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FOREWORD

THIS BOOK, the official story of the VIII Bomber
Command’s first year of combat operations in Europe,
is a testament to American men and machines and an
Américan idea. In the past twelve months, the mén and
machines have'proved themselves agairist the fiercest
aerial oppositioh in the world. Thanks to their record,
the American idea—high altitude daylight precision
bombing—has come through a period of doubt and
experimentation to triumphant vindication.

This book has been made possible by the skill and
heroism of our combat crews in the air and the patience
and dévotion of the men of our Air Force on the
ground. Some of tile men whose exploits are recorded
-in the following pages have given their lives, some their
liberty, to preserve the Amen'can way of life.

The rest fight on toward victory.

| H. H. ARNOLD
Commanding General

Army Air Forces
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whole lies the checkerboard of Prussian farm-
land. A war plant cunningly (but not cunningly
enough) dropped into the innocent countryside.

In the target folder is a mimeographed bro-
chure giving all the facts of this plant’s secret life
- —when it was built, what it produces, the size
and number of its buildings, how many men it
employs, and what it does to maintain the Ger-
" man war effort. S-2 studies all this. On the pic-
tures he marks the Mean Point of Impact, traces
the course into, over, and out from the target.
Then he sets about preparing his part of the
briefing.

The Intelligence Room is filled with shifting

movement now. The movement is intent and

purposeful. It is resolute but glum—for this is
the hour when men should sieep, not plan death
and destruction. Outside, the station is still dark
and quiet. The moon is down and the breeze has
died and a thin sheet of haze lies over the run-
ways. There is the faint and acrid smell of coal
smoke in the air. In the Operations Room the
Watch Officer is checking crew lists with a Squad-
ron Commander. At another desk the Group
Navigator marks a precise cross at a point on the
North Sea and slides his parallel rulers down
toward the German coast.

At 0148 the Old Man arrives at Intelligence.
The Old Man is thirty-five. He likes to lead his
boys on missions, and has, but a Group Com-
mander’s place is usually on the ground. Now,
as he studies the routes on the map, he remem-
bers his own trips—the boiling flak bursts, the
attacks of the enemy fighters, the ice-like blue of
the sky five miles aloft, and the unreality of the
patterned earth below. Sucking a dry pipe, he
stands for long minutes before the map. Then he
sits down with the Combat Order and starts
reading, slowly and with complete absorption.
He might be memorizing the lines. And in a way,
he is. For all through the long day to come
phrases from this order will run slowly through
his mind as, from his earth-bound post in Eng-
land, he follows Group 500’s course in the pattern
of Mission 95.

0300 hours on a chill June morning is no time
to get up. Group 500 does get up—with howls
and curses, in deliberate silence, or with laughter.
Each man faces the black morning in his own
fashion, for each knows that Group 500 is going
out. The weather has held. The combat crews—
the pilots, the copilots, the navigators, the bom-
bardiers, and the gunners—get into their flying
outfits. First, the heavy underwear, then the

bright-blue, electrically heated “zoot suit” of
flannel, O.D. trousers or fleece-lined leather
pants, and a sheepskin jacket. No two dress
alike, each man catering to his whims and the

requirements of his post. Heated gloves and

boots in one hand, and Mae West and helmet in_
the other, they’re ready for the truck to the mess 5

By 0330 the barracks housing the combat and ~ "

the maintenance crews are emptied and the mess
halls filled. The station is awakening now, as the
intimation of action spreads like an ever-
widening ripple. Across the rolling plain of
central England this gradual stirring is duplicated
at each Group assigned to Mission 95. Th=
tempo quickens; a note of urgency is for the first
time apparent in the movement. At Group 500
the Flying Control Officer is bending over a plan
of the field, plotting the marshaling of his forces
with the deliberateness of a choreographer—each
plane in its place on the perimeter track, each
off at thirty-second intervals, and each in its
place at 5000 feet,

At 0405 the briefing room is ready, maps
spread upon the wall and benches ranged along
the concrete floor. The crews drift in, blinking
at the light, and fill up the benches—officer
pilots, navigators, and bombardiers to the fore,
and sergeant gunners at the rear. The square of
transparent taic with its red route lines is pinned
to the map. Group 500’s crews look first at that.
Then they look away and make small sounds of
disapproval. FW’s, here we come. . . . Johnny
boy, yow're touring Europe today. . . . Oh, oh,
who thought this one up? . . . What is it, anybody
know?

