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Before You Do or Die!
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To all the men and women who have the courage to ask the reason why before
' they blindly proceed to do or die.




George E. Defenbaugh

This is Lieutenant George
Defenbaugh, 0-717020. For part of
military service I was a squa
bombardier for the 743rd bomb squ
of the 455" bomb group, 15" Air F
located at San Giovanni Airbase, about
miles west of Cerignola, Italy. I was
~ in northeastern Oklahoma on July
| 1921. My birthplace was four miles no
~ | one mile east, and 3/4 of a mile north
Dewey, Oklahoma. Technically I was
| the Copan Oklahoma School District.
| my birth only a midwife was in attend
The oil field house in which I was
was close (o a little cold water spring. T’
heard that when I was born the midwife
bathed me in warm water, then I was taken out and ‘sent off’ in the cool water
spring.

George E. Defenbaugh

I have never had much sympathy for all the ery babies who are wanting
government help in housing and all of the fine things; telephone, electricity, air
conditioning, etc. The house in which I lived until T was ready to go to college did
not have electricity, inside running water, or plumbing. We used an outhouse.
There was no telephone or radio, and TV had not been invented. Our schoal bus
was a four-wheeled horse drawn wagon with a top on it, enclosed back door, and
a coal stove in the center. We had to meet the wagon at five o'clock in the morning
to make a six mile trip to the school in time for eight o'clock assembly. This is all
[ am going to say about my early life at home. However, I want to place on record
that my father and mother only had 8" grade educations. At the time of their
marriage, mother was age 15 and dad was 21. My father was from a little town,
Wayside, Kansas. His 8" grade graduation test, which is of record, was so difficult
that most of our present day college graduates could not pass it. My father started
in the oil fields as a roustabout, became a pumper, then a foreman, and finally a
district superintendent. During the time that T was at home, we lived in three
different school districts; Dewey, Bartlesville, and Copan. I donot have close hi gh
school chums. As dad would transfer to a new oil district, we moved across school
districts lines. That changed everything.
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As a child I would visit my grandparents on my mother’s side. They lived
near Bartlesville, Oklahoma. They had a stereoscope with pictures of World War
L. They were the most horrifying pictures; dead horses bloated, dead men bloated,
flnating in water and lying in mud filled trenches, some going over the top of the
trench and some would be hit with fire. They'd throw their arms up in the air and
fall back into the trench. Those were horrible pictures and I felt sorry for those
fellows in World War I. I made up my mind that if I ever had to serve in the
military I would do everything I could not to be a foot soldier.

I do not like to take orders. I do not believe in the old phrase that "yours
is not to reason why, but to do or die.” I studied the maneuvering of the Civil War
around Gettysburg. Such a mass slaughter. It was conducted with appointed
generals directing the attack. [ have never been a great follower of Robert E. Lee,
General Picket, and the others. To send men into open fields to face northern
canons and secured infantry emplacements was nothing but a condemnation of
death. As a young man I said, "No” to military service as a foot soldier in the
infantry. I did not like to take orders, salute, and put up with all that authoritative
crap. 1did take a fancy to flying. I said to myself that if I ever had to serve ] would
try to get into the Army Air Corps.

Whean World War 11 selective service started, I decided to volunteer and
become and Aviation Cadet. Being under
age, [ had to secure permission of my mother
and father to join the Air Force as an Aviation
Cadet. In doing so, I would not be called to
military duty until the Air Corps had a place
for me in the training program. [ was able to
avoid the foot soldier proposition.

I'mentioned earlier the meager living
conditions that we had at home. This was
during the depression years. We always had
a roof over our head, and while we didn’t
have electricity, we had lots of natural gas.
Cur lights used natural gas, and in later years
after it was developed, we had a gas operated
refrigerator. We always had a cow which I
had to milk and water. Inaddition, we always
raised a calf or a pig for butcher, Some of my
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heartbreaks were when I would make a pet out of a pig or calf. When it came
I'd crawl under the bed as dad and others proceeded to butcher it. There
several employees involved in the butchering, each taking part of the meat,
always had a huge garden, sometimes it would cover about an acre. We
grow everything possible in that climate. It was my duty to till, maintain, and
it. We had a seasonal crops starting with beans and peas, going into corn, and
the vine swff; the gourd, watermelon, purnpkins, peanuts, and potatoes, E
_ though we were miles from a grocery s
* and too poor to buy produce, we maintai
& alarge produce garden and mother canned &
lot. Ithink my parents, who did not have &
high school or college education, were the
=I%a smartest, most intelligent people I have eves
g known. In 1924 dad invented an oil well
B sand pump for which he was given US
§ Patentit 1507989, the principles of which are
still used today all over the world, They
educated their three children with college
y degrees.
[ went to the University for about
three years before I was called to active duty
in the Air Force. After the war, I finished
my education under the G.1. bill. [ obtained
a BA degree in law and a Doctorate of
: ] ey Jurisprudence  from  the University of
Gen rge, Katie, and Herb Oklahoma Law School. I started practicing
in 1948 and have been a member of the
Oklahoma Bar ever since. I became involved in real estate development some years
ago. Now I'm retired from the practice of the law and look after our commereial
real estate. For all of which I give thanks to the encouragement of my wife, mother,
and father. Along the way, I served two sessions as a State Representative in our
Oklahoma legislature (1951 and 1953). T did not seek a third term. I became
disillusioned with the legislative process. 1, along with 100 other representatives
from all over the state, were nothing more than fgure heads. Whatever we
proposed fell on deaf ears. Also, there were a lot of scandals which involved the
speaker of the house, and some of the chairmen of various committees,
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Beginning in 1940, my wife has played a very important part in my life.
In September 2002, we’ll have been married 59 years. In 1940 I was attending
summer school at the University of Oklahoma and [ was working at the library for
25 cents an hour. [ also worked at a little café called the Dutch Mill three hours a
day for my meals. I was taking accounting at the business school, One day when
[ was going to class, I entered the building and walked down the hall. The most
heavenly smell a perfume came from some place down the hall. [ wondered,
“where could this be coming from.” I turned down another hall toward the
classroom, and the smell continued (the perfume was French, “Toujours mei”). 1
entered the door tomy classroom which was built like a theater with rows of seats
higher than the row in front, etc. I observed a lovely young lady wearing a bright
yellow pants suit surrounded by four boys. They were laughing and having a good
time. For some reason, [ decided to sit in front of the group on the row which was
below them. I was right in front of the young lady who smelled so good. During
the conversation that was going on, the subject was whose turn it was to provide the
gum. They had been chewing gum and each day a different one had to bring the
gum. For some unknown reason she immediately included me in the group. She
tapped me on the shoulder and said, "Do you have your pum?” Isaid, “No" and she
said, “Well, this is your day to bring the gum.” I said, "Oh? I'm sorry I can't
accommodate you,” or something like that. I said, "I spent all my money buying
this art gum eraser” which was a brand new eraser and at that time they were
somewhat expensive, 25 cents I think. I held it up over my shoulder and she
immed!ately grabbed the art gum and bit it in two
and put the two pieces back in my hand. Well, [
was shocked. [ said to her, “I have spanked
people for less than that.” She quickly replied,
“Well. would you like to try.” 1 said, "Why vyes,
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name the time.” She said, “Well, over at the sorority house (she was a
Kappa Gamma) we're having a fried chicken party tonight, why don’t you co
over and get some fried chicken?" [said, "I'll be there, what time?”

We met at the sorority house and they had lots of fried chicken, All &
girls had boyfriends. 1 met her and we had fried chicken, potato salad, etc.
suggested to her, “Well, lets go outside and sit on the curb, Tt's dark and
moon's up, we can go out there and visit." She consented. We went out to th
curb. Sitting on the curb talking chit chat, T felt AR
her mind had been turned off of us and on other KRS 2
things. I put my arm around her and flipped her .. S
over on my lap and pounded her fanny really \Q# B
good. This surprised her. 1 don’t think she'd LN
ever been spanked before. She satup, wide eyed =
and said, “Ohl” but she didn't run me off. |
During the 60 years we have been married [ fllia
have never spanked or hit her again — arguments,
yes, but never physical violence. We began to
date after that, about every day and every night.
That's the way I really met my wife.

