was with the C.L. Phillips 
crew, 67th Squadron. The airplane was shot down, 
with Charles and three others becoming POWs. He had 
a total of eleven missions. 

JENNEY, THELO - 5 July 2000. He was a member of 
the 464th Sub-Depot. 

LIGHT, HERBERT M. -11 March 2001. 0-727354. He 
joined the 68th Squadron on 8/3/42, arrived in England 
on 10/2/42 as the Bombardier on the J. H. Diehl crew. 
He was a member of the R. Phillips crew that attacked 
the Ploesti Oil Fields on 1 August 1943. Completed his 
tour of duty on 22 August 1943 and transferred to the 
2nd Air Division in mid-September, 1943. He was 
credited with shooting down one enemy aircraft, F W 
190 on 3/18/43. 

McCLANE, JOHN W - Date Unknown - 0-814368. 68th 
Squadron. John was a Navigator on the C. D. Peretti 
crew that arrived at Shipdham AAF Base on 14 April 
1944. In a very short period he flew his first of 29 
missions on 22 April. And again in less than a week 
attacked Berlin. John seemed to consider Lili Marlene 
as their aircraft. This crew was sent to a rest home for 
a week on 13 September 1944. John completed his 
tour on 2 October 1944 and was transferred to the 
70th Replacement Depot on 9 October 1944 to be 
returned to the US. John was very active in his work 
with the 44th BG. He served on the Board in the early 
44th H M G for many years. Too, he was their official 
video technician, recording all of their reunions, 
recording many interviews during these reunions even 
in England and every banquet in their entirety. He 
seldom was able to enjoy a hot meal at any of these 
affairs. John also absorbed all of the video expenses 
and donated the film records to the 44th BG archives. 
John also compiled three booklets of his experiences 
from training and all through each of his missions. 
John had the great courage to tell one and all about his 
personal fears during many of these missions and in 

detail. He had the courage to donate these 
booklets to our archives so that everyone will 
know just how difficult these missions were 
for our airmen. W e salute you, John. 

NORTHFELT, WALLACE D. - Date Unknown -
506th Squadron. He served as Navigator on the 
W.C. Irwin crew that was assigned to the 506th 
Squadron on 27 February 1944. Their first and only 
mission was 18 March 1944, when badly damaged by 
flak, were forced to land in Switzerland, interned. 

PETERSON, WOODROW W. - 4 April 2001 - 67th 
Squadron. Woodrow was a Radio Operator on the W. F. 
Gilbert crew which flew their first mission on 30 May 
1944. Included in his missions was the first mission on 
D-Day, June 6th. He concluded his tour of duty - 30 
missions - on 3 August 1944. 

PINO, PIETRO - 5 March 2001 - 0-807042. Co-pilot for 
the W. L. Wahler crew that was assigned to the 67th 
Squadron on 3 February 1944. First mission was flown 
on 25 February, and last one dated 31 July 1944. On 8 
April 1944, their aircraft was badly damaged by fighter 
attacks but managed to get back to the base. There, 
most of the crew bailed out before the two pilots 
skillfully landed their B-24 without further damages or 
injuries. Pietro's last few missions were flown with 
different 1st pilots. 

SUDDRETH, RAY-16 November2000-0-817861 Lt. 
Suddreth joined the 68th Squadron on 3/5/44 and 
completed his tour on 10/3/44. His early missions 
were flown as co-pilot for the J. W. Principe crew 
starting on 5/23/44, and flew two of the three missions 
of D-Day with that crew. On 9/10/44 he flew his first 
mission of many others as 1st Pilot. 

WILSON, ALFRED R. - 5 February 2001 - 0-753096 -
Bombardier. Alfred flew his first mission as a member 
of the D. H. Dines crew on 26 April 1944. He flew many 
of his early missions with the R. E. Van Ess crew, 
including one on D-Day. Then, was with several 
different 506th Squadron crew until he completed his 
tour of duty on 2 November 44 with the G. M. Beiber 
crew. 
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From 

Bob Laas, 

this poem by 

Roger 
Freeman 
September, 1996 

Do you remember Little Joe, a guy just five feet one? 
But he stood as tall as any man when up against the Hun. 
He'd swing that ball and deal out lead, and most times make a kill; 
He never seemed to have a care. He thought the war a thrill. 
One day he flew with another crew, the ship got hit and blew; 
The ball was seen to spin away, and what could poor Joe do? 
He had no chute inside that thing; He never had a chance. 
There wasn't much to bury at a cemetery in France. 

Or am I wrong? I get confused. Was Joe some other guy? 
M y memories get muddled as the years go rolling by. 
Do you remember Little Joe, a forty seven Ace? 
A grin that went from ear to ear across his youthful face. 
He knocked them down at quite a rate when up there in the blue. 
It seemed like he had a winning streak that wasn't going to break. 
But Joe got overconfident and made the big mistake. 
He made a second strafing pass across a Jerry base. 
The flak just blew his plane to bits and spread it round the place. 

