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Special Outline Section for February 1944

Before arriving in Corsica the Group was relieved from Coastal Command and assigned to the 63rd 
Fighter Wing, which is a unit of the XII Air Forces XII Fighter Command.  Consequently, the Squadron
commenced operating on a scale appropriate to its new status as a tactical unit, rather than as part of the
Strategical Air Force, under which all its previous operations had been conducted.

This accounts for the unprecedented quantity of operational missions flown by the Squadron in 
February --- a total of 41.  This is an increase of almost 150% above the previous maximum of 17 
missions flown during one month.  In all, 215 sorties were flown by the Squadron during February.  
These strikes against the enemy were carried on with the loss of but one aircraft, which was brought 
down by flak, as no enemy aircraft have attacked our formations in this area.  It was the 381st’s 13th 
plane to be lost in action, and brought the Squadron’s ration of planes lost to sorties flown to .968% at 
the end of the month.  Or, if this ratio is calculated on the basis of “G” sorties to “G’s” lost, it is .074%.

All of this was accomplished while a large portion of the personnel were en route from Africa; coming 
up a few at a time by plane or waiting for surface transportation at Bizerte.  The intensive combat 
schedule left virtually no free time for officers or men.  Even if time had been plentiful, there were few 
facilities for activity of a recreational nature until the Red Cross established its Service Club, which 
provides a comfortable place for relaxation, and a center for games, music and letter writing.  This 
placid day room will not, however, take the place of the Kuku Nut Gruve . . . even tho this institution, 
now the Squadron’s most sacred tradition, will not be revived while we are in operation.

Wind and rain and mud, as experienced by the 381st can be placed right alongside Churchill’s “Blood 
and sweat and tears” as being among the more unlovely ingredients of war.  The wind and rain and mud
of Ghisonaccia, tho not comparable in volume to that endured at Tafaroui and Berteaux are 
nevertheless sufficient to hamper operations and provide a continuous source of annoyance for all 
personnel.  As a result of these unfavorable climatic conditions, missions were out to a total of three 
during the last week of the month.

No new personnel were assigned to the Squadron during February.



Squadron Diary February 1944

1 The sky is still overcast and the weather remains cold and damp.  It is said to be ideal here when
the sun is out, but it is beginning to look as though that will never happen.

Twenty-two men arrived from Africa in the afternoon --- three plane loads.  They brought a few tents, 
which is expected to relieve the housing difficulties, at least temporarily.

One Sea Search

2 Another plane arrived from Africa late this morning, bringing 18
Enlisted Men, two “key” prisoners and considerable kitchen equipment.

The sun made a brief appearance about noon.  The ceiling lifted
sufficiently to give a glimpse of the jagged, snow covered hills which rise
abruptly South and West of the village.

Major Cometh, pinch hitting for Capt. Abbott, collected P.T.A. money.

One Sea Search.

Figure 1: Lawrence 
Cometh

Figure 2: 

"...a glimpse of the jagged, snow covered hills which rise abruptly South and West of the village.”



3 Twenty-three Enlisted Men arrived by plane from Africa, bringing the total strength at 
Ghisonaccia up to 50 Officers and 191 Enlisted Men.

A British unit, which occupies a few buildings in the center the village, is moving out and these 
buildings are expected to be used by the Group.

F/O Robert Corbin was transferred to the 380th Squadron.

A strong wind blew up quite a dust storm this afternoon and evening.  A fine, powdery dust sifted 
through the cracks in doors and windows, and thoroughly blanketed the interior of all of the buildings.  
This Corsican wind is anything but gentle.

Major Cometh and Sgt. J. D. Thompson took the P.T.A. money to the Finance Office in Bastia.  “J.D.” 
reports Bastia to be a pretty good town, although still suffering from the pounding given the Germans 
when they made it their port of retreat.  He describes a graveyard which was a shambles.  Although this
is hard to imagine, J.D. is convincing in his statement that graves were opened by bomb bursts, and 
their contents strewn about, and that tomb stones were broken, cracked or demolished as the result of 
strafing.

No missions.