I was at the sorority house having
Sunday dinner on December the 7% when the
Japs bombed Pearl Harbor. They had a radio at
the sorority house. We heard President
Roosevelt's announcement to the nation. We
were at war. We had to devote our lives to that
problem. Fortunately, I had joined the Army Air
Corps to avoid being drafted as a foot soldier
walking through mud. During the first two years of my attendance at OU, I had to
sign up for ROTC. The OU ROTC unit was a calvary and artillery unit. All
training focused on getting horses hooked up to a canon, etc. To me it just looked
like a continuation of the pictures I had seen of WWI in France on the stereoscope
at my grandfather’s place. I was so thankful to be signed up for the Army Air
Corps. They told me there was just no place for me to go for training, therefore |
they left me in school and at home for quite some time. During which time I had
met Dorothy as I said. The government was building two big naval bases at
Norman, Oklahoma, where the University of Oklahoma is.

Dorothy, 1941
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Dorothy and 1 got summer jobs. She was working in the payroll
department and [ was on janitor detail, in other words, a potty cleaner for a while.
Finally, I was transferred to the payroll department. Dorothy was a year ahead of
me in school. When Fall came, she graduated as a digtitian and left for an
internship at Duke University Hospital. She was required to complete a year
Internship before she could become employed by a hospital. Duke was a distance
from Oklahoma. 1knew that my time of freedom was about to end and [ wanted to
see her one more time before I went into military service. My mother provided
enough maney for me to take the great southern railway back to Duke. I went by
way of Cincinnati, Ohio, and Greensboro, North Carolina. Dorothy had arranged
for me to stay with a student who was studying pharmacy. He had a car, Once in
a while we could sneak out with his car. That year Bing Croshy’s White Christmas
was very popular. On one of our dates, this pharmacy student and his date, also a
dietitian taking her internship with Dorothy, went out for dinner. We had a great
time. We even bought champagne. We decided that Dorothy would bring a bottle
of that champaign back to Oklahoma, a dry state, save it, and when we got together
and perhaps married, she would have this bottle of champagne for celebration.

In a little while I was called for service. I went to San Antonio for my
physicals, mental examinations, and educational examinations. I shipped out from
Oklahoma City with about ten other fellows who were also aviation cadets. When
I got into San Antonio, I took all of the examinations. [ qualified for training as a
pilot, navigator, or bombardier, When I got around to taking my physical, I was
held there for five extra days. The rest of the fellas shipped out to different air
bases for training. The reason for my delay was they had discovered a heart
murmur. It didn't bother me in the high altitude chambers or the other physical
tests. But it caused them concern. After continuing physical examinations they
finally concluded that it must have been something with my heart at birth. 1 was
able to perform all the tests and they decided to send me on to boot camp. After
that I was sent to Hicks Field at Fort Worth, Texas. My primary flight instructor
was a civilian. His name was Moss. He was an excellent fellow and I really
enjoyed primary training on a PT-17, a low wing open cockpit plane. 1 could do
everything a person could do with an airplane, spin, logs, rolls. I had a great time.
One of my dear friends crashed in his plane, I was sad about that. At the time T was
at Hicks Field, George Gobel was there. He gave performances Saturday night in
the hanger. From Hicks Field [ was sent for hasic flight training to Vauce Air Base,
Enid, Oklahoma. Training was in a BT-15, a stub nose, single wing air craft, with
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a 450-horsepower motor. It had an electric start on the engine. [was never able
get the feel for that aircraft. I did solo it one time and 1 did a very poor job. I dids
damage the aircraft but I certainly didn't fly it with any respect.
In the meantime I had learned that this was a training field for four-engs

aircraft. I really didn’t like that. [ had my heart set on being a fighter pilot.
were grooming me for four engine aircraft. The rumor was four engine bombes
with a crew of ten. I did not like that. [ did not want the respansibility of flying
aircraft with ten others under my direction. It was beyond my mind set. I-went
the commanding officer and asked that I be relieved from flying duty. Because
had been proved to be qualified to be a navigator or bombardier, I asked to start ms
training again in one of those fields, preferably bombardiering. He was so i
surprised and had long conversations with me trying to give me courage to contin
Finally he said okay he'd let me go. I had to wait quite a while to obtain &=
assignment off of that base. In the meantime, I had communicated constantly with
my Daorothy. We agreed that we would be married, not knowing what my militars
duties were going to be. We were sent to Houston, TX, and 1 was assigned
Randolph Field for basic training. This was a surprise to me. [ thought [ had beest
through basic training,
Dorothy found a job at Rice University, and | went to training camp

Because of my bullheadedness and stubbornness, [ had to walk the ramp two of
three times on Saturdays. This was when Dorothy was free to come and visit me on
the base. We went through these hard times. From Houston, I was assigned 1o
Laredo, TX, for gunnery school. They'd already figured me to be a bombardier.
The bombardier was the gunnery officer on the plane. We bivouacked at a place
________________ called Eagle Pass. We livedin
" tents and trained in dirt and

.~ grime. I had to learn how to

 keep the machine guns cleaned
and in working form. We had
to fly and shoat the flying target
while being pulled behind a tow
~ plane. There were different
_ colored 50-caliber tracer
ammunition.  Three cadets
would fly at a time. Each had
100 rounds of different colors.

Fl:'unarg,.r at Hicks Field (George on right)
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The nose of my 100 rounds were red, the next guys were blue, and the next were
yellow. If you hit the target sock, the bullet would leave its color. Back on the
ground, they would count the different strikes that had been made and give you a
score. My score was sixty out of one hundred (very good!). Tlearned the 50-caliber
machine gun, how to take it apart and put it back
together blindfolded in less than three minutes.
L could name each part of the gun. Anather thing
we did was skeet shoot from the back of a
moving pickup. At home I was a good shot with
a 12-gage shotgun, Iwas able to break the clay
birds as we drove around the circle at 15 mph.
As we would drive by the pull stations, they
waould shoot out a clay pigeon. The object was to
hit the clay bird moving in a different direction.
[ broke 90% of my birds in the four days that we
were doing this. [ qualified so well they took me
off of the project. Those who couldn’t hit the
clay birds were left going around and around.
We were headquartered at Laredo.
Across the Rio Grande River was Nuevo Laredo, e . _
Mexico. In that Mexican town was a bull fight § ) 'i i N
ring. There were Sunday bullfights, real # L e .5
bullfights, where they killed the bull etc. Married September 11, 1943
Dorothy came to visit me one weekend and one
of the things that we wanted to do was to go to a bull fight. She had courage, so
Sunday afternoon we went across the river. We stopped at a Mexican restaurant,
had something to eat and two or three highballs. At about show time, we went to
the bull ring and bought our tickets, We entered the bull ring on the lower level,
There were rows and rows of seats. The lower rows were already flled with
Mexicans. They didn't look too clean and they didn't look friendly. We decided
we would climb to the very top of the arena and take seats there. The first bull
came out, was killed, and drug off. The Mexicans were hooting it up and hollering,
They gave the matador the tail and the ears for his good performance. Irecall it was
on the 6" bull that the matador was not as agile as he should have been and the bull
gorged him, tossed him up over his head, and flung him down on the ground. When
that happened, Dorathy, who almost cried every time they slaughtered a bull, stood
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up, clapped, and hollered and hooted. All the Mexicans down front turned ars
and looked up at her. I pulled her dress and said, “"Honey please sit down. Yoo
going to get us killed.” We decided it was time for us to leave and we quickly I
the arena and got back across the border. That was an experience [ have
forgotten and I don’t let her forget it either (laugh).

From Nuevo Laredo, I was assigned to Big Springs, Texas for training
a bombardier. Dorothy went to Big Springs with me. She found a position at 1
hospital and clinic. She lived in the hotel and I would come in on weekends. W
had a good time. When graduation time came, Dorothy's mother, a friend of &
mother, and my parents, came to Big Springs, Texas. I don't know where the
obtained the gasoline stamps and the tires to get to Big Springs. I graduated am
received my 2" Lieutenant commission as a bombardier,

From Big Springs, Texas, I was sent to El Paso, Texas. There [ was to
selected as a member of a bombing crew. My pilot, Bill Loffer, from Bartle
Oklahoma, selected me to be part of his crew. Bill Loffer and his co-pilot, Bad
Wolters, were dedicated to the B-24. Many could fly it as a single aircraft on aus
pilot, but to fly it in formation for as much as eight hours required skill and
endurance. When flying wing, they would set there with eyes fixed on the wing of
the B-24 next to us. Bill would have one hand on the wheel, his feet on the rudde
pedals, and his other hand on the four engine throttles. Wolters would follow Bill's
every move so he could take over if Bill could not for any reason continue to fly the
bomber, On every mission I flew with them, they were completely exhausted and
soaked with sweat. Because of losses or finished tours, the 743 Bomb Squadron
was hard pressed to have a ten ship box every mission. As we started our tour, we
flew 1B straight missions. We were glad to go to Capri for rest. Twas glad [ got out
of training to be a four engine pilot. (See appendix for a list of list of my missions
showing date, target area, and time in flight.)

