
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

A Message From Our President 
 

Dear Friends of the 376th, 

     Happy Holidays - whether it's those past (Veteran's Day and 

Thanksgiving) or those ahead. I was able to be home on Thanksgiving for a 

change and enjoyed my time with family. Hope you all were able to do the 

same. Those of you who were at the reunion and those who missed it can 

see some of it on video. Two TV crews were there to tape veteransô 

interviews as well as portions of the banquet ï veterans at sitting their 

tables as well as dancing. I have a DVD of Sunday night with Marty 

Goldfarb at his table, George dancing, and Jack Oliver and Byfield Gordon 

putting in their two cents for Channel 6 News. I also have a DVD of the 

Sunday night banquet taped by the fellow who ran the slide projector for 

Col. Harrison Smith's talk - beginning with the Color Guard entering and 

concluding with my final remarks. Let me know if youôd like one and I 

will send you a copy. There is a news presentation on the internet and 

OETA TV has placed a 3 min. presentation on U-tube. Just go to U-tube 
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and/or OETA and access ñveterans reunionò - you can watch it wherever 

your computer is. 

     My main focus of late has been job searching which has put me behind 

schedule for planning the next reunion; but, it hasnôt slowed me down with 

ideas.  I have been getting some e-mails and letters ï ñThank Youò - from 

the veterans. Some say they are the last member of their crew and they see 

less reason to attend. Iôve continued to attend even though the men who 

knew my father no longer attend and those who served at the same time, 

though in different squadrons, are few. I am still blessed and eager to hear 

the stories of the veterans who attend and compare their stories to the 

stories my father shared with me.  It is surprising to find what we share in 

common. I hope I can continue to plan a reunion we all will  enjoy and that 

no one feels ignored or disconnected. 

      Ideas for the tours and events are developing - here are some: 

1.  The atomic museum with the history of the development and delivery of 

the first atomic bomb. 

2.  There is a cultural museum that has a selection of art, culture, 

history, and dancing of the Indian tribes of the region. It has a large and 

diverse gift shop with quality merchandise for sale. There is a large cafe 

attached, decorated in southwest style motif and the food is priced right 

and it is delicious. 

3.  There is a cable car lift to the top of the Sandia mountains overlooking 

Albuquerque. The lift may be too high and strenuous for some but the lift 

station and restaurant at the base of the mountain has a beautiful view of 

the city and desert at sunset. 

4.  Iôm looking into a train ride between Albuquerque and Santa Fe. The 

cost is $ 8 each.  Iôm looking into the view from the tracks to Sante Fe and 

then perhaps a bus tour of the town or the cliff dwellings at Bandelier 

National Park or the city of Los Alamos.  

5.    Iôm still looking for music and speakers to come to the hotel. I have 

heard from our Tulsa singer and speakers. They said they would be willing 

to come back with a different presentation if asked because they enjoyed 

our group so much. If you would enjoy hearing from Tulsa's Wednesday 

and Thursday nights and Fridayôs luncheon entertainment again, please let 

me know. 

6.  There are companies that offer balloon rides and east of town there is a 

glider museum and field that offers a 30 min to 1 hr glider ride. I donôt 

know if any of you veterans want to go up in anything that doesnôt have an 

engine but I will have the phone numbers and information for you if you 

do.  

     I had not been visiting for the last two months due to my exposure to 

the flu virus.  I had been symptom-free for a month, so last week I drove 

from Longview, TX to Monroe, LA and Memphis, TN to visit my father's 

tailgunner's wife, Ellie Huddleston, and to see Darvin Michael, our 513th 

squadron representative. I visit with you when I can and think of you all 

when I can't visit. I hope to have more news and details in the next issue.  

Until then - Happy Holidays and take care. 

Kim Hobbs 

HISTORIANôS CORNER ï Ed Clendenin 

ENCOUNTER WITH THE 15th AIR FORCE AT PÉCS, 

HUNGARY (Part 1) 
by  

Gabriel A. Pall  

Williamsburg, Virginia  

November, 2009  
(Copyright ©2009 G.A. Pall) 

 

Introduction  
     This is a most remarkable story of how a 12-year old Hungarian boy 

met a downed U.S. airman during the closing months of WWII and how, 

almost 65 years later, he found and re-connected again with the hero of his 

boyhood.  