They are nervous now, like a relay runner
waiting to take over the baton. Later, when their
time to carry the action comes, they will be
calm. But now they are nervous. And they ar¢
sleepy and filled with breakfast. Mission 95 is an
alien and distasteful prospect while it remains
lines on a map, target pictures, and precise
descriptive phrases. Later, when it moves inta
their realm of planes and sky and sun and their
own special skills, they will make it something of
their own. But now, in this bare room, there is no
suggestion of adventure, no challenge. So they
sit waiting—talking, yawning, watching the little
group of officers clustered before the map. When
the Old Man turns and faces them there is a
sudden hush. Through the blackout curtains
there drifts, in the moment of silence, a sound
that reaches every ear in the room. It is far away
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outwardly, the most intrepid member of Tar-
baby’s crew. Having been graduated from high
school and worked a year with a well-drilling
outfit, Ball Turret is Tarbaby’s crack shot, with
a claimed bag of five Nazi birds. He calls his
twin fifties “Spit and Spat.” Ball Turret had once
operated on the principle that “anything without
four engines oughta get it” and proudly claimed
a string of near misses on a Spitfire and a chip
'offa P-47. Combat experience has chastened and
reformed him. Seated in the rear row, sunk in
oversize flying clothes he is now trymg his best
to go to sleep.

S-2 takes the stand, pointer in hand. The lights
are lowered. A picture of the plant at Hiils is

flashed on the screen. This is the plant at Hiils. It

‘produces approximately twenty-nine per cent of
Germany’s synthetic rubber and eighteen per cent
of its total rubber supply. With Germany at
present so short of rubber that she’s trying to bring
it.through in blockade runners from the Far East,
1 don’t need to emphasize the importance of this
target. The plant area is a square, approximately
3500 feet on a side. Your approach will be in here.
Your aiming point is here, on the gas plant. This is
the butadiene plant and thzs

The copilot of Tarbaby is twenty-one, big and
blond, and was on his way to becoming a mining
engineer when he started flying training fourteen
months ago. He is boisterous, gregarious, and,
privately, a little disappointed that there aré no
Dawn Patrols and champagne binges in this war
he finds himself fighting. His one ambition is to

be a first pilot—to sit on the left. He is wearing

his flying boots, a sheepskin-lined jacket, and a
Denver souvenir, a red scarf with Pinkie (last
name forgotten) crocheted upon it. As S-2 starts,
he is wondering where the hell his laundry is.
But the problem of Hiils interests him and»he
begins to listen closely.

. across these railway sidings, which will be.
on your right as you cross the target,; you will see
the Auguste Viktoria coal mine, which serves the
plant. This Group will be bombing from 25,000

© feet. After bombing you will continue to this point
where a turn to..

Tarbaby’s bombardler is called “Deadcye

" because he is. Small and fair, he looks decep-
tively cherubic in repose. His capacity for watery
English beer is a legend in Group 500. Sitting in
the third row, he is wearing a disreputable
coverall which he insists brings him good luck.

His two loves are Tarbaby and the Dodgers, in .

_ that order. His eyes are closed now. He is memo-

' rizing, with infinite anticipation, the exact pattern

of the gas plant at Hiils, near Recklinghausen.

Weather has taken the stand. He has been up
all night, and looks it. A vertical cross section of
the weather en route to the target—a layer cake
of clouds and meteorological symbols from'

.ground 'level to 35,000 feet—is shown on the

screen. Weather talks rapidly, as though he were
telling an old, old story: At base yow’ll have 6-8/10
thin cirro-stratus above 25,000. Visibility two
miles in haze. Traces of strato-cumulus over the
English coast going out. Thin patches of alto-stratus
up here at 12,000 with tops at 14,000 and towering
to 19,000 over the North Sea. Freezing level
11,000 . . .

Radio is the one new man on Tarbaby’s crew.
The old Radio stopped a small piece of flak over
Bremén and is now convalescing and writing
jeering postcards back from an Air Force rest
camp. This is the new Radio’s first mission. He’s

twenty-three and has worked in the dispatching
office of an airline on the West Coast back home.
Right now he’s frightened to death—and would
admit it if anyone took the trouble to ask him.
Weather finishes. Radio is wondering whether
he ought to take his tin hat to the ship.

The Flak Officer stands before the map of
enemy antiaircraft batteries, using a billiard cue
as a pointer. He is apologetic, as flak officers -
usually are. We’ve routed you today so thai the
flak you get will be, in general Jjust deterrent. He
waits for a laugh—and gets it. Here, where you
cross this island just off the German coast, there’s
a four-gun heavy battery. If you stick to your
course yow’ll be out of range. There’ll be moderate
heavy flak here and . . .

After Flak, the sergeant gunners leave the

» briefing. Tke and Mike, Tarbaby’s waist gunners,

trail along with them. Ike and Mike (christened
George and Lester) both wear their lined trou-
sers and jackets, for the subzero breezes blow at
the open waist gates. As the recognized clowns
of Tarbaby, they are concocting a story of mis-
adventures to hand to the new Radio during the

‘first dull hour of flight. Ike and Mike consider -

themselves hardened veterans—and are. They
hate flak and respect enemy fighters.