Or am I wrong? 1 get confused. Was Joe some other guy? 
M y memories get muddled as the years go rolling by. 
Do you remember Little Joe? Was he the e.m.s. cook 
With Brooklyn brogue and olive skin? His was that Latin look. 
He always had a cheery word and fed us best he could, 
Yet guys bitched about the chow, and never understood, 
He had to work with what he had. The rations were so tight, 
For oranges and eggs were saved for men who had to fight. 
He didn't get a Purple Heart when knocked down by a truck, 
And yet he served country well 'til running out of luck. 

Or am I wrong? I get confused. Was Joe some other guy? 
M y memories get muddled as the years go rolling by. 
Do you remember Little Joe, a six foot four inch guy? 
A bombardier who was the tops when up there in the sky. 
In sighting in his targets, he never seemed to fail. 
He knew that Norden inside out, and hit them on the nail. 
The flak would burst around his ship, and Messerschmidts attack, 
But Joe would never leave his sight until he had a shack. 
For twenty seven missions, he gave his very best; 
And then a Jerry 2 0 mil exploded in his chest. 

Or am I wrong? I get confused. Was Joe some other guy? 
M y memories get muddled as the years go rolling by. 
Do you remember Little Joe? I'm not sure that I do. 
If tall or short, or dark or blond, brown eyes, or were they blue? 
A pilot or an engineer? A sergeant or major? 
A novice in the task of war? A vet', a real old stager? 
I only know that he was young, a kid become a man, 
Exuberant and sure he'd win to live life's full span. 
I guess he was ten thousand guys who didn't see it through, 
For cause and county matter not, he did what he must do 
To make this world a better place, the challenge of his day, 
To give the whole darn human race more time to find its way. 
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3̂3 MAIL & E-MAIL ̂  

The 8 Ball Tails notes the passing of a devoted 

friend of the 44th B o m b Group, Salli Johnson-

Abbott, youngest daughter of General Leon 

Johnson. Services were held at Faith Chapel Fu­

neral Home, Pensacola, Florida. President Miko­

loski, longtime friend of the Johnson family, at­

tended the funeral, February 28. Our condolences go 

out to her two sons, Leon Barnes and Nathan 

Abbott. 

Jackie Robert's story of the search for her father, 

Jack Ostenson, 68th Sq. brought this unexpected 

response from Mrs. Mary C. Hoke, widow of John 

L. Dickinson, Engineer on the flight that brought 

down A/C #42-7514. She read the Jackie's story and 

called her, learning for the first time that John's 

name is on the Wall of the Missing at the Ardennes 

Cemetery. 

Editor's Note: It is amazing to me. The number of 

44th members with connections to the mission to 

Escalles-Sur-Buchy, all in one issue: Milton 

Rosenblatt; Lois Cianci, daughter of Clair Sheajfer; 

Jackie Roberts, daughter of Jack Ostenson; Archie 

Barlow; and now, our newest member, Mary Hoke. 

Like ripples in a pond, every deadly mission slashed 

into the lives of many people. 

<^9 

From Luc Dewez in Belgium: "My godfather, Luc 

Vansammilliette, died at the age of 65." The two had 

a very close relationship. Luc V told his godchild 

about the death of close friends and family when 

Belgium accepted defeat; of the four year German 

occupation; and in '44, the arrival of the Americans. 

In return, Luc D dazzled his godfather, telling him 

about the bomber stories which he had collected. 

These conversations were undoubtedly the 

inspiration for young Luc, a member of the 

44th BG, to write books about W W I I . 

® 

*39 
The 44th has sustained another tragic loss. Col 

G o o d m a n Griffin passed away at his home in Ft 

Walton Beach, Florida. Not only was he an 

invaluable administrative officer during the war but 

was a uniquely funny speaker at 44th Reunions. The 
information about this beloved member is not 

available for this issue. A report of his life will 

appear in the next 8 Ball Tails. 

From Michael O'Neil, Vice President of the 

Distinguished Flying Cross Society: The 8 Ball 

Tails carried misleading information regarding this 

organization, which he wishes to have corrected. 

First, the D F C S can only advise deserving veterans 

how to go about getting an earned D F C award. They 

do not issue them. If any airman feels he has earned 

the D F C but did not receive it, he should contact his 

Commanding Officer or ex-Awards and Decorations 

Officer. Only these officers can recommend the 

Award. O'Neil further states that the D F C was 

awarded only when a member of any and all U.S. 

Military Forces "distinguishes himself by heroism 

and extraordinary achievement while participating 

in aerial flight." 

From Denis Davison: On page 35 of Volume 3 -

Issue #7 - Spring, 2001 is a picture of a sergeant 

sewing stripes. 

I a m very proud to say that 

this man is m y father. First 

Sergeant William Robert 

Davison. 

It warmed m y heart when 

m y mother showed m e his 

picture had been printed in 

this newsletter. 

I have this original picture here at home along 

with others that I will soon send to all of you as 

soon as I can get them sorted and scanned. 

I regret to inform the group that m y father passed 

away on January 29, 1997. He was a wonderful man 

and I a m very proud of him. 
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