After Loffer selected his crew, our training began in a B-24. Dorothy
came with me to El Paso where we shared an apartment with another couple-lovely
people named Schick. just like the razor. We would go over to Mexico on
weekends, have dinner, and be entertained. Many US entertainers, afraid of being
drafted to serve in the military, fled to Mexico and performed in the night clubs.
Our favorite Mexican drink was a pretty thing. Different colored liguor were
floating on top of each other to form a striped drink, potent as the devil. When we
went to Mexico, we enjoyed eating at a nice restaurant, An example was baked
quail with dressing. 1enjoyed that and every time we went over [ would order that.
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Luff&r s Crew {har.k} Rubeﬂ Hu:ks ball turret gunner; Paul Elsen rmim
operator; Robert Riley, waist gunner; Stuart Bemis, engineer; Maurice
Murphy, nose turret gunner; James Connelly, tail turret gunner
(front) Robert Ferris, navigator; George Defenbaugh, bombardier;
Robert Wolter, co-pilot; Bill Loffer, pilot

Darothy is a very good cook. She liked to do chicken, mashed potatoes,
and gravy, etc. To get really acquainted with the members of our crew, she would
invite them to our apartment to a buffet supper with fried chicken. Our crew was
training at flying night missions. We had no idea D-Day was coming. The United
States blocked out news of what was taking place in Eurape. On D-Day, we were
flying a night mission to the smelters at Yuma, Arizona. The plane was equipt with
a bomb sight and a camera. I would synchronize on the flames coming out the top
of the smelters. [ could see them in the dark of night. The bomb release would
happen even though no bomb was dropped. The Norton bomb sight release
mechanism would work. At the appropriate time, if you'd done all your figuring
right; altitude, drift, air speed, etc., the camera would take a picture. When the
picture was developed, your instructor could see if you missed it or didn't do it right
or something. After going over the target at Yuma, we were headed back and pilot
Bill Loffer had the radio turned on. We had our headsets on. All of the sudden
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they began to announce about the invasion. Oh, we were so glad to hear that
had a feeling that it wouldn't be long before the war was over and we w
would be over before we got involved. It was not to be. It was 4:30 or 5:00
when I got back to the apartment. Dorothy was asleep. I waoke her up by
her, “Hey, do you have any idea what day it is?” Well, she got up real quick
we decided we would go to Mexico and celebrate. We dressed and went to M
We had several colored liquor drinks. We listened to every little bit of
Frankly we became well looped. Tt so happened that night she had invited
whole crew to have another one of her fried chicken dinners. We were in no
to have them, but they came and we enjoyed whatever we put together for them)
eat, I

We finished our training at El Paso. The time came for us to be assi
for overseas duty. Qur crew was sent to Topeka, Kansas to pick up the aircraft »
were going to ferry somewhere. Again, Dorothy, her mother and friend, and
mother and father, came to Topeka, Kansas to say goodbyes and to wish us
Before we were martied, Dorothy and [ agreed that we would not have chil
until T got back-if [ came back. We felt it would be a mistake if somet
happened to me and she were to have a child. At that period of time, more so
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now, women who were
widows with children had a
very hard time getting @
remarried, finding work, or |

having somebody look after |
the baby. It just wasn't the
thing to do. So we agreed

that we would make sure that ~ 4 Tﬁfﬁﬂ
Dorothy was not expecting _ __B_fé"%?j'
when I went overseas. At  [gg90naPlane

Topeka my mother was

completely fascinated with playing the shot machines in the officer’s club at the air
base. These were nickel slot machines. She enjoyed getting a roll of nickels and
playing. She ended up losing her nickels. You may not think that was much, but
in that day and time a nickel was worth something. It would buy a loaf of bread.

The secret was where we were going to be stationed. There were direct
orders that we not reveal the theater of operation to which we were golng. We
could not write home and tell anyone what mission we had been on. As I said
earlier, I am a bullheaded fellow. I devised a coding system that would hel B
Dorothy to know where and when our missions were, What I did was to go buy two
atlases of the world. Although small, they did show all the countries. I fi gures out
I would use the code of the Bible; page, chapter, verse, ete. I could therefore tell
her the field of operation and what missions we were on. This worked very well.
[ wrote her every night, before a mission and after a mission. Not being able to say
what the mission was, I would code it as a phase from the Bible; chapter, verse, and
page. She was able to coordinate my letter with the Air Force bulletins published
in the paper, such as a raid on Belgrade, Ploesti, or wherever.

There was a great deal of speculation at Topeka as to where we were
going. We were there for three day and while they were getting the air plane ready,
our pilot Bill Loffer had designed an insignia to be painted on it. Tt was a *ruptured
goose.” It showed an old goose taking off and hitting a big tact on the runway. The
expression and everything was just fantastic. The cost was $10, We all had to chi p
in to get that done. Again, in those days $10 was pretty good money. We were
under strict orders not to reveal our theater of operation, whether it was England,
the Balkans, the Phillippines, or whatever. Loffer was given a letter of destination
at the last minute. He got to take a peek atit. He didn't tell anybody except me and
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the co-pilot. It turned out to be Italy and the Balkans. The way we were to go lo
Italy was to take the plane there. I couldn’t figure out a way to tell Dorothy excep
that I told her in a whispered embrace that we were going to the land of spag
and that's all that I could say to her without violating the military obligation to not
reveal where we were going. The goodbyes to take off to fly were very tearful. At
this time, we had learned of the tremendous losses of aircraft and crews of the 8%
Air Force. It seemed that at least two-thirds of all those engaged in flights out of
England during a tour of 25 missions would be lost. We probably would not be
coming back. I tried not to show it in my goodbyes to the family and to Dnmt!'ly,.
Irecall this was about the time they brought back the crew of the Memphis
Belle, They had finished their 25 missions. It was done for public relations to
bolster the feeling about the Air Corps. Air Force cadet recruiting had dropped off
because of tremendous losses sustained in England. There was good reason for me
to have great anxiety about whether or not [ was going to return. Iwas so glad that
Dorathy was not expecting when Ileft. We flew to Banger, Maine. Because of bad
weather, we were delayed there. There was something wrong with one of the
engines and it had to be fixed. While at Banger, Maine we slept in barracks that
had been built as part of the base. One day [ came back from a walk around the air
base and on my pillow and an the pillows of all the crew, was a genuine fresh four
leaf clover. To this day, I don’t know how they were able to find so many four leaf
clovers. Before [ left Topeka, mother gave me two things. First was a bible which
had a steel plate on the cover. [was to carry it in my shirt pocket. The second thing
was a little bottle that had a lucky penny in it. I put the four leaf clover between the
pages of the bible to press and save it. T carried it on every mission and after
pulling the bomb safety
pins, I would read and pray
a silent prayer.
Somewhere, either [
at Banger, Maine or Goose
Bay, they loaded our plane 3
down with boxes of K-
rations. We had all kinds
of K-rations. The idea was
to turn them in at the air 9
base when we arrived in §

ltaly. Goose Bay was the Paul Elsm. Radio Operator
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take off point for a great circle route to the Azores. We were to fly from Goose Bay
to the Azores at night. At Goose Bay, we waited four days until the weather was
right before we could be cleared for the Azores. It was very cold at Goose Bay.
We didn’t have our winter flying clothing. We shivered. It was cold in the big old
barracks. Goose Bay hangers were built by the Germans before 1940 for the
purpose of serving dirigibles. They were coming back and forth from Germany.
1 don't think I had a good nights sleeps for the several nights we were there. [ was
shivering and cold.