 

The Encounter  
     In March 1945 the Second World War was nearing its end in Europe. 

The German Wehrmacht was desperately defending an inexorably 

shrinking area; their ñfortress Europeò was under relentless attack from all 

directions. The western Allies: the Americans, British and French were 

already fighting on German soil and in the East, the Soviets overran most 

of Hungary and were approaching Berlin. In the Mediterranean theatre, the 

Allies fought their way up the Italian peninsula to the Po Valley. As they 

were gaining ground, more and more airfields became available in Italy for 

basing bomber groups, from where they could continue to mount an 

increasingly devastating strategic bombing offensive against targets in 

Germany and Austria.  

     At that time, I was 12 years old and lived with my parents and sister in 

Pécs, a town in southwestern Hungary, about 20 miles West of the Danube. 

It lies in a long valley, protected by the Mecsek mountains from the North, 

hence it has a pseudo-mediterranean climate. From a strategic point of 

view, it is poorly placed: if you get surrounded in the valley, you are bound 

to be annihilated. But what is bad for the military, is good for the civilians: 
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in a region, where Romans, Franks, Hungarians, Mongols, Turks, 

Austrians, Serbs and Soviets passed, fought and destroyed, Pécs fared 

remarkably well. It is still rich in relics of the past: It is the only place in 

Hungary where Turkish djamis remained intact (a djami is a small mosque 

for communal prayers).  

     The Soviets crossed the Danube late November 1944 and occupied Pécs 

without too much of a fight, as the Germans withdrew to a more defensible 

position below Lake Balaton, about 60 miles north of our town. But even 

without fighting taking place, the town did suffer at the hand of the 

Soviets. During the first two or three days of the occupation, Red Army 

soldiers were engaged in much plunder, robbery and rape. After the front 

moved through, things quieted down, but the population still had to endure 

lots of hardships, lack of public safety and shortages of just about 

everything: food, clothing, public services, medical care and the like. 

     Fortunately, my family and I evaded most of the atrocities and horrors 

of the war, because we lived within a hospital compound. My father was a 

physician and director of the local university clinic for obstetrics and 

gynecology. Before the arrival of the Russians, we posted large signs 

around the hospital with a red cross and in Cyrillic letters the Russian 

words Ɍɋɓɗɐaɥ ɇɔɑɢɓɎɜɆ (ñzhenskaya bolnicaò in Latin letters, 

meaning ñwomenôs hospitalò). The Russians did respect that, and in fact, a 

couple of days later three Red Army ambulances pulled up to our building 

with a bunch of sick or wounded Russian female officers and soldiers 

whom they wanted treated. My father and his medical staff took them in 

and all were healed and released later ï there they were no longer the 

enemy, just suffering human beings. But from that point on, the Russians 

posted an armed sentry to our compound, so we were pretty safe from 

marauding gangs of soldiers or any other incursions.  

     The bombing offensive against German targets was carried out from the 

South by the U.S. 15th Air Force, primarily with B-24 Liberator heavy 

bombers flying out of Italian airfields like Pantanella, Stornara and San 

Pancrazio, among others. Both on their way to their targets and then on the 

return leg, the bomber formations overflew southwestern Hungary. While 

on their missions, a number of American aircraft were lost to German 

fighters or anti-aircraft fire, while others were damaged or suffered 

mechanical failure which made their return to base problematic. The town 

of Pécs had a small airport with an approximately 2600 ft long grass strip 

as its only runway. In agreement with the occupying Soviets, the 15th Air 

Force made arrangements for disabled U.S. planes to use the Pécs airfield 

for emergency landings. The surviving crews were then collected by the 

Soviets and eventually repatriated to their bases, or back to the U.S. 

