








THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW E012958



THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW E012958



THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958




THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EQ12958



THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EQ12958



THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW E012958



THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

-
— =

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW E012958



THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EQ12958




THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED AW EO12958

=

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958




THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958



THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW E012958




THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

ot P g et

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW E012958




THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW E012958




THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED TIAW EOQ12958

.

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW E012958



THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW E012958




THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958



THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EQ12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958



THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EQ12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958




THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

= ..

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958




THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED AW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EOQ12958



THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958



THIS PAGE DECLASSIFIED IAW EO12958

SECRET

The Life and Times of Little Jes
8/3gt. E. C. Singletary

Back in September of 1942, on a windswept ramp at Weastover Field,
Massachusetts, Ground Crew Chief T/Sgt. Alfred E. Sousa cast a skeptical
glance in the direction of a brand new Bob two five. Its polished plexi-
glass, its spotless coat of dull camouflage, its brightly painted serial
number --- 41-13061 --- all caught his attention before he turned away.
"One of those mew 'C' jobs," thought Sousa. "How'll it stand up?" It
was merely a pup among planes, barely twenty hours old. Just a kid, knee
britches stuff. But it was Sousa's, all Sousa's =-- and the pilot's too,
of course =--, The Crew Chief looked at it again, and then gave it the
once over with the pilet and his alr ecrew.

It was the pilot, lst Lt. Hobert W. Therndike who deecided that it
needed a name. He asked Sousa about it. BSecusa didn't know. He asked
the Bombardier, 3/Sgt. Donald J. Daly. Daly couldn't decide. Names were
suggested and tossed from tongue to tongue but none of them sounded quite
right, for the plane, young and untried though it was, seemed to have some=
thing special about it, an intangible quality which they wers trying to
screen in their imaginations.

Lt. Thorndike sat himself down on the diamond treat of one of the
plane's huge bulging tires. He yawned, scratched his left ear, and toyed
with a pair of African Dominces, Suddenly he let the dice roll on the ramp.
Don Daly broke into smiles, for the bones froze on four, a though point in
anyone's Crap Game. Slipping off the tire, Thorndike picked them up and
whispered something to them. He listened to the clatter in his hand for
a moment, and then, satisfied with the reply he received, tossed them out
again. Staring like owl eyes up at Daly were two deuces. "Little Joe"
someone said. "Little Joe it is", said Thorndike. "Little Joe" it was.
And po, "Little Joe" and the two dlce were painted across his cheek we=
an apt name for a lucky kid.

Al Sousa, a Bristol, Rhode Island boy, smiled his approval at the
choice of names, and began to like the plane a little bit. Or perhaps
he had liked it from the start and just didu't want to say so, for he
pampered it constantly, even in those early days.

After a while, when the big day arrived, Sousa and Lt. Thorndike
and the rest of the crew climbed aboard, and "Little Joe® gave a shout
of joy when his engines were revved, and scampered down the runway.
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The pilets liked "Little Jee". Liked to fly him, for he never let
them down, and they never let him down, either. Lt. Thorndike flew with
"Little Joe en 37 missions before F/O Wirth took over. F/0 Wirth flew 33,
and next was Capt. Evans with 19 missions. Other pilots flew him too,
seventeen of them by the time "Little Joe" had done 128 missions. Sousa
flew "Little Joe" too, 50 hours of local co-pilet time. "Little Joe” must
have got a kick out of that, for Scusa was ene man he could talk back to
and make him like it. But Sousa could talk back to "Little Joe" too, and
his talent in doing se iz proved by the records which show that "Joe" got
his second pair of engines at Cape Bon, but only after 460 hours of solid
throbbing, and that "Joe" didn't get a new pair of tires until he had had
122 mispions. And never omce did "Joe" turn back from a mission because
he was temperamental, or because he couldn't handle his 100 octane. A
great guy, thls "Little Joe". He always took good care of his men, too ---
always brought them back alive,

Al Sousa won't boast about his part in the plane's success ==-- it is
never he who did it, but "Litile Joe" himself. But he'll boast about his
boy, and tell how "Joe" helped blast hell «-- and Jerry --- out of Batti-
paglia when the troops who landed at Salerno needed just such a bit of
"Little Joe's" teclmique desperately. There was that first raid on Naples,
too, and another first raid, on Rome. Al will go on and on about "Little
Joe", describing at length his deadly punch, his expert touch and his
devil-may-care, go-to~Hell attitude. He talks about him 1iks he was his
own little boy, yet describes him as a boy who was born a man, for "Joe”
had know how and guts even back at Westover. That's what they recogniszed
in him when they were trying to find his name.