It is 0450 as the gunners pile aboard the Jeeps;
and trucks for the dispersal points. The eastern -
sky is pale with dawn now, though the field stifl
lies in darkness. In the main briefing room Flying
Control has concluded the preparation for Mis-
sion 95 with the time-tick, during which the .

crews set their watches. Twenty seconds before
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take our place. Just our luck, damn it. Yeah,
the rest looked fine when we left them.”
Mission 95 crosses the islands which line
Germany’s North Sea coast at 0900. They are at
bombing altitude now. The Combat Wings, each
one a rough arrowhead of three Groups, are
spaced down from front to rear like a flight of
steps. Though from the ground the muttering
thunder of the formation can be heard over miles
of the island chiain, the planes themselves are
. barely visible—a procession of tiny specks mov-
ing inexorably-across the sky. To the left of the

formation dark -smiudges of flak appear. From.

his gate in Tarbaby, Left Waist notes this with
satisfaction. Mission 95 is out of range of that
particular battery. The navigators are on the
beam.

The islands lie behind and the Zmder Zee lies
beneath when, at 0903, the first enemy fighters.
hit Mission 95. They come in high from the
south, like a pack of gnats, cross over the proces-
sion at 3000-yard range, and disappear in the
giare of the sun. The guns on the Forts silently
swing around, following their course. There is a
moment of waiting. The fighters pick their objec-
tive—a group near the tail of the procession.
They swing around, peel off, and come hurtling
down in line astern.

Warnings flood the intercommunication sys-
tems of twoscore planes. Here they come, high at
nine o’clock . . . Roger . . . 190’s at eleven o’clock.
- They’re after that Group ahead .
—ten o’clock . . . Roger . . . Three thousand
yards. Two thousand yards. One thousand
yards. The guns of the Group attacked open up
with a few short bursts. Smoking tracers fill the

air around the leading fighter. The Focke-Wulf
" is firing now—the four 20-mm. cannon flashing
orange from the wings, the two machine guns
projecting bright tongues of flame from the
fuselage. Six hundred yards. More of the Forts’
fifties are finding the range. The sky is criss-
crossed with tracers. The fighter bores in. The
puffs of his explosive 20-mm. ammunition are
creeping up on the wing ship. A burst of
machine-gun fire rakes the plane amidship,
making crackling noises like a stick against.a
picket fence. Four hundred yards. The Focke-
Wulf does a half-roll, exposing his armored
underbelly to the defensive fire. He drives in for
another two hundred yards, -guns blazing. He
“dives, followed by the fire of the ball turrets, until
he is lost to sight against the shimmering water
below. The action of the attack, from the first

. Focke-Wulfs

to the last shot fired, has taken place in just four
seconds. Another Focke-Wulf is coming in now.
A third and fourth and fifth, a dozen, follow it.
Meanwhile, the first is climbing, to re-form for a
second attack.

At the conclusion of this first contact, Mission

‘95 is still driving on, outwardly unchanged. But

in the Group attacked one plane has an engine
out, with its propeller feathered, in another the
engineer is working frantically to stop a leak in
the oxygen system, and in a third a tail gunner
lies dead at his post. A Focke-Wulf has gone
down like a flaming arrow into the waters of the
Zuider Zee and another, crippled, is fighting for
altitude as it makes for land. :

From his place at Tarbaby’s dorsal gin, the
new Radio watches the beginning of this distant
action and follows it until the fighters dive below
his line of view. He is sweating, desplte thecold. .
And he is anxious. He swings his gun around,
searching the oblong of visible sky. Rear Gunnef
is descnbmg to the crew what he can see of the
action in the rear. They’re coming down again. At
the same Group, I think. Looks like they’re -
bunching up and hitting them from six o’clock.
There goes a Fort out of formation. They're
ganging up on him. He breaks off suddenly as
Copilot comes in on the line. Copilot to crew:
Fighters at two o’clock, level. Repeat. Fighters-ai-
two o’clock, level.

It is 0912 as the second group of attackers
appears. The head of the bomber column is
skirting a tongue of land on the Zee’s east shore.
More flak appears. Puffs of oily black and brown
smoke spread across the sky just ahead of the
lead ship. The Forts drive through it. One ship
wobbles, drops out of position, and then slowly
regains its place. Tarbaby cuts through a spent
flak burst drifting past like a dirty veil. The lead
Wing swings down and to the right—every plane
in place—in a sweeping evasive movement.
Tarbaby leads Group 500 in a climbing turn to
the left. The gunners are firing steadily as the
fighter attacks develop. Five thousand feet above
the twisting, turning units of Mission 95 three
twin-engined enemy fighter-bombers are jockey-
ing for position as they prepare to bomb the
formation. Another Fortress has gone down, its
right wing trailing a bright sheet of flame. A
burning fighter leaves a line of smoke across the
sky. The pattern of the German countryside is
now beneath the action. The battle of Mission
95 is'on.

