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Abbreviations:

CQ = Charge of Quarters,   OD = Officer of the Day,   AA = Anti-Aircraft Fire

QM = Quartermaster,   DD = Destroyer,  AK = Cargo Ship

All of this information, if anyone wants to call it that, is for my own use only.  Anyone who gets their eyes on this and has read this far will find it a wise move to drop it like a hot brick, or better yet to return it to Lt. Richard Bennett, 65th Bomb Squadron, 43rd Bomb Group, A.P.O. 929, c/o Postmaster, San Francisco, California.  Or if it is found in the United States it should be returned to Richard Bennett, 12 Highland Avenue, Lynbrook, New York.  I am having my favorite witch doctor put a charm on these papers, so don’t blame me if you read further without my permission and then wake up some morning to find yourself in 4F condition.  You may like to know now, before it’s too late, that he’s a very good witch doctor.  The natives tell me he’s never lost a case.

Today is February 12, 1943. - I am writing from Seven-Mile Strip, Port Moresby, New Guinea.  An account of what has happened since I left the States and of what is happening follows.

December 26, 1942 - After staying at Hamilton Field, California, for over a week, we were told we would leave this evening for the “South Pacific.”  Through an error on someone’s part, we had found out earlier in the week that we were going to Brisbane, Australia.  We weren’t supposed to know this and neither was anyone else, so in order to keep any leaks from getting out we all agreed that we wouldn’t write to our homes at all.  I know I kept up my end of it and I imagine the other fellows did too.  About 6:00 p.m. this evening we weighed in at the Ferry Command with all our equipment.  Each person was allowed to take 100 lbs. of baggage.  As much of this consisted of combat equipment, we didn’t have too much room for personal effects, and as my foot locker had not yet arrived from Fort Myers, Florida, I was caught a little short handed on certain articles of clothing, etc.  At 8:20 p.m. we climbed into the airplane and at exactly 9:10 p.m. the wheels of our converted B-24 left the ground.  Our plane circled up around the mountains and headed out to sea passing directly over the Golden Gate Bridge. Although we were all ready and eager to get overseas as fast as we could, we couldn’t help but feel more than a little sad as we watched the lights of San Francisco fade out.   At that time no words were said and I’m sure that every man’s thoughts, as my own were, were back home.  As the night went by and at the altitude we were flying, it became bitter cold.  None of us had taken warm clothing with us so it wasn’t long before we were all shivering and sleep was impossible.  Just as dawn was breaking I happened to look out of the window and saw in the distance a mountainous coastline.  We all agreed that this was Hawaii and were happy in the thought that we would soon be warm.  Drawing nearer we could see more and more electric lights which set us to wondering why there wasn’t a black out.  We soon found out, and our joy turned to sorrow when the Golden Gate Bridge loomed up in front of us.  Andrews was glad to see land no matter what it was.  He had been pretty sick during the night.  Only after landing did the Navigator tell us that during the night they had hit a head wind of over 60 miles per hour and had been forced to turn back.  The next two days weren’t much fun, for all of our belongings remained on the plane preventing us from doing much of anything.