4 Personnel continue to pour in from Philippeville.

There was another wind storm last night, which was almost of hurricane force.  The wooden building 
where Intelligence and Operations have their offices took a terrific pounding, and was almost knocked 
off its foundations.  Part of its roof is gone, and most of the shutters were blown off the windows.  The 
building will have to receive extensive repairs.  As a result of the damage, Intelligence and Operations 
have moved into a similar building next door, which is more sturdy, though these are all rather flimsy 
prefabricated structures.  The wind wasn’t strong enough to do any damage to the stone walled 
buildings of the village.

The following Enlisted Men who were assigned to the Squadron last month have been transferred to the
81st Fighter Group:  M/Sgt H. V. DuPuis; Pfc. R. R. Beauregard; and Pvts: C. Bruner, W. D. Bennett, P. 
Stanisanskas, R. I. Villareal, J. O. Underwood, C. E. Brady, and D. T. King.

No missions.

5 Three Officers and thirty-eight Enlisted Men still remain at Philippeville, forming a rear 
detachment which will travel to Corsica by boat and bring the heavier organizational equipment.

Some of the fellows have devised a unique method for gathering fire wood.  There is a “Toonerville 
Trolley” sized French flat car in Ghisonaccia’s three track “Marshaling Yards” which is small and light 
enough for two or three men to push along the track leading out into the country.  Here they gather fire 
wood which is stacked on the car.  Then giving it a hefty shove, they climb aboard and coast down the 
slight incline back to the village.  The other night the car got out of control, whipped though the village 
at a brisk thirty or thirty-five miles an hour, and was not stopped until it was a mile or so the other side 
of the railroad station.

No missions.



6 Po’k chops for dinner.

Sgt. R. L. Spradling is absent sick in the 15th Field Hospital near Bastia.

One Sea Search, one Bombing Mission.

7 The rumor enthusiasts who specialize in stories about German Parachutists would have us 
believe that 15 or 20 of them landed in the hills last night, and that one was shot by a French soldier.  
The story has all the hall marks of pure bunk.  If these people aren’t careful, we are going to be wearing
helmets, gas masks and rifle belts, and carrying our rifles again, like we did at Berteaux last winter.

The Squadron mess hall has been set up again, with 1st Lt. John J Mason, Jr., as temporary Mess 
Officer.  The first meal was served tonight.

Two Bombing Missions.

8 From today’s mission to Porto San Stefano, Italy, 1st Lt. Edgar Dorman’s aircraft failed to 
return.  With him flew the Commanding General of the 63rd Fighter Wing, as Flight Commander.  This 
was Lt. Dorman’s second mission with the 381st Squadron.  He was an experienced combat pilot, 
having flown 20 missions with the 321st Bomb Group.  For Lt. Callery, navigator on this aircraft, it was
the second time in combat.  T/Sgt. Pinsonault, radio operator, had flown 23 missions with the 321st 
Group and two with the 381st.  S/Sgt. Mohr, tail gunner, though new to combat, was one of the 
Squadron’s oldest members.  He flew to England with the original Flight Echelon as an aerial mechanic
until going on combat.  His first mission was on 6 February.  This was his second mission.

Figure 3: "Toonerville Trolley" sized train engine at Ghisonaccia Gare



Two flights of fighters and a sea plane were dispatched, but were unable to find any trace of the plane 
or its crew when they arrived at the scene of the crash two hours later.  This is the thirteenth Squadron 
plane missing in action.  Further details may be found in the Casualty Section.  It is coincidental that 
the Squadron lost its first two aircraft one year ago this day.  The were ships piloted by Capt. Walter P. 
Crump and 1st Lt. Robert A. Cox on Squadron Mission 23, over Gabes Airdrome, Tunisia.

S/Sgts. F. C. Collom, D. B. Malone and E. Pummill and Sgt. I. D. Scott have been attached to the 428th 
Squadron for rations and duty.

9 2nd Lt. W H. Kuester flew a single sortie as co-pilot of a 380th ship.  This was not credited as a 
mission for the 381st. 

10 A notice appeared on the bulletin board announcing that tomorrow morning at 08:00 hours and 
tomorrow afternoon at 13:00 hours, trucks will leave the Squadron area for the baths.  What they will 
be like, or where they are, remains a mystery.  The announcement itself was a surprise, as there is 
absolutely nothing in the village which would give the least indication that the natives were acquainted 
with this practice.  None of the buildings have bath rooms, and there isn’t even one native built “Chick 
Sales” in the vicinity.