At 0940 the Old Man once again climbs the
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No.-1 engine and began to fall back. We dropped
back too, holding our position on our leader’s
wing. Just then an FW flashed in like a barracuda,
came right between the two Fortresses, and raked
our ship with cannon fire. I could feel the hits
slamming into us. Word came through that the
tail gunner was hit, and then just afterward the
interphone went dead.

The wounded navigator seemed all right, so T
crawled back to the tail gunner.. He was intact,

but he told me that the ball turret had received a -

direct hit. 1 went back to. take a look and found
it completely wrecked. The gunner was crumpled
-in ‘the wreckage. I tried to do what I could for
him, but -it was no use. I don’t think he ever knew
what hit him. I reached into the turret and fixed
the broken connection of the interphone, then I
went-back to the nose and gave the navigator a
shot of morphine to ease his pain. Then I went

‘back to the radio compartmem‘ to .man my own

_gun again.
That’s all there was to it.

Gunner, radio operator, physician, elecmcran
mortrcran———that s all there was to it. .o

- Hardly. a mission passed without some new .

report: of flak phenomena, or revised enemy

fighter tactics. FW 190’s were evidently -being

more-heavily armored : Fortress gunners repor-
ted seeing .50-caliber-tracers glance off the cowl-
ing of their radial engines. More and more the

enemy was going in-for head-on attacks. Bursts -
of antiaircraft fire that showered the formations -
- -the States were requiring over'a hundred modi-

with green and red stdars were reported. Pretty
-pink bursts—promptly dubbed “lace-panty flak™

—were -seen. - Huge arrows of smoke were

reported that may have had significance only in

the minds of the excited observers. Flak City .
rarely failed to put on a good show with at least

one new act.
The milk runs went on with an occasional slap

at Lille or Abbeville, at Romilly-sur-Seine or.
Rouen. There were elght missions in November
—more than the -weather forecasters had con--

sidered possible. In December the weather lived
‘up to its black reputation; time and again mis-
sions were scrubbed; four were completed.
Actually,.this was all that the timetable called
for, but. a certain impatience began to be mani-
fested by those who somehow had acquired the
notion that -an air force, to be effective, could
or should fight a major engagement every other
day. This illusion, fostered perhaps (like the

pickle-barrel-bombing-accuracy- myth) by over- |

zealous advocates of air power, was based on.a
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- ties -overnight,

curious blindness to the realities of aerial war-
fare. People who would not have dreamed of
expecting a naval squadron—or even a ground
army—to fight a dozen big battles in one month,
repairing combat damage and replacing casual-
wondered audibly why the
American bombers did not go out more often.

The problem of turning an untried theory of
air warfare into efficient and deadly practice
seemed to have—did have—a thousand different
facets. In their trial by combat the big bombers
were showing more endurance -than even the
experts had hoped for, but certain modifications
were needed : more fire power forward, better

- oxygen supply for the turrets, bigger ammunition

boxes, -better disposal of expended cartridge

-cases-that had an unpleasant way of falling upon

friendly aircraft flying below and causing con-.
siderable damage.

There was need for better organization of the
combat crew—bombardier and navigator, cram-
ped in the plexiglass nose, were likely to get in
each other’s way during the heat of combat. So
were the waist. gunners : the windows through
which they fired, designed originally so that one
man could handle both guns, were too close
together. A method had to be devised of making

- it easiér for the ball-turret gunner to bail outin

case the. abandon-ship order was given. Better

. rescue, emergency, and life-raft equipment was

found to be needed. By the time the first year
of operations was over, bombers arriving from

fications before going-on combat status.

‘Every aspect of combat flying presented prob-
lems that demanded solution. Radic operators.
had to master the British system. of communi-
cations and ‘learn- to recognize -false German
messages designed to confuse, or even recall, the
American formations. Navigators had to famil-
iarize themselves with Continental landmarks to

-, avoid errors that might prove fatal. Late in the

year, coming back from Lorient, a Fortress—
probably with wounded aboard—evidently mis-
took the tip of the Brest peninsula for the south
coast of -England. It peeled out of formation,

.obviously intending to iand, and ran into enemy

fighters that shot it down before it could rectify
its mistake.
‘But the problem that overshadowed all others

‘was bombing accuracy. The bombers were hit-
" ting the 'sub-pen installations, there was no

‘doubt of that. Letters of praise from the RAF
and from the British Admiralty attested to the



destruction at the bases, with the consequent
lengthening of the U-boat’s turn-around time.
Morale of the U-boat crews was shaken. But the
Americans weren’t satisfied.