      On March 31, 1945 the Liberators of the 376th Heavy Bomb Group led 

a massive air raid with the objective of demolishing the Hermann Goering 

tank works and the railroad marshaling yards in Linz, Austria. One B-24 

aircraft, Serial Number 44-50393 and nicknamed the "Double-Shot Sam" 

of the 514th Squadron was piloted by 1st Lt. Glenn Rendahl with a crew of 

10. Early on the bomb run over Linz, they had an engine blown apart. 

Later, ensuing hits ripped open two gas tanks beyond self-sealing 

capability. Eventually they had to decide to break out of the homebound 

formation and head for ñGreengate," which was that dayôs code word for 

the Russian lines to the east and specifically, the airport at Pécs.  

     That Saturday afternoon, ñDouble-Shot Samò crash-landed at the Pécs 

airport, and the crew walked away from the badly damaged plane without 

anybody getting seriously hurt.  

     At the same time, I was participating in a soccer match at school, but we 

stopped the game as the large, lumbering B-24 came into sight and started 

circling the airfield. This was not the first B-24 that crashed in or near our 

town (on March 23rd, a B-24 of the 456th Bomb Group was the first 

American plane to do so; three days later, on March 26th two B-24ôs of the 

461st Bomb Group crash-landed the same way), so we knew the pilot was 

probably dumping fuel before he attempted the landing. We also knew that 

the Soviets would pick up the crew and take them into town, where they 

were put up in the Hotel Nádor ï the only hotel in the center of Pécs, which 

was also used by the Soviet kommandatura.  

     The American crews usually stayed in the hotel until a means for their 

repatriation became available ï but they were not allowed out of the hotel 

ñfor their own safetyò. The real reason, of course, was that the Soviets 

simply did not want any contact between American flyers and the 

Hungarian civil population.  

     To us young kids, the sight of American airplanes, however damaged, 

and the arrival of their crews in town was an absolute sensation. The 

airmen usually sat around in the hotel lobby, smoking, playing cards or just 

talking among themselves. When the weather was good, they ñhung outò 

just outside the main hotel entrance. Curious townsfolk, but mostly middle- 

and high school boys, gathered around the hotel when the Americans were 

visible; getting into the hotel was more difficult, as there was usually a 

Soviet guard who tried to keep away the Hungarian civilians. However, as 

almost no one spoke any English, people just stared at the American 

airmen who looked infinitely better than the Russians and were also 

friendlier and more willing to communicate with people in any way 

possible. There was some sign language communication with the civilians, 

also using a few German, French or Spanish words here and there.  
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     As each American aircraft landed (or, better said, crashed), the first 

thing the Soviets were looking for were the Norden bombsights, which 

were still considered top secret at the time. However, in most cases the 

American crews were able to make them unusable by removing the optics 

ï the essence of the system. The Russians also tried to remove the weapons 

and ammunition. (There were no bombs, as they had either been dropped 

over targets, or jettisoned before the landing -- no pilot would have risked a 

crash landing with bombs still in the bomb bays.) For a while, the Russians 

posted sentries to keep the civilian population away, but as time went by 

and more aircraft landed, security became lax and civilians, especially us 

boys, found ways to sneak into the planes and strip them of all kinds of 

interesting items. The American planes proved to be a veritable treasure 

trove. Among the most popular -- and valuable -- items were electric 

motors of various sizes that performed various mechanical functions on 

board (like driving the gun turrets, lowering and retracting landing gear, 

opening bomb bays and the like). An electric motor would fetch a small 

pig, two or three geese or half a dozen chickens on the barter food market. 

Another sought-after item was rubber shaved off the tires of the landing 

wheels. Small sheets were sold for shoe soles ï a most valuable item in a 

country where shoe leather disappeared into the war effort years ago. The 

windows were dismounted, the Plexiglas worked into jewelry, ornamental 

objects or paper weights.  

     Since I was 8 years old, my parents had wisely insisted that I study 

English ï so I was able to talk to some of the downed crew members. For 

some reason, I approached one who later turned out to be 2nd Lt. Robert 

Holcomb, the bombardier of the crashed B-24. He was quite surprised to 

meet a Hungarian boy who spoke English and talked with me at some 

length. Frankly, I donôt remember any more the exact subject of our 

conversation, but at the end he gave me some chocolate and chewing gum 

(which was unheard of in Hungary at the time) and also gave me his name 

and home town, with the words "if you ever come to America, look me 

up".  