Two Sea Searches.

11 The truck took off for the baths at the scheduled hour.  Its destination proved to be the village of
Pietrapola, some 12 miles South West of Ghisonaccia Station over narrow roads which twisted through 
the mountains and ran across bridges which spanned swift moving streams of crystal clear mountain 
water.  Trees and forests bordered the road all the way, growing out of the moss covered granite rock 
through which the road was cut.  The village, with some dozen houses in all, is located on the side of a 
steep canyon.  Descending a twisting walk of cut granite blocks, one comes to the bath house, the 
largest building there.  Inside are small rooms with bath tubs carved from solid stone.  Mild sulfur 
water from natural hot springs flows through large brass taps which are so old that it makes one wonder
if perhaps Napoleon once bathed in these same tubs.

One Sea Search.

Figure 4: The baths at Pietrapola, Corsica



12 Trucks left for the baths again today.  This same schedule will be repeated each Friday and 
Saturday.

Sixteen French officers, Spitfire pilots, were attached for rations today.

Troubles, the Chaplain’s brown and white fox-terrier, presented him with a family of four pups today at
14:30 hours.  The two boy pups are black with white spots, while the girls are white with black spots.  
They look as though they will also be fox-terriers, but it is anyone’s guess, for Trouble’s romance was a
quick one, and no one ever saw the pups’ father.

A few drops of snow fell after lunch

One Sea Search, one Bombing Mission.

13 A large tan tent has been erected for the Enlisted Men’s mess.  It looks like a small edition of a 
Barnum and Bailey Circus tent.  Its floor has been covered with white sand, and improvised tables have
been set up pending the arrival of the rest of our equipment.

One Sea Search, one Bombing Mission.

14 The wooden building vacated by Intelligence and Operations has been repaired, and will serve 
as a theatre.

The weather is clearing a bit, and the sun comes out once in a while.  The wind which comes off the 
mountains is crisp with cold, but if one can manage to gain shelter from it, the heat of the sun is 
remarkably intense

Two Bombing Missions.



15 The complete absence of natives at Ghisonaccia Station has made the sight of a woman a 
complete novelty.  They aren’t just mighty scarce --- they seem to be nonexistent.  Considerable 
excitement took place, therefore, when a genuine woman spent several hours in the Village today.  This 
excitement was increased by the fact that she was 100% American.  Not only that, but she is likely to 
be here to stay, as she is a Red Cross Field worker, and has expressed an intention of serving doughnuts
to our combat men after each mission.  This will be very nice, as interrogations without doughnuts are a
complete flop, from a social point of view.  Furthermore, no self respecting Bomb Group would even 
think of flying a combat mission without a Red Cross Girl to welcome its crews home.  Now that we 
have all of the accouterments, our combat efficiency should improve by leaps and bounds.

Rations today --- seven packages of cigarettes and a peanut bar.

One Sea Search, one Bombing Mission.

Figure 5: Red Cross Field Worker handing out donuts to returning combat crews



16 Believe it or not, there is a lovely young lady in Chicago who is supplying the rats of 
Ghisonaccia Station, Corsica, with chocolate candy.  Inconceivable as this may appear to be at first 
glance, it is a statement of pure and simple truth.  One Corporal Nels Johnson, Squadron chow-hound 
and runner up for Champion Squadron letter writer, is the emissary of the beautiful young lady from 
Chicago, whose name is Ruth.  Ruth, of course, is completely ignorant of the rat situation, and if 
informed of the goings-on in Corsica, would undoubtedly cease sending candy to said Corporal.  This 
is what is taking place:  Nels resides in the attic of one of the Hotel de la Gare’s buildings and, in his 
capacity of Squadron chow-hound, is always supplied with large stores of edibles:  Candy from 
Chicago, nicknacks picked up at the mess hall for midnight snacks, and anything else in the line of food
which he can lay his hands on.  Nels and his room mates, however, are not the only occupants of this 
attic, for there is a large colony of rats who also occupy quarters in the same building.  Needless to say, 
the arrival of Nels and his commissary was heralded in the rat colony, who turned out one and all to 
give him proper welcome, and incidentally, to give his stores a tremendous pounding.  Not only that, 
but in the process they kept Nels and all of his friends awake all night for several nights.  This was a 
profound mistake on their part, for Nels enjoys his sleep with the same quiet enthusiasm with which he 
goes for food.