December 28, 1942 - This is the night we were going to try it again and it proved to be a better trip.  We took off at 8:30 p.m.  Although it was just a cold as the first night, we were better prepared for it.  Each of us had brought along a heavy wool blanket.  A short while after dawn we again spied a mountainous coast line and hoped to heaven it wasn’t California again (E Gad, but we were eager).  There was no mistaking it though, it was Hawaii, and at 8:00 a.m. we landed at Hickham Field.  The schedule called for an immediate take-off after refueling, but a hydraulic leak was discovered which grounded the plane until the following day.  Needless to say this made us very happy as it would give us a chance to go into Honolulu.  Arriving in Honolulu after a short 15-minute bus ride, we decided to get a hotel room where we could all take a shower.  (All includes John Gibbs, Max Mayer, Hook Ream, B.G. Andrews and Lewis, and of course, myself.)  The first hotel we went into wanted $9 for a room with bath, and even though we explained that we only wanted the room for a few hours to wash up, the price remained the same.  The second hotel only wanted $6, which from that hotel was nothing short of a hold up.  We were all pretty messy, so chipping in a dollar apiece, we took it. All prices in Hawaii seemed to be on the same scale and it knocked us for a loop to see the very high prices on such rotten stuff.  One reason for this is due to the overpaid civilian war workers who are living off the fat of the land there.  But Honolulu wasn’t the place we imagined it to be, so after a brief look around the city with a short run out to Waikiki Beach, which also left us cold, we returned to Hickham Field. That night we ate at the officer’s club.  The club was a honey, being even better than the one at Eglin Field.  We all dropped about $15 in the slot machines and Andrews, Lewis and Max lost over $200 with the dice. It was while we were at the officer’s club that evening that my felt cap vanished. It wasn’t the first time that it had disappeared, because every cap looks like the next.  It wasn’t the cost of the thing that made me mad, but the fact that I had just managed to get it broken in so that it felt right. Also the knowledge that I wouldn’t be able to get another one until I returned to the States, and from where I was standing that looked like a long time.  (From where I’m standing now it looks like a longer time.)  I returned to the club early the next morning to see if any hat had been left.  All I could find was a Frank Buck sun helmet, which while far from being as good as the one I had lost, I took, having no other hat to wear at the time.  Right after breakfast that a.m. we took off again, a major and a colonel joining us.  That afternoon at 5:30 p.m. (December 30, 1942) we landed at Canton Island, which is nothing more than an overgrown coral reef hundreds of miles from nowhere.  While there is really nothing at all on this small island, I believe I would rather be stationed there than any where else in the South Pacific.  Reason for this is the lack of bugs due to the constant breeze and the absence of tropical growth.  The food is as good as it is anywhere in this war zone and the entire island has a good clean look about it.  There is only one tree on the island, a palm tree that was imported for use as a camouflaged lookout tower.  Neither is there a lump of soil on the island, the whole being a mass of white coral.  Next morning we were again delayed from leaving on schedule, by bad weather this time.  Having nothing to do and the entire day to do it in, Max and myself decided to draw surf rods from supply and spend the day fishing. About all we could catch, we were told, would be sharks.  This only made us more eager, and off down the beach we started.  Much to our disappointment we soon found that we wouldn’t even be able to cast a line because running all around the island was a coral reef about 150 feet offshore.  It was too shallow in front of the reef and we had no way of getting out beyond it.  We didn’t like the idea of wading out to the reef in short pants because of the many varieties of small fish swimming around with the kiss of death. That night was New Year’s Eve, and the officers of the island were kind enough to share their small amount of liquor with us.  We didn’t want to take advantage of their generosity, so after one or two drinks each we returned to our quarters. We were all in bed by 9:00 p.m. and before going to sleep we talked for some time about other New Year’s Eves we had seen and of what the folks back home might be doing.  Of course we all got the old longing for home, which is stronger than ever at moments like that, and we all vowed that this time next year we would all be home. (Something I have my doubts about now.)  The next morning, January 1, 1943, we took off for the Fiji Islands and arrived there during mid-afternoon.  There wasn’t much at Fiji, and although we went into a local town, we didn’t stay any length of time.  In Fiji, as in Australia, a cold drink is one which is served 1( cooler than room temperature. The people of Fiji don’t know any better, the Aussies just don’t give a damn.  (Which applies to almost everything they do.)  It seemed that half the American fleet was anchored in the harbor at Fiji.  Besides tankers and transports, there were five battleships with escort.  Up to this time I didn’t believe that we had that many battleships in the whole Pacific area. They had a nice officer’s club there and while I wasn’t too impressed at the time, I know that it would look like paradise now.  We all managed to pick up a few words of the language, some of which are as follows: “Bulah,” a greeting like hello; “Bulah Manocka,” means almost the same as the first, only this is an extra friendly greeting; “Say Taboo Icke,” means Stop! Stay out! (sounds like double talk to me).  Very early the following morning we took off for New Caledonia, landed about 11:00 a.m., ate lunch, refueled the airplane, and by 12:00 noon we were on our way again for Brisbane, Australia, where we landed at Amberly Field.  Our stay here was very brief, lasting only two days.  I never did get a chance to get into the city of Brisbane, but I did manage to get into a nearby town called Ipswitch.  I believe it was January 2 that we were called out at midnight and taken to the train station at Brisbane.  That was a wild ride in a GI truck.  It was raining and pitch black, and we had to get there quick to catch a train.  Our train turned out to be a cattle car of the first order.  I guess it was pretty modern by their standards, but after the Pullmans of the States it sure looked sad.  The ride up to Townsville was one of the worst I have ever taken in a train.  We were packed in pretty tight, and though we tried, we couldn’t get any sleep.  It was a problem to eat and we didn’t do much of it.  Somewhere around the 6th we arrived in Townsville and were stationed at Garbutt Field.  We didn’t appreciate Townsville much.  I guess we should have come up to New Guinea first.  It was that sort of a place.  Not much there, but better than nothing.  The officer’s club was a sore spot with us.  Hospitality was unheard of and they went out of their way to clip us.  Not to mention the fact that it was run like a Boy Scout Camp.  It was here in Townsville that we learned what was to become of us.  No one seemed to want us and no one know what to do with us.  They had more crews than they needed for the B-26s so it was decided, by what method I don’t know, to split our group up and send us to different outfits.  Some went to B-24s, some to B-25s, and the rest of us to B-17s.  After staying there for two weeks, we were again put on a northbound cattle car and after an overnight ride we arrived in Mareeba.  There we learned that the 43rd Bomb Group, which we were to join, had just left for New Guinea.  We stayed in Mareeba a little over a week, and at last were able to get transportation to New Guinea.  Sarsfield, Wiesner, and Emerick went up first, so that when I arrived a few days later they had their tent all fixed up and I was able to stay with them until Gibbs and Mayer showed up.  Day after day went by and no sign of Gibbs and Mayer.  Then one night about a week later, on February 8th, they arrived during a tropical downpour.  Every day after that we were on the go all the time fixing up our tent.  The first day was the hardest.  We spent the entire day in the blinding sun digging a platform from the side of a hill and putting the tent up there.  By nightfall we were dead tired and good for nothing but plenty of sleep.  The second day we were all pretty stiff but went ahead and built a clothes rack.  Under the circumstances, what we had to work with and all, none of this was too easy.  The third day we managed to borrow a portable flame thrower and burned all the grass around our tent.  Following this I built a shelf for all our small things.  We each built a chair and we spent almost a whole day digging a slit trench.  This last was brought about by an air raid alarm sounded the night before.  Lucky for us none of the Nips came over, but then and there we made up our minds to dig that slit trench the next day.  Along with a few other things we did, that brings me up to date.