For one thing, experience was proving that the
destructive power of a single bomb, or even a
few bombs, was not so devastating as had been
expected. What was needed within the target
area was a concentration of bombs whose cumu-
lative effect would be so great that repairing the
damage would hardly be worth the Germans’
" time or effort. During the early months of 1943
this sort of concentration was to be realized, not
once but many times. In the last half of 1942
the American bombardiers were still wrestling
with the problem. : ~

On virtually every mission they were hitting
the sub bases with at least a few sticks of bombs. -
 Direct hits on the shelters tore craters several

feet deep in the concrete roofs. But the bases were

not being knocked out. The desired concentra-
tion was not being achieved.

The first indication that a solution might be
reached came on January 3 when sixty-eight
Fortresses and Liberators attacked Saint-Nazaire
for the sixth time. It was a diamond-clear winter
day with visibility unlimited over the target. In
a further effort to insure precision bombing an
unusually long bombing run was ordered. The
run was made into the wind, and since the wind
above 20,000 feet was a 115-mile-per-hour gale,
the bombers’ speed was reduced by more than
half. For almost ten minutes they flew practically
straight and level, sitting up there, as one pilot
put it, “like fish in a barrel.”

As a result, the flak was particularly deadly:
The Germans put up what amounted to a box
barrage at the point of bomb release, and the
formations had to plow through it. At least two
bombers—probably three—were shot down by

The smoke was late. Smoke screen over the submarine pens at Saint-Nazaire, a common Nazi defense measure.
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flak. Enemy fighters, fourteen of which were -
destroyed, accounted for foir more bombers. It -
was a. tough day : the loss of seven bombers .

was the worst suffered to date.

- On that day, for the first time, the formations -

abandoned individual bombing and adopted the

practice of dropping their bombs at the instant -

- the  squadron -leader released his load. The full
implications were not tealized at the time,
although bombing results were good. But the
first long step had been taken toward a new
technique of bombing that within a few weeks

was to produce a concentration of bombs on a- -

target the like of which had never been seen—
at Rotterdam, or Coventry, or anywhere else.

" Incredible stories of individual heroism were
recorded that day. In one Fortress a 20-mm.
shell entered the cockpxt killing- the pilot out-

right and stunning the copilot. The .plane fell

out of formation in a terrific power dive. Two
thousand feet below, the copilot recovered con-
.sciousness, pulled the body of the pilot off the
control column, and, despite his wounds, re-

-gained control and zoomed back up into. form- -

ation in wbat the officer leading the mission des-

cribed as the most remarkable feat of piloting he -

had ever seen.

Down on “the deck,” struggling like a crxppled
gull over the Bay of Biscay, another  Fortress
participated in a wild dogfight with at least four

FW 190’s. Turning always into the attack to =

give the FW’s less time to aim and fire, maintain-

ing violent evasive action with one engine dead"
and another damaged, the Fortress shot down
at least two of its attackers. The pilot, a bullet -

through his legs, brought his nddled 'ship back
to base :
That was the day Sergeant Arizona Harris,

top turret gunner, won the Distinguished Service -

Cross. An officer in his squadron told the story :

His name was really Arizona—they christened

him that way—and he came from Tempe, which
is a little desert town not far from Phoenix. He
had a big leonine head and tawny hair and steady
eyes and thick strong wrists, and he was one of
the best top turret gunners you ever did see. He
usually fired in short, quick bursts, to keep his
guns from overheatmg, and he didn’t miss—not
often He already had two FW 190’s to-his credit,
and he had an Air Medal, too, that he was going.
to show to his father and his two brothers and
his married sister when he got home.
He went out that day with Charlie Cramner,

one of the most popular pilots in the whole group, -
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and 1 think Arizona was proud to ride with him
because he knew that if anybody could bring the
ship back, Charlie would. Even-when two engines
were  knocked out and the whole bottom was
blown clean out of the nose, so that the bombardier
and navigdator simply dzsappeared and nobody
‘knew what became of them—even then it looked
as if Charlie would bring her back, because when
the formation finally pulled away from the enemy
fighters, there was his ship staggering along. witlzv
us.

-Not quite with us, though. The formation came
down to zero feet for protection against possible
attacks from below. But Cramner didn’t dare lose
-altitude ‘that he couldnm’t regain, so he kept his

- ship. as high as he could—fifteen hundred feet,

maybe—and the rest of us thoughr he was safe up

there.- As safe as you can be in a riddled ship with

two engines out and most of the nose shot away.
So we didn’t join him.