Although usually very slow to become angry, this intrusion into his sleep and thieving of his food 
goaded Nels into a violent display of temper, which precipitated a determination to completely 
exterminate the rats.  Not having a rat trap, Nels had to depend on ingenuity.  That’s where Ruth’s 
candy comes in.  After a period of deep thought, subsequent preparations resulted in the following 
contrivance:  A ten gallon can half full of water, over which will be suspended on a long piece of string,
a sizable chunk of Ruth’s chocolate candy, from Chicago.  Leading up to the brim of the can from the 
floor is a board.  Over the top of the can is a thin sheet of paper, intended to conceal the water below.  
Mr. Rat, and members of his family, are expected to run up the board searching for the chocolate, and 
fall through the paper cover of the can into a watery grave.

Nels is going to set the trap just before retiring tonight.

Four Sea Searches.

17 Cpl. Johnson awoke early this morning, and without waiting to open the windows to admit 
light, grabbed his flashlight and hurried to the rat trap to see if anything had happened.  Something had,
but not what Nels had expected.  The bait --- ¼ ounce of chocolate candy --- was gone, and there were 
no dead rats.  In addition, the rats had chewed a whole in Sgt. M P. Damiano’s A-3 bag and escaped 
with an entire peanut bar.  Nels is undaunted, and expresses an intention of re-baiting the trap tonight.



February 17th (cont’d)

This afternoon something exceedingly unusual happened in the
Operations Office.  So unusual was it, that several Operations
clerks were momentarily on the verge of apoplexy, not to
mention the kind and degree of apprehension which attacked a
few Majors and Captains at the same time.  Everything had
been running smoothly until the door opened, and a Brigadier
General walked in.  That doesn’t happen every day, and neither
does the kind of a reception which he received.  The first person
to see him was a Corporal in 380th Operations.  Instead of
thundering “ATTENTION!” in a brisk G.I. manner, the
Corporal looked up and yelled, “Hi, Bud!” clear across the
room.  All the occupants of the office, seeing what had
happened, froze in their boots and stood there bug-eyed.  The
General didn’t look at all surprised.  In fact, when he heard the
voice, a smile spread across his face and grew as he advanced
toward the Corporal.  There was a quick, firm handshake, and
they the two of them hurried into a corner and commenced
talking.  Afterwards, the Corporal, who is John S. Craigie,
explained that he had every right in the world to call the
General “Bud,” for the General is his older brother --- General Craigie, Commanding General of the 
82nd Fighter Wing.

There was a bit of rain last night, but not enough to make the ground muddy.

Two Sea Searches, two Bombing Missions.

18 Nels Johnson’s ingenuity in designing rat traps has not yet been rewarded with success, though 
the rats enjoyed the chocolate candy from Chicago enough to come back for more last night.

Word got around this morning that the wooden building being used for moving pictures will be turned 
over to the Red Cross for an Enlisted Men’s Club.  Confirming this news, three G.I. trucks drove up 
this afternoon and started unloading furniture, which was taken into the building.  Its a wonderful 
collection --- the Red Cross must have emptied every second hand furniture store in Ajaccio and Bastia,
for the furniture is of every size, shape and description, and is in varied states of repair, ranging from 
almost totally wrecked tables to fairly good overstuffed chairs.  Later in the day, Italian Prisoners began
constructing a fireplace in the building, under the direction of Mr. Carver and the new Red Cross Girl.

Sgt. R. L. Spradling returned from the 15th Field Hospital.

One Sea Search, two Bombing Missions.

19 Private Dick Wong, having heard of Cpl. Johnson’s rat trouble, decided that some oriental 
ingenuity might be of some assistance.  Therefore, the honorable “Dickum” presented Nels with an 
electric rat trap, complete with fuses and designed and constructed entirely by himself.   The only thing 
not taken into consideration was the fact that the electric power goes off at midnight, while the rats do 
not venture out until 04:00 hours.

Figure 6: General Laurence Craigie



20 The rat situation is now well in hand.  Two of them drowned in Nels’ trap last night.  They were 
large specimens, measuring fifteen and eighteen inches from nose to tail.   It is the contention of all of 
Nels’ friends that if there were a taxidermist in Ghisonaccia, Nels would have had the rats there before 
he opened shop this morning.

