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CHAPTER|

PREPARING FOR WAR

December 7, 1941, was a Sunday like many others on the farm in Labette County, Kansas. We got up early,
milked the cows by hand and fed them and the calves, hogs, horses and chickens. Breakfast was aways ample,
usually eggs or pancakes, ham or sausage, and oatmeal. Then it was off to Center Bethel Church for Sunday
School and Church.

My mother's Sunday dinners (served at noon) were aways plentiful and consisted amost entirely of home-
grown and preserved vegetables, fruit, meat and home-baked bread, with pie or cake for dessert

The day's tranquility was broken in late afternoon when word came over the radio that the Japanese had attacked
Pearl Harbor. Why would the Japs attack us? And where was Pearl Harbor? We didn't know, but | believe we
knew that our world had been drastically changed that day, and that more changes would rapidly follow.

Of course, we knew we were in aworld at war. Hitler's troops had been blitzing Europe for over two years. Our
own Congress had passed a military draft law in late summer of 1940. Cousin Arnet Hiatt was the first man
caled up by Labette County Draft Board No. 1, even though he would soon pass the 38-year upper age limit.
Glenn Harshaw, who had become sister Mildred's husband in May, had joined a National Guard unit at
Coffeyville and had been on active duty near Little Rock, Arkansas, since early in the year. Mildred had spent
the summer with him, but was now filling her teaching contract at Fairview School east of Parsons, Kansas.

Our national policy was to supply England and its allies with war materials One result of that effort was the
building of the Kansas Ordinance Plant southeast of Parsons. The first announcement came about June 1.
Seventeen-thousand acres of land were condemned and construction started almost immediately Production of
artillery shells started in late winter. Many friends and relatives living in the affected area had in little more than
three months bought farms el sewhere, moved, and started life over again. Our family had spent a considerable
amount of time looking for a new location as the original plan would have taken all of the home farm east of the
railroad tracks, leaving no cultivated land to operate there. That didn't come about, as the final plant boundaries
left the farm intact, but included half of the Barrier farm and all of the Campbell. Pell and Carter farms to the
north. So we were quite aware of preparations for war. We certainly didn't expect it to come to us so suddenly
and with such disastrous resullts.

On December 8, President Franklin D. Roosevelt delivered his well-known "Day of Infamy" speech to
Congress, followed by our declaration of war against Japan. Germany and Italy then declared war on us and on
December 11, we declared war on them.

Some friends my age had expressed pacifist leanings. | had no such fedings, and fdt that if Uncle Sam called
me to serve, | would be ready. The draft was soon expanded to ages 20 through 44, so of course | registered. |
could have asked for afarm deferment, but did not.

In April when Mildred's school was out for the year, | went with her in their 1935 Ford to meet Glenn at Camp
Roberts, California; then rode the bus home. Dad had just taken the mumps when we left. | had them after | got
home. Somewhere in the desert in Arizonathe pulley on the end of the car's crankshaft broke, leaving us without
generator or water pumps. We nursed the car along some 35 miles to the nearest repair shop and got another
pulley put on. Another hour down the road, the spot-welds on the new pulley broke, so we nursed the car along
another 30-odd miles to another shop. They couldn't get another pulley until the next day. | asked if they
couldn't weld it together again, and they agreed to try. That welded pulley was still on the car when they traded
it seven years later

Glenn urged me to try for pilot training in the Air Corps. That training required 20-20 uncorrected eyesight. |
had worn glasses since age 10, so | didn't try. Later | wished | had tried for it. A couple of times later on, | was
able to pass the 20-20 eye test.



The letter was dated July 22, 1942. “Greetings...."Followed by instructions to report to Labette County Draft
Board No. | on August 4, 1942, for examination and, if accepted, induction into the Army.

On August 4, more than 40 of us gathered at the draft board office in Altamont, Kansas, along with many family
members and friends. Included in the group were high school classmates Paul Eichhorn and Bob Hours, plus
perhaps a dozen others | knew. We walked to the Frisco train station and boarded a train heading west. An odd
way to get to Fort Leavenworth, | thought. We changed trains in Fredonia, Emporia, and Kansas City, arriving
at Fort Leavenworth late in the day. Next morning, processing started. Stark naked physical exams and short-
arm ingpections were new experiences for al of us. By mid-afternoon, most of us were told we had passed, and
were told to go home, get our affairs in order, and report again to our draft board on August 19. The train ride
home was on the Katy from Kansas City, a much more direct route than the day before.

The next two weeks flew by There were severa farewell parties and dates with a half-dozen different girls. The
most memorable was with Betty Warren, whom | had met at the National 4-H Congress 2 1/2 years before. The
Warren farm was west of Garnett, Kansas. The last haf mile was a dirt road. Heavy rain had fallen that
afternoon. The Warrens had no phone, so | stopped at the neighbors home on the corner. They told me | would
never get down the mud road and offered to lend me a pony. | accepted and rode down to the house. What could
we do for the evening? Only visit with Betty's parents and younger sister. | took the pony back, put him in the
barn and drove home. | was sure | wanted to see Betty again.



CHAPTER |1

THE PRIVATE

August 19, we reported again to the draft board. This time it was in Oswego at the Katy train station. For
reasons unknown to me, | had been put in charge of the menfor the trip. They were al well-behaved, and there
were no problems. Our $50 a month pay started that day. That was quite a raise from $21 a few months earlier.

