showed up, armed with rockets. and I saw
three B-17s inthe different groups around us
suddenly blow up and drop through the sky.
Just simply blow up and drop through the
sky. Nowadays, if you come across some-
thing awful happening, you always think,
‘My God, it’s just like a movie,’ and that’s
what I thought. T had a feeling that the planes
weren't really falling and burning, the men
inside them werentreally dying, and every-
thing would turn out happily in the end.
Then, very quietly through the interphone,
ourtail gunner said, ‘I'msorry, sir,I'vebeen
hit.’

“I crawled back to him and found that
he’d been wounded in the side of the head—
not deeply but enough so he was bleeding
preity bad. Also, he’dgot alotof the plexiglas
dust from his shattered turret in his eyes, so
he was, at least for the time being, blind. The
blood that would have bothered me back in
California a few months before didn’t bother
me at all then. The Army had trained me in
a given job and I went ahead and did what I
was trained to do, bandaging the gunner
well enough to last him back to our base.
Though he was blind, he was still able to use
his hands, and I ordered him to fire his guns
whenever he heard from me. I figured thata
few bursts every so often from his fifties
would keep the Germans off our tail, and I
also figured that it would give the kid some-
thing to think about besides the fact thathe'd
been hit. When I got back to the nose, the
pilot told me that our No. 4 engine had been
shot out. Gradually we lost our place in the
formation and flew nearly alone over France,
That’s about the most dangerous thing that
can happen to a lame Fort, but the German
fightershad luckily givenup and we skimmed
over the top of the flak all the way to the
Channel.

*Our second raid was on Lille, and it
was an easy one. Our third was on Frankfort.
France was the milk run, Germany the bad
news. Onthe day of araid, we’d getupinthe
moming, eat breakfast, be briefed, check
our equipment, crawl into the plane, maybe
catch some more sleep. Then the raid, easy
or tough, and we'd come back bushed, ev-
erybody sore and excited, everybody talk-
ing, hashing over the raid. Then we'd take
lighted candles and write the date and place
of the raid in smoke on our barracks ceiling.
Maybe we wouldn’t go out again for a week
ortendays. Then we'd go out for four or five
days in a row, taking chances, waiting for
the Germans to come up and give us hell.
They have a saying that nobody’s afraid on
his first five raids, and he’s only moderately
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afraid on his next ten raids, but that he really
sweats out all the rest of them, and that’s the
way it worked with me and the men I knew.

“When we started our missions, we
were told that after twenty-five we would
probably be sent home for arest, so that was
how we kept figuring things—so many mis-
sions accomplished, so many missions still
to go. We worked it all out on a mathemati-
cal basis, or on what we pretended was a
mathematical basis—how many months it
would take us to finish our stint, how many
missions we’d have to make over Germany
proper, what our chances of getting shot
down were. Then, at about the halfway mark,
the number of missions we would have to
make was raised from twenty-five to thirty.
That was one hell of a heartbreaker. Suppos-
edly, they changed the rules of the game
because flying had got that much safer, but
youcouldn't make us think in terms of being
safer. Those five extra raids might as well
have been fifty.

“The pressure kept building up from
raid to raid more than ever after that. The
nearer we got to the end of the thirty mis-
sions, the narrower we made our odds on
surviving. Those odds acted on different
guys in different ways. One fellow I knew
never once mentioned any member of his
family, never wore a trinket, never showed
us any pictures, and when he got a letter
from home he read it through once and tore
it up. He said he didn’t trust himself to do
anything else, but still it took guts. Most of
the rest of us would lug a letter around and
read it over and over, and show our family
pictures to each other until they got cracked
and dirty. There was also a difference in the
way we faked our feelings. Some of the guys
would say, *Well,ifImanaged to get through
thatraid, it stands toreason they'll never get
me,” but they didn’t mean it. They were
knocking on wood. Some of the other guys
would say, ‘I'm getting it this time. 1'1l be
meeting you in Stalag Luft tonight but they
were knocking on wood, too. We were all
about equally scared all the time.

“My best friend over there was an
ardent Catholic. He used to pray and go to
confession and Mass whenever he could. I
kept telling him, ‘What’s the use? The whole
business is written down in a book some-
place. Praying won't make any difference.’
But whenever I got caught in a tight spot
over Germany, I'd find myself whispering,
‘God, you gotta, You gotta get me back.
God, listen, you gotta.” Some of the guys
prayed harder than that. They promised God
a lot of stuff, like swearing off liquor and
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women, if He'd pull them through. I never
tried to promise Him anything, because I
figured that if God was really God he'd be
bound to understand how men feel about
liquor and women. I was lucky, anyhow,
because I had something to fall back on, and
that was music. I went up to London several
times between missions and visited some of
those Rhythm Clubs that are scattered all
over the country. I listened to some good hot
records and a few times I even delivered
lectures on jazz. The nearest town to our
base had its own Rhythm Club, and I spoke
there to about a hundred and fifty people on
Duke Ellington and Louis Armstrong. Now
and then I got a chance to play drums in a
band. Thathelped alotand made itseem less
like amillion years ago that I'd been leading
Ted Hallock’s Band out at Oregon.”

Hallock got onto the subject of jazz,
then abruptly switched back to his story
again. “The missions went on and on,” he
said, “and the pressure kept on building.
Guys I knew and liked would disappear.
Somebody I'd be playing ping-pong with
one day would be dead the next. It began to
look as if I didn’t have a chance of getting
through, but I'tried to take it easy. The worst
raid we were everon was one over Augsburg.
That was our twenty-sixth, the one after
what we expected to be our last mission.
When we were briefed that moming and
warned that we might be heading for trouble,
I couldn’t help thinking, ‘By God, I'm get-
ting rooked, I ought to be heading home to
Muriel and New York and Nick’s this very
minute,’

“There was never any predicting
which targets the Germans would come up
to fight for. I was over Berlin five times,
over Frankfurt four times, over Saarbrucken,
Hamm, Munster, Leipzig, Wilhelmshaven,
and I had it both ways, easy and hard. We
had a feeling, though, that this Augsburg
show was bound to be tough, and it was. We
made our runs and got off our bombs in the
midst of one hell of a dogfight. Our group
leader was shot down and about a hundred
and fifty or two hundred German fighters
swarmed over us as we headed for home.
Then, screaming in from someplace, a
twenty millimeter carmon shell exploded in
thenose of our Fort. Itshattered the plexiglas,
broke my interphone and oxygen connec-
tions, and a fragment of it cut through my
heated suit and flak suit. I could feel it
burning into my right shoulder and arm. My
first reaction was to disconnect my heated
suit. Thad some idea that I might get electro-
cuted if I didn't.
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