When I first arrived here the mess hall was nothing but a wood frame.  It remained that way for over two weeks pending the arrival of more building materials.  Now they are starting to build a roof, which makes eating more enjoyable during the rainy weather.  Screens have also arrived, and soon we will no longer have to share our meals with the flies.  A word on the food is PHOOEY.  A few days a week we may have fresh mutton and string beans.  About once a week we are lucky to get a few slices of tomato or cucumber.  99% of the time we have bully beef.  As yet I haven’t been behind the wheel of a B-17.  Jack Wiesner, bombardier, was on the Rabaul raid last night.  It was the biggest raid yet pulled.  Forty-eight planes returned and no one was hurt bad.  Each plane carried twenty 100-lb demolitions, forty 20-lb frags and eighty incendiaries.

February 15, 1943 - Last night another big raid was pulled on Rabaul.  Not quite as many planes went as on the first night.  I am told that the weather was pretty bad and the ack ack was even worse.  A few of the planes were hit but no one was hurt bad, and all returned.  J.K. was also on this raid.  Today I haven’t done a thing.  Little chance of a Jap raid tonight.  It’s been raining all day.

February 16, 1943 - Didn’t do much of anything all day.  At 11:00 p.m., just as I was about to fall asleep, the C.Q. walked into the tent and informed me that I was to be O.D.  I had to jump up and make an immediate inspection of the guard on the airplanes and then another one at 3:00 a.m.  Didn’t get much sleep at all.

February 17, 1943 - This afternoon I went into Port Moresby with Russ Emerick.  It was the first time I had been into the “city,” and was well prepared to expect nothing.  That was just what I found.   There is nothing there but a harbor and a row of warehouses.  Quite a few cargo ships were in the harbor and a few small navy boats.  I had a few sad tasting soft drinks at the officer’s club, then returned to the field.  That one trip was enough to last me for the duration.  When I got back to the field, I found that Max Mayer and Jack Wiesner had left for a mission to Bougainville in the Solomons.  Looks like some sort of a sea and air battle coming up there.

February 20, 1943 - I found out this morning that when the planes arrived at Bougainville last night it was solid overcast down to the water, so the bombs were dropped on a small Jap airdrome up there.  Last night they stuck me with O.D. again because I had missed roll call at breakfast.  This afternoon I had my first ride behind the wheel of a B-17.  I went up with Lt. Progar to test flight a plane that was said to be out of line.  Late this evening we had an air raid alarm sound.  It was raining hard out and all the slit trenches were full of water, so we were hoping the Japs wouldn’t show up.  They didn’t, and in half an hour the all clear came.

February 21, 1943 - Didn’t do much today.  Read most of Bromfield’s “Wild is the River,” not a bad book.  This evening about 10:00 p.m. I went through my first air raid on the ground.  One, or perhaps two, Jap planes flew nearby the field flying very high.  There was a solid overcast about 3,000 feet so the searchlights couldn’t pick them up.  However, the radar A.A. was in action for a short while.  I don’t believe any bombs were dropped.  About 11:00 p.m. another alarm was sounded, and again we dove into our clothes.  We sat outside the slit trench until we could hear the drone of the planes and the A.A. let go.  This plane, or planes, came a lot closer then the first and a lot more A.A. was fired.  I don’t believe any bombs were dropped this time either, and the planes soon went.  We were all set for another raid, thinking that the next one would be a honey, but no more alarms were sounded.

February 22, 1943 - Today, at long last, I have been assigned to a combat crew.  Lt. J.E. Hensler, who just got checked out, is my pilot.  Lucien, bombardier, and Hanlon, navigator.  We went up for five hours today practicing bombing runs.  Max was up with us dropping them and Gibbs was alternating as co-pilot with his pilot Lt. Crawford.  This evening we had an alarm lasting three minutes.  No Nips came over.  There hasn’t been any water all day.  I sat up until midnight waiting for it to go on, but no luck.  Six of our planes went over to Rabaul tonight.  Max and Gibbs went along.

February 23, 1943 - First thing I did this a.m. was to go down and take a shower.  There was enough water to take a shave, too.  Guess I’m just lucky.  Max got back early this a.m. from the raid, but Gibb’s plane ran low on gas and had to set down at Hood Point.  They went up for them this afternoon and Gibbs got back here at 6:00 p.m.

February 24, 1943 - I didn’t get up for breakfast again.  Neither did Max.  They nabbed Max for O.D. because of it.  I guess they’ll get me tomorrow.  Flew for two and a half hours this afternoon with Capt. Crommer checking the beam.  We had our crew pictures taken today.  Don’t think the Nips will be over.

February 25, 1943 - Listened this a.m. to a lecture on current events given by a fellow who didn’t know much more about it than we did.  This afternoon we worked on the officer’s club, giving it it’s finishing touches.  The grand opening will be this Sunday night and we should have something up there to drink.  (I hope so.)  Thought I’d be going out on a mission tonight, but looks like I’m not.  Emerick, Wiesner, Mayer, and maybe Gibbs are going.  Guess the Nips won’t show up.  It’s raining again.

February 27, 1943 - Played poker today for the first time since I joined the army.  Lost £10 in one hour.  Borrowed the supply jeep this afternoon and drove into the Q.M. in Moresby.  It was a wild ride over a rotten road.

February 28, 1943 - Scheduled for my first mission today, a recon.  Hung around all day waiting to fly.  At 7:30 p.m. we had a grand feed in the mess hall to celebrate the opening of our officer’s club.  Right after this we went up to the club.  Cigars were passed out, and they had Cokes and even ice.  They had a lot of Australian whiskey, but as I was still on the alert for the recon I only had a couple and went off to bed at 10:30.