The next day processing started again. Uniforms were issued, and the clothes we had worn there were sent
home. We had a quick physical, apparently to see if we had contracted a venereal disease in the past two weeks.
We were asked if we would object to serving in the Air Corps. Of course | answered no, but thought the chances
of an Air Corps assignment were slim. We had PE every day, and twice had drill instruction. We were anxious
for shipping orders to our next assignment, and mine came quickly. August 24, along with afew hundred others,
| was on atrain headed west. Bob Houts was in the group. Otherwise, | knew no one.

Two days later, we got off the train in Salt Lake City and went by Army truck to an Air Corps basic training
base near Kearns, Utah. Processing there consumed about four days and included GCT (1Q) and aptitude testing
to see if we qudlified for any of the various technical schools the Air Corps used to train its personnel.
Following the tests | was told | could have my choice of training schools, as | had passed all the tests. Airplane
mechanics school was my first choice. | felt my two years of auto mechanics in high school and two years of
engineering courses in junior college would serve me well, which they did.

One of the tests | recall was for radio operators and consisted of Morse code signals. We were to mark "plus’ if
two signas sounded alike, "minus’ if they did not. All of them sounded dike to me, so | marked pluses for a
while, then minuses, thinking they couldn't all be aike. A red-haired guy named Peterson in my barracks had
told me he would give anything to go to radio operators school. The poor guy didn't pass, but | did. So who said
lifeisfair?

The base at Kearns was awork in progress, with much construction still going on It appeared to me things were
poorly organized. | blamed that on the newness of the base and construction confusion. Later | concluded | had
been naive. It seemed poor organization was typical of most Air Corps bases to which | was assigned.

One evening | went with a barracks mate to the PX (Post Exchange) for some toothpaste. He handed the buxom
clerk a$5 bill. She handed back a few cents of small change and four silver dollars. That wasn't unusual in Utah
in 1942. He looked at the change in his hand and said, "Damn those silver dollars! I've got so many of then in
my pockets now, my pants hang 2 inches too low."

The buxom gal leaned alittle closer and said, “That's nothin', Buddy. Less than that would pull mine clear off.”
Neither of us asked her how much less.

One morning about a dozen of us from my barracks were assigned to KP (Kitchen Police) at the officers mess.
We met atruck at the appointed time and were taken to a small mess hall that served only lunch. Someone told
the cook in charge of us that we had had no breakfast. He informed us we should have eaten already as he didn't
do breakfasts. Of course no one had told us. After mumbling awhile, he went into the cooler and sliced round
steaks off a side of beef. Soon we were having a steak-and-egg breakfast.

Shortly before the officers started arriving at noon, someone shoved a baker's hat on my head and said, "You're
awaiter." With no more instruction than that, | managed to serve food and drinks to my table without spilling
anything on anyone, which was good enough for me.

After 10 days at Kearns, | found my name on a list to be shipped to Lincoln, Nebraska, to go to airplane
mechanics school. Once on a shipping order, you were excused from any formations or detail assignments. So |
could loaf until time to go to the train. Basic training? | may have had two days of what might be considered
basic military training. Did | care? No. | was ready to leave Kearns' blowing sand and go to the next phase,
wherever or whatever it might be.



This time the train headed east, getting us to Lincoln two days later. The base there was new, kut congtruction
was nearly complete. Housing was in hundreds of barracks we called tarpaper shacks. Each barracks was built
on a 20-by- 100-foot concrete slab. The walls had a 2-by-4 studding every 8 feet, with two horizontal nail ties
between. These were covered on the outside with a 1/2-inchthick tarpaper product similar to that used under the
siding on houses today. The studding was bare on the inside. How these flimsy walls held up the tarpaper roofs,
carrying a snow load, | don't know. Heating was by three Warm Morning coal stoves spaced 25 feet apart down
the middle of the barracks. The first cold days showed poor planning of stove locations. The end bunks were
over 20 feet from a stove. All others were 12 1/2 feet or less. Many of the guys had no experience firing a stove,
resulting in much smoke and air pollution from the thousands of stovesin use

A centra latrine served each block of barracks. To the right of the door were 20 identical toilet stools with no
partitions between. To the left were an equal number of hang-on-the-wall urinals. Across from al these were the
lavatories and mirrors Behind al this was the shower room with 20 or more shower heads and again no
partitions Where was the privacy in the life of a private?

Four days after arrival at Lincoln, we started AM (airplane mechanics) school, which was set up in the hangars
near the runways and over a 1/2-mile march from the barracks. School was divided into two-week phases such
as structures, controls, engines, propellers, instruments, etc. Most instructors were airmen who had some
schooling but were short on hands-on experience. Some civilian teachers had been recruited. | gathered most of
them may have been good teachers but didn't know much about airplanes. Among them were aformer coach at
my high school at Altamont, Kansas, and a young lady who had been a year ahead of mein high school. | didn't
happen to draw either of them as a teacher, but did visit coach Kimmerer and his family a couple of times.