21 1st Lt. Joseph M. Baisch III has been appointed Assistant Mess Officer,
and has requested that suggestions for improving the messing facilities be
submitted to him.

Corporal Peirre Santoni of the French Air Corps, a friend of T/Sgt. Jim
Proffit’s, has lived in Corsica most of his life.  Corporal Santoni says that
from now on the weather will become definitely warmer, thought we can
expect hard rains during most of March.  April, May and June are the spring
months, and are extremely pleasant.  The rest of summer, however, is
unbearable, and the natives take to the mountains to escape the mosquitoes
which arrive with fighter escort and the heat.

Corporal Victor W. Duncan transferred to the 428th Squadron.

One Bombing Mission.

22 George Washington has another birthday, and the war rumbles on.

One Sea Search.

23 Another rumor is afloat, this time a serious one.  If it was constructed to worry chow-hounds, it 
is certainly accomplishing its originator’s intentions, for more than one of them is in a complete dither 
as the result of hearing that the local quartermaster is about to run out of food, and cannot obtain more 
because of transport difficulties.  Nevertheless, we had a very good lunch today:  Boston baked beans, 
diced carrots with butter, bread, coffee and butterscotch pudding.

24 The rear detachment of the Squadron, 3 Officers and 38 Enlisted Men, arrived at Ghisonaccia 
Station from Philippeville today, having come via Bizerte and Ajaccio.  They traversed the 
Mediterranean in a LCT [Landing Craft, Tanks], and few if any of them seem to feel that they would 
make good sailors.  1st Lt. Donald D. Horrocks has promised to write a complete account of the trip, 
which will appear in the Special Events Section.

T/Sgt. J. L. Proffitt is absent sick in the 15th Field Hospital.

Pvt. R. W. Jamison, who was transferred out of the Squadron this summer after spending more than two
months in the hospital, is back with us again, having been reassigned to the Squadron from the 19th 
Replacement Battalion.

Because of threatening weather, no missions were flown today.  This is the first day since 5 February 
that this has occurred.

25 Bath day again, and the trucks rumbled off to Pietrapola through a heavy rain.  No missions 
were flown, as the field is a liquid mess of slimy mud.

Figure 7:             
Joseph Baisch



“Troubles’” puppies have opened their eyes, and are commencing to crawl around at a great rate.  
“Troubles” is going to have plenty of trouble keeping an eye on all of them when they learn to walk, for
they promise to be very active.  Too bad “Queenie” can’t be here to see her grandchildren, as she would
have good reason to be very proud of them.

1st Lt. Vincent A. Collins was promoted to
the rank of Captain as of 28 January 1944,
while 2nd Lts. Robert A. McLaughlin and
Adam C. Schwindle became First
Lieutenants as of the same date.

No Missions.

26 Because local rains have rendered
Ghisonaccia Station’s landing strip almost
completely unserviceable, the two flights of
four B-25G’s each which took off on sea
sweeps today landed at Borgo, where they
will be based temporarily.  Ground crews
and administrative personnel sufficient to
handle the eight ships went up by truck.

Sgt. J. P. Thompson officiated at our first
mail call in more than a week.  Incoming
mail has been scarce since we arrived in
Corsica, and there seem to be no prospects for improvement.

The new Red Cross Service Club opened tonight with a bang.  The bang was supplied by the new Red 
Cross girl, Madam Ethel Bellet, and consisted of coffee and doughnuts served before the mammoth 
new fire place, and the music of a five piece orchestra.  The Service Club is expected to be very 
popular, as Madam Bellet has exercised much ingenuity in the procurement and arrangement of its 
appointments.  The snack bar will not be opened until the Quartermaster is able to supply the snacks ---
there is a shortage of food right now.

After three days of searching, the Sergeant detailed to call on Madam Bellet and immortalize her in the 
Squadron History, finally ambushed her in the Red Cross Office where she was making a telephone 
call.  The Madam, who never stays in one place longer than a minute at a time, was too busy to give an 
interview, as there were still a number of last minute details to be attended to before tonight’s opening.  
Mr. Carver, American Red Cross Field Director attached to the Group, volunteered to pinch-hit after 
the Madam swished out of the office trailing three Captains in her wake.