     The American crew left Pécs after a few days, but I never forgot that 

encounter, which was my first personal contact with an American ï and an 

airman at that! I was impressed by his openness, friendliness and what 

seemed almost his generosity. This encounter became eventually an on-

going motivation for me to somehow get to the United States ï the country 

must be a nice place where such people came fromé!  

     But first followed another 11 years in my life under Soviet occupation 

and Communist rule. As I didnôt have Mr. Holcombôs mailing address, I 

could not get in touch with him ï but that would have been highly 

unadvisable and even dangerous under the Communist regime where any 

correspondence with the West ï and especially with a person in the United 

States ï would have raised suspicion and possibly resulted in an 

interrogation by the secret police, or worse. But meeting Mr. Holcomb 

kindled my interest in America which grew into a resolve to immigrate 

there one day.  

     My opportunity to escape from Communist rule came only after the 

failed Hungarian revolution of 1956. After crossing the Iron Curtain into 

Austria (which is a story in itself), I was allowed, along with my late wife, 

to enter the United States in June 1957 -- under a special congressional 

resolution promulgated by the Eisenhower administration. This made it 

possible for about 40,000 Hungarian refugees with technical qualifications 

(scientists, engineers, mathematicians, physicists, and the like) to enter the 

country on a priority basis, above and beyond the immigration quota 

specified by law. 

 

To Be Continuedé. 

In Memory Ofé 
Q George Ross Hibbs, a WWII veteran, passed away 

August 5, 2009. He was in the Army Air Corp and his dog 

tag No. is 1511016 T 44. During the summer of 1943 he 

was a cameraman, as well as a gunner, with the 515th and 

was moved from plane to plane, depending on the mission. 

Although he enjoyed the reunions, he never met anyone he 

knew. He also enjoyed the Intelligencer and his many 

WWII books. His wife, Patricia, says ñThank you for your 

coverage of the war.ò 

 

Q Mark Mooty, a HALPRO pilot, passed away about two 

years ago. Don Shea asked that this heroôs name be 

recorded for posterity. He is also mentioned in the book 

ñLiberandosò. 
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A Word From Our Chaplain 
 

ñBlessed is the nation whose God is the Lord.ò  Psalm 

33:12 

 

     We like to say we live in a ñpluralisticò nation. We are 

a people betwixt and between. We believe that our 

government cannot establish a particular religion and it 

cannot impede any religion one wishes to believe in. Obviously this 

position, wise as it seems to be, is a Pandoraôs Box. Pestilence is bound to 

torment anyone who ventures to open the subject. Get ready for pestilence, 

here I go. 

     A friend sent me an email with a wonderful picture of the Washington 

Monument. He pointed out an interesting fact. There is an aluminum cap 

atop the monument with two words on it: LAUS DEO. No visitors can see 

these words. These words are 555 feet, 5.125 inches high, facing skyward 

to the Father of our nation, overlooking the 69 square miles of our Nationôs 

capital. There they are, two words, LAUS DEO, out of sight, but very 

meaningfully placed at the highest point over what is the most powerful 

city in the most successful nation in the world. So what do they mean. In 

Latin, just four syllables and only seven letters, simply, they say, ñPraise be 

to God!ò When one stops to think about these words atop the Washington 

Monument, there is the realization that someone wanted future generations 

to remember LAUS DEO.  

     Why is this remembrance so important? Because, ñBlessed is the nation 

whose God is the Lord.ò Psalm 33:12. They wanted future generations to 

remember from whom blessing comes. It comes from the Lord.   

     Blessing is promised by political parties, presidents and one congress 

after another. They come and they go. Members of the 376
th
 have in their 

lifetimes heard many promises of blessing. Members of the 376th gave 

their service to our country, and many gave their lives, to insure freedoms 

from tyranny. Perhaps the greatest of these freedoms is that those who call 

themselves Americans will forever be free from being forced to observe 

any particular religion  in the name of any ñGod.ò  Instead, we Americans 

are invited every day to remember, ñLAUS DEO!ò Praise be to God! May 

this Thanksgiving and Christmas season be full of thanks given to God for 

His many blessings. May your hearts and homes be filled with praise to 

God from whom comes blessings that do not force or fail.  