Need for AM school graduates was so great that they soon went to two shifts and later to three shifts daily. On
the night shifts, | had trouble staying awake and concentrating. Coffee seemed to help some, and my
consumption increased. Cigarettes seemed to help, too. My occasiona cigarette of pre-war days soon became a
pack aday and went up from there.

Most weekends we could go into town. | believe | saw all the University of Nebraska's home football games that
fall. Nebraska's 1940 team had lost to Stanford in the Rose Bowl: however, the 1942 team did not play at that
level. One weekend | hitchhiked with Dean Law to his home near York, Nebraska. His dad had been hurt ill a
corn-picker accident that fall and was still house-bound | was able to help Dean catch up on afew things around
the farm.

The mess hall cooks went al out to serve a great Thanksgiving dinner. For some reason the leftover turkey was
kept until Sunday evening, then served alongside the usua Sunday evening cold cuts. | like turkey, hot or cold,
but somehow that cold turkey did not look appetizing, so | ate cold cuts. Next day, | learned about 800 men had
been hauled to the base hospital Sunday night. All available stomach pumps were in use al night. The mess
halls were short on refrigeration, and the turkey just hadn't kept that long.

In early December, Dad, Mother and my brother, Harlan, age 9, came by train to Lincoln and spent the weekend
in a downtown hotel with me. It was surely good to see them, especially since | had no idea when | might get
any leave time to go home. | wrote to them regularly, and Mother wrote often. Our only phone contact had to be
from a pay phone on the base.

A barracks mate, Dan Rasmussen, and | accepted an invitation through the Red Cross to spend Christmas with
the Paul Versaw family rear Lincoln. | believe there were five children, the oldest a married son a little older
than | was. The family had lost their farm in the '30s and were living in a rented farm house. They didn't have
much to share but were anxious to make two airmen's Christmas Day alittle brighter, which we appreciated.

Around Christmas time, | was notified to appear before the cadet board for an interview. After some inquiry, |
learned that a few top graduates of AM school were being offered the opportunity to go to cadet school to
become Air Corps engineering officers. Engineering officers were in charge of aircraft maintenance in the Air
Corps tactical squadrons. The possibility sounded good to me, so | arrived at the cadet board office at the
appointed time with uniform clean and shoes and brass shining. Interview questions had to do with leadership



experience and appeared to be designed to see how well | could think on my feet. | left the interview feeling it
had gone well. However, the five officers on the cadet board had given no clue as to their findings. Severa days
later, | received notice that | had passed and would be digible for transfer to cadet school on completion of AM
school.

January- 7, 1943, was scheduled to be our last day of classes. We were happy to be finishing, because we had
heard rumors that an additional phase was to be added, which would consist of living in tents and working on
arplanes for two weeks. Doing this in the Nebraska winter was almost enough to make you consider deserting.
The day was cloudy and cold as we crunched our way through the snow, marching to the school hangar for the 4
pm. class. | hadn't felt well dl day but surely didn't want to miss the last class An hour or so into the class
session, the instructor told me to go st in his office until | felt better. | have a vague recollection of an
ambulance ride to the hospital. | woke up to see a nurse standing beside me. She said | had meningitis and had
been out of it for over four days. About a dozen other men were in the ward, which was quarantined. Each of us
had our own room and was told not to leave our room or have any contact with the other patients. As| began to
recover, however, | did have brief contact with some of the other patients. Otherwise, | saw only the doctors,
nurses, and orderlies who cared for me during my four-week stay in the hospital.

Treatment was with one of the new sulfa drugs. Little was known of side effects except for possible kidney
damage. | was told | must consume four quarts of liquid (mostly water and fruit juices) aday. All liquid intake
and output was measured and the output tested daily to be sure the drug was being washed through. At the end
of the four-week quarantine, | was feeling well and was sure | had completely recovered.

February. 13, | was dismissed from the hospital, and two days later | was given a 15-day convalescent leave and
caught the train for home. Dad stared at me, apparently in disbelief that | could look so well after having
meningitis.

A highlight of the visit home was getting to see my first niece, Phyllis Harshaw, born February. 10. Six weeks
later, she and her mother returned to California to meet her dad. Glenn, and stay there until he moved to the
Pecific.

| was able to see both of the girls | had been corresponding with, Betty Warren and Ruby Robinson. No, they
didn't know about each other. Ruby was five years younger than I. By the time | returned to Lincoln, |
concluded | probably wouldn't see her again, but | had different feelings for Betty.

On thetrain ride back to Lincoln on March 2, | pondered several questions. Had | been given credit for finishing
AM school? If not, had the rumored additional phase been added to the school, and, if so, would | have to take it
to finish? Had my absence upset my opportunity to go to cadet school? Next morning | inquired at the squadron
day room (office) and was told to go to the school office to find out. | had gone perhaps a half block in that
direction when | heard someone calling my name. An orderly from the squadron day room told me | was wanted
on the phone. It was the sergeant at the cadet board office. He asked if | had recovered and was feeling al right,
then told me he was making up the shipping orders for the next group to go to cadet school and my name would
be onit. So al my questions were answered, and | had nothing to do but loaf until | was shipped out.