We finally were cleared to fly to the Azores. We took off late in the
afternoon, By the time we were in position to go across the Atlantic, the sun had
set and it was beginning to get dark. Bob Ferris, our navigator, did an excellent job.
We had to spot a little island in the Azores upon which we were to land. The radio
navigation we had was silent. The Germans were working overtime in the Atlantic
with their subs. etc. But, little Bob, we called him, followed the stars, read the
charts, and got us to the Azores in great shape. We were at the Azores for two or
three days and then they cleared us to go to Morocco. From there we went to
Tunisia, From there we went into the boot-toe of Ttaly. There we got an assignment
as to where to deliver our crew. We were assigned to the 455" bomb group at
Cerignola. We had become attached to our aircraft. We had it painted, etc. When
we got to Cerignola we lost it. We almost cried. The group decided that another
group needed the plane worse than our group. We unloaded all of our gear, and all
of the K-rations. We were taken to the 743™ bomb squadron of the 455" bomb
group. There were four bomb squadrons; 70%, 71*, 72", and 73", They were
scattered all around this air base which was built on a plantation owned by an Italian
general called Giovanni. Air Force engineers had to take out wheat fields and olive
trees to make runways. They took over the headquarters of Giovanni, including a
chapel, a castle-like building, and a large cellar for wine. This became group
headquarters. Clur squadron area was about a half mile out to the south and a little
west. There were farm bulldings that the workers for Giovanni lived in. They took
these over. This area was a big olive grove. They had made a dirt road through the
olive grove and they lined it on both sides with big tents. These tents were large
enough to have ten to twelve cots in them. Our crew was assigned to the sixth tent
in row B. It was vacant. I was told that the former crew was lost on a mission.
Operations had cleaned this tent of personal possessions that they were going to
send home to erew member families. The rest of the items in the tent had been put
up for grabs. The tent was vacant, but we could tell that it had been lived in. We
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Crew in front of tent: (back) Connelly, Elsen (middle) Wolter, Riley,
Bemis, Murphy (front) Defenbaugh, Hicks, Loffer, Ferris

couldn't get rid of the K-rations. We thought the group might be short on food st
and supplies, but apparently they weren't. We tried to glve them away when w
landed, but nobody wanted them, We took them up to the squadron headquartess
nobody wanted them and couldn’t tell us what to do with them. We unloaded thes
in our tents and stuck them under our cots. We had K-rations for a long time.

We landed at our air base at Giovanni in early July. We were there whes
they had a fourth of July celebration. Unfortunately, I had a little bit too much &
drink. In July, it is hot as the devil in Italy. At that time of year it is dry and dusty.
almost as bad as Oklahoma. The squadron flight surgeon was a very understanding
guy. He had requisitioned some five gallon drums of medical alcohol. The big
drink that everybody seemed to enjoy was to mix cherry brandy with half water 2
about a fourth of medical alcohol. Tt produced a very delightful drink, probabl
equivalent to 80 proof. The flight surgeon was able to round up ice in Cerignola
He obtained a pretty good sized block of ice and a wash tub. He put the ice and his
mixture of cherry brandy and medical alcohol in the tub, He had enough in thers
to take care of everybody in the squadron. We literally lived it up. I'm ashamed
to say that I had a little bit too much and I found myself over in another area, T think
the 741%. But this was the fourth of July. I figured it would probably be the last
time I would have the opportunity to enjoy a good drink.

After everybody sobered up on the fifth of July. our crew began a training
session, There was a theory that you had to be broken into combat. The way to do
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that was to fly a few practice missions. This would give the pilot and crew the
opportunity to fly in formation and practice bombing on a little island in the

= Adriatic Sea, all of which we did. Our first combat mission was on July 12" which
was not quite two weeks from the time we got over there. The number of the
mission for the group was 76. It was to Miramas, France. It required about eight
hours of flying time. I checked my records to see what was written about the
mission.

Tam a religious fellow. On each mission, as soon after takeoff as [ could,
Iread the bible that my mother had glven me. I have never been one to follow the
ritual of church prayer. I believe one can pray any time and any place he happens
to be. One does not need to be a member of a religious order or faith to pray to his
maker. Neither is it necessary to have someone pray for you. To pray while
Iooking at a statue is repulsive, It is heathenism. It is stupid to repeat a pray over
and over while counting beads.

It was my duty to 'pull’ the bomb pins before going to my station. The
fuse to explode the bomb on impact was located on the nose of the bomb. While
being carried in the bomb bay, the fuse had a safety device secured by a cotier pin.
When this pin was removed it allowed a propeller attached to an arming rod to spin
as the bomb fell. This backed the arming rod out of the fuse and thus allowed the
fuse to explode the bomb on impact. [ saved the cotter pins from each mission |
flew. There was a tag on each pin and [ wrote the name of the target on the tag. |
have bomb pins from every mission I flew. A real souvenir.

Because of the small crawl space, I would not be able to get out of a failing
B-24 wearing my gear. A 45-automatic was issued to me when I drew my supplies
from the air base supply. It was a new
gun packed in a greasy substance,
wrapped in oiled paper. 1 was issued two |
45 caliber clips, a box of shells, and a
holster. 1 am proud to admit [ never
cleaned that gun. It was not capable of

! firing until it was cleaned. I said at best it
would be for trading purposes if 1 were
able to survive a loss of the aircraft. [
think that I would have had an aversionto
using It if everything had been all right

and I was on the ground and in the «paK Happy” Our Squadron Dog
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process of being captured, etc. I don’t believe [ would have had the courage o
it in my defense, so why clean the damn thing, Ileft it just the way they gave
me.
Once we started flying missions on July the 12, we flew July the 13%, 1§

16%, 17*, 20%, 21%, 22*, 25", 27", and on my birthday, July 28", 31%, and as
August the 3", 6", and 7*. Our squadron was short on crews, so operations
our tails off. We were getting awful tired. Our second mission was to Pe
Marghers, Italy. Our 3" mission, mind you, was to Ploesti, Romania. Those v
long missions. The day after Ploesti, we went to Munich, Germany.
Our fourth mission was on July 16, 1944. The target selected by the hi
command of the 15" Air Force was an air dome at Munchendorf, Austria. Tt
completely covered by a thick bank of clouds. Under fighter attack, our group fis
into the clouds. The clouds were thicker and more dense than expected. Not bess
able to see the wing of the plane next to us in the formation, our pilot, Bill
decided to split from the squadron. After several minutes we broke out of
clouds. Ouwr group and squadron was no where to be seen. We determined s
alternate target also was covered with a thick bank of clouds. Cur navigator, B
Ferris, got us headed toward our base which was some 600 miles away. The nes
question was what were we to do with 6000 pounds of live bombs in our bomb bay
It was dangerous to land with bombs in the bay racks. A hard landing might caus
one or more to come loose and explode. It didn't seem right to dump them in th
sea. As we were flying out of Austria toward our base, we flew over a larg
industrial plant. After a quick discussion over the intercom with all crew membe
we decided to dump our bomb load on this plant, At debriefing we told th
intelligence officers of our efforts to fight the war. They were very disturbed ar
said our crew would be punished for not following orders to bomb only designa
targets. Itold them [ had never heard of such a restriction. I thought anything
enemy territory was fair game when the targets were covered with clouds. Their
response was that they would have air reconnaissance report what our target wa
before deciding what our punishment would be. The report came back that we had
bombed a German army rain gear factory. It made rubber boats and rain coats.
Except for our pilot, our crew was not punished. Loffer was required to do extra
flying on supply missions to depots in southern Italy.
The day after that to Avignon, France. The next day was to
Fredrickshaffen, Germany. We went to Brux, Czechoslovakia; Back to Ploesti
Romania; then to Linz, Austria. Next we went to Budapest, Hungary. AsItold you
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earlier, 1 questioned military
Judgement. At a briefing in the
wine cellar, [ remember very
distinetly the group intelligence
officer getting up on the stage and
explaining about the mission., He
made the point very vividly that we
were not to expect any opposition
on our mission to Budapest. We
were going to carry fire bombs.
These were bomb clusters, Each
B-24 carries ten big 500 pound
clusters and each bomb cluster
contained 50 or 60 little incendiary
bombs to start fires. T must read
you the briefing for this mission.
“Mission 85 with the group was
flown on July the 27". We were  James Connelly, Tail Turret Gunner
briefed to bomb the marshaling Credited with three ME109 kills during the
yards and the Mansfield West time I was flying with my crew
Armament works at Budapest, Hungary. Twenty-sight B-24's loaded with 500
pound incendiary bombs. We were the last group in wing formation. Not only was
the target obscure by smoke, but the fighters were waiting for us as well as the usual
flak. We were attacked by as many as 90 enemy fighters and they were very
aggressive. We had a running battle for over 30 minutes. We lost five planes in the
battle and 51 crew men were missing in action-one of our biggest losses to date.
We claim 17 enemy fighters shot down and 14 probables. Seven of our planes
received serious damage from flak and fighters, and two suffered slight damage.”
I remember this mission very well. We were carrying these fire bombs. I was not
squadron bombardier on this mission. 1was a toggler. [ was to release my bombs
when the lead plane’s bombs fall. The bomb bays were open, getting ready to go
an the target run, when the fighter attack took place. Mind you, we had been
briefed that we were not to expect many fighters, if any, and that the ack-ack would
be light. They made a big point that the fighter pilots would probably not be
German, Ifanything, they would be Hungarian. There was intelligence saying that
Hungarian fighters were not aggressive. All of this turned out to be false. I looked
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out the side window of the bombardiers compartment, and I saw a plane in C-
take a hit directly into its bomb bay. It set off the incendiary bombs. In less than
ten seconds the plane burned in two pieces and started falling to the ground. No
parachutes were observed. Isaid to myself, and over the intercom to the pilot Bill
Loffer, “Bill, I'm going to salvo these damn bombs" and [ did. 1salvoed that whale
load of bombs. I'm sure the bombs fell on the city of Budapest rather than the
target area. Ididn't care. It lightened the load. We left the formation and Bill as
able to maneuver the plane into a cloud bank., We got the hell out of the area really
quick. The fight broke off, nobody pursued us, and we lived to fight another dap
But I'll never forget the lack of intelligence, especially in their estimation of what
the Hungarian fighters would do. Years later in visiting Budapest, | went up on e
bluff of Buda, which is on the other side of the river from Pest, and I wondered if
the bombs that T unloaded had done any damage up there. Of course our guides an
everybody else on tour had no recollection of the war. Maost of them were born
after the war. I do know the Germans had a headquarters building which was being
used as a palice station at the time I was there. The German headquarters were on.
the Buda side of the river. I secretly hoped my bombs had given them a little
trouble. ;
Qur third mission was on the 15" of July. We went to Ploesti. On the 27
day of July we bombed Ploesti again, Next we went to Linz, Austria and to
Budapest as [ was just telling about. Then we bombed Ploesti on my birthday—July"
28®  Three missions ta Ploesti] No sooner would we destroy one of the refineries
it would be back in operation within a week. They were very capable at hooking -
up new pipeline, putting in new cracking units, etc. We never did put the Ploesti
oil and gasoline production out of business. We would try every way in the world.
They had lots of flack guns and had lots of fighters. They put up big smoke screens.
They even built up dummy refineries to decoy us. Until the Russians came, near
the end of the war, Ploesti was still operating. I know it was operating when I had
finished my missions in the early part of 1945.
Blechhammer, mission number 90, was a synthetic oil producing refinery.
The Germans had proceeded to a point where they could make oil out of anything.
Tt was a synthetic type of oil like Mobil. I bombed this refinery twice. It was
heavily defended. It was as bad as Ploesti. The first time I bombed it was on
August the 7", On August the 10* T bombed Campina, Romania. About this time
I became squadron bombardier, This meant that the only time I flew missions was
when our squadron was leading the group. This slowed my tour of duty down quite
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a bit. The rest of my crew had finished their missions and had been sent home for
Thanksgiving.