But all of a sudden, about forty miles northwest
of Brest, six Focke- Wulf 190°s and a Messer-
schmitt 109 came hurtling out of nowhere. They
spotted the limping Fortress, and one after
another they made a pass at it from behind.

“The other bombers were too far away to help.
We saw two parachutes from.the Fort flare open

‘after the first attack, and two more after the

second attack-—although there was barely time
for the chutes to open before the men hit the water.”
We saw the Germans circle the drifting chutes,
and whether or not they machine-gunned the fliers
is something that can’t be proved, so why think
too miich about it ? But when the Fortress settled
into the sea—and Charlie Cramner, who had
stayed with his ship as a captain should, set her
down as gracefully and gently as if he hdd four

- engines and a six-thousand-foot concrete runway
“under him—then the Germans did strafe her; and
you could see the steeI-gray sea boiling- under the

rain of bullets.

But there was somethmg else you could see,
and that wds the guns in the upper turret still
blazing, even as she settled. She settled fast; she
lasted only about half a minute. But the top tur-
ret was still spitting as the waves closed over it.
And that was the end of Arizona T. Harris,
American fighting man.

The date was January 3, 1943. A few days

. later announcement was made that Allied ship-

ping losses for December were less than half

~ those suffered in November. The U-boat offen-
" sive was not dead, but its back was broken

Arizona Harris had helped break it.


































































west to the French coast the German fighters
made up,for their earlier inattentiveness : con-
tinuous attacks were hurled at the Forts all
the way to Rouen, where the withdrawal sup-
port of friendly ﬁghters was picked up. Four
bombers were lost. American gunners claimed

forty-seven enemy fighters destroyed. Strike.

photos and later assessment pictures showed
heavy destruction at the works, with scarcely a
major building escaping severe damagc.

As an example of precision bombing Renault
met the standard set at Vegesack, Rennes, and
Hamm. But four or a dozen or two dozen suc-
cessful attacks do not make a bombing program.
Nor could a bomber force which had to stretch
to put a hundred planes over a target expect to
make much of an impact on so large an enemy.
By April the men and the bombers promised at
Casablanca were beginning to -arrive in the
United Kingdom—in a trickle at first, at flood
tide later. They had to be established, indoctri-
nated, and taught the rules for fighting the Nazi.
While it waited for these new recruits, the VIII
Bomber Command went about its work.

An aircraft and aero-engine repair works near -

Antwerp was the next target. The bombing,
once again, was good; the plant was severely
damaged. A Wing Leader, veteran of many
raids, accompanied this mission as an observer
and kept an informal, running record of one
sortie :

Stood behind pilot while he-took off.

Made sign language to pilot to be on the alert

for enemy attacks through thin overcast as we
made the diversion run.

Pointed out two “‘smoke trails” coming out of -

France high to our left.

Looked at Belgium as we crossed the coastline
—wondering how those people were domg down
there.

Threw kisses at S pitfires as they c:rcled above.

. Cursed an FW 190 as it came in to our right
and released an aerial bomb. ‘
first enemy attack develop ahead of the formation

. Pointed out attackers to the pilot. -

Watched  fire from cannons as Germans increased
their attack. . Flinched as a 20-mm. shell
damaged the oxygen and hydraulic system.
Looked at pilot and copilot o see how badly they
were wounded. .

Began to feel “queer.”. . . Checked oxygen sup-
ply—pressure was down: to 100. Tried to
attach oxygen lead to emergency supply bottle.
Could not get it 10 fasten,
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Watched the

Copilot reached for emergency oxygen bottle

Gave it to him. . Asked for .a “whiff”

and he gave it to me. It seemed to do some good.

Pilot told me that navigator had been hit and
wanted some assistance.

Got another “whiff” of oxygen from copllol
and started to forward compartment. -

Crawled through hydraulic fluid on hands and
knees to navigator. .-. . Used oxygen-mask con-
necting hose as tourniquet on navigator’s leg. . . .
Helped. to take navigator's parachute off and
stretched him out. . Rearranged tourniquet .
and gave it to bombardier to hold. Had my own
thumb caught in it. .

Took navigation data out of navigator’s pocket
and tried to locate our position on the map.

Crawled back to pilot’s compartment to gtve
him compass course on the paper. ;

Lost information on the floor and crawled back -
for it,

Rearranged tourniquet and continued to nose of ‘
aircraft. -

Called pzlot and informed him that we would .
be forced to land at the first RAF station because
navigator was seriously wounded. Gave
pilot course to fly.

Crawled over to navigator and slapped his face.

. Looked at his eyes. . . . Requested pilot to
“let down” as rapidly as posszble as all oxygen.
for navigator had been used.

Held navigator’s arm while bombardier tried
to give him a “‘hypo.” . . . Fluid ran out before
the needle got in. .