 

Your Chaplain, 
Robert B. Oliver 

 

 
ñVideotaped Interviews from 2007 Reunion 

Now Web Streamed Onlineò 
By David Ulbrich, 2

nd
 Vice President 

 

     Great news!  Video interviews and transcripts from 

the 376
th
 Heavy Bombardment Group Oral History 

Project are now available on the Internet through the 

Digital Media Repository, a project of the Ball State University Libraries, 

at http://libx.bsu.edu.  You can access them directly at 

http://libx.bsu.edu/collection.php?CISOROOT=/376OrHis.   

     I would like to thank all the veterans for being willing to take the time 

and recall their experiences of World War II.  This collection is part of the 

Digital Media Repository, a project of the Ball State University Libraries.  

The goal of this project was to preserve the memories of these men of the 

greatest generation for their families, students, scholars, and future 

generations of Americans. 

     At the 2007 reunion in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, some 40 veterans of the 

376
th
 HBG graciously agreed to sit and be interviewed for about one hour 

each.  The 512
th
, 513

th
, 514

th
, and 515

th
 were all well represented.  The 

veterans talked about their reasons for joining the U.S. Army Air Force, 

their experiences in training, and their memories of military service.  They 

brought a wide range of perspectives, including those of pilots, 

bombardiers, flight engineers, navigators, gunners, and grounds crewmen.   

They recalled their sometimes harrowing and sometimes humorous stories 

of being stationed in southern Italy and flying their missions against 

Ploesti, Vienna, Moosierbaum, the Brenner Pass, among many other 

targets.   Copies of interviews and transcripts as well as additional archival 

materials on the 376th Heavy Bombardment Group are available at Ball 

Stateôs Archives and Special Collections, Bracken Library, Room 210, 

Muncie, IN.  See also http://www.bsu.edu/libraries/archives/. 

     This project would not have been possible without the time and support 

from Edward Clendenin, Kim Hobbs, Toni Schmidt, and Chris Reidy, who 

conducted so many interviews with the veterans in Milwaukee.  Mr. Reidy 

and Robert Fultz of the Ball State University Teleplex deserve thanks for 

spending many long hours behind cameras.   John Straw, Maren Read, and 

their archival staff at Ball State rendered tireless assistance throughout the 

whole process.  David Ulbrich organized the 376
th
 Oral History Project 

through Ball State University with generous financial and administrative 

support from the 376th HBG Veterans Association, and from Ball State's 

History Department, Military Science Department, University Teleplex, 

and Archives and Special Collections.  
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At Mitchell Field, LI, before leaving for Europe 

Wrecked B-24 

     At the most recent 2009 reunion in Tulsa, Oklahoma, several more 

interviews with veterans were videotaped courtesy of the Tulsa Air and 

Space Museum.  These interviews will be web streamed as part of Ball 

Stateôs collection.  Ed Clendenin deserves special thanks for conducting 

these interviews in Tulsa.  In addition, transcriptions for all the interviews 

and several other audio interviews conducted with veterans by telephone 

will eventually be added to the Ball State collection. 

     I encourage everyone to look at the web page for the 376
th
 Oral History 

Project.  Show your spouses, children, grandchildren, friends, and other 

veterans.  These interviews represent a significant addition to the existing 

historical record of the 376
th
ôs contributions to victory in World War II.       

Thank you! 

     If you have questions, please contact John Straw at 765-285-5078 or 

jstraw@bsu.edu or David Ulbrich at 740-590-9888 or ulbrichdj@aol.com. 

 
 

 
 

    My name is Peter Rosser, oldest son of 

Gordon (512
th
 squadron) and Marie Rosser.  I 

grew up in suburban New York.  I served in 

the US Air Force as a radar technician.  After 

my enlistment, I was hired by Hewlett 

Packard, where I became interested in, and 

learned programming.  I did a little web 

writing at this time.   

   Our association uses the web site as a communication tool, with 

notification regarding reunions and how the members are doing.   Also 

when people are doing research the web page is a source of information.  

When a grandparent wants to teach their grandchild, we are a source of 

history.   