At the time I'mtalking about, it was August 10", Campina, Romania. Two
days later on August the 12® I was scheduled to lead our squadron, the 743"
squadron of ten planes. On August 12% we were briefed for a slightly different
target for this day as we bombed gun positions in southern France along the coast,
This signaled the start of another ground offensive, It was an easy mission as we
encountered no opposition either from flak or fighters. All planes returned safely.

The thing that I wanted to put in record was this. Off the coast of southern
France, there is a little island on which there were six big coastal guns and three
huge pill boxes. Each big pill box had twol8 inch guns which could hit ships miles
away. My target was to bomb those things and put them out of action. We were
softening up the coast for the southern France invasion, which was to come in a day
or two. The 743rd squadron had ten planes, each loaded with ten 500-pound armor
piercing bombs. My mission was to hit this little bitty island and destroy those huge
coastal guns, Whyl was selected to lead as a bombardier for our squadron, which
I had never done up to this point. I will never know. This meant that I was going
to be flying with another crew. Our regular squadron bombardier was a young
fellow, we called him Captain Brown. He went with us to the briefing. The
navigator and the bombardier received pictures showing this tiny spec of an island.
As I left the wine cellar briefing room, Captain Brown met me outside and
suggested where I should aim my bombs. By the time togglers were able to toggle,
it would create a bomb pattern that would flow over this island and hitting these gun

G

Lead bombardier, coastal gun emplacements on island off French coast
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emplacements with armor piercing bombs. Ididn't know whether I would be ahls
to accomplish this mission or not. When the mission was cancelled the fi
morning, I felt greatly relieved. But, the mission was called the second moming
[ went to briefing, same target and everything, Then I really had a burden, I wa
flying with a pilot whom I had never flown with before (he was a handsome chas
named Leland Young) and a crew of gunners I had never met. Fortunately the
mission was a milk run in the sense that there was no flak and no fighters defending
this southern France coast line,
When I got into the aircraft which was a strange aircraft, I nearly fainte

because it was equipped with a Sperry bomb sight. I had a little training on the
Sperry bomb sight in bombardier school, but I never had experience with them. T
be frank about it, I think I had forgotten how to operate the darn thing, We got intg
the aircraft and took off. We flew across Italy by Rome and Corsica, and heade
for the southern coast of France and this little island. About 50 miles out, the
navigator called for us to assume the heading for the bomb run. 1 turned on the
bomb sight. The automatic pilot wouldn't work. T was really rattled and didn'
know what to do. Finally, I told Captain Leland Young that he was going to fly the
mission manually under my direction. He said, "Okay.” That was the mos
wonderful job of flying I have ever witnessed. He was an exceptional pilat.
course, there was no flak and no fighters, and at 30,000 feet, the air was pretty
smooth. [located the target through the Sperry bomb sight and I focused on a point
800 feet off the coast as Captain Brown told me to do. Then I salvoed my bombs
The other bombardiers toggled theirs. Low and behold, the bomb strikes flowed
directly across that island covering it. We banged it to death. The perspiration was
dripping off my face. When we finished the mission, I thanked the pilot for his
good flying, I still thank him for it,
Back at the squadron, I remaved my flying gear and went to the officers

club to have a drink. To my surprise, there were the group officers. All of them
wanted to shake my hand. They had all witnessed the destruction of that little
island. They wanted to know how L hit it. T accepted their congratulations.
The sad thing was on the next mission, on the 13", mission 93 to Avignon,

France. The mission was being led by our squadron. Captain Fredrick Brown
the lead bombardier. Tcan't remember all those on that plane. We had trouble
fighters and flak. Brown's plane was hit, it had to drop out and head back to o ig
base. They flew so low they were hit by ground fire. The plane was destroyed and
the crew with Captain Brown was lost.
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Our squadron commander was David 5. Thayer. He was a good ‘ole
Texas’ boy. He was on the Texas football team that played Oklahoma's football
tearn. Itis a great rivalry between states. Major Thayer had a great deal of respect
for the Oklahoma football team because he had lost his front teeth. He played
against "Tree top Sharp”. Sharp got the best of Thayer. For some reason, Major
Thayer took a liking to me. On August the 27*, about four days after we lost
Captain Brown, I was appointed squadron bombardier on primary duty. The sad
thing, I could fly a mission only when our squadron flew group lead. That meant
about every fourth mission. Everybody else on my original crew finished their
missions and were home before Thanksgiving. [ was still having to stay,