CHAPTER 111

THE CADET

Three days later, | was given a piece of paper appointing me an Aviation Cadet along with shipping orders to
Boca Raton, Florida, for basic training. Also included was a 50 percent raise to $75 a month. Also on the
shipment were an instructor from the AM school and five other recent AM school graduates. We had Pullman
accommodations from Lincoln to Chicago. There we were told no Pullman berths were available until the next
day. It was our first day as cadets. We wondered what punishment awaited us if we were late to our first post
and our only excuse was refusal to ride coach. So, we rode coach from Chicago to Boca Raton, sitting an our
baggage the first few hours because the train was that crowded. The second evening when returning from the
dining car, afirgt lieutenant stood up, reached out his hand and said, "Hello, Paul." It was Cecil Tackett, who
was a year ahead of me in high school and junior college. He was then flying submarine patrol from a Florida
base. Later he flew B-29s from Saipan.

Living quarters at Boca Raton were quite a contrast to the tarpaper shacks at Lincoln. We were housed in the
Boca Raton Club, which the Air Corps had taken over for the duration of the war. It was aluxury hotel built in
the '20s and operated as a private (members only) club. Of course, al the fine furniture had been stored. Rather
than two people in a large room, we had eight dleeping in bunk beds. Meals were in the hotel dining room. We
ate from metal trays, not from the hotel's fine china and silver. Each room did have alarge, private bath, which
was quite a luxury in the Air Corps.

Training consisted of much marching and short-order drill and classes in military history, tactics, and officer
conduct. | was finaly getting the basic training | had missed in Utah. A few Sundays | walked the three or four
blocks to the beach for sun and swimming, my first time in salt water.

Training at Boca Raton was scheduled for six weeks. Toward the end of the fifth week, my name appeared as a
supernumerary on the next shipment to Yae University. Supernumeraries were listed to fill in any dropouts
from the shipping list. | was packed and ready, but wasn't needed. However, it did excuse me from drills and
classes for aweek. | was able to enjoy the Florida weather and the beach while trying to stay out of sight.

April 17 started another train ride, this time in a Pullman. | was impressed by the sight of the capitol in
Washington, DC, and by the tremendous crowds in Grand Central Station in New Y ork City.

The Air Corps had taken over some space at Yale University to house the cadet engineering school. Housing
was in some of the quadrangles that had housed Yae students. My roommates on the third floor were P.K
Birdwell, Chuck Krements, E.L (Sammy) Baw, and Eldred (Bump) Hadley, who was with me in the 45th
sguadron later. All were former AM school instructors with several years of military experience. Thefirst three
were comedians of questionable sanity. Most of our time in quarters was hilarious.

Hadley's wife and year-old son had come to New Haven to spend what time they could with him. One Sunday
he invited John Miller and me to spend Sunday with them.

His wife served us a delicious dinner in spite of food rationing. | was impressed that Bump asked the blessing
before we ate.

Engineering classes were mostly an in-depth repeat of AM school with somewhat better-qualified instructors.
We did get more instructions on officer conduct, proper uniforms, etc. Three evenings a week we stood retreat
down at New Haven Commons, so-called because in earlier times it was a common pasture for the residents
family cows. The other three evenings we had two hours of PE in the new Yae gym. Usualy we ran amilefor a
warm-up, either on the outdoor track on the roof or the indoor track around the gym. Then we did cdisthenics
for the balance of the time or calisthenics followed by an hour of swimming, al of the time in the water going
al out. There was no time at poolside. The only Yale staff we ever saw were the PE instructors, headed by a
gray-haired man who was tough as nails and had a tongue that cut like aknife if he thought you were doing less
than your best. He was a recognized authority on physical fitness. He had written several books onit.



A few of the cadets actually had attended Yale University. | had at least a nodding acquaintance with two of
them. We usualy referred to them as "legitimate sons of Yale." Need | say where that placed the rest of us?

Meals were served in one of the Y ale cafeterias and were prepared by Y ae staff: Because the cost was so high,
they deducted $13 monthly from our $75-a-month pay to offset some of the cost. Most of us thought the
deduction was illegal, but the food was so good (far better than at any of my other Air Corps locations) that we
didn't complain.

Glen Miller was then in charge of Air Corps bands. He recruited many of the better musicians of the day by
promising them a place in one of his bands if they would enlist. His favorite band wasthe one at Yale. | recall
only two names - Ray McKinley on drums and Tony Bennett doing vocals - but others had similar abilities.
Weekdays they played in the cafeteria during the noon mesal, then played for retreat in late afternoon. At retreat
they came very close to swinging the "Star Spangled Banner." It was hard to imagine being treated to a daily
concert of such good music.

Because officers had to furnish their own uniforms, we spent severa Saturday evenings (the only time stores
were open while we were off duty) shopping for uniforms. As most of us had no money to spend, things were
put on layaway until we got our uniform alowance.

June 14 was the big day. In the commissioning ceremony, we were made second lieutenants, and our gold bars
were pinned on by the next man in line or by a family member for those fortunate enough to have a family
member present. Also we were honorably discharged to "receive commission as second lieutenant,” drew our
pay up to date, and our $250 uniform alowance. Effective that day, our pay was doubled to $150 a month.
Before getting our final paperwork, we had to show receipts from the clothing stores showing payment for our
uniforms. Officer Candidate Schools of that time took 90 days to complete, and their graduates were often called
"90-day wonders." | ways claimed not to be a"90-day wonder." My cadet time was 101 days.