   I have gone through the e-mails forwarded to me, and updated the names 

on the óMemorialsô page of those who have passed. 

   My future plan for the web page is to work through the stack of e-mails 

and make entries and changes as needed.  Finally I want to clean up the look 

of the site. 

 
 
 
 
 

A GOOD DAY 

by Al MacKenzie 

 

     We had beautiful 

weather for our trip to 

Vienna. We were flying 

north from Italy. The sun 

was bright, not a cloud in 

the sky. The snow in the 

Alps was whiter than 

white. How peaceful it 

was.  

     We approached Vienna 

at 25,000 feet. Directly 

ahead, the sky was filled 

with puffy black clouds. It 

was all smoke from exploding 

anti-aircraft shells. As the nose 

gunner on that B-24, I had a good view. Those clouds contained a 

rainstorm of scrap iron. I had been there before and knew that well. Flying 

into a hunk of iron at 300 miles an hour can cause real damage. It was on 

that raid that the flight engineer lost the top of his head. Some of his brain, 

I was told, landed in the co-pilot's lap.  

     We completed the bomb run and were still flying. Almost by habit, I 

looked at each of the four engines. One on each side was dead. The 

motionless propellers looked like fat branches on a big dead tree. One 

engine was laying out a long 

stream of smoke.  

     The plane would fly with 

only two engines, but with a 

steady loss of altitude. We 

were hundreds of miles from 

friendly territory. Still, I was 

optimistic.   
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Another B24 Wreck 

Inside Waist of Restored B24 

     Looking at the ground 

was like looking out of the 

airline window. There 

were hills, fields, roads 

and towns. The difference 

was that there were people 

down there who could 

organize a lynching in no 

time.  

     Luck was with us. We made it into 

allied territory. I climbed out of the 

turret and picked up my parachute. There was not enough room in the 

turret for the parachute. I crawled under the flight deck and weaved my 

way through the bomb bay. I made my way to the waist area where there 

was more room. I did not know that during my little trip, the remaining 

two engines had died.  

     A casual look out of a window revealed trees flying by. Suddenly, it 

was completely dark. There was extreme pain. I could not breathe; not 

even enough to scream. I was suffocating, drowning. I could taste the dirt 

as if my face were plowing the ground. I figured that I was under the plane 

being squashed like a roach. It seemed endless. Clearly, it was over. I just 

wanted a quick finish.  

     Then there was light. I heard a hissing noise. I was hanging upside 

down, some distance above the ground. A torn piece of aluminum had 

threaded inside the leg strap of my parachute harness. 

     After a while, two guys cut me down. They laid me on the 

ground. My heavy boots caused my feet to fall over on their sides. 

My legs were badly broken.  

     The plane started to burn. Ammunition was exploding. There was a lot 

of smoke. The two guys tried to move me by carrying me by the arms and 

legs. The pain was too much so they left me there. I knew that the plane 

could easily explode. I was close enough to touch it. I didn't give a damn.  

     After a little while, I began to think more rationally. I did not want to 

die having given up. I used my elbows to inch my way away from the 

plane.  

     Time passed. Lying on the ground, I was getting very cold. With all that 

smoke as a signal, why did help not arrive? It was starting to get dark. 

Then two Italian men came along with an old wooden door. They loaded 

me on it using it as a stretcher. They carried me to a nearby stone 

farmhouse. It had only one room and a big fire. Gosh, that felt good.  

     Finally, the army ambulance arrived. We called it the meat wagon. 

They tied my feet together to keep them from falling over. They took 

me and some others to a field hospital.  

     The field hospital was a busy place. I had no sooner arrived, still on 

the stretcher, when the nurse started cutting off all my clothes. No big 

deal. It was army property. The final item, she started cutting my socks. I 

tried to sit up. With indignation I shouted, "Hey, those socks are mine!" 

That did not slow her down a bit.  

     Before I knew it, I was on the operating table. Next thing it was 

morning. I was in a hospital bed. A hole had been drilled crosswise 

through both heels. Metal pins were inserted so that a traction device 

could be attached. The purpose was to stretch my legs.  