The next thing that happened of any real consequence, was on September
the 24", mission 123 to Athens, Greece. Our squadron was leading and I was lead
bombardier. The homb load was 100-pound demalition bombs. We were to attack
the air base at Athens, Greece. The Germans were using this air base; flying all
their personnel in that area back into Germany for defense of the homeland. This
air base, which is the main air base today, was in a valley outside of Athens, far
enough away that we didn’t bomb any of the treasures, such as the Parthenon, etc.
We were headed down the valley where the airport runways were. Ack-ack guns
were on both sides of the
mountains of this valley. I believe
we were at 28,000 feet. We were
getting peppered with ack-ack, 1
had the bomb site set up for
delayed 100-foot releases, which
meant bombs were released so they
would hit the ground about every
100 feet. All the planes were set
up for the same release pattern.
The mission was to pot mark the
air field and the runways 1o the
extent that they couldn't be used
for some time, and to catch any
planes that were on the ground.
The release point was fairly close, : 3 i
I remember it, like it was = Lt enil: W. Clak
vesterday.  All of a sudden the Radar Operator
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plane got hit with a big, big, jar. Majnr Thayer, our squadron commander, was-:
pilot. He said to me, "Hey bombardier, how about us doing a little zig zag here.”
[ called back and said, "Hell no, I'm about ready to release the bomb.” Iwas flying
automatic pilot. On the bomb run, the lead bombardier takes command of the ship."
He is god-almighty until the bomb run is finished. I said, *No, in a second ar two.
T will be releasing.” We bombed the heck out of that air field. When we got back
to base and unloaded, I turned white and thanked God a thousand times. Between
the number one and number two engine, we had been hit with an ack-ack shell that
apparently was a dud or had a slow timing mechanism. [t did not explode. A three
gallon water bucket was pushed up and down in the hole in the wing, The point
where there was no fuel line, or electric line, Tt was a small dead space. It missed
a fuel tank and went higher before exploding. That wing and motor stayed attached
and it didn't hurt the struts. ‘We were able to fly back to base. Everybody on the
ground (crew chief, crew members) wondered how we survived, [wondered too,
1 think it was because of my little bible, and my prayers before we flew the mission,
and while 1 was on the mission. For this mission, ] was awarded the distinguished
flying cross. I felt pretty good about that. Of course, as I now know, distinguished
flying crosses were freely given. But Iam still proud of the fact that I have one.

After the Athens Air Field mission, my next mission was Blechhammer,
Germany. After that [ went to Milan, Ttaly. A week after that we were called upon
1o bomb the marshaling yards at Szombathely, Hungary. This was in October. The
weather had already began to change a little, winter was coming on. I led the
mission.  There were twenty-five B-24's to bomb the marshaling yards at
Szombathely. We dropped 62 tons of 500-pound general purpose bambs. Ove :
57% fell withina 1000 foot range. People to this day do not really understand what
pattern bombing was all about. While all bombardiers were trained in bombardier
school to hit targets or pickle barrel targets, when they came to bombardment,
pickle barreling was out and pattern bombing was in. Caonsequently, in hea
formations, the lead bombardier never was a pickle barreler. After I caught on
what a lead was to do, at 28,000 plus feet I aimed 800 to 1000 feet short of the
target. By the time the toggles were able to do their job the bomb drop created
pattern that flowed over the target. If I were to pickle barrel the target, the bombs
that the toggles drapped would be way over target and out of the bombing area. We
had to give and take on that and I did the best job I could. The Szombathely
marshaling yards, was a big marshaling yard and a point of accumulation of several
rallroads throughout the Balkan area. At the time we made our strike the
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had maoved six locomotives and about 130 freight cars, railvoad cars, the type in
which they were hauling the Jews and other people into this marshaling yards. Our
briefing was to the effect that the yard was loaded with trains and freight cars and
couldn't move out because on the main line going back into Germany there was
damage or a bridge knocked out so they were held up and we were able to catch
them at that point. Because of our success in destroying these locomotives and 130
freight cars, our group received a communication from the CO of the 304" wing that
informed the group, “General Twining was very pleased with the results of our
bombing effect. The group's attack on this marshaling yard did a great deal of
damage. It was a feat of bombing by the lead bombardier and the group as a
whole.” There was no flak at the target and all planes returned safely.

1 wander, and I have always wondered whether or not those box cars
contained German soldiers and their families that had been stationed down in the
deep area of the Balkans, or whether they actually were carrying Jews back to
Germany. I can say frankly that I, and I don’t believe any of our intelligence
officers at that time knew the story about the Holocaust, about the slaughter of the
Jews, the concentration camps, etc. This did not come out until after VE day. The
thing we heard that aroused our fighting spirit was the Germans were trying to
control the world. They were taking over everything and the Japs were taking over
everything in their area. The Germans were going to capture everything in Europe
and when they finished there they
would be coming right on across
the Atlantic to the United States,
etc. Of course, we had the usual r"'r
pictures of the rape of womenand =
the slaughtering of men, etc. L
Nothing was ever mentioned §8 :
about the concentration camps
and the program of Jewish

such was known by our leaders, |
Franklin Roosevelt and members |
of Congress. They kept real quiet o
about it. I don't understand why. =
But it was the old philosophy, "It T ;

was not my duty to reason why, George
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but to do or die” I suppose, So, I can’t say, whether on this mission we destroyed
a bunch of Germans or a bunch of Jews. AllIknow is on this mission we really tore
up that marshaling yard and the concentration of railroad engines and box cars.

After Szombathely, T had a mission to North Italy; a mission to Vienna; &
mission to Vicenza, Italy; a mission back to Vienna; and the last mission was lo
Brod, Yugoslavia. The missions to Vienna were sumewhat unusual because they
were dane with a Micky ship, A Micky ship was one which bombed by the use of
aradar. A radar operator would tell me when to release my bombs based on what
he saw from the screen. This meant we could bomb through cloud cover, smoke
obscured targets, etc. | had two missions using radar operators. On most missions
we used what was called chaff. The waist gunners throw out packages of aluminum
foil. They would scatter and leave a trail. The purpose of this was to confuse the
enemy's radar that was operating the ack-ack guns. It would indicate we were
flying at an altitude lower than what we were. This was very successful. We had
to do this on each mission.

My last mission was January the 19", 1945, My next to last mission was
November the 19, 1944. I didn’t fly during December and most of January. There
was a reason for that, Colonel Thayer, he was a Lieutenant Colonel by this time,
told me because my missions were about over (I only had one to go) they were
saving me for a low altitude mission on troop concentrations at Milan. They were
going to use fragmentation bombs at low altitude. They wanted me to lead the
mission. I accepted it from him as being true, so [ was willing to wait during the
winter; during the battle of the bulge; when it was so cold. Finally, I couldn’t wait
any longer. [was so homesick. [wanted to see my wife and family. I was drinking
too much and smoking too much. e > CRSmEE. oo T

best, Finally I confronted Colonel '
Thayer and told him I wanted to [§8
fly my last mission, and if I
survived, I wanted to go home.
That's when he leveled with me
that the reason they were keeping
me was the policy of promotions
to Captain had been changed.
Before I could be promoted, I had
to be in grade for six months, and

e I

James Connelly Shaving
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he was holding me so he could promote me to Captain. [ told him I didn't give a
damn about being a Captain, I wanted to go home. [was virtually ruining my health
and I just needed to go home. He scheduled my last mission on January the 19",
1945 to Broad, Yugoslavia. He flew it withme. I believe it happened to be his last
mission on this his second tour of duty. [ got approval to go home.

When I was promoted to squadron bombardier it became necessary,
according to protocol, to move into the squadron officers tent that was on the ridge
back of the officers club. It had a beautiful overview of the valley. In the tent was
the squadron navigator. The day that "Browny" was shot down, we also lost our
squadron navigator. Sol Feltzer, who was a 1* Lieutenant, was designated as the
new squadron navigator. [ was designated as squadron bombing officer. Our
squadron intelligence officer, Tom Mitchell, was living in the tent along with his
assistant, Lieutenant Harrington.

It was an unusual tent. Around the edge of the floor to a height of five feet
was a wall. On top of that we a canvas tenting. In one corner of this walled area
was a fireplace. The floor extended out a ways in front, like a little porch. In the
fireplace we burned 100 octane aviation fuel. We had Jerry-rigged a five-gallon
gasoline can like they used on motor vehicles and tanks, 1 would go to group
headquarters which was a quarter mile away and fill this five gallon can with 100
octane gasoline, Iwould lug that back to the tent and hook it up to copper tubing
which was on the outside and extended inside through the wall to the fireplace. On
the end of the copper tubing there was a heavier copper tubing with holes in it to use
as a burner. At the back wall there was a little valve with which I could turn the gas
on and off. The gasoline would come down the tube and I would light it. It would
provide light and a little heat in the tent.

The winter in Italy was harsh. That was the year of the Battle of the Bulge.
All over Eurape they were having a very severe winter. [ mentioned earlier about
the K-rations, When I moved from the first tent, which was the crew tent in the
olive grove, into the officers tent, I took as many K-rations as [ could. I liked the
dinner and the lunch ration. Each ration had cigarettes, toilet paper, matches, and
cans of food. The one I liked best was the one that had sausage and chopped egg
and a concentrated chocolate bar. The story was one of the chocolate bars would
sustain you for several days should you be shot down.