CHAPTER IV

THE STUDENT OFFICER

Midway through our time at Y ae, we were made aware of a new program involving a new airplane, the B-29. If
we applied and qualified, we could train to be flight engineers on the B-29s. Duties of a flight engineer were
sketchy, but here was my chance to fly, so | applied. The only testing | recall was a decompression chamber test
given at Westover Field, Massachusetts. | ill have no idea what that test had to do with becoming a flight
engineer.

Bob Schumacher, a farm boy from the Scottsbluff, Nebraska, area was the only other one | knew from cadet
school who was accepted for B-29 school. We decided to travel together to Seattle, Washington. We went by
train to New Y ork, then flew to Chicago so he would have time to spend afew hours with a girlfriend It was my
first airplane ride. | was headed to training as a member of a flight crew, and | got airsick. | blamed it on too
much celebration the night before and hoped it would never happen again. It did not, but severa times | was
sgueamish enough to be glad when aflight ended.

We rode the train the rest of the way to Seattle, and on the way, we met the other seven officers who would
make up our class at the Boeing plant. Two first lieutenants had transferred from other branches of the Army to
go through Air Corps engineering school. All except Bob and me had college engineering degrees and had gone
through alonger course at Yaethan Bob and 1.

We arrived in Sesttle in summer uniforms, of course. We were soon told that winter uniforms were in order the
year round in that area. Also we learned there was no housing for us and no mess hall. We were on our own for
lodging and meals. With Red Cross help, Bob and | rented aroom in a private home in the north part of Sedttle.
A few blocks west was the bay, and three or four blocks east was L ake Washington, alarge freshwater lake. Our
landladies were a mother and daughter, both widows, probably in their mid-80s and mid-60s. They were fine
people and very good to us. We had breakfast privileges there. We soon |learned the public transportation system
to go the 10 miles or so to school at the Renton, Washington, Boeing plant.

Besides the nine officers, about 20 enlisted men were adso in the class. Most of them had severa years of
experience in aircraft maintenance. A few then went on through flight engineers school, were commissioned as
flight officers, and flew as flight engineers. Most, however, returned to their squadrons as crew chiefs or line
chiefs. Our instructors were Boeing employees whose job was to teach us the details of the B-29 airplane.

The enlisted men were housed in an abandoned Nationa Y outh Administration (an FDR make-work program)
building and had limited military supervision. We officers had ailmost none. On weekends, two student officers
were assigned as officer of the guard and officer of the day. About a month after arrival there, my turn came as
OG, which proved to be rather quiet and uneventful. Four weeks later | was OD, and G.M (Bud) Etherington
OG. (Later Bud and | served in the same squadron and became good friends.) This time Murphy's Law took
over and amost everything that could go wrong did, including a power outage. By morning, however, we had
all the drunks back in bed and first aid applied to those bruised and bloodied in fistfights.

Other weekends we could enjoy swimming in Lake Washington or fishing for sdlmon in the bay. No one | knew
caught any salmon. One weekend all of us officers took the boat ride to Victoria, BC, for a few hours of
sightseeing. Fourth of July weekend, all of us went up to Mount Rainier for skiing or sightseeing. | didn't try the
skis. It was shirtdeeve weather on the mountain so the snow was slushy. John Eckman, a classmate who lived in
Sesttle, and his wife made all the arrangements for us to go there.

August 27 was graduation from B-29 school and the start of another train ride. August 30 we arrived at Smoky
Hill Army Air Base (SHAAB) at Salina, Kansas. It was my first assignment to Bachelor Officers Quarters
(BOQ). My tiny room afforded some privacy but was quite austere. Officers mess was operated by a
detachment of black airmen who did an excellent job of preparing and serving food. This and much worse was
the plight of blacks in the segregated services of WWII.



In afew days our processing was completed, but the next flight engineers class did not start until September 13,
so they gave all of usthree days off. Several of my acquaintances spent the time in Kansas City. | went home for
aquick visit with family and Betty Warren.

Classes went fairly well considering the fact that the school had no B-29s in which to train us. Training was in
classrooms or in a converted B-24 with engineers control panels supposedly resembling those in a B-29. It
stretched my imagination to find much resemblance. Included in classwork were studies of the theory of flight,
the GALCIT (Guggenheim Aeronautical Laboratory, California Ingtitute of Technology) chart, and Mercator
projector maps. That was afar cry from high school or junior college physics classes!

| wrote Betty that after school on Friday, October 1, | would go to Kansas City, rent a car, and drive down to see
her. However, on Thursday afternoon | was hurrying to catch aride on atruck and twisted my ankle on the edge
of a duck walk. | had aways had ankle problems and wanted to go on with the class. The rest of the men
insisted | go for X-rays, which I did. The X-rays showed no fracture, but they taped the ankle and admitted me
to the hospital. As the Warrens had no phone, the best | could do was write, explain why | didn't get there as
planned, and hope | wasn't too far down in the doghouse.

I had no problem walking so | walked to the bathroom, the mess hall, etc. On Monday morning, Captain Round,
the MD in charge of the ward, told me he had rechecked the X-rays and that | had a chipped bone in my ankle.
They put on a cast from my toes to my knee, handed me a pair of crutches, and told me | would probably be in
the hospital three weeks.