     The traction was painful. The next two weeks seemed endless. Then I 

was moved to a general hospital in Bari, Italy. I had lost a lot of weight, 

developed some kind of infection, and was running a high temperature. For 

the infection, I was given a shot of penicillin every four hours around the 

clock. We joked saying, "Wake up! It's time for your sleeping pill." To 

improve my appetite, I was given a good shot of straight whiskey every 

evening before supper. It was not clear if that did any good but I certainly 

did not complain.  

     The medics did a good job. With a metal plate and a handful of screws, 

they got the bones back together. I still have that hardware. Unfortunately, 

it is nonmagnetic. It 

would have been fun to 

show the kids that I 

could hold up my sock 

with a magnet.  

     After some lesser 

adventures, there was a 

move to Rome. Later it 

was Algiers and 

Casablanca. The last 

hop was to Miami on a 

large transport plane 

devoted to stretcher cases. There 

was a stop in the Azores and then 
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on to Bermuda, where there was a delay.  

     All of the stretchers were taken off the plane. They were lined up on the 

concrete not far from the aircraft. The stretcher was comfortable. There 

was a gentle Bermuda breeze. The sun felt good. There were some pretty 

girls flitting around dealing out box lunches. I was hungry and wolfed mine 

down. Shortly, one of the girls asked if I needed anything else. I said, 

"Yeah, how about a cigar? Before long she was back with the cigar and lit 

it for me.  

     Oh, the King of Siam should have had it so good. It was a good day.  

     I spent a full year in the hospital after which I was discharged from the 

army. Some of the other crew members had the same type of experience. 

Some had a shorter hospital stay and returned to flying. The engineer, a 

replacement for that one mission, was lost.  

     After the war, we all corresponded and made a few visits with each 

other. I still communicate and visit with Alex Koliopoulos, our 

radioman. As far as we can determine, there are only three or four of 

us left. 

 

 
Treasurer/Secretary Report 
 
DEATHS REPORTED SINCE THE 2009 REUNION 

Name          Squadron Date 
Chandler M.  Brown  515

th
 20 Aug. 2009 

Fred W. Milam            515
th
 30 Aug. 2009 

Ralph Rotert                513
th
 Oct. 2008 

George F Messick                                  2009 

Edmond Tuttle             513
th
 20 Oct. 2009 

Thomas Erskine          513
th
 20 Aut. 2009 

Michael Reding                           15 Mar. 2005 

Owen Tommeraasen                         Aug. 2009 
Darwin Michael 513

th
  30 Nov. 2009           

 
FINANCIAL REPORT  
As of 28 Nov. 2009 we have $19,872.37 on deposit with 
US Bank 

  

   
Kenney Hebert 

  
 

The Three Crawford Brothers, authored 
by Raymond, George and Fred 
Crawford and Bill Neil, is a book that 
should be of interest to anyone who 
served or had loved ones involved in the 
Italian-based war. This is a MEMOIRS 
story beginning with Pearl Harbor, 
December 7, 1941 and ending with 
peace, December, 1945. This 650-page 
book is actually 4 books in 1. Included 
are descriptions of air battles as 

experienced by a B-24 pilot and bombardier and a P-51 pilot 
escorting the bombers, official reports of air battles, list of 
513th crew members on the mission, photos of 513th squadron 
members, R&R experiences on Capri and in Cairo/Tel Aviv, 
letters home, orders saved and those copied at Air Force 
archives and Stars and Stripes stories. Resources include 
flight logs, diary, letters. There are over 140 photos, copies of 
orders, official mission reports. George Crawford and Bill Neil 
are both life members of the 376th. The book costs $19.95 plus 
$7 shipping and handling. Itôs also available in CD for $10. 
Checks may be made payable to: George Crawford, 9440 
Brentgate Drive, Dallas, TX 75238 or contact George at 1-214-
348-1335 or georgec@smu.edu. You can check it out online 
at www.52726.authorworld.com. 

 
________________________________________________ 
 

Reprints of The Liberandos are still 
available for $60.00 plus $6.50 
shipping and handling. Checks may 
be made payable to:   

Richard Miller, 613 Carsonia Ave, 
Reading, PA 19606-1213 

or contact Dick Miller at 
Libermill@aol.com or   1-610-779-
6499  
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