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Special Outline Section for April 1944

On 24 April 1944, Major Lawrence G. Hill, Jr., was appointed Squadron Commander, vice major 
Lawrence Cometh, who is returning to the United States on rotation.  Major Hill was formerly 
Operations Officer of the 428th Squadron.

Recreational facilities remained in the same in April as in March --- softball, trout fishing, moving 
pictures and nightly programs at the Red Cross Club.  The weather has been generally warm, with but 
few rainy days.  Sun bathing is possible and swimming would be in order, but the mountain streams 
and pools are too cold, and the nearby beaches, which would otherwise be ideal, are thickly planted 
with land mines.

There has been a very noticeable improvement in food.  Fresh butter and fresh meats --- chicken, beef 
and pork --- delicacies which have been almost completely lacking in our diet since leaving 
Philippeville, are now being supplied to us in comparative abundance by the Quartermaster.  These 
items were supplemented by fresh eggs and vegetables purchased in Africa with money from the 
Squadron Fund and flown to Corsica in B-25’s.  It can be said that we are now messing extremely well,
possibly better than the average unit in the “World’s Best Fed Army.”

Combat personnel resumed trips to Rest Camp on the Isle of Capri, and to Cairo, Egypt.  For ground 
enlisted personnel, the Squadron has established a Rest Camp of its own in the Hotel des Voyageurs, at 
Bonifacio on the Southern tip of Corsica.  Fourteen men are being set each week.  A rest camp where 
officers may spend from one to three days has been established in a small village near Prunelli, 15 
miles West of Ghisonaccia.

One sea sweep and 17 bombing missions were flown against land targets in central Italy during April.  
No ships were lost in combat.  The 170 sorties flown brought the ratio of sorties to planes lost to .8865 
at the end of the month.  None of these missions were attacked by enemy aircraft.



War Diary April 1944

1 In today’s softball contest between the Squadron Area and the Armament Section, S/Sgt. Boyd 
(“The Moon”) Morningstar pitched a no hit no run game for the Squadron Area, netting a final score of 
3 to 0.  This could very well be the first no hit no run softball game ever to be pitched in Corsica.

A physical and dental inspection of all enlisted personnel was made today.

T/Sgt. Wade Dawson and crew are having headaches over Pink Lady’s hydraulic system.  Something 
about her valves keeps crossing them up.  Pink Lady (a/c 41-29912-D) has been grounded so often 
lately, that she is in imminent danger of being accused of Goldbricking.

2nd Lt. W. G. Lytle is absent sick at the 35th Station Hospital.

One bombing mission.

2 As thousands cheered, “The Moon” (S/Sgt. Morningstar) dooed it again, by pitching another no 
hit no run game for the Squadron Area against the Communications Section this afternoon.  Final 
Score:  2 to 0.

S/Sgt. M. C. Munson and Cpl. J. P. Labash were horsing around this afternoon, wrestling and whatnot, 
when Munson accidentally pressed some hitherto undiscovered reflex in Labash’s anatomy, causing 
him to jackknife high into the air, and land face down on the rocky bottom of a foxhole.  Cpl. Labash 
didn’t regain consciousness until after an ambulance ride to the dispensary, where he was revived and 
treated for a scratch on the cheek.

One bombing mission.

3 Capt. George N. Evans; 1st Lts: H. B. Arnoult and B. A. Joyce, and S/Sgts: C. A. Mayronne and 
E. Pummill left on 29 March 44 for a week’s vacation at Cairo, Egypt.  They flew down in one of the 
Squadron planes, which will remain there during their stay.  They expect to stop at a civilian hotel, for 
there is no Rest Camp at Cairo.  According to recent reports, Cairo is one of the few cities in the world 
which is unaffected by war time conditions;  shops, restaurants and night clubs are carrying on in full 
swing; there is no blackout, and luxury commodities are plentiful.

No mission.

[Below:  Dining out in Cairo 1944]



Figure 1: P.T. is the abbreviation for Egyptian Pound.  
Above: A 50-pound note.



4 Cpl. Elmer Wattler, Jr., one of our cooks was overheard confessing a very serious case of 
indigestion to Doctor Shrader.  The only comment which can possibly be made under circumstances of 
this sort is necessarily caustic, and had best be left out of the history.

Two new field workers have arrived to assist Madam Ballet at the Red Cross Club.  They are blond 
Hildegard Darin and brunette Jackie Nordlinger, both from New York.  Sgt. R. L. Spradling was so 
busy watching the tall and handsome Miss Darin when she dined in our enlisted men’s mess the other 
day that he spilled an entire canteen cup of hot coffee on several adjacent NCO’s, and thereby caused 
himself to blush --- probably the first blush to appear on the face of a 381st man since the Battle of 
Philippeville.

A British traveling show entertained on the base today.  Stars were
pianist Kay Cavendish, who is frequently heard over B.B.C., and
actress Francis [Florence] Desmond who stole the show with her
excellent singing voice and clever impersonations of Betty Davis
and other well known actresses.

No mission.

Figure 2: Hildegard Darin

Figure 3: Jackie Nordlinger

Figure 4: Florence 
Desmond



5 1st Lts. R. A. McLaughlin, O. B. Leasure, L. C. Heller and D. D. Horrocks; T/Sgts. R. A. 
Biebighauser, W. C. S. Burt and T. R. Magouirk; and S/Sgt. J. F. Liest left this morning for Naples, 
where they will take a boat to the Isle of Capri for a week at Rest Camp.

Capt. Shrader, Squadron Flight Surgeon, performed his first major operation since joining the 
Squadron.  The scene of the operation was the dispensary; the patient, “Runt,” Major Cometh’s pup.  
When the operation was all over “Runt” was exceedingly unhappy, for she had had her nice long tail 
amputated, as is befitting a young lady with fox-terrier ancestry.  She didn’t wag the bloody stump 
when the operation was completed or even thank the doctor.  She is convalescing in her ration box 
boudoir beside the Orderly Room’s fireplace.

No mission.