In the next bed was Jim Vaughan, who was in the meningitis ward at Lincoln while | was and was now in flight
engineers school. Jm was a talented artist who had worked for MGM Studios before entering service. He had
broken aleg afew days before.

Jim thought my situation was hilarious. He came up with a sheet of paper about 3-by-5 feet and some crayons.
Soon he had drawn a cartoon of me standing at the foot of my bed and carrying a tray of dirty dishes. Captain
Round was nearby and said, "By the way, Hunter, you had better go to bed. Your leg is broken." Jm taped the
cartoon to the wall behind my bed. Word spread throughout the hospital, and for afew days we had a stream of
visitors corning to see the cartoon. Fortunately, Captain Round was a good sport and had a good laugh aong
with everyone else.

After severa days, Jim and | were walking pretty well on our crutches. Things were dull in the hospital, so we
decided to go into town. At the main gate the bus stopped for the MPs to check passes. Officers normally didn't
need passes; their ID was enough. Two MPs, about 6feet-4 and weighing about 250 pounds exch, carrying
rifles, entered the bus and walked directly to Jim and me.

"Lieutenant Vaughan?'

" es

"Lieutenant Hunter?"

"es

"You are under arrest. Come with us."

In the guard shack, we learned that hospital patients were not alowed off the base without special passes signed
by the hospital administration. It seemed someone had aerted the MPs that we had no such passes. It appeared
the MPs had no experience in arresting officers. We soon persuaded them that we should return to the hospital
and not be taken to the guardhouse. | think they were happy to get us off their hands.

Word of our problem raced ahead of us to the hospital. We were greeted with "Here come the jailbirds" and
worse. We learned the MPs had been aerted by a nurse sometimes referred to as the "Blonde Bomber." It was
rumored she was drawing insurance payments from two husbands who had died in combat and was looking for a
third, so perhaps we should have excused her bad attitude.

In 30 minutes or less, we had passes signed by the head of the hospital, his deputy, and Captain Round. Then it
was back on the bus for another try.



Tilefirst person we saw on the bus was the Blonde Bomber. As we passed her heading toward empty seats, Jim
snapped her a Nazi-style salute and said, "Zeig Heil!" Two different MPs boarded the bus, checked our passes
aong with al the others, and we headed on to Salina. An hour or so after our arrival, we were standing on the
sidewak wondering what to do next when | was quite surprised to see Loree Schoffner and her friend Elsie
Wood approaching. | had got to know Loree at 4H Encampments at the state fair. She was a native of Sdine
County, and she and Elsie were both working at a Salina bank. They accepted our invitation to dinner. Loree
told me she was engaged to a guy who was in the Army, but that didn't deter the two of them from going with us
to dinner or amovie three or four more times before we |eft Salina. They were nice, attractive young women and
provided us a welcome diversion to sitting around the hospital.

In about three weeks my cast was off, and | headed home for a 15-day convalescent leave. | was able to help
Dad alittle with his farm work. A visit with Betty and her family showed | had been forgiven for not showing
up earlier in the month.

It had been rumored throughout my time at SHAAB that the flight engineers school would be moved, probably
to Denver. Before the end of my leave, orders came stating that the move had been made and that | should report
to Lowry Field, Denver.

After arriving by train early one evening, | caught a cab to go to the base. When we stopped for ared light, there
was Jim Vaughan standing on the corner. He soon persuaded me to come with him, as it was too late to check in
at the base. When we went to the base around 11 o'clock, the housing office was closed, so we found a building
marked BOQ (Bachelors Officers Quarters), found two empty beds and fel into them. Next morning we

explained the situation to the civilian young lady at the housing office and asked if we couldn't stay where we
had spent the night. She said no, that was for permanent party officers and student officers couldn't stay there.

Jim tried to argue politely with her, but the young lady became quite irate and gave us a dressing down that
would have put many drill sergeants to shame. Aswe left the building to go move our things, Jm said, "Thereis
only one thing | can think of that would make a woman that mad. That is if her husband isin China and she just
got aletter from him and he saysit isn't so."

It was soon back to classes. | had had one flight at Salinain an AT-22. Flying soon started at Lowry, al in a
converted B-24, now designated a C-87. On these flights the plane was full of student flight engineers, but only
two at atime could get in the cockpit to get any training. One such flight was an RON (remain overnight) to
Austin, Texas. Next morning there was a low overcast and light rain. After some delay the pilot decided to take
off but to try to stay under the clouds. This put us just above the scrub oaks and mesquite. Two student flight
engineers were in the cockpit with instructions to watch for tall windmills. Was this the kind of flying | was
training for?

On his way to Denver, Jm Vaughan had met Dot Riley, a United Airlines stewardess. He learned that she and
all the other stewardesses stayed at the Cosmopolitan Hotel between flights. A few nights after our arrival, Dot
was in town, and we met her and another stewardess and took them to the Park Lane Hotdl for dinner. Jim had
made friends with Larry, a waiter there. Larry served us the best steaks in the house. Soon we were acquainted
with most of UAL's stewardesses and could call on any free evening and arrange for dates. With a few hours
notice, Larry would lay back the choicest steaks and serve them to us. We got some really dirty looks from high-
ranking officers whose dates were not nearly as attractive as ours and were served steaks half the size of ours.
Perhaps it was well my time in Denver was short. A second lieutenant's pay could not support that kind of living
for very long.