March 1, 1943 - I never was called to go on the recon, but was just as glad of the fact that I had been scheduled.  The other fellows went to town on the stuff last night and were all in sad shape today.  This evening Operations called everyone in the squadron on the alert.  Six planes were going out at dawn to bomb a convoy south of Rabaul heading for Lae.  I was scheduled to fly with Capt. Williams and was all hepped up about it.  It seems that they are sending every plane we have against this convoy.  All the bombers, B-25s, A-20s and P-38s are going to be there.

March 2, 1943 - I got up at 3:00 a.m. and went down to Operations all ready to take off.  My heart fell a mile when I learned that Hensler was going in my place.  I ate breakfast with the crews, went to the briefing, and then back to bed where I slept until noon.  Gibbs and Max came in from an overnight recon.  Another bunch is going out this afternoon to raid the same convoy.  All day our planes have been coming and going.  The crews are really getting a workout.   Russ and J.K. are down at Thirty-Mile Strip.  Our own field was socked in and they couldn’t land.

March 3, 1943 - Today has been even more active than yesterday.  Planes come in and as soon as they can be refueled and loaded with 1,000-lb bombs, they are off again.  All of our group of six are out now.  It’s only mid-afternoon and I may yet get a chance before it is all over.  I’d give anything to be out on this raid, but I guess I’ll be getting plenty of action before long.  I received my first letter from home today and after reading it, was ready for anything.  So far about seven ships have been sunk in the convoy, leaving about ten more; I hope they get them.  I guess it is a lot easier to pick them off while they are on the water then to wait until they can dig into the jungle.  I read today where the workers of Boeing were on strike for higher wages.  I can’t help but wonder how those fellows would like to be flying their planes over this convoy with ack ack and Zeros thick as flies.  I wonder what sort of wages they would ask for that job. 

March 4, 1943 - Yesterday was quite a day and today, I thought, would repeat yesterday’s action.  Again this a.m. I was scheduled to bomb the convoy.  However as we were getting ready to go out to our plane, word came that all the ships had been sunk.  An armed recon came back and said that the only thing they had seen was a DD listing.  They put four 1000-lb bombs in it and it went to the bottom.  All in all, I imagine it must have been quite a blow for the Japs.  From what I can gather of the losses, they lost three light cruisers, four or five destroyers and about twelve transports.  Our own losses: approximately one B-17, one B-25 and three P-38s.  Russ Emerick made news in yesterday’s raid.  Russ, with only ten hours in a B-17 and never having made a landing, set it down at Buna.  J.K. was a bombardier on the plane and he testifies to Russ’s swell handling of the ship. 

March 5, 1943 - This a.m. the C.Q. woke up John and Max for an armed recon.  I have spent the entire day doing laundry.  The boys didn’t see much today.  The bombsight went haywire, so Max had to salvo his bombs over Lae.

March 6, 1943 - Felt tired and weak all day.  Didn’t do a thing.

March 7, 1943 - Felt much better today.  Read a Thorne Smith book, “The Humorous Ghost.”  It was pretty good.  Went over to see Andrews today.  His eye, which got shot up over the Lae convoy, is much better.   Lewis, who also got shot up over the convoy and managed to get his side shot up, is better, too.

March 9, 1943 - Flew for three hours today swinging a compass.

March 10, 1943 - Today I went up on my first mission.  We got up at 5:00 a.m. and took off at 7:00.  It was raining when we took off, but as soon as we got into the air we had good weather which remained for the rest of the day.  We flew all over the island of New Britain taking pictures of Nip airdromes.  We flew at 26,000 feet.  I had a heck of a cramp in my stomach from the altitude.  The temperature was -22°C and all Hensler and I had on were summer clothes.  Total time for the trip was 7:15.  We didn’t see any Zeros in the air nor did we get any ack ack.

March 11, 1943 - Didn’t do much today.  Tonight Gibbs and Max are going over Rabaul.  We haven’t had a raid over there for some time and it looks like we are going to start going over again every night.  The Nips haven’t been over here for a long while, but I imagine they will be coming over soon now that the moon is getting good.

March 13, 1943 - Today I went up for my second mission, a recon.  We flew what seemed to me all over the South Pacific.  We took off about 6:00 a.m. and had pretty good weather with broken clouds all day.  After taking a few pictures of Jap airdromes located pretty far out, we started back for Moresby.  My head was on a swivel the entire trip, for I felt that we were going to run into Zeros.  We had just about made up our minds that we wouldn’t see anything when bang, just like that, we spotted three Jap destroyers.  It was one of the most beautiful sights I have ever seen.  They were in a perfect V formation and kicking up a wake, which must have been five miles long.  We were at 10,000 feet and as soon as we saw the ships, swung around to fly directly over them to take pictures.  Our hearts were breaking that we didn’t have any bombs.  I know we could have sunk one of them, and perhaps two.  Apparently they didn’t see us or have any idea at all that we were there, for they didn’t alter course or shoot at us.  It would have been duck soup with bombs.  We decided after making the first run and taking a few pictures to try our luck and get some more.  So we did a 180-degree turn and headed back over them.  Just as we got over them dead center, it happened.  At first I thought it was the top turret gunner shooting at Zeros, for I heard a bang, bang, bang, bang that shook the plane just as though one of the guns was being fired.  Snapping my head around, I saw four black puffs of smoke at what looked like 30 or 50 yards behind the tail and to the right, but at the perfect altitude.  Someone yelled, “That’s ack ack, let’s get the hell out of here!”  It seemed to me that the plane was standing still in the air and all the time those black puffs of smoke, in groups of four, were getting nearer and nearer.  That minute or two went by very, very slow, but finally we got out of range.  There wasn’t much sense in hanging around, so we took out for home.  (Total time 8:30.)