The thing that 1 liked about this very concentrated and hard chocolate bar
was the fact that it was the best bait that T could find to catch enormous rats. Cur
tent was overrun with these huge rats. [ would say they must have been at least a
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foot long and probably 18 inches o e e o
fom. nose to fail. They were FRMEEETEREE Chge
monsters. | had never seen rats
that big. At night they would come
and get on top of the tent wall
under the canvas top. They would
run along that wall and get into |
everything. Onmy bed [ had abed ~
roll. It was a heavy canvas, and _
inside were blankets. 1 would 2
crawl in and buckle up the bed roll. |}
This would keep me preity warm
during the cold, cold, winter nights. §
The rats were so bad that [ went to
Cerignola and bought big rat traps.
The people in Cerignola knew s
about huge rats being in the area. GE

They had these big wood planks g e
Lt, Col, David S. Thayer

made into huge rat traps just like s e
ommanding Officer

an ordinary mouse trap. I buught 743 Bomb Squadron

three of them for something like 455" BG, 15" AF

five dollars. Back to the tent I

would bait them with pieces of the concentrated chocolate bar. I caught rats. They
were monsters. They were so big when the trap caught then, they would run. They
didn't get loose but they would drag that big rat trap out of the tent and up on the
side of the hill. T would find them. The policy was to not dispose of the rat, leave
them on the side of the hill, or around the tent outside to deter other rats. It didn't
work. We had rats, rats, rats. But, they weren’t eating or chewing on us. 1 had one
try to do that. I could feel him. [ hit the bed roll with a stick that was in the tent for
this purpose. This was the coldest, damnedest winter.

Next to our tent, about fifty feet away was another tent. Colonel Thayer,
the assistant squadron commander, Major Bellemere, and two others, had that tent.
Their tent was fixed up nicer. Instead of having a fireplace, they had a small pot
belly stove that sat right in the middle of the tent. They fired it with wood. It had
a stove pipe that extended out the top of the tent. It was warm and decent. The
radiation from this stove was much better than what we were getting from our
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fireplace in the corner. We had a pretty good time in our squadron as [ think in all
squadrons. We had a mess hall and an officers club. Twould spend a great deal of
time there, especially during the time I wasn't flying.

I remember Colonel David S. Thayer, our commanding officer, had a
birthday. Idon't recall the exact date but [ think it was in September. Everybody
chipped in to give him a real birthday party. Ibelieve they charged everybody who
wanted to attend his birthday party five dollars. I put in five dollars. It was quite a
party. We had a very lovely dinner with lots of wine to drink. Also you could buy
a drink at the bar for 25 cents. After we had the dinner, the mess personnel cleared
everything out of the way. Someone had arranged for a beautiful man and a very
beautiful woman, presumably his wife, to put on a belly dance demonstration which
led to a completely nude demonstration. We were all sitting in chairs in a ring and
she was in the middle of the ring. They had brought a record player which had to
be wound up to play the record. It was a beautiful performance. When she got
down to being completely nude, I mean nude, shoes off and everything, she did the
belly dancing in front of all the men as she went around the circle. She ended up
at Colonel Thayer’s place. She rubbed all over him, climbed up on his lap, and
teased him a lot. I had never seen such in all my life and I was really aghast. But,
it was good clean entertainment. There was no hanky panky permitted. This very
beautiful lady was able to dress, put on her coat, kiss the Colonel goodbye, and she
and her husband took off, Well, it was a wild evening.

[ want to pass on that regardless of what a commander says in regards to
sex, don't believe it. The prostitutes were extremely numerous in Cerignola. They
had apartments in several places in town. [ would estimate that there were 500 or
more prostitutes operating in town. This was a time of war. Most had lost their
husbands through Mussolini's military ventures and they had no way of making a
living. They were available. The army recognized that and had a code. If you
caught a venereal disease you would be court marshaled. Before going in town, if
you were Inclined to engage in sexual activity, you would take what they called a
“pro,” that's a prophylactic. They had little tubes which you could insert into the
urinary canal, squeeze it and it would supposedly protect you if you didn't use a
condom, but you were supposed to use a condom. It was mandatory. If you
intended to engage, youwould go by the flight surgeons office, advise him, and then
when you came back on base you would go back by there to be cleaned up, so you
would not catch a venereal disease. As a married man, I did not engage in that type
of service. 1don’t know if I hadn’t been married whether I would or not. I think
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not knowing whether you were going to come back from any given mission would
s vow 10 use that type of service. [am sure non-flying personne! used the

L =
W way through our missions we were given what was called a rest period
o o s the fsle of Capri. This was hefore T became squadron bombardier
S w0 with Loffer's crew. The whole crew got a week. We traveled in a
S s The most horrible ride I can remember-bouncy roads, We went to
S e csegh a ferry boat to the isle of Capri. There we were assigned to
S &+ el on Ana Capri for a week. It was a lot of fun. I remember buying
L e s e set of cuff links for my wife. She had to wear a white uniform, full
S e offed in her duties as a registered dietician. This set of cuff links
Wt = o Lale shop on Ana Capri. I saw them in the window. [ inquired and
Wi« it buying them. She still has them in her jewelry boxes. I bought
s stn. folders, and the history of the Isle of Capri. We still have those

‘en [ was appointed squadron bombardier, on August 27" I believe it
mave from the crew tent in the olive orchard to the officers tent on the

Col. Thayer's last 15 AF mission (fifth from the left). He had completed
a tour in England with the 8" AF earlier. I am the fourth from the right
and waiting for an order to go home.
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not knowing whether you were going to come back from any given mission we
encourage you to use that type of service. [ am sure non-flying personnel used £
service.

Halfway through our missions we were given what was called a rest peris
of one week at the isle of Capri. This was before I became squadron bombardiss
and I was still with Loffer's crew. The whole crew got a week. We traveled in
troop carrier. The most horrible ride I can remember-bouncy roads. We went
Naples and caught a ferry boat to the isle of Capri. There we were assigned
rooms in a hotel on Ana Capri for a week. It was a lot of fun. I remember bus
a little sterling set of cuff links for my wife. She had to wear a white uniform, &
length, and cuffed in her duties as a registered dietician. This set of cuff links
bought at a little shop on Ana Capri. [ saw them in the window. [ inquired &
couldn't resist buying them. She still has them in her jewelry boxes. I boughe
postcards, folders, and the history of the Isle of Capri. We still have thes
SOUVEnirs.

When I was appointed squadron bombardier, on August 27" I believe &
was, | had to move from the crew tent in the olive orchard to the officers tent on [he
B guse 055
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; 2 : |
Col. Thayer's last 15" AF mission (fifth from the left). He had completed
a tour in England with the 8" AF earlier. 1am the fourth from the right

and waiting for an order to go home.
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bluff. 1 occupied the space that was Captain Browny's, the former squadron
bombardier. Others before me had acquired the services of two little Italian boys.
They would come out to the base after school, come over to the tent on the bluff and
would be cleaning up, sweeping a little, and supposedly guarding and protecting it.
These little fellows were about ten years old. One was called Jessepi and the other
Pietro. I do not remember their last names. They didn't speak English and I didn’t
speak Italian, but we had worked it out and could understand each other. Pietro's
mother was in town. His father was lost serving Mussolini. Iwould have him take
my dirty laundry to his mother to wash. This was a mistake. Isent my good wool
pinks that went with my dress uniform. She literally ruined them by washing them.
They should have been dry-cleaned but such services were not available. These
little boys showed up one day and oh, the odor. I could hardly stand to be near
them. I was pretty sure they hadn't had a bath for a long time. I gave them a note
to go to the bath house where the officers went and gave them a bar of soap. Irecall
it was probably Lava soap. The note [ gave them to take along requested that they
be permitted to take a bath. They were tickled to death. I never saw two little boys
who had more fun going down over the bluff and down to the bathing area and
taking a bath. Coming back, they felt so good, and smelt so good. They developed
the habit real quick. After three of four trips to bathe, the fellows running the
cooling tower where the bathing took place refused to let them come in. They said
they couldn't do that any more. They didn’t have enough facilities. I didn’t press
the matter because winter was coming on. It was so cold. No one took a bath for
fuite a while.