December 6 was graduation from flight engineers school. Pilots, navigators, and bombardiers had their own
wings designating their specialties: we had none, so we were authorized to wear observers wings - wings with
an"0O" inthemiddle. | had atota of 41 hours of flying time. Actua in-flight training was minimal. Most of the
time | was smply riding along. | realized | had much to learn "hands on" before | could do the job as a flight
engineer.

| left Lowry December 10 with orders for 10 days delay en route (leave), and assignment to the 40th Bomb
Group, Pratt Army Air Base, Pratt, Kansas.



| arrived home December 11 in time for sister Phoebe Carol's wedding to Kelley Johnson. The ceremony wasin
our parents' living room with only immediate family members present. | had asked Betty to come for the event,
but she declined. | aways imagined her parents talked her out of coming. | did see her the following weekend.
She was then teaching at arura school north of Garnett.



CHAPTER YV

40" BOMB GROUP AT PRATT

On December 21, | reported to the 40th Bomb Group headquarters and was assigned to the 45th Bomb
Squadron. At sguadron headquarters | met the commanding officer, Mgor Oscar Schaaf, and was assigned to
Captain Jasper Woodruff’s crew. | soon met the other crew members and learned another flight engineer,
Lieutenant Blosser, was already a member of the crew. | later learned Woodruff and his crew were dissatisfied
with Blosser and had requested another flight engineer. In a few weeks Blosser was transferred out to a
replacement training center. | stayed. | never knew the basis for the decision, and | didn't inquire.

| felt | was fortunate to be on Woodruff’s crew. He had been at Hickam Field, Hawaii, during the Pearl Harbor
attack. He then flew B-17s in the South Pecific for several months. Later he and his crew were forced to ditch
(make a water landing) in a B-17 and spent seven days in life rafts before being rescued. He said the search
probably would have been abandoned much sooner if Mg or General Nathan Twining, CO of the 13th Air Force,
had not been with them as a passenger, so the search continued until they were found.

My BOQ at Pratt was a tarpaper shack like those a Lincoln but divided into smal rooms, with two officersin
each room. Snow covered the ground all winter, and a bone-chilling wind blew constantly. The town was poorly
equipped to accommodate al the people. Wives who came with their husbands were fortunate to find a small
basement room to live in. Kansas was a dry state, much to the didike of many. Liquor for the officers and
enlisted men's clubs was brought in on any plane that had landed where it was available.

Wichitawas a popular place for weekends. Many young women were there in defense and related jobs. Many of
them were available for pickup dates.

The morning of Christmas Eve was full of activity. Every flyable airplane was headed somewhere, loaded with
men who could get home for Christmas. | heard that a fellow | knew dightly from cadet school was driving to
Pittsburg, Kansas. | found him and asked for aride to Parsons. He said, "Sure, but | just got my car up here from
Ddlas. | only had an'A' gas ration card and lost it. | know where | can fill up here without gas coupons. Can you
help me find some gas on that end?' | had no idea where to buy bootleg gas in the Parsons area, but told him |
would try. | thought if al else failed, Dad's barrel of tractor gas would do. | ran into Bump Hadley, one of my
roommates at Yale and now an engineering officer in my squadron and invited him to come with us. He
accepted.

The car was a 1938 Buick, one of the biggest models with a straight eight engine, and areal gas hog. Aswe rode
through the Flint Hills, it became apparent our tankfull of gas would not get us to Parsons. | knew no onein the
area, but knew we had to try something. We pulled into a Phillips station at the northwest corner of the town
sguare in Fredonia, told the attendant we were trying to get home to Parsons for Christmas and needed 5 gallons
of gasto get there. Without a word he walked back into the station. | wondered if he were going to call the law,
so | followed. He told whoever was on the phone that three young men in uniform were there and repeated our
story. After apause | heard him say, "It'll be al right then to let them have the gas? Okay. Thanks." Curious, |
asked whom he had called. "Oh, that was the head of the rationing board,” was his answer. | have no idea who
headed the rationing board, but | am still grateful to him.

Coming in to Parsons from the west, | suggested we try the Roper station on West Main. It was alocal, cutthroat
station, suspected of shady dealings. We told the attendant there our story. He merely shrugged his shoulders
and filled up the tank. Now we knew where to stop on the return trip.

No one was home when we arrived, so Bump and | drove Dad's pickup to Center Bethel Church and saw the last
of the Christmas program. Next day we had Christmas dinner with Uncle Raymond Campbell's family. It was
good to spend Christmas with family. | wondered when the opportunity would come again.

Back in Pratt, on December 30, | flew as second flight engineer with Captain Matthews' crew. Joe Herbert was
first flight engineer. Findly, aflight on aB-29! And finally, some of the hands-on training | knew | must have.