Pilot called to report a fire had started in the
cockpit. . .-. Just sat until medium altitude was .
reached. o

Crawled back to pilot’s compartment and noti-
fied him that I would stand by rear door with fire”
extinguisher ready. )

Sat behind ammunition box for crash landing.

Opened door and ran around to front of azrplane '
after it had stopped—no fire.

Placed $400 in the back seat of an automobile
and walked away and left it. Forgot what my"
driver’s name was.

Money was handed to me later.

Drank coffee and ate doughnuts.

Began to function normally.

If the success of the March series of attacks
had proved the potentialities of precision bomb-
ing, it also put the enemy thoroughly on guard.
The Nazi Command now realized that every
target—no matter how small-—within range of
the Forts was endangered. Flak and fighters










































reaching their targets. Air-to-air bombing in-
creased; fighters armed with rocket guns were
reported by returning crews. The Forts were
not stopped.

Here is a sergeant gunner’s diary, covermg the
late June and early July attacks :

June 22—This was the date of our first engage-
ment. Antwerp, where the Germans were build-
ing trucks and tanks, was our target. Our part

was a minor one, more-or less intended to keep

their attention divided; while the main force went
to Huls. It was cons:dered successful. We were
hit hard by FW 190’s and had our share of flak.
The two other ships in my Jlight never returned,
taking three of the men in my barracks down with
them. Our tail gunner was killed by the only shot
to enter our ship. He was a fine fellow. ,

June 25—Today, Hamburg! Rather a wasted
trip. A large formation dropping bombs through
a thick layer of clouds which obscured the target.
The flak and the 190’s were with us. One-B-17
went down, taking more of my friends and our
operations officer.

June 26—Target, an airport in Paris, France.
‘No. 1 engine cut out over Channel, so we turned
back. Others went on in, but weather bad and
only few bombed target. '

June 28—Big game, big formation this time.
We made the Germans very well aware of our
presence in Saint- Nazaire. Our bombs raised the
submarine docks to heaven. We encountered
clouds of flak and fighters. We left the fighter
opposition shortly after bombing. Some time out
from the target we picked up two German fighters
that made repeated attacks on the tail of our ship.
Had the rather unpleasant experience of seeing
20-mm. cannon shells exploding close to our tail.
No one was killed or badly injured. We stopped at
an RAF base for the mght They treated us won-
derfully.

June 29—Flying today ‘with Lt. L. All enlisted
men in his crew are in hospital, with the exception
of one man who is dead. The trip is without event.
We go well into France looking for our target
{an airport) which is hidden by clouds.

July 4—Another Independence Day, quite unlike
any other I can remember. A German aircraft
factory deep within France got a look at some
American fireworks in the form of several hun-
dred 500-pound bombs. Our own crew went today
as spares and had to return just short of France.
Today we have been heavyhearted because Lt
B’s crew did not return.

July 8— No mission today. I received the award
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of the Air Medal for having successfully completed
ﬁve combat missions.

The author of this diary did not return from
a mission six days later and is listed as Missing
in Action.

The VIII Bomber- Command celebrated its
second July 4 in England by giving the Germans
a demonstration of just how a moderate-sized
force of heavy day bombers could be used.
Weather dictated the choice of three targets in
Occupied France—the Gnome and Rhone Aero
Engine Factory at Le Mans, an aircraft factory
at Nantes, and the U-boat installations at La
Pallice. Both factories, of course, were working
hard for the Nazis.

Shortly after noon two strong forces of Forts
flying parallel courses crossed the French coast,
just east of the Cherbourg peninsula. As the
German fighter force made hurried preparations

* to defend this area, a third force of some seventy

Fortresses, having made a wide swing out to
sea, appeared over the installations at La Pallice -
200 miles to the south. This part of the operation
bombed effectively and returned, without meet-
ing any effective enemy opposition.

Meanwhile, the two main forces had reached
Laval, elghty miles south of the Channel, at
1230. Here the full force of the Nazi ﬁghters
converged upon them. At Laval, following the
flight plan, one of the bomber forces swung left
and hit Le Mans. The other force turned right.
and attacked Nantes. to the southeast. This
effectively split the Nazi fighter concentration.
The Le Mans force withdrew north, picking up
friendly fighter support at Argentan. The Nantes
force continued from their target in a south-
westerly direction, withdrawing out to sea and
. flying a great semicircle back to England.

The German fighter force, dispersed to face
the several prongs of this operation and held at
bay by friendly fighters during the last part of
the Le Mans withdrawal, was able to account
for-less than three per cent of the bombing
force despite its persistent and ferocious attacks.
Returning crews claimed fifty-two Nazi fighters.
The bombing against all three targets—a total of
542 tons being dropped—was exemplary.