March 22, 1943 - I have not flown for the past week other than to swing a compass a few days ago.  Twice during the past week I have been scheduled to go on strike missions, but at the eleventh hour they were both called off.  Tonight our squadron is scheduled to go over Vunakanau.  This time I do not believe it will be called off.  We take off at 1:00 a.m.

March 23, 1943 - I was in a very peeved condition last night.  Just as we got to the end of the runway ready to take off, our brakes went out.  Hensler yelled, “Brakes, brakes,” which seemed very odd to me, because the brakes were on and here we were rolling towards another B-17 with nothing to stop us.  The engineer kept pulling the emergency brake handle, but nothing happened.  (It seems that the emergency systems never work in an emergency anyway.)  In a way luck was with us, for we managed to miss hitting the other plane, although only by a few feet.  Hensler cut the engines and we came to rest in a cleared area off the taxi strip, having just missed a pile of stone on one side and a deep ditch on the other side.  (I had visions of my head sticking through the windshield, which I admit isn’t a nice vision.)  All the boys got back safely this a.m. saying it had been a swell show.  My pistol was stolen yesterday along with the shoulder holster.  (Me thinks there are thieves about.)

March 28, 1943 - Today I went out on my third mission, another recon.  We were out looking for Jap shipping, but in ten hours flight over the Pacific we didn’t see one ship.  We flew north to within 25 miles of the equator, but didn’t cross it.  However the visibility was over 100 miles, so I at least got a look at the Northern Hemisphere.  Coming back over the mountains we ran into some pretty tough weather and for awhile I was wondering if that parachute was in good condition.

March 29, 1943 - Spent the morning taxiing planes into the new revetments.  It was first time I had ever taxied a B-17.  A little tricky to handle, but nothing too hard.

April 1, 1943 - Fourth mission today, and still a recon.  We flew formation with Harcrow up to Kavieang.  Capt. Fletcher was to go with us but we lost him over the mountains.  Purpose was to shadow a convoy,  “Tokio Express.”  The harbor was full of boats, thirteen in all.   Three DDs, one cruiser, one sub, one 15,000-ton A.K., and other small cargo ships.  We left Harcrow at Kavieang and made a search in the waters north of New Britain.  We passed a formation of seven Jap bombers, Nell class.  We thought sure they would try to jump us.  However, neither side made a move and we went whizzing by.  On the way home just outside of Finchhaven we had a Zero pull up on our tail, but he stayed out of range and soon went away.   Yesterday while bombing Gasmatta, Max made a run and yelled “Bombs away!” to which the tail gunner added, “Bomb-bay tank away!”  Seems that Max had pulled the wrong switches and released the bomb-bay tank instead of the bombs.  It must have scared hell out of those Japs to see that huge thing falling on them, even thought it couldn’t do much damage.

April 3, 1943 - Haven’t done much the past two days.  Worked all afternoon on making a record of my flights on sectional maps.

April 4, 1943 - Was scheduled for a mission, but it was called off at the last minute while we were already starting the plane.

April 6, 1943 - Fifth mission today, armed recon.  Took off at 4:30 a.m.  Covered Lae, Finchhaven, Gasmatta and Wide Bay.  Nothing happened at Lae.  At Finchhaven we had a lot of light A.A. fired at us, but we were just out of range of it.  They only fired a few burst of heavy and it wasn’t close.  We saw a plane on the field at Gasmatta, so we made a run on it.  The bomb fell a little short but may have done some damage.  Just then the radio operator called up and said, "Do you know you have a big hole in the wing?”  I looked out on the wing and found he made an understatement.  There was a huge hole an A.A. shell must have gone through.  A close one indeed.  Then we found a camouflaged barge in Open Bay and dropped three bombs near it, but no direct hits.  Then we strafed it.  Soon after we saw a Jap bomber about 3,000 feet directly over us.  At our own level we would have fought him, but from where we were the best thing to do was take to the clouds.  Last but not least, a tire blew out just after we landed.

April 8, 1943 - Flew 3:45, dropping practice bombs out in Moresby Bay.  Also did a lot of practice strafing. 

April 11, 1943 - Sixth mission.  Took off at 1:00 a.m. to search for and bomb two destroyers near Lae.  We couldn’t find them.  It was pitch dark, what with no moon.  Dropped bombs on Lae.  Medium A.A.

April 12, 1943 - Still tired from last night’s mission, I was awakened again this a.m. at 12:30.  We were to bomb a concentration of Jap planes at Ropapo.  On the way down to our plane we watched another taking off.  It got about 25 feet in the air and burst into flames, rolled over on its side, and crashed at the end of the runway.  It was covered in flames and before long, the bombs exploded.  It was the most heartbreaking thing I have ever seen.  I just learned that Andrews was co-pilot of that plane. My nerves were a bit on edge and more so when just before we took off we discovered a runaway fuel pump, not to mention the fact that just after we took off, in a heavy fog, I found the mixture controls in “lean.”  Enough in all to make anyone go nuts.  It was too light when we got near Ropapo, so we bombed Talasea.  This a.m. the Nips came over.  The first daylight raid they have made since I’ve been here.  There were two waves of bombers, about fifty in all, flying about 25,000 feet.  They had Zero protection and just as they got near the airdrome, the P-38s jumped them.  (About twenty P-38s, with P-39s down below).  The Nips dropped bombs on Ward Strip, and Seventeen-Mile, but I don’t know what damage was done.  They may come over again tonight, but I doubt if I’ll be here as we are scheduled to go out again.