Everyone who has known "Little Joe" will tell you the same, and more
thanomcrewwﬂlbetollingthdrgrndohﬂdnnahwtthoﬂnlwhmtw
flew with hin. No ome ever got mad at Joe and he never urt any of hia
friends, not even those men he took on his 105th mission, when he picked up
13 flak holes in his wing sections.

But Joe couldn't always stay young. 127 missions is a lot for a plane,
even one with guts and stamina and all that. It was the 17th of May 1944.
"One more fling", thought "Little Joe". "That was it, one more fling to
make it a straight 128 --- and then ---". Even his sister, "aboo" eouldn't
tie a record like that.

"Joe" has a new Job now --~ and a third set of engines --~ and expects
to make himself famous all over again. He'll carve ont a new career. It
won't be as glamarous, but something more dignified. He's a cargo ship now,
but keep your eye on him, for Joe's going places again. You ean't keep a

g:odh::n down, as he told Sousa bsck in England that time. He's still doing
‘ ' e
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Cocky, he was, even from the start. He cireled the field, gave the eye te
a passing P-38 (a strawberry blond, no less), thumbed his nose at a B-24,
and headed for England, via Labrador, Greenland and Iceland. (Lt. Thorn-
dike's account of the trip over may be found elsewhere in this history).

They stopped in England for a while, but "Little Joe" didn't like it
there very much, and wanted to be on his way. Too much tea, perhaps, as
he went for the stronger stuff, like 100 octane and hydraulic finid. And
there wasn't enough action. "Can't hold a good man down like this", he
seemed to sgy. So they gave in to him, and took off again --~ Land's End,
England, and then a big hop, to Tafaroui, Africa. That was en December 7,
1942. Little Joe was going to see his action, and meet some new friends
-== Sgt. Sousa's ground crew --- and do some more flying with "Taboo" and
"Green Eyes" and "Dis'n Did It", and get pundhed in the nose on his first
mission by Jerry Flak.

The first rald scared Sousa a trifle, and he pointed out to "Little
Joe" that a man should hit back, and "Little Joe" laughed, and said he
knew it all the time; just give him a chance, he kmew what to do. So he
responded to Sousa's faith in him, and even showed the other planes some
tricks they didn't know. For happy weeks he pounded Jerry almost every
day, and came home tired but never admitted it. --- Just a day's werk
and what fun he'd had: Sfax and Gabes; El Aouina and Tunis, and even Bi-
zerte, where he kept strictly on the beam despite seductive publicity about
a girl who once lived there. Pantelleria knew him well, and trembled when
he came. He looked in on Lampedusa, but didn't think it worth his while to
g0 back. On special days, he went on Sea Sweeps, and liked these best of
all. He'd roar in on enemy ships at low altitude and they'd scatter like
schools of frightemed fish, and he'd drop his bombs, and shake with laugh-
ter to see what pretty flames the Afrika Corp's gasoline made. That was
really big time stuff. Not work for boys. He had his long pants now, got
them at a place called Tunis.

Things went along pretty well for "Little Joe" until his &7th mission,
when he got poked in the ribs with flak. He said it didn't hurt, but Sousa
called time out and teck "Joe" to the little boy's room to get fixed up.
He made a fuass, a.ndromindodSounthuth-uuammmdthntnomq
tightorplmhadmrdaredtockhh,mdwhymkemhafu:abmtn

little flak, when he himself personally had polished off five enemy aireraft
without even so much as a scrateh.

"Little Joe" was always pretty much the Fair Haired boy of the Squadron. °
An only son. They called all the other planes "She", and "Little Joe", who
thought that a woman's place is in the home, 1iked to show these girls who
was boss. It was tough going sometimes, but he could take it, and could dish
it out too, and he always proved to his sisters that he eould outfight them
and outfly them any time.
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Sgt. Sousa doesn't admit 1t readily, but he's a little indignant to
think thst his wonderful B-25 should be reduced to such menial labor, no
matter how essential it might be. Seusa would rather help fly Joe baek
to the States, a trip he is positive "Little Jee" has earned. And then,
after a 30 day furlough, Sousa would like to be assigned to one of the
new B-29's --- but only providing he could find a suitable guardian for
hies boy, "Little Joe".
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