On July 4 high-level precision bombing added
a third development, tactical deception, to its
already-established reputation for accuracy and
effective self-defense—it proved that, given suffi-
cient force, the hand that guided the high-level
daylight bomber could be quicker than the Nazi
eye.

























































armada of Fortresses ever assembled was. dis-
patched against two high-priority industrial tar-

gets deep inside Germany. Two aerial task forces -
struck the factories at Schweinfurt which pro---

duced approximately half of Germany’s total
output of ball bearings. A third, fighting its way
through fighter opposition of unparalleled fero-
city, paralyzed the Nazis’ second-largest Messer-

schmitt factory at Regensburg and flew straight

on to Africa. »

The claims and losses in this day’s work—
288 enemy fighters destroyed, sixty B-17’s
missing—were both an indication of the scope of
the fiercest air combats since the Battle of
Britain, and a warning of what lay ahead before
the back of the Luftwaffe could be finally
broken. As the Fortresses crossed the enemy-
held coast, waves of fighters rose to oppose
them. All the way in—and in the case of the
Schweinfurt formations, all the way out from
the target—fresh squadrons of fighters were
thrown in. The Germans used everything,
FW 190’s, Me-109’s, Me-110’s, Ju-88's, Me-
210’s, Do-217’s, He-113’s, and FW 189’s. They
were shot down in droves. As one navigator
reported 1 can’t remember looking out without
seeing: a bunch of them falling out of the sky like
big dirty drops of rain.

The Fortress formations, especially the lower
squadrons, did not escape lightly. Some bombers
came home on two engines. Others returned
with half their crews dead or missing. Some fell
in the Channel, others in the Mediterranean.

The price was not too high because the bomb-
ing-—particularly at-Regensburg—was magnifi-
sent. At Schweinfurt results were good: con-
siderable damage was inflicted on the ball-
bearing works, an aircraft-components factory
was hit, the main railroad station and communi-

:ations system were blasted. At Regensburg the

:ntire weight of bombs landed inside the Messer-
schmitt factory area or on the adjacent airfield.

All work at the plant was stopped. Six main -

Norkshops were hit, five being severely damaged.
Storerooms and administrative buildings were
vrecked; a hangar presumably used for engine
nstallation was more than half destroyed.
lhirty-seven single-engined aircraft dispersed on
he airdrome were probably damaged by blast.

The accuracy of the bombing, coming as it did
ifter hours of the most violent aerial combat,
iigh-lighted the progress achieved by the bombar-
liers in one year of constant experiment. When

he first Combat Wing hit the target so hard that

smoke obscured it from view, the second Combat
Wing calmly swung around in a complete circle,
made ‘another bombing run after some of the

_smoke had blown away, and scored an equally

effective concentration of hits. It was precision

" bombing at its best.

- In a Fortress named X Virgin, a waist gunner
was killed. Four men deliberately bailed out so
that remaining ‘crew members would have
enough oxygen to take the ship over the target.
When the bomb-release mechanism failed to
work, a wounded gunner loosened the shackles
with a screw driver, then jumped on the bombs

.until they fell free. In a Fortress named My

Prayer, fire broke out and the ship went into a
dive. All crew members bailed out except the
pilot, copilot, and the top turret gunner, whose
chute was so damaged by flames that he was
unable to jump. The pilot finally brought the
bomber out of its dive and the gunner, painfully

- wounded by a shell fragment in the leg, managed

to smother the blaze with the help of the copilot.
The gunner then took over the nose guns, the
copilot the waist guns, and they held off enemy
fighters until the Fortress was down to house-top
altitude and the fighters gave up the chase. We
came home at 210 miles an hour, buzzing cities,
factories, and airfields in Germany. It was the first
legal buzzing I've ever done. We drew some fire,
but I did evasive action and we escaped further
damage. The people in Germany scattered and fell .

- to the ground when they saw us coming, but in

Belgium the people waved and saluted us. . . .

Over Belgium, the copilot started jettisoning
everything that could be spared. He came across -
a pair of shoes and, seeing a Belgian standing in
a field cheering enthusiastically, tied the laces
together and dropped the shoes to him. Running
low on gas and without a navigator to guide
them, the threc men brought their plane across
the Channel and landed it safely on an RAF -
airdrome.

Equally harrowmg was the trip of Pregnant -
Portia, a Fortress in the task force that bombed

"Regensburg. Again a life raft became dislodged

and “tangled itself in the elevators. In vain,
members of the crew tried to shoot it off; -one
gunner from Texas even tried to rope it. Enemy

' fighters, seeing that the Fortress was in trouble,

gave it their best attention. We could see the Alps
in the distance by this time. Since we expected our
tail to flop off any minute, we looked longingly at
those mountains and prayed harder than we had

" ever prayed before. .
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