April 14, 1943 - Eighth mission.  Ye Gods, but it seems like the 50th.  Took off at 7:30 a.m.  Carried eight 500-lb bombs.  We were to skip bomb a small convoy just north of Medang.  Weather over the mountains was bad and 60 miles from the target our Number 4 engine went out.   The weather in front of us was socked in so we turned around due to the fact that with one engine out we could hardly maintain straight and level flight.  We had to salvo half of our bombs to get back over the mountains.

May 1, 1943 - I haven’t made any notes for the past couple of weeks due to the fact that nothing has happened and to the fact that I haven’t got around to it.  Everything has been the usual routine.  Our squadron has done little or no flying these past few weeks.  Most of the planes have been out of commission.  They are all back in order now and it looks like we’ll be doing a lot of flying before long.  We may pull a mission before the day is over.  Was Airdrome Officer last week.  Flew practice bombs yesterday for a few hours.  White is our new bombardier.  Everyone has been fine and we’re all looking for a little action soon.  I hope we get some new planes from the states.  We can sure use them.

May 7, 1943 - Ninth mission.  It’s been almost three weeks since my last mission.  Everyone has been anxious to go out.  This morning at 4:00 a.m., the C.Q. woke us up.  We didn’t stay in bed and groan and grumble like we would have done a month ago when we were scheduled to fly every other day.  We took off at 6:15 a.m.  Weather over the mountains was good.  At Cape Ward Hunt we circled for the other planes.  Ten planes in all were going on the raid.  However only seven showed up.  (When we got back we learned that the first flight of three planes didn’t get off the ground.)  In formation, we headed for Long Island where we were to circle for the other three planes.  Capt. Zeamer, who was flying lone wolf, joined our formation but other planes didn’t show up, so off we went for the target – Medang.  Nearing Medang, Zeamer broke off from the formation to fly over and bomb the radio station.  Just as he got to the target I saw the air filled with large black puffs of smoke.  It was ack ack, and a regular wall of it.  Zeamer pulled up into a sharp chandelle, which gave the appearance of his climbing up on the black puffs.  By this time Capt. Smith’s formation was heading in over the field, so our own formation of three broke off and did a wide sweeping turn to allow for a short interval between elements.  Coming around, we headed straight over the airdrome at 5,000 feet.  Smith’s element had already gone over and the air was clear of A.A., but we knew that it wouldn’t be that way for long.   Hal Slazier, our navigator, called up on the interphone and said, “Hey, aren’t you boys getting a bit too eager, going over at this altitude?”  I called back and said, “We’re following Capt. Cromer, and besides, this way we can get a good look at the airdrome, so I’m happy about the whole thing.”  Hal said something about “Ya, bomb-happy,” but I wasn’t listening because just then the fireworks started to go off.  I’ll say one thing for the Nips, they sure do have good ack ack.  It was bursting right on our level, but a little in front of us.  (It was no doubt bursting all around us, but I could only see that in front.)  I guess they figured we were going a little faster than we were, which was lucky for us.   We still weren’t over the airdrome and that stuff was getting thicker by the half second.  We were on our bombing run, so we couldn’t weave or alter course.  We just flew straight into the stuff.  We could feel the plane bounce and buck from the concussion, and now and then something like the sound of hail when fragments of the A.A. fell on the plane.  If I wasn’t here now I’d have said it was impossible for any plane to fly through that space of bursting shells.  Then we were over the target.  I saw the other two planes drop their bombs and at the same time White hollered over the phone, “Bombs away!”  He didn’t have to add, “Let’s get the hell out of here!” because he figured we were pretty anxious to do that very thing.  With the throttles up to the firewall, we flew straight out towards the sea, the A.A. from the shore batteries still following us.  It wasn’t until after we were out of range that I realized that my nerves were tighter than a drum.  There were Zeros to look out for and we all felt sure we were going to see them.  We were surprised not to find them waiting for us over Madang.  Right after we had left the target, White came back to inspect the bomb-bay to make sure all the bombs had been released.  He reached down behind Hensler and pulled up a handful of silk.  Hensler’s parachute had sprung open.   That’s enough to make any man pass out after what he had just been through.  However if any of those shells had hit us, I don’t think a chute would have done much good.  Everyone got back safely.  A few men on some of the other planes got slight flesh wounds.  Almost all the planes had holes in them of one size or another.  This is the best mission I’ve been on yet, but it sure made me weary.