My tent was on the ridge of a hill. Down in the valley the owner had an
experimental operation going on. They were trying to develop a synthetic oil and
rubber. At this experimental operation they were growing what I thought to be big
sunflowers, tall and big stemmed. They were growing several other plants. The
plot was about ten acres. They had a system which would spray water for irrigating.
This was a permanent installation. The pipes had holes in them and were strung
high through the fields. This big power equipment would spray this area with a mist
like spray. They drilled water wells and had a cooling tower with a basin under it
for water to keep the engines cool. It was in this basin under the cooling tower,
which was about four feet deep, in which we would go and take a bath. That's
where I had been sending the little bays. An unusual thing that occurred on these
sunflower stalks, and in this area, were huge snails. They would crawl up these
stalks and feed on these plants. Every morning at daybreak, I would look out and
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there would be perhaps a dozen people. They would have #10 size cans sal
from our trash dump. They would pull the snails off the stalks and fill their
Every once in a while I would see one of them, generally a woman, eat a snail
and raw. [ just almost gagged every time I would see one of them do that.
would take them to Cerignola. Cerignola did not have a sewer system at this
People would throw the water they used to cook the snails in, the shells, and
bath and cooking water into the streets. Without sidewalks, [ would side step
hop over it. They needed the food. I accepted everything and went my way.
think it was smart on the part of the Air Force commanders to let that experi
station continue to operate during the war,

Before I became squadron bombardier, I flew with the Bill Loffer crew
about fifteen missions. On the crew we had a flight engineer named Stuart
We called him Stu Bemis. He is currently living near the town of Winchestes
Massachusetts. He was and is the most intelligent young man I have ever knows
He was the youngest member of the crew. He knew all about the B-24 and how 1
operate it. The reason I am telling this is because he actually saved our crew on twe
different missions. The first time, we had been hit by flak. It had broken the fue!
lines on one wing tank. We
were losing fuel fast. We had
been flying off the other wing
tank. He was able to transfes
enough fuel from the tank thas
was losing fuel to the other one.
This enabled us to get back to
our base at Cerignola. While
Bemis was doing this, we were
at an altitude of 27,000 feet and
the temperature was 40 below.
He had to take off his gloves to.
do what he had to do. The
gasoline was spewing all over
him. It was 100 octane
B | gasoline. At that altitude it
vaporized real fast. [t would
~ leave you cold, very cold. He

Capt Tom Mltl:iu:ll and P‘Etm our tent bu}r stood there and made the
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wransfer. Fortunately, his hands were not frost bitten. We made it back to our base.
Bill Loffer, our pilot, told us that the ground crew filled the fuel tanks which held
2400 gallons with 2406 gallons. We landed with empty tanks. Another ime Stu
Bemis saved us was when we were hit with flak at 25,000 feet which cut the rudder
cable behind the bomb bay. Stu had the job of splicing it together so Loffer could
navigate the plane. Stu got it tight enough so the rudder was usable and Loffer was
able to land.

When we finished a mission we would be debriefed, Everybody would be
lined up in the order in which they were able to get to the debriefing room which
was the wine cellar where earlier that day we had been briefed about the mission.
As we stood in line waiting to be debriefed, sometimes for 30 minutes, the supply
Sargent from our squadron, called Tiny, would be there. His purpose was to give
anyone who felt the need for it, two jiggers of liquor. I think it was two jiggers to
the man for those who wanted it. 1 took it because [ enjoved it. It was rot gut. [t
was made in Ohio and called Bellows, That was about all you could get over there.
They had a contract with the military to supply this liquor. I never refused 1o take
my two shots. Quite a few of the crew didn’t drink and didn't smoke. [ believe six
members of our erew didn’t drink or smoke. That presented a very fine situation
for me. As we stood in line, one or two of those very plous fellows would say to
Tiny, who was passing out the booze, "Let George have my shots.” It wasn't
infrequent that I would Feel no pain by the time we got into the briefing room.

Once a month squadron supply passed out slips to everybody for a carton
of cigarettes, four cigars, two cokes, and you could buy a bottle of rot gut whiskey.
The fellows who wanted them would go by operations and pick up these slips.
Several of the fellows didn’t smoke, didn’t drink, so [ would go pick up their slips.
I had a constant supply of cigarettes and alcohol. At the officers club, our flight
surgeon kept It supplied withmedicinal alcohol. The mess Sergeant obtained cherry
brandy for the officers club so we could always get a drink there. I must give credit
to the squadron operation officer, Captain Paul Livingston, from Paul's Valley,
Oklahoma. He was in charge of the ground operations. He did a really fine job.
We had a party for Colonel Thayer’s birthday that [ told about. We had a
Thanksgiving dinner banquet, a Christmas dinner, and a New Years blowout in the
officer’s club. [ enjoyed the holidays but I was wanting to go home.

The group, along with other groups had developed a club over on the
Adriatic coast near Barietta. It had a very nice beach and it had large beach sand
dunes, a kind of sand dune that you could hide behind. It was a great spot for
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shooting ducks. The
ducks would fly off the
water and go inland to
feed. As they would take
off, they would fly across
b the sand dunes. We
would try to shoot them
B when they flew over the
" dunes. The only thing we
% had to shoot was a 30-30
| carbine rifle. I had never
: 1 _ seen a 30-30 carbine rifle
A N A LR Nhsatls before. They were new,
essepi, Capt. Mitchell, Georg small, and semi-
automatic. I waould put in a clip of five shells and load one in the barrel. When it
fired it would automatically load another shell. I tried to buy one after I left the
service, but they hadn't started producing them for civilians. The squadron
navigator, Sol Feltzer and I, arranged to borrow the squadron jeep and a couple of
those carbines. We went to the club building near Barietta. I think we got in there
on a Friday night, were there Saturday and then came back Sunday. We fired a lot
of rounds at those ducks, but we could not hit them. I wish1'd had a shot gun. The
club was managed by an Italian lady, very pretty. She and Feltzer got along pretty
good. Again, being married, I didn’t partake. It was a nice club and she was a .
lovely lady.

Sometime just before Thanksgiving, the management of our officers club
located and brought out to the base an artist who specialized in caricatures. We |
were requested to pay two dollars and pose for him. He would draw our picture.
I did and my picture was hung with all the rest around the walls of the officers club.
1 remember when he finished drawing and looked at it, he had enlarged my chin to
the extent that [ had this arrogant look and he said, “Ah, Mussolini.” I was
fortunate to have my drawing saved by the intelligence officer, Tom Mitchell. [
have it framed and have enjoyed it all these years. Others of the boys that were shot.
down and those that had finished their missions and had gone home were not
allowed to take their pictures until the base was closed. The officers club managers |
satd, "No, we want them up here until the war is over and the base is closed.™
Fortunately, I made such a howl about having to leave my picture there, that when.
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[ came home the squadron intelligence officer, Captain Tom Mitchell, saved it,
rolled it up, and sent it to me. I am greatly indebted to him. There were other
pictures of mine in the intelligence room. Bomb strikes with my name on them, as
bombardier, he saved those, rolled them up, and sent them to me.

T'would like to point out that my next to last mission was November 19,
1944, to Vienna, Austria. It was a Mickey ship operation. We used a Mickey ship
to bomb by radar from above the clouds. We could see our target through the
clouds, an oil storage facility, located on the Danube river that runs through Vienna.
The way we knew we had hit the target, was as we were making our turn to head
back home we could see black smoke bellowing up through the clouds. We knew
our mission was a success, [ did not fly another mission for over two months, 1
could not understand why they didn't schedule me to fly my last mission. Finally
I found out, like I said earlier, when I approached David Thayer, our squadron
commander and asked him. The reason was, he was trying to hold me in the
squadron al the 1™ Lieutenant grade for a sufficient time to be able to promote me
to Captain. He was holding me, even though I didn’t do anything but just sat

Inside Officers Club set up for Thanksgiving dinner. Note the
caricatures hanging near the roof line on the left side of the picture and
above the bar.
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around during that time and took care of a few little duties up at the squad room in
the intelligence office for over two months. I was fit to be tied because [ always
heard stories about going down on that last mission, and there were many who did.
I finally got to fly my last mission on January the 19%,
During this stand down time I was able to follow the battle of the bulge.
How the weather had socked in the air support. Couldn't fly, cold, snowing, it gets
cold in Italy in the winter timel I would spend a great deal of time, in order to keep
warm, in the intelligence office and over in the operations room. I had lots of time
to write letters. I wrote a letter home every day and Dorathy was sending me care
packages. She sent such things as honey, jelly, cookies, and soaps all of which were
very much appreciated.
When I first started my mission, the fighter escorts were P-51's. They did

not have a range equal to our target distances. We would have fighter escort until
we got across the Adriatic and across Yugoslavia. Then they would have to turn
back. After a few missions they assigned a squadron of P-38's. They put on wing
tanks and were able to go in a little further. They stayed with us at least two thirds
of the way to