According to Mr. Carver, who regrets that his knowledge of her biography is limited, Madam Bellet 
hails from Chicago by way of Paris and Algiers.  She married a Frenchman before the war and resided 
with him in Paris until 1939, when they moved to Africa.  When the Red Cross arrived, Madam Bellet 
joined it and became active in establishing the Enlisted Men’s club at Algiers, where she remained until
coming to Corsica two months ago.  She finds Corsica, and especially Ghisconaccia, a little on the 
rough side but feels compensated for the hardships she is undergoing by her successes in 
accomplishing good works among the men.  She expects the snack bar to crown her previous 

Figure 8: Vincent Collins



achievements, and is most anxious to get it under way.  She doesn’t know what she’s in for, as the 
chow-hounds in the 381st alone will probably put a pretty heavy strain on her facilities.

It’s all very nice, of course, and we are deeply appreciative of the Madam’s efforts on our behalf.  She 
deserves our highest praise and respect, but, doggone it, whatever she does, she will never never never 
be able to give us anything like our own good old Kuku Nut Gruve.

27 Work was commenced today on the construction of a new mess hall.  The lower floor of one of 
the buildings will be devoted to the officers’ mess and the enlisted men's’ mess.  Right now, [work] 
details are busily replacing a missing roof on one section with tarpaulins.  It is going to be a very 
agreeable set-up; far more convenient for everyone.  When meals aren’t being served, the mess hall 
will be used as a day room.  Apropos of the mess, the following was overheard in the Orderly Room.  
“Our cooks possess the rare ability of being able to serve burned beans which are neither heated nor 
cooked.”  Too true.

More rain with thunder, and believe it or not, pink lightning.  Sounds like something which might have 
been served at the Kuku Nut Gruve.

No Missions.

The Kuku Nut Gruve  by George Underwood, 381st Bomb Squadron

Our in camp bar built by and for he enlisted men of he 381  "The Kuku Nut Gruve" opened  its doors the 
day before Christmas  1943.  Decorated for the event the opening  it featured stacks of sandwiches and a 
big pile of ripe, tasty tangerines.   It all disappeared quickly, The Gruve had been a small covered barn in 
our camp and was commandeered buy the enlisted me of the 381st. Tables and benches were built from 
boards scrounged  from around  the camp and using more scrounged paint were painted white and green.  
A 'wall to wall' woven reed mat covered he floor. That Christmas  Eve a choir group from Valle sang 
Adeste Fidelas for us that cold night. Snow capped mountains  gave us the feeling of living in a Christmas 
 card scene with the bright stars above. 

The Gruve featured  a bar running  the full width of the building which was probably 20 feet wide and the 
legend '381' was burned  by a blowtorch on the front of it in the center. The torch was used to burm  
various patterns  on the rest of the bar giving it a rustic look. It featured a bar-length railing for your foot 
to rest on.  A cabinet standing  about  6 feet tall was behind  the bar and housed, under  lock and key, all 
the liquors for the enlisted men of the 381.  When  the bar was open bottles were displayed on is top.  
Identification  cards were printed  for 38l members to use to gain entry. My card is in my scrapbook so if 
the 'Gruve'  opens again I can get in easily.



28 There has been monkey business going on in the 428th Squadron.  The monkey in the case 
belongs to 2nd Lt. Jerry Baraniuk, and is named “Josephine.”  Josephine, an extremely intelligent young
lady, is sometimes referred to as “Josie” and is occasionally called “Squeeky” for short.  Lt. Baraniuk, 
who acquired Josephine in South America, frequently experiences difficulties in catering to her very 
complex personality:  She likes to climb and swing on a system of ropes which have been strung about 
the building for her amusement; she is passionately fond of dogs, but so far has had little success in 
reciprocated affection, as her technique is usually regarded by the dogs as being too aggressive.  One of
her more annoying preoccupations has been jumping on the shoulders of her master’s friends and 
visitors, and searching for fleas, or perhaps mechanized dandruff, in their hair.  Most people do not 
appreciate the implications of these attentions.  It is said that one stick of chewing gum will purchase 
Josephine’s good will for an entire hour.