6 Major General Cannon, Commanding General of the XII Air Force, visited the base today.

For the past two days the Squadron and Group have been on 24 hour alert for the purpose of repulsing a
force of French Commandos who will attempt to take our Headquarters and Landing Ground in 
practice maneuvers.  All personnel are to be ready at their assigned posts within five minutes after the 
alert is sounded.  The French forces will be distinguishable by the fact that they will wear no hats or 

Figure 5: Florence Desmond entertains the troops of the 310th BG



head gear.  Any man on either side who is hit by a flashlight beam is theoretically dead and out of the 
game.  The maneuvers will last five hours.

Capt. G. N. Evans; 1st Lts. B. A. Joyce and H. B. Arnoult; and S/Sgts. C. A. Mayronne and E. Pummill 
returned from Cairo.

S/Sgt. I. H. Berzon was promoted to T/Sgt., while the following named Sgts. Were promoted to S/Sgt:  
R. L. Gifford, W. Goldyn, M. A. Haberman and M. Pusen.

One sea search, one bombing mission.

7 Three fresh eggs for breakfast this morning.

Tonight at 18:30 hours the alert for the Practice Maneuver sounded.  Within a few minutes, during 
which there was a wild scramble for equipment, our men were at their posts.  Seconds later, patrols 
took off to locate the enemy, and as scouts brought back word of the enemy’s strength and disposition, 
our forces were rushed to repulse them.  The enemy advanced from the West and from the South.  Our 
forces were deployed to cut off the enemy’s Southern spearhead which was driving towards our landing
strip.  Other forces were sent out to trap the enemy between the river and the railroad running West of 
Ghisonaccia Station, and thus counter their thrust towards our headquarters.  Prisoners were taken by 
both sides, and many men, “Killed” by flashlight beams, slinked back to their quarters while the battle 
raged.  At 22:30 hours when the maneuver ended, the enemy in the Western sector had been routed, 
while the enemy’s Southern force was found to have advanced to within 1,500 yards of the runway.

There were no actual casualties, and the victorious 310th hurried to be after gulping hot coffee, thankful 
that they don’t have to assist in the training of Commandos every day.

S/Sgt. J. F. Wright is on D.S. [Detached Service] with the 57th Bomb Wing.

One mission.

8 After last night’s activities, sack time was more interesting than food; consequently, very few 
men turned up for breakfast.

A solid overcast hit the sky all day long.

Pft. R. C. Elton returned from the 35th Station Hospital.

No mission.

9  Easter Sunday

Three fresh eggs for breakfast, and fresh hamburger for lunch.  It was a very quiet day, with a fine mist 
falling from an overcast sky from dawn until dusk.  Protestant Easter Services were held in the Red 
Cross Service Club, while the Chaplain said Mass for the Catholic personnel at Ghisonaccia Station’s 
tiny stone church.



10 The entire Red Cross Personnel, assisted by liberal doses of advice from Officers and G.I.’s, 
have finally got the new doughnut machine working.  It is wonderful to watch it huff and puff, and see 
the steaming hot doughnuts tumble out of its innards in a never ending stream.  A “Clubmobile” has 
been set up in an old shed near the Briefing Room, where doughnuts will be served the combat crews 
after they have been interrogated.

1st Lt. Stephen Stemboroski, Group
Motor Pool Officer, has been
assigned to the 381st, but will be
attached to Group Headquarters for
duty and rations.

One bombing mission. 

[Right: American Red Cross
Clubmobile waiting for customers to
arrive.]

Figure 6: The stone church at Ghisonaccia



11 1st Lt. John J. Mason, Jr., T/Sgt. M. E. Minshew and S/Sgt. J. B. Morris returned from the 35th 
Station Hospital today.

No mission.

12 The Base Officer’s Club opened tonight with a dance.  Guests were nurses of the 35th Station 
Hospital.  A bar was presided over by S/Sgt. Fred Ziess, and music was provided by an orchestra from 
the 41st Engineers.

Capts. R. D. Abbott and R. Pemberton; 1st Lts. F. R. Eaton and F. P. Wells; 2nd Lt. C. P. Shearer; T/Sgts. 
A. Foderaro and E. L. Snyder; and S/Sgt. J. F. Sigafoos took off this morning for the Rest Camp at 
Capri.

One bombing mission.

13 The baths at Pietropola having proved inadequate and inconvenient, a new shower has been 
erected for the Group on the shore of the river at Ghisonaccia.  The shower and dressing room walls 
have been made of tarpaulin, erected on a wooden frame.  It will accommodate about 30 people at one 
time.  The water is pumped from the river and heated.

Rain showers throughout the day.              One mission.

Figure 7: Crews at the Clubmobile enjoying their doughnuts and coffee after a mission



14 A very interesting lecture was given at the Red Cross Club this evening by Captain Powell, 
formerly of the British 5th Army.  Captain Powell is very well informed on the War situation in all 
theatres.  His lecture on the subject was made even more interesting by his vast knowledge of the 
political and diplomatic relations existing in Allied and enemy countries.  After his lecture, Captain 
Powell spent two hours giving brilliant answers to questions asked by his very enthusiastic audience.

1st Lts. J. H. Capers and W. F. Ewalt; S/Sgts. F. C. Collom and D. B. Malone and Cpl. C. D. Shoemaker 
left for a rest at Cairo, Egypt.

1st Lts. R. A. McLaughlin, O. B. Leasure, L. C. Heller and D. D. Horrocks; T/Sgts. R. A. Biebighauser, 
W. C. S. Burt and T. R. Magouirk and S/Sgt. J. F. Liest returned from the Rest Camp on the Isle of 
Capri.

One bombing mission.

15 General Knapp visited the Briefing Room today while the crews were being briefed for today’s 
mission.  

The Squadron had its blankets cleaned today.  They were piled on a truck early this morning and hauled
off to the Quartermaster laundry, where they were washed and dried and returned before sundown.

Three fresh eggs for breakfast, fried chicken for lunch and Vienna sausage for dinner.