May 11, 1943 - Tenth mission.  Yesterday at 3:30 p.m. Operations said to get ready for a strike, taking off at 5:00 p.m.  Just before we went down to take off, word came that it was postponed for a 1:00 a.m. takeoff because they said the weather would be better at that time.  I believe our loading was fourteen 300-lb wire-wrapped daisy cutters, a mean-looking piece of destruction if I ever saw one.  Also a cluster of twenty-four incendiaries, about twenty 30-lb frags and a bundle of leaflets to tell the Nips what a raw deal they are getting, that we will help them if they will only start a revolution or some such stuff.  We took off on the hour, 1:00 a.m., and headed for the target, Rabaul, Vunakanau.  All the way up we kept saying, “Just wait until we see that weatherman again.”  It was instruments all the time through some pretty rough thunderheads.  When our E.T.A. ran out we started looking around for the airdrome but didn’t have any idea of which direction it might be in.  We kept running into clouds all the time and Number 3 engine was acting up.  There was no moon at all and the night was pitch black.  Off in the distance a flare went off.  We headed for it.  Halfway there the flare died out.  We continued on our course but could see nothing.  But then the lights went on.  We must have been five miles or more away, but I would have sworn we were right on the edge of the field.  Well, we knew where the target was, now all we had to do was get through these lights.  Approaching the field I began to wonder if it were possible for any plane to get by those lights without getting picked up in them.  I have now decided that it isn’t possible.  The weather over had been bad, but here right around the target it was very clear.  It was still as black as ever, but there weren’t any clouds in the sky.  I couldn’t figure out whether this made me happy or unhappy.  By now we were nearing the edge of the field and could see about 50 to 100 small fires going.  The searchlights were weaving all around, up and down, side to side.  All of which led me to believe that they didn’t have radar.  One light swept right across us.  I guess they didn’t see us because it kept going.  We swung around and made our run over the dispersal area where all the planes were parked.  We cut back on the engines and made a glide approach from 9,000 feet, leveling off at 7,500 feet.  We had just made our breakaway when they picked us up in the lights.  There was ample A.A.  I could feel it bounce the plane and I knew that now was the time for all good men to get the hell out of there – but fast.  Just then the Nips picked up one of the other planes and they had all the lights on him and were sending up everything they had.  Everyone returned.  Just after we left the target our lights went out and we had the devil’s own time trying to see the flight instruments.  We made out ok and returned through the same clouds and rain.  A Red Cross truck was waiting for us when we got in and gave everyone a Coke.

May 13, 1943 - Eleventh mission.  Took off about 7:00 p.m. for Wewak.  Had bad weather going over.  Wewak drome was open and at 8,000 feet we made our run.  Searchlights snapped on all around.  They sure had a lot of them.  After releasing the bombs we circled a bit to the south of the target and watched a couple of other planes make their run.  We expected night fighters but weren’t unhappy when they didn’t show up.   Weather home was good and the doc was waiting for us with Cokes and “Old Crony.”

May 14, 1943 - The Nips pulled a raid over Moresby tonight.  They came over about 20,000 feet.  The first plane over got shot down by a P-70, the next two got away, or at least we didn’t see them go down.  The A.A. was very close to them and they may have been hit.  We watched the show from the top of the hill and only had to hit the trench twice when we thought they were coming over us.

May 15, 1943 - Got myself grounded today.  First time I’ve done that.   I’ve got either a bad cold or hay fever.  I hope it isn’t hay fever.

May 16, 1943 - Back on flying status.

May 17, 1943 - Twelfth mission.  The old milk run.  Up north coast of New Britain, down the south coast.  Dropped bombs on Gasmatta.  A.A. medium.

May 18, 1943 - Thirteenth mission.  (The old “black cat.”)  Took off for Dobadura at 4:30 p.m.  Stayed there until 1:00 a.m. and then took off for a raid on Rabaul, Vunakanau.  While we were at Dobadura we had two air raids.  Some one yelled, “Air Raid,” just as the bombs were falling.  Over the target the A.A. and search lights were the worst I’ve ever seen, thought sure we’d get hit.  Lots of Roman candle pom pom.  A few small holes in the plane. 

May 24, 1943 - Fourteenth mission.  Recco, Wide Bay – Open Bay, milk run.  Weather and fronts all over the place.  Couldn’t see anything on New Britain.  We brought our bombs home with us as we couldn’t find a place to drop them.  (Just lots of weather, and all bad.)

May 27, 1943 - At long last we hooked up on a gravy train.  We were flown down to Townsville on a C-47 to pick up one of our B-17s from the depot.  Stopped at Mareeba on the way back to New Guinea and noticed a leaky gas tank.  Patched it up and flew back to Townsville.   Returned here June 3.  Just as we got in the revetment, the brakes went out and we plowed into the dirt wall; pushed in the whole nose section.  Damned shame after all the trouble we went to, to get it back to the squadron.

June 9, 1943 - Fifteenth mission.  Took off at 2:00 a.m. from Dobadura for Rabaul, Lakinie.  More search lights than I have ever seen before.  We got through the lights, dropped our bombs and then got out of the lights when we were hit by a night fighter.  We never saw the fighter but we could see the tracers pouring into us.   On the first pass, our right aerleron was shot away.  On the second pass, an explosive shell hit Number 3 prop and bullets tore into the right wing.  A fine spot to be in.  Just outside of Rabaul, dawn coming up, very little control of the plane, and one engine out.   We called Dobadura to have them clear the runway for a crash landing, but Hensler set the plane down without a scratch.

June 12, 1943 - Sixteenth mission.  Took off at 11:30 p.m. from Seven-Mile Strip for Rabaul, Vunakanau.  On our first run we were too far to the right of the runway, so we made another run.  A thing that I do not enjoy doing.  Saw several other planes going over the target.  It’s a horror to watch other planes make their runs.  You see all the lights on the one plane and see all the tracers and heavy A.A. coming up at the one plane.  You can’t understand how a plane can get through that mess.  One from our squadron didn’t get through last night.  Russ Emerick and J.K. Wisener were on it.

June 18, 1943 - Seventeenth mission.  Rabaul, Vunakanau…I think that’s enough said.  Hensler was on the sick book, so I flew with Fair.  The Nips are getting good with their night fighters up there.   They hit Baldy’s tail gunner.  Seems they hit someone every time.

Between June 20 & 25, 1943 - We flew to Dobadura in the afternoon for a scheduled midnight take off for Rabaul.  Our hydraulic pressure wouldn’t come up so we never got off the ground.  Next morning we returned to Moresby and learned that Trimingham’s plane went down over the target.  Bill Sarsfield was co-pilot on that trip.