Each of the four squadrons in the 40th had 15 flying crews and had two B-29s for training. With many
maintenance problems and cold weather engine starting problems, a training flight in a B-29 was rare. Most of
our training was in B-17s. | remember one cold morning seeing Major John Seeley, operations officer, come
into the hangar coffee shop, clap his hands and say, "It's a great day. All four engines on both those B-29s are
running!" My log for January showed 44 hours, 25 minutes of flying time, only three hours, five minutes of that
in B-29s. One of the Bl 7 flights included dropping some practice bombs off the California coast. We
developed a problem in one of the engines and landed at March Field, Riverside, California, for repairs. | was
grateful for the help of Hank Pisterzi, tail gunner, who was an experienced airplane mechanic. | aso managed to
get to Pasadena to spend one night with Aunt Floy Homing and her family.

February was better, with 47 hours, five minutes of flying time, 25% of it in B-29s. Late in the month, we were
flown to the Boeing plant in Wichita to pick up a new B-29. | watched as Woodruff signed for the plane. It cost
$1,203,084. Later on with increased production, the cost was reduced to about two-thirds of amillion per plane.

One reason for dow production of B-29s was that changes in design were constantly being made, owing the
process. To speed things up, the design was frozen, with changes to be made at modification centers. We flew
our new plane to the center at Birmingham, Ala. After two nights at the "T.J.," the Thomas Jefferson Hotel, a
plane was ready for usto fly to Oklahoma City for further modification. We taxied out on a narrow taxiway and
were told by the tower to do the engine checks there. Woodruff objected, as the outboard propellers were over
loose rocks beside the taxiway. The tower insisted, so engine checks were started. Sure enough, the No. 1
propeller picked up some rocks, putting large dents in the propeller blades. A new propeller had to be installed.

Finaly we were off for an uneventful flight to Oklahoma City. The base at Pratt was to send a plane there for us.
However, the weather closed down at both places. We spent four days in a downtown hotel, checking in every
morning at the base. At last we were told the weather was expected to improve by afternoon, so we could fly a
modified plane to Pratt.

We climbed to 7,000 feet, cleared the clouds and flew in beautiful sunshine. As we approached Pratt, the clouds
broke away, and there before us were the town and the base in bright sunshine. Co-pilot Bill Clay, a former
motorcycle cop in Miami, Florida, and the roughest-talking man | ever knew, called for landing instructions and
got them Then the tower called back and asked, "What is the ceiling up there?' We could see the town in bright
sunshine, and they were asking, "What is the ceiling?'!

Bill amost exploded into the mike. "What's the ceiling? Why in the h--- don't you G- D--- bastards look out the
window?" Since then when | see a goof by a weatherman, | want to ask Bill's question. "Why don't you look out
the window?"

I managed to get home for a few hours one weekend in February. | was sure it would be my last visit for quite
sometime as al indications were that our move overseas was imminent.

While home the papers were signed for me to buy what we referred to as the "Kennedy" place. It was 120 acres,
which formed a T with the "Molesworth” place, which Dad had bought a few years earlier. Aunt Nellie Johnson
had bought the property earlier, and Dad and | had farmed it. Now she sold it to me so she could buy a larger
farm near Altamont. | was elated to know that now the bank and | owned afarm!

Air Corps Commanding Genera "Hap" Arnold visited the four Kansas B-29 bases in early March. Most of our
maintenance personnel had aready started the move overseas. When Arnold saw how far our airplanes were
from being combat ready, he left two orders, 1. All men were to get leave time before going oversess. 2.
Nothing would stand in the way of getting the planes ready to move overseas on schedule. The first order was
ignored. No one got leave time. The second was carried out without regard for weather, personnel, or cost, in
what became known as the "Battle of Pratt.”

We were part of the 58th Bomb Wing, which had four groups, four squadrons to a group. Each squadron had 15
flight crews but only nine airplanes. Early expectations were that the planes would be in the air much of the
time, hence the need for so many crews. But no one realized the aimost unbeatable maintenance problems,



mostly engine problems, that would face us. Fifteen planes and nine crews would have been a much more
workable ratio. Woodruff’s crew was one of the six in the squadron without an airplane to fly overseas. We left
by troop train March 12 for our embarkation point at Camp Patrick Henry, near Newport News, Virginia.

By that time, the "Battle of Pratt" had begun. Each of the nine planes per squadron got four new engines with
the latest modifications, plus about 50 other modifications, some major, some minor. With only flight crews and
a skeleton maintenance force still on the base, what seemed like hordes of Boeing employees and
representatives of our suppliers were brought in. All worked together around the clock, battling the cold, fatigue,
and parts delays and got the job done. April 1, most of the planes headed for India via Maine, the Azores, North
Africa, and the Middle East.



CHAPTER VI

MOVING OVERSEAS

We spent about a week at Camp Patrick Henry. On March 23, we boarded the liberty ship Newton D. Baker.
Crew members told us they had brought a load of Italian prisoners to the States and hadn't had time to clean up
the ship before we boarded. A look around left no doubt as to their truthfulness. Bunks were hammocks hung
four deep in the officers quarters, five deep in the enlisted men's quarters. It soon was discovered that supplies
were on board to feed us, but the ship's crew had no cooks to prepare it. Our officersin charge started pointing
fingers and issuing threats. Finally severa men admitted spending some time in Army kitchens. They were our
cooks. We had two meals a day, oatmeal for breakfast and beef stew in the evening, every day. One morning |
went through the galley just as a wave upset a table full of diced beef ready for that evening's stew. All of it
went onto the dirty galley deck. Somehow the stew that ev