F/O C. F. Keith received his commission as 2nd Lt. Today.

S/Sgt. J. P. Boder was promoted to T/Sgt.  Sgts. W. E. Prall and G. B. Underwood were promoted to 
S/Sgt.

Pvt. Paul Lazorshak’s left leg was
severely injured by flak on today’s
mission.  He was rushed to the 35th

Station Hospital as soon as his aircraft
landed.  Also at the 35th was M/Sgt.
Malloy, who traded places with Sgt. V.
R. Drew.

One mission.

16 There was a fifteen minute air
raid alert this morning at 04:00 hours.

Lt Horrocks is passing out grains of
salt for consumption with his latest
rumor.   The entire 7th Army, according
to the source which Lt. Horrocks quotes, is at Ajaccio, where they are waiting to form a spearhead 
which will be thrust at the Southern coast of France.  He adds that for reasons of security, Ajaccio, is a 
barricaded city --- that no one is being admitted, and if any one should get in, he would not be allow to 
leave.

Figure 8: George B. Underwood



One bulldozer gave our softball diamond the once over today, leaving it as flat and smooth as a billiard 
table.  S/Sgt. Hosack and a few Italian prisoners, with technical advice supplied by S/Sgts. “Moon” 
Morningstar and Sandy Sandvick, put up a twelve foot backstop.

Pfc. A. S. Sichelski returned from the 35th Station Hospital.

No mission.

17 There was a noticeable decline in incoming mail last year just prior to the fall of Tunis and 
Bizerte.  The same thing happened immediately proceeding the Sicilian campaign, and again before 
Salerno and Anzio.  It has been almost a month now since we have had a satisfactory mail call.  This 
fact plus the tremendously increased military activity on the Island of Corsica, plus the broadcast 
statement of Allied leaders, and the recent intensive bombing of targets within Fortress Europe, gives 
substance to the countless rumors that the hour of invasion is at hand.  Perhaps tomorrow or this week.  
Or next week.  Or the one following.  Quantities of money is changing hands, for bets are made from 
day to day and hour to hour.  Pools are being formed.  Pup-tent strategists and mess hall Generals, led 
by none other than Sgt. James Daniel Thompson, are issuing daily forecasts.  Everyone seems to have 
but one thought in mind:  The Invasion.

18 Capts. R. D. Abbott and R. Pemberton; 1st Lts. F. R. Eaton and F. P. Wells; 2nd Lt. C. P. Shearer; 
T/Sgts. A. Foderaro and E. L. Snyder and S/Sgt. J. F. Sigafoos returned from the Isle of Capri.

Capt. T. R. Knight; 2nd Lt. A. E. Vosburgh; T/Sgt. J. A. Heaney; and S/Sgts. H. W. Campbell and G. B. 
Underwood; and Cpl. R. E. Darling left for Capri this morning.

Pvt. D. A. Young is absent sick at the 35th Station Hospital.

No mission.

19 S/Sgt. M. M. Levine was promoted to T/Sgt.  The following named Sgts. Were promoted to 
S/Sgts: M. C. Cutrona, L. Maddox, K. L. Myers, I. D. Scott, H. W. Smith, J. E. Washington and J. P. 
Williams.

2nd Lt. M. P. Oie is absent sick at the 35th Station Hospital, while Cpl. P. L. Campbell and Pfc. R. L. 
Neff returned from there.

One bombing mission.

20 A Rest Camp has been established at Bonifacio, Corsica, for enlisted ground personnel of the 
381st Squadron.  The 14 men who will go each week are quartered in the Hotel des Voyageurs at their 
own expense.  Food is supplied by the Squadron, and cooked by the hotel.  According to reports, the 
French can do marvelous things with G.I. food.



The Hotel is on the shore at the bottom of the cliff on which stands the
bastion of Bonifacio.  The principal diversion at the Rest Camp is
resting, or when not thus engaged, one may walk into the hills, or along
the shore, or take one of the boats which are for hire, and sail to the blue
caves under the cliffs --- caves like the Blue Grotto on the Isle of Capri. 
Then, for those who like the local wine and Cap Corse, there are several
little bars where the characters who populate the water front gather and
pass the time of day.  And then there are the girls --- said to be among
the loveliest in Corsica.  But they are not friendly, and run when they
see a soldier approaching.  So far, not even one of our men who have
been there has thus far succeeded in establishing a speaking
acquaintance with one.  There is talk of striking a medal for
presentation to the man who accomplishes this presumably impossible feat.

The bastion of Bonifacio, perched upon the lofty cliff, contains the town of Bonifacio enclosed within a
moat and protected with 5 miles of towering stone walls.  A medieval structure, this fortification was 
commenced in the year 1300 A.D., and was not completed until the middle of the 15th Century.  Two 
draw bridges guard the two huge gates into the fortress and city, where most of the population live.

One pleasant feature of the town is that there are no M.P.’s, nor military control, and no other G.I.’s.

One bombing mission.

Figure 9: The Bastion of Bonifacio (La bastion de l'Étandard) Corsica



21 Capt. Robert Pemberton, Squadron Intelligence Officer, departed today for Telergma, Algeria, 
where he will be on temporary duty with Bomber Training Command.  Capt. Pemberton will deliver 
instructions in Intelligence procedure to uninitiated combat teams arriving from the United States.  He 
expects to be gone for about a month.

T/Sgt. E. L. Snyder is absent sick at the 35th Station Hospital.

No mission.

22 1st Lts. J. H. Capers and W. F. Ewalt; S/Sgts. F. C. Collom and D. B. Malone; and Cpl. C. D. 
Shoemaker arrived back from Cairo today.  They brought all manner of interesting souvenirs, Swiss 
watches, jewelry, clothing, embroidered gadgets suitable for mailing to girl friends, and so on, ad 
infinitum.

Capt. O. E. Fayard; 1st Lt. H. C. Block; T/Sgt. A. C. Williams and S/Sgt. M. A. Haberman left for Cairo
today.

No mission.

23 Five new B-25’s have been attached to the Squadron.  They are all of the new B-25-J type, and 
are silver in color, in accordance with the new policy of not camouflaging planes.  Crew Chiefs for 
these new planes will be T/Sgts: F. L. Johnson, N. R. Michel, R. E. Miller, O. C. Olson and H. L. 
Steele.

The Ordnance personnel who were transferred out of the Squadron last September to form the 6634th 
Ordnance Air Drome Company, 3rd Service Group, have been reassigned to the Squadron.  They 
number one officer and 20 enlisted men.  Personnel not formerly assigned to the 381st are 2nd Lt. 
George A. Brandt-Bey, and two enlisted men, Cpl. J. R. Huffman and Pfc. C. P. Stewart.  All other 
personnel formerly with the 381st have transferred back with the exception of 1st. Lt. Lee A. Shearouse 
and Pvt. Henry Rath.

Leaving for the Isle of Capri this morning were 2nd Lts. I. S. Clark, R. I. Johnson and J. R. Simpkins; 
S/Sgts L. C. Deese, T. L. Knight, W. E. Prall and H. W. Smith; and Cpl. F. J. Dzienkiewicz.

One new Italian Prisoner of War has been attached to the Squadron.

One bombing mission.

24 It has been announced that the Squadron Commander, Major Lawrence Cometh, is returning to 
the United States, and that our new Squadron Commander is to be Major Lawrence G. Hill, formerly 
Operations Officer of the 428th Squadron.  Major Hill assumes command of the Squadron today.

There was a cake baking contest at the Red Cross Club this evening.  First honors went to a 428th cook, 
while Sgt. Joe Czajka’s three layer chocolate job took second place.

A very warm day.

One bombing mission.



25 Another very warm day.  The snow on the mountains has been melting very rapidly; there is 
little left save a few small patches on the highest peaks.

M/Sgt. W. J. Malloy and Pvt. D. A. Young returned from the 35th Station Hospital, and T/Sgt. W. C. S. 
Burt was admitted to that hospital.

One bombing mission.

26 A sudden rainstorm of cloud burst proportions broke at
04:00 hours this morning, and continued for two hours.  There
were rain showers throughout the day, which was unusually cold
and damp.

Fresh eggs for breakfast, and genuine hamburgers with lettuce
salad for lunch.  The eggs and lettuce came from Philippeville.
S/Sgt. Fred Ziess flew to Africa and purchased a whole plane
load of eggs and fresh vegetables.  Spring onions, radishes and
green peas will be on our menu for the next day or so.

S/Sgt. J. F. Wright has been transferred to the 57th Wing.

No mission.

27 More clouds and much rain.  A thoroughly disagreeable
day.

1st Lt. John Opeka, Jr., Squadron Navigator, has signed up about
20 enlisted combat men for a class in Navigation.  He will hold his classes each evening at 18:30 in the 
Briefing Room.

No mission.

28 The following named officers and men took off for rest camp at Capri:  Major W. E. 
Coddington; 2nd Lts. S. J. Larkin and R. W. Whitehead; T/Sgts. J. P. Boder and J. J. Duffy; S/Sgts. P. C. 
Cardimino and M. Pusen; and Pvt. J. T. Daniell.

Pork Chops for dinner.

Two bombing missions.

29 1st Lt. G. M. Prior and T/Sgts. E. R. Colby and B. A. Cobb left for the United States, where they 
will have a 30 day furlough with traveling time, after which they will return to this organization for  
another tour of duty.

S/Sgt. C. B. Sisco is absent sick at the 35th Station Hospital.

One bombing mission.

Figure 10: Cartoon by Edward 
Betts, 379th BS



30 1st Lt. H. C. Block, 2nd Lt. J. L. Peplinski, T/Sgt. A. C. Williams and S/Sgt. M. A. Haberman 
returned from Cairo today.  Capt. O. E. Fayard was detained in Cairo with laryngitis.  Returning from 
Capri were 2nd Lts. I. S. Clark, R. I. Johnson and J. R. Simpkins; S/Sgts. L. C. Deese, T. L. Knight, W. 
E. Prall and H. W. Smith; and Cpl. F. J. Dzienkiewicz.

Sgt. C. Destefano is absent sick at the 35th Station Hospital.

One bombing mission.

The Squadron Softball League was played off in two rounds during April.  On the 17 games played, the
Engineering Team won 16.  The following enlisted men composed the Engineering Team:  T/Sgts. F. L.
Johnson, third base; H. A. Johnson, left field; A. M. Kemp, short field; E. E. Sandstead, center field; 
S/Sgts. M. B. Hosack, pitcher; P. W. O’Brien, catcher; Sgts. A. D. Reed, right field; O. C. Shultz, 
second base; Cpl. G. Yousaitis, short stop and Pvt. S. Sherman, first base.

Results of games played by the Squadron Softball team during April were as follows:

381st  -  5 428th  -  2
381st  -  5 380th  -  4
381st  -  0 380th   - 8
381st  -  2 428th  -  8
381st  -  14 347th  -  9 (*)
381st  -  0 380th   - 3
381st  -  3 428th  -  14
381st  -  3 347th  -  6 (*)
381st  -  13 379th   -  12

(*)  347th Service Squadron

Key players of the Squadron Softball Team were:  1st. Lts. D. G. Foote, and R. A. McLlaughlin; 2nd Lt. 
R. F. Elmer; T/Sgt. J. J. Jacob; S/Sgts. M. B. Hosack, B. D. Morningstar, G. Q. Sandvick, and J. E. 
Washington; Sgts. R. E. Johnson and N. E. Offerdahl; and Cpls. E. Watler and G. Yousaitis.

 



Operational Section

[See the original Diary for mission descriptions and crew lists.]

Special Events Section April 1944

FORWARD

Flight Chief M/Sgt. John E. McGary has written the following tribute to “Taboo,” one of his Flight’s 
planes, (a/c 41-13052-C).  M/Sgt. McGary was intimately associated with the plane from the day on 
which it was assigned to the Flight Echelon at Westover Field in September of 1942, until its untimely 
destruction by the eruption of Mt. Vesuvius in March 1944.

M/Sgt. McGary exemplifies the keen devotion with which all air and ground personnel regard their 
ships, and emphasizes the friendship which bound all those who flew and served “Taboo.”

Its first crew, with whom M/Sgt. McGary flew from the United States to Africa via England, is referred
to as Van, Hank and Pee Wee; Willie, Ray and Trigger.  They are, respectively, Capt. Richard Van 
Divort (Pilot), 1st Lts: Henry B. Wightman (Co-Pilot) and Francis E. Wilson, (Navigator); T/Sgts: 
Willie A. Smith (Bombardier) and Ray Chaffins (Radio) and S/Sgt. Forest S. Nelson (Gunner).  These 
Officers and Enlisted Men have all returned to the United States save Lt. Wilson, who has been missing
in action since 8 February 1943, when he flew in a ship which didn’t return.

Left to reminisce with M/Sgt. McGary are “Taboo’s” Ground Crew:  Archie, the Crew Chief, and his 
mechanics, Al, Louie and Moe.  On formal occasions the are referred to as T/Sgt. Archie M. Kemp, 
Sgt. Albert D. Reed, and Sgt. Robert L. Spradling, Jr.  As evidence of their enthusiasm for “Taboo,” 
they all still wear her insignia, an Ace of Spades, on their clothing.  But perhaps one day Mac and 
Archie, Al, Louie and Moe will learn to love their new sardine colored B-25-J, and give her a name and
design a new insignia and describe her with words of fondness and admiration --- but for now, tragedy 
is fresh in their minds, and all new planes are strictly taboo.



TABOO

By M/Sgt. John E. McGary

Airplanes, like things, are generally referred to impersonally, as big hunks of junk, or secret weapons, 
or kites, or craft, or just airplanes, whichever the case may be, and grammatically they are strictly 
neuter, but in this case I am going to give them personality.  At least this particular one, just as the boys 
of the Northern ferry passage bestow personality on the migrating kites that pass their way.  Just as they
call the Fortress the old woman, who was always accompanied by her pea shooters, the kids, so did 
they call the grisly old battle wagon, B-Two-Four, the old man, who generally traveled alone, or at least
stag, with the rest of his kind.

So do I think of the B-Two-Five as a fickle minded real live girl, filled with whims and fancies, 
intuitions and intrigues, and all the temperaments that go to make up the characters of sugar and spice.  
Could be she even has a soul, as she soars above where mortals fear to tread.  Be that as it may, let’s be 
on with the gal involved.

I can’t speak for her early life, as we didn’t meet until she was 20 hours old, but from that day onward 
we became very intimate, and I came to know her and understand her even better than the flesh and 
blood variety.

It was on a windy ramp I first met her, a dejected looking hangar queen, if I am any judge of hanger 
queens, with internal ailments of all sorts.  However, after a change of engine, and three carburetors, 
plus plenty of sweet talk and patience, during which time I had to hold her hand both night and day, she
was again sky worthy.  After showering her with kindness and attention for several weeks, she became 
on of the most attractive gals I know.

The orders came, the social obligations cut short, and northward through the clouds along the course of 
the Gulf Stream, to see our home land again we knew not when.  Seven of us there were, Van, Hank, 
and Pee Wee, Willie, Ray, Trigger and myself, sharing our fate with her and trusting her implicitly.  Not
that I am a brave man when defying the laws of gravitation, but I had confidence in her ability to fall 
gracefully.

Goose Bay, in the barren, gal-less wastes of Labrador, was the first stop, and the first taste of bitter 
cold, where an oath would freeze on your lips, and the aurora turned the nights into weird pictures of 
fantastic things.  But she lived up to the greatest expectations, and after breathing down her neck, and 
many starts, we finally winged our way toward Greenland’s icy mountains, which were reached and 
crossed on that proverbial prayer.  But the snag came at B-West-One, where the snow was cold, the 
wind was cold, and most of the time the engines were cold.  We were snowed in for days, thru no fault 
of hers, for early each morning she was as impatient as we to be off in a cloud of snow flakes.  She was
always obedient to answer the command, except once, the important once when she was stubborn, and 
I beat her, and the snow melted like tears from her wings.  But as I look back now, maybe it was better 
that way.  We’re still alive today, at least some of us, God rest their courageous souls.

It was a 4:00 a.m. preflight, and ice was everywhere.  We had to thaw her out with heaters before she’d 
give her consent.  But she finally cooperated beautifully to our mutual satisfaction, and as dawn broke 
over the ice cap, the flight prepared to go.  Perhaps it was premonition, who can tell?  But she refused 
to move.  We coaxed her, we whispered sweet nothings to her in the places where we thought it would 



do the most good.  We sweated and swore, but she was stubborn.  With sadness we watched our flight 
move out without us.  As they circled above us, and dipped their wings in farewell, something inside 
her clicked (for any layman, who in the future years may read this touching tale, it was the starter dog 
inside her barking, which meshed the engine, which ultimately makes all engines go) and one by one 
her engines roared defiance to the glistening elements which gloated all about us.

We taxied like mad to take off position, and thanked our God we had not been left behind to pine away 
in this arctic paradise.  Then it happened and she blew, the left main tire, and we headed for the 
rhubarb.  Naturally, there was no rhubarb, but that is what is always said on such an occasion.

She groaned to a stop just inches from a head on collision, and her engines gave up the ghost.  She was 
sad, as if to say “I’m sorry boys, to let you down like this.”

We sweated a little blood changing that wheel in swirling snow on the icy slant.  Had to borrow one 
from a salvaged -26 who had squatted to earth with her wheels up.  We were ready to leave the next 
morning, but the soup was so thick that you couldn’t eat it with a spoon, and it stayed that way for days
and days, and I beat her daily with a broom as a reminder of her failure.  Each morning as we swept the
ice and snow from her, I cussed her and one morning I struck a broom handle clear through her 
elevators as the ice clung to her.  She was humble and not a whimper did she make, except for an 
occasional groan from the weight of the ice and snow encased about her.

But when our next chance came she was ready and in the darkness of Thanksgiving dawn she roared 
down the metal strip and out across the fjord with a smoothness that was beautiful.  With a nose that 
seemed to smell the earth she dived down thru the soup hours later to the welcome landing field in 
Iceland, which was our next place of refuge.  We patted her, and kissed her and loved the very ground 
she taxied on, as we looked up that the closing mist 500 feet above us.  It was bitterly cold here too, but
we didn’t scold her now, as we melted the ice from her dripping body.  It was all forgiven now.

As she skimmed gracefully across the wave tops on her way to Scotland a few days later, we had not a 
fault to find with her.  She was perfect.

From Prestwick’s bonny lassies to Hardwick’s knee deep mud, she took it all in stride, and there was 
welcome on the matting when we met our flight again.  We gave her a new set of spark plugs, and 
administered to her growing pains, and she was proud.  On down to Hethel and she gave us not a 
worry.

Then on the day before Christmas Eve they shipped us off to Cornwall, and she was sad like the rest of 
us to leave the Norwich hospitality.

She got a through working over here, and we gave her fresh alcohol for Christmas, and she was happy 
as we were, with the love and kind treatment.  She too was filled with anticipation as we filled her belly
full of petrol, for this was Land’s End, and this was it.  But there wasn’t long to wait.  Her brood of P-
Three-Eights came, like streaks of Lightning across the dull sky, we were briefed, and off at last on the 
end of our three month trek toward war.

Her engines sang out in expectancy as she soared high over Biscay Bay, and down around the Rock, 
with her kids playing tag around her.  It was Africa to the right of us and it was raining hard, but she 
nosed her way on thru, unafraid.  Just before dark we saw the lake bed, and the town off to the left, and 
the railroad tracks, all right where they were supposed to be.  She slipped into her approach and 



splashed her way on down, slipping skidding on the wet pavement, but stopping where she was 
supposed to stop, instead of in the mud ahead, like some of them had done.  Again we kissed her and 
caressed her, as the rain streamed down our faces and hers, and we knew that there was nothing that she
couldn’t do.  It was New Year’s Eve in Africa.

On January 2 she entered the war zone, and what was to be her home for months to come.  It was here 
she met Archie and Al, Louie and Moe, her best boy friends from that day on.  The rest is operational 
history, which she saw and helped to make.  Already recorded many times over, we will not detail her 
many exploits here.

As running mate with Little Joe, winging thru the roughest days of Tunisia behind the Green Eyes, they
were the crack flight of the red squadron, the original flight A.  She was christened Taboo with the Ace 
of Spades and beaucoup vino rouge, and reigned supreme as the queen of Kemp colony.  Being a 
frequent visitor to the colony myself, I saw that she was cared for with the greatest of patience.  Even 
during her freshman days, when she tangled with a flock of birds, and had her nose skinned, she was 
given the best that could be had.  And she grew wise and wicked as an enemy of the Reich.   The 
Krauts were afraid of her and threw all manner of objects her way, but they never dared to challenge 
her too close, for she was Taboo.  Her only scars were the marks of birds and the fabric patch on her 
elevator.

She saw them go down, the best of them, in the desert, in the sea, or disintegrate in the sky, but she 
always returned like the faithful pigeon that she was.  Tho her mates of the northern passage were being
replaced, she roared her wrath the louder and carried on in vengeance.  Her original crew was relieved, 
and again she was very sad, as she bore them off to the city to embark for home, but she accepted her 
new one with all her energies and was off again to roam the sky.

From Berteaux to the Cross, where came her first real battle scar, but she was never stopped for long.  
With patches here and there and Archie to come home to, she carried on the ravaging from the skies.  
When Pantalleria fell she was there to see the flag, and on to Sicily and the Toe.  She earned her battle 
stars, that girl.  But never did she fail because her engines couldn’t take it.  She got new ones, yes, lots 
of them, but she deserved them, because she gave to the last ounce when called upon to do so.  And the 
boys were good to her, Archie and Al, Louie and Moe.

From the Cross on to the Cape, and her missions increased.  But she could take it, and dish it out, 
plenty.

But the sad day came when she was to be replaced.  Preceded by rumors, her new sisters came, the 
cannon packin’ mammas that the critics raved about.  She was given a back seat, like an old horse 
going to pasture.  She was missed, this one, who had been faithful for so long.  But she knew, 
somehow, that these wrong G’s were not here to stay.  So at Philippeville she rested and waited for her 
day to come again.  And then her new owners put on the war harness, and she was off to Corsica. 
Thumbing her nose at the clumsy G’s, and carrying her belly full of death.  She was still fast and could 
outrun them any day, so she flew the yellow colors, and waited.

One day, with a flurry of papers and a flush on her face, she was returned to those who knew and 
understood her.  Again our leader in the sky.  New faces cast their lot with her, the girl who had gone 
out 97 times to drop her load, and returned safely home.  Maybe her paint was scratched and her body 
scarred, but she had been around.



Archie gave her a new set of engines now, to prepare her to start on her new adventures.  Good engines 
they were, and skillfully installed, but before they would load her up again, they gave her a vacation 
run.  A war horse doing transport...But was not hers to reason why, merely to do and die…

Under the shadow of a fuming Vesuvius she was staked out for the night, a night that would never end. 
A night that spelled her finish, for she will never roam the skies again.

As the wrath of an angry earth, long abused by war, was unleashed, its very bowels were flung to 
Heaven, only to fall again as molten rock, dust and ashes.  The heavy chunks of destruction rained 
about her, and she was broken and torn.  Gaping, jagged holes were made in her wings, heavy ashes 
weighted her to the ground, and the stifling dust filled her every pore.  She was abandoned, here to die, 
and as the earth seemed to close in around her she was sent to a living grave, from which she will never
fly again, unless in spirit of the glorious gal she was.  But she had outlived and out flown a score of 
more of her red nosed partners, and she had done a heroic job.  And tho her dust has again become dust,
in our heart her glory will never die.

Figure 11: Taboo with unidentified crew at El Adem Airfield, N. Africa



Awards and Decorations

Bronze Star

The following named personnel of the 381st Bombardment Squadron are authorized a Bronze Star for 
the Italian Campaign:  

Hill, Lawrence G Jr
Cometh, Lawrence
Campbell, Ivan R
Coddington, Walter E
Abbott, Robert D
Abplanalp, Walter J
Bitter, Irwin S
Evans, George N
Fayard, Oliver E Jr
Knight, Thomas R
Pemberton, Robert
Shrader, Doyle A
Van Zytveld, Roger F
Akst, Irving B
Arnoult, Hubbard B Jr
Baisch, Joseph M III
Black, Glenn T
Block, Harry C
Capers, Jack H
Durante, Angelo M. C.
Eaton, Frank R
Ewalt, William F
Foote, Douglas G
Goyer, Peter F
Heller, Leonard C
Horrocks, Donald D
Joyce, Bryan A
Leasure, Oliver B
Mason, John J Jr
McLaughlin, Robert A
Opeka, John Jr
Prior, Gordon M
Victor, Joseph G
Wells, Frank P

Brett, James W
Burton, Joseph A
Clark, Isaac S
Ellis, Earl H Jr
Elmer, Ralph F
Gimson, Keith L
Hayman, Marvin 
Innis, John J
Johnson, Robert I
Katsirubas, Nicholas
Kientiz, Richard C
Killian, Robert F
Klecka, Charles L
Kuester, Wilbur H
Larkin, Storey J
Lemmer, John W
Lewis, Leslie A
Lytle, William G
McDonald, George K
McHugh, Richard J
Moss, Robert F
Oie, Melvin P
Paul, E. G. 
Peplinski, James L
Powell, David H Jr
Ray, Henry S Jr
Schroeder, George C
Shearer, Clyde P
Simpkins, John R
Uhl, Walter Jr
Vosburgh, Albert E Jr
Whitehead, Robert W
Winegar, William E. A

Keith, Charles F
Sorrough, James E
Arnold, Clyde L
Malloy, William J
Porter, Ellis L
Rumeau, Henry J
Atchison, Ollie B
Boos, Lawrence T
Clift, George R
Colby, Edward R
Dawson, Wade D
Enright, Claude M
Garcia, Jorge E
Heaney, James A
Jacob, Joseph J
Johnson, Floyd L
Kemp, Archie M
Magourik, Tillman R
Miller, Richard E
Olson, Oscar C
Peterson, Reynold J
Robinson, Owen E
Schutkesting, Eugene H
Smigh, Donavan W
Hartsock, Jack W
McGary, John E
Rennicks, Charles E
Vardaman, Edwin W
Biebighauser, Roy A
Burt, Warwick C.S.
Cobb, Bert A
Davis, Chester A
Duffy, John J III
Foderaro, Albert



Gordon, Robert H
Hollar, Cecil A
Johnson, Clair I
Johnson, Harvey A
Kinney, Wallace H
Michel, Norbert R
Minshew, Milton E
Peter, Edward J
Proffitt, James L
Sandstead, Earl E
Skytte, Fred H
Snyder, Earl L
Sousa, Alfred E
Williams, Almos C
Steele, Harry L
Wonski, Stanley M
Barbera, Gaspare, D
Berzon, Isadore, H
Boder, John P Jr
Briggs, William E
Campbell, Herbert W
Cardimino, Peter C
Crowder, Ernest L
Collom, Frank C Jr
Darden, George A
Deese, Leon C
Drew, Vilas R
Galida, Steve M
Gatlin, Jack L
Hanna, Robert K
Hosack, Mack B
Hodnett, Stephen E
Hunter, George D
Kiefer, Frank
Kiel, William H
King, Wayne D
Krueger, Charles O
Levine, Meyer M
Knight, Thomas L
Leist, Jacob F
MacDougall, Alan J
Malone, Donald B
Mayronne, Clyde A
McLendon, Quincy W
McNulty, Joseph P
Mintus, Frank J
Moore, James N

Morningstar, Boyd D
Morris, Joe B
Munson, Myron C
Nelson, Frederick U
O’Briaen, Paul W
Pittman, Lester P
Pummill, Earl
Rainville, John D
Reid, George E
Rompf, Arthur N
Sandvick, Glenn Q
Sigafoos, James F Jr
Singletary, Emory C
Sisco, Charles B
Smith, Edgar L
Snyder, Owen H
Stanton, Robert J
Tate, Leonard L
Tourtellot, Hudson R
Vorce, Burt K
Willis, Thomas L
Wright, Joseph F
Zeiss, Fredrick W
Zittel, Harold L
Barnes, Freddie H
Burgess, Archie J
Ciarrochi, Eli
Costello, John E
Critcher, Roy H
Crocker, Harold M
Cutrona, Michael C
Czajka, Joseph A
Damiano, Michael P
Davenport, William R
Dedrick, Richard L
Deering, Edward E
De Stefano, Carmine
Eliot, Donner C
Ferguson, John E
Fitzell, Eldred B
Foley, Ralph J
Fritz, Frederick E
Gaddy, Marion P
Gifford, Richard L
Goldyn, Walter
Haberman, Marvin A

Hanson, Douglas R
Hollon, Bill M
Holubek, John W
Hulen, Robert K Jr
Irwin, Bruce F
Jepson, Donald W
Johnson, Russel E
Kaatz, Orvel E
Leja, Edward L
Maddox, Lemuel
Mauthe, Joseph L
Meehan, Thomas F
Metzger, George H
Myers, Kenneth L
Michiels, Melvin A
Newberry, Cecil C
Offerdahl, Nordeen E
Rocutt, Floyd A
Pfleegor, Gordeen C Jr
Plaisted, Vincent P
Pool, Charles H
Pope, Elmore B
Prall, Wilson E
Pusen, Michael
Reed, Albert D
Rennie, Melvin J
Ridgway, John W
Rockett, James C
Rollert, Edward L
Romo, Jose
Santos, Jessie P
Schmuck, William A
Schromm, Joseph F
Schultz, Oscar C
Scott, Ivan D
Simun, John Jr
Slade, Herbert S
Smith, Clarence E
Smith, Glen E
Smith, Harold W
Spradling, Robert L Jr



Tamer, Albert E
Taylor, George E
Thompson, James D
Thompson, John P
Thoreson, Lloyd H
Underwood, George B
Vaccaro, Daniel J
Washington, John E
Whiting, Frank L
Wibe, Victor R
Williams, James P
Wojno, Edward M
Wolf, Richard H
Bradley, Arnold E
Campbell, Paul L
Corsi, Ralph R
Courtney, Edward E
Darling, Robert E
Davidson, Louis S
Demmler, William F
Devero, Joseph A
Di Bella, Andrew M
Domanski, Stanley J
Dzienkiewicz, Francis J
Faraci, Dominic P
Filipowicz, Stanley
Flanegan, Earl G
Foley, John F
Foster, Amaziah A
Fyffe, Theron D
Glass, Robert C
Gullic, John F
Hartl, Raymond M
Hevle, Gilman I
Hoerle, Eugene A
Holt, Freeman R
Huffman, Junior L
Irwin, William R
Jillson, Palmer C
Johnson, Nels R
Keele, Walton D
Kellar, Loyl
Kroezek, Walter J
Labash, Joseph P
Laird, Albert M
Lang, Frederick W Jr

Lennen, Chauncey B
Lichtenstein, Nathan N
Meadows, Wilburn K
Nithman, Charles E
Ough, James A
Parker, Charlie C
Porter, William M
Rakestraw, Eugene D
Richards, Wayne M
Roods, Louis R
Roth, Leo
Rust, Clem C
Scott, Arthur
Shaver, Byron I
Sheets, Harry P
Shepard, James I
Shoemaker, Cecil D
Smith, Walter S
Stern, Marcus L
Sublett, L E
Swigert, Veigh F
Taylor, Robert V
Thomas, Robert L Jr
Troy, William J
Wattler, Elmer Jr
Wolfrom, Earl R
Yates, Brown L
Yousaitis, George
Young, Harold J
Zander, Charles M
De Georgio, Frank R
Dell, Vernon L
Donahue, John C
Duggan, John E
Dwyer, Joseph E
Eisner, David
Feeney, James P
Fristensky, Frank Jr
Geyer, Floyd A
Gilmore, Harold T
Harlan, Chelsia L
Herron, Franklyn L
Holloway, John G
Mainero, Phillip J
Neff, Richard L
Nelson, William F

O’Keefe, Dennis
Olson, Arthur F
Peck, Paul E
Potts, James W
Roth, Paul
Sichelski, Andrew S
Stapelton, Albert W Jr
Sullivan, Cyril J
Sullivan, Walace W
Thompson, Pleaseant E
Timlin, Thomas G
Tipton, Delmar
Tolley, George W
Tracy, Phillip W
Trent, Kenneth W
Walder, Patrick E
Weatherd, Crolley E
Wicks, Raymond Mwong, Dick G
Bazzett, Julius L
Billedeaux, Lincoln D
Carpenter, Milton M
Cusick, Willis
Daniell, James T
Delaney, Clarence V
De Moises, Zoal R
Edwards, Floyd E
Elton, Robert C
Farrell, John H
Ferrer, Jose T
Gaddy, Franklin D
Gilbert, Louis M
Harris, Robert M
Hart, Frank E
Hartzell, James J
Jamison, Robert W
Kirby, Warren O
Krasovec, William F
Lazorshak, Paul
McGeever, James T
Oglensky, Bernie
Osborne, John A
Palsma, John
Scherman, Sol
Thompson, Roy E
White Cecil W
Swan, Homer D



Wagner, Frederick J Jr
Young, David A
Youngman, Thomas F

Vernon L Dell
Jack H Capers
Edward M Wojno

Good Conduct

Cobb, Bert A
Jacob, Joseph J
Colby, Edward R
Williams, Almas, C
Duffy, John J III
Wonski, Stanley M
Enright, Claude M
Boder, John P Jr
Gordon, Robert H
Heaney, James A
Campbell, Herbert W
Cardimino, Peter C
Collom Frank C Jr
Darden, George A
Deese, Leon C
Edwards, Wilbur O
Galin, Jack L
Hodnett, Stephen E
Hunter, George D
Leist, Jacob F
Macdougall, Alen J
Malone, Donald B
McNulty, Joseph P
Morris, Joe B
Rainville, John D
Reid, George E
Rumpf, Arthur N
Vorce, Burt K
Wright, Joseph F
Burgess, Archie J
Crocker, Harold M
Cutrona, Michael C
Foley, Ralph J
Gaddy Marion P

Gifford, Richard L
Goldyn, Walter
Haberman, Marvin A
Holubek, John W
Irwin, Bruce F
Kaatz, Orvel E
Maddox, Lemuel
Pfleeger, Gordeen C Jr
Pool, Charles H
Prall, Wilson E
Pusen, Michael 
Rennie, Melvin J
Smith, Harold W
Underwood, George B
Washington, John E
Darling, Robert E
Dzienkiewicz, Francis J
Filipowicz, Stanley
Irwin, William R
Lichtenstein, Nathan N
Nithman, Charles E
Taylor, Robert V
Wolfram, Earl R
Geyer, Floyd A
Nelson, William F
Sullivan, Cyril J
Stapleton, Albet W Jr
Wong, Dick G
Hart, Frank E
Scherman, Sol
Wagner, Frederick H Jr
Young, James R
Younman, Thomas F



Squadron Directory

This directory is composed of the names and addresses of personnel who have been assigned to the 
Squadron during the month.

Hill, Lawrence G Jr
Brandt-Bey, George A
Huffman, James R
Stewart, Chester P