Josephine is devoted to Lt. Baraniuk, and usually attempts, in typical monkey fashion, to imitate all of 
his actions.  Heretofore, these imitations have been innocent fun for the most part, but the other day 
Josephine almost got herself into a serious jam.  It resulted from her habit of sitting before the fire, 
hours at a time, baking the Corsican cold out of her bones.  During these periods of meditation, she had
frequently watched Lt. Baraniuk pick up a bottle of gasoline and use it to help the fire along.  Josephine
has always been delighted with the effect thus achieved, and so, when left alone for a moment, she 
decided to try it herself.  After all, why shouldn’t a girl have some fun once in a while, especially when 
no one is there to interfere?  After a moment or two of sustained temptations, Josephine reached for the 
bottle.  It was full, and heavy.  Swish --- a spray of gasoline and them the puff of a small explosion.  
She pushed the bottle from her, and it rolled across the room trailing a growing path of fire.  At that 
moment, Lt. Baraniuk returned, and found a very scared little monkey squealing in a corner and 
surrounded by flames.  They looked awfully big to her, but the Lieutenant was able to put them out 
speedily.  Total damage, aside from Josephine’s shattered nerves:  A badly burned table, and a ruined 
field jacket.  Ever since this horrible incident, Josephine’s demeanor has been most contrite and Lt. 
Baraniuk feels quite certain that she has amended her 1944 New Year’s resolutions to include a clause 
which will out-law monkeying with fire.

No Missions.

29 The sun came up this morning in an almost cloudless sky, and smiled down on mud drenched 
Ghisonaccia Station almost as though it were pleased about something.  This pleasant phenomena 
continued until noon, when a low ceiling closed in and once more bathed the base in gloom

All of the enlisted personnel who were at Borgo returned this afternoon, as plans for operating from 
that field have been abandoned.  Officers are expected to follow tomorrow.

At pay call this afternoon, ribbons of the good conduct medal were given to those who are entitled to 
wear them.

Dinner was served tonight in the new mess hall.  It is a great improvement over the old mess tent.



Casualty Section

From a mission to Porto San Stefano, Italy, on 8 February 1944, the lead aircraft, number 42-4223-H, 
failed to return.  It carried the following crew:

B. Gen. Davis D Graves Flight Commander
1st Lt. Edgar Dorman Flight Leader
2nd Lt. William A. Callery Navigator
T/Sgt. Gus Pinsonault, Jr. Radio Operator
Sgt. Joseph F. Senec Gunner
S/Sgt. Ralph C. Mohr Tail Gunner

Brigadier General Graves was the Commanding General of the 63rd Fighter Wing.

SUBJECT:  Eyewitness Statement of Mission Aircraft

As Lt. Dorman’s a/c [Air Craft] closed to within 300 yards of the vessel and about 150 feet off the 
deck, a fire broke out in the upper turret; apparently from a direct hit. By the time he passed over the 
vessel at a height of about 100 feet, the fire had spread to the bomb bay.  The distressed a/c chandelled 
to the left, leveling out at 300 feet.  By this time the fire had broken out in both engines.  From the 
manner in which fire spread, at least two pilots guessed that it was the hydraulic system that had 
ignited.  As the a/c leveled out, the rear hatch was salvoed, and the plane made a semi-controlled 
landing.  The distressed plane’s wingman said that it hit the water in a level attitude at an estimated 
speed of 205 miles per hour.  The engine’s nacelles and pilot’s compartment appeared to collapse.  
Upon impact the dingy was thrown out and inflated.  It was seen floating in an inverted position.  When
last seen the a/c appeared covered with water, but its outlines were clearly visible.  There was no sign 
of the crew.  The a/c crash landed at 48º 28’ N – 11º 10’ E, approximately 30 seconds after it was 
noticed in trouble. 