I was damned glad when our leave orders came through, and the end of June we left for Sydney.  We all had a swell time.  I caught a cold the last day there and came back to find myself pushed into the hospital.  Stayed in the hospital thirteen days and almost went nuts for something to do.  I felt fine all the time, but they wouldn’t let me out.  At least I got a good rest out of it.  By this time we only had about three crews in the squadron, most of the boys either having been shot up, or in the case of the older members, having been sent home.  Within a few days, some new crews started to come in.  That is, replacements.

August 1, 1943 - Eighteenth mission.  Daylight formation attack on Salamoa.  Medium ack ack, but accurate.

August 2, 1943 - Nineteenth mission.  Daylight formation attack on supplies south of Bogajim.  Plenty of P-38 top cover.  No ack ack.  One plane was lost from our squadron.  Brennamen, attacked by three Zeros, downed on the first pass.  Two of the Zekes were shot down.  I flew with Gibbs on this mission, it being his first mission as first pilot. It looks like some of the older boys may be going home soon.  Hensler should be on the next list.  That will leave me without a crew, so I’ll either check out or have to fly with someone else.

October 29, 1943 - It has been a long time now since I last wrote any notes.  Mostly because it has been the same thing over and over again.  You get up early.  Eat the same sad mess of food, go down to the planes and take off to bomb some target up north.  For awhile it was Lae, but they finished that place off.  Then it was the Bogajim Road, bridges and warehouses.  Wewak got pounded night and day.  Finchhaven got a little bombing, but not as much as I thought we’d do up there.  Cape Glouchester was bombed a couple of times and I almost fell over when I saw all the ack ack they had moved into that place.  It wasn’t so very long ago that we used to go down the runway strafing, but not any more.  10,000 feet is a safe altitude providing the A.A. doesn’t hit you.  Out on the recons we found a few convoys and bombed same, causing unknown damage.  Strafed and bombed some barges with unobserved results.  Lost La Port’s crew.   Taylor’s crew bailed out, with some of the men being found.  Turner’s crew down off Milne Bay.  Ebberly met a mountain.

We have been going up to Rabaul again.  Now instead of single planes at night, it’s mass formation during daylight.  Have made several trips up there the past month.  On a few of them we didn’t get there because of weather.  I don’t know which is worse, getting to Rabaul or trying to fly formation through a tropical front.  Several planes lost in these raids.  Some because of A.A., some because of Zeros, some because of weather and some went down in the drink out of gas.  Last week when we bombed Rapapo, my co-pilot got the Purple Heart for a wound in the chest.  A.A. fragment hit and busted the windshield.  The last raid over Lakunni, A.A. hit and busted the top turret.  Holes in various parts of the plane.   Fair was leading the squadron but had to fall out right after take off, so I lead the squadron up and back.  The sky has been thick with Zeros and clouded with A.A.  Not much fun, but I don’t mind it very much.  I only need thirty-nine more hours now and I’ll have my three hundred.  What a happy day that will be.  Gibbs made Capt. last month.  Al Fair made it last week.  Most of the old boys have gone home.  The squadron is full of new crews, very eager.

Saturday, November 13, 1943 - This, I believe, will be the last page in my overseas notes.  I have just finished flying combat, ending with a total of over 306 combat hours and between 40 and 45 combat missions.   In the words of Major Barnes, “I have lived through the war in New Guinea.”  I suppose I should be relaxed and full at ease knowing that never again will I have to fly into enemy fire, at least not for some time to come depending on the course of the war.  I am being put on the same list to go home as Gibbs, Petronis, Fair, Diminski.  The orders to go home should be out within two weeks, but in the meantime the squadron is moving over to Dobadura and it might delay our leaving.  I’d give anything to be home by Christmas, but will just have to sit tight and await developments.  Now that the combat flying is all over and I’ve been fortunate enough to emerge without so much as a scratch, I could very easily say that it wasn’t so tough after all, but all I have to do is think back to any one mission and I know that this is far from being the truth.  Besides almost failing to come back a number of times myself, I have only to think of those who didn’t return, and the list is long.  When I first came over here I didn’t realize what was going on or the dangers involved.  It was a big game in which someone was apt to get hurt.  It didn’t take many missions for me to change my mind and become educated as to what it was all about.  Not only was someone apt to get hurt, but they were getting hurt, and worse.  There were planes going down in the jungle, in the sea, and God only knows where else.  I began to devote most of my spare time to making a study of everything that I might like to know some sad day.  Bailouts, crash landings in the sea or jungle, ways of the natives, life in the jungle, or life on a rubber raft.  Procedures for a dozen and one different emergencies.  I never intended to have to use any of the information I studied, but like buying insurance, “One never knows, do one.”  To say the least, it would be most embarrassing to find one’s self in the middle of the ocean or jungle and not have any idea of how you might save yourself.  I will never regret having learned these things for I do not feel like the man who bought insurance to cover his life up to the age of 60 and then became very angry when he reached his 60th birthday and was still living.  Every mission I went out on I took the attitude that this might well be the roughest mission I had ever seen.  I never relaxed nor underestimated what the enemy might be able to do.  I’ll admit that the tension had me worn out after each mission, but this might be just one of the factors that accounts for my being here today.  Along with the other lucky few who are about to go home, I feel a certain sense of pride and pleasure in knowing that I have done a little something towards furthering our goal in this war.  We used to say that if we live through it, it will be the greatest experience of our lives – it has been.
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