Signed:  Douglas G. Foote



Special Events Section

“The Rearguard Movement from Africa”

Or

“Why Not to Get Stuck with the Rear Echelon”

By 1st Lt. Donald D. Horrocks

With the weather and Capt. Karosen permitting, we were gradually
getting our personnel and equipment on its way to the new base in
Corsica, but gradually.  Priorities constantly changed plans, and Baker
two fives [B-25’s] carried unprecedented loads.  Having no particular
desire to forsake the “Battle of Philippeville” for an unknown quantity, I
was putting off my personal departure to the last minute.  At the last
minute, Major Campbell was sent ahead to Bizerte as Liaison Officer, so
I was stuck with the baby --- the dreaded move by land and water.  The
last two days at P-Ville were filled with hard work, moments of despair
and occasional comic relief.  With thirty-eight men, mostly unavailable
drivers, medics and headquarters employed personnel, we loaded planes,

trains and trucks far into each night.  How
eighty tons of equipment were loaded into
the space for twenty-three tons on the forty
and eights will always prove a mystery.  As we reached the deadline, 
with my patience running low and the backs of the men nearing the 
breaking point, some honest-to-God hardworking Arabs appeared on the 
scene and saved the day.  Each man took over a detail of our native 
friends and directed the work of striking tents and loading equipment.  
With the work finally completed as the sun was disappearing below the 
horizon, came the pay off.  We were prepared to pass out a few odd cans 
of “C” rations that just wouldn’t fit into our loading plans, but not to feed
the whole Moslem world.  With a bit of promiscuous firing of small arms
and the arrival Col. Bower, we were able to disperse the howling mob. 

Hamperd by rain and mud in the typical 310th tradition, we moved out the next day, February 8, by 
convoy.  Midway along the route, which for some unknown reason was the long and treacherous one 
by way of Souk Ahras, I was designated to strike ahead and procure shelter for the night for the troops. 
Upon arrival at Souk El Arbra, dizzy from the mountain curves and thankful for the company of (Pvt.) 
“Mr” Potts, I requisitioned a building in town --- said requisition involving some strong arm work on 
various and sundry doors.

The convoy ran out of gas in the mountains and didn’t make the staging area until 05:30 hours, too late 
to use the luxurious shelter.  Filled to the brim with coffee, the second lap was begun; --- a good night’s
sleep was had by none.  After an uneventful trip, the shambles that was Bizerte hove in sight and we 
proceeded to our bivouac area for the night and many to come.  I should mention that the warehouses 

Figure 9: Leon Karosen

Figure 10: Col. Bower



of this well hammered town were chuck full --- thus, we ate like kings and wallowed in P.X. rations for 
those ten days.  Details were the order of the day amid the cold, rain and mud.  Old-timers of the Air 
Echelon were heard to remark, “Shades of Tafaroui!”

All my efforts as Acting Special Service Officer to raise the morale above thoughts of rain and mud and
mud and rain were ineffectual.  Again, the strain was eased by the antics of “Mister” Potts; his tales of 
“Nathaniel, Mabel and John Martin,” and his insolent but very amusing imitations of well known 
Group Wheels. [Wheels = High ranking officers]

With the advent of embarkation orders was a feeling of mixed emotions for many of us.  Was the 
departure from Africa --- the land of mud and Arabs, such an event with those sickly hours by the rail 
to which to look forward?  At 4 P.M., February 21, we sailed.  His Majesty’s Ship Boxer was well fitted
out but, like all LST’s was blessed with a flat bottom.  The resultant wave spanking was enough to turn 
the stomach of the most initiated land-lubber.  The general feeling of nausea was not abetted by the 
thoughts of U-boats and dive bombers.  From the ship’s officers we learned that two merchant ships 
had been torpedoed a few hours behind us.  Thank God there was only 24 hours of it --- the supposed 
benefits of life in the Navy seem infinitesimal in contrast to our lively life aboard terra firma.  At last, 
late in the afternoon of February 22, Ajaccio was sighted and we no longer wanted to die.  As the 
birthplace of Napoleon, it probably looks very much now as it did in his day.  With quaint buildings 
against a background of snow capped mountains, we relived the travelogues of yore.  Rain, but of 

course, the first in a month for this rocky isle.  
The mud lacks the mucilage-like quality of the 
African variety and no Arabs --- everyone seems 
happy.  A few nights in a pleasant woodland dell, 
a chance to see the sights and learn of the 
outrageous black market prices and we’re off 
again.

Rejoining the Group seems like coming home.  
The icy, blizzard swept mountain road is 
discarded for a more leisurely Southern route.  
Through the route is indefinite, the landscape is 
one of beauty.  Ghisonaccia, here we come!



The village of Ghisonaccia Gare  (Lt. Henry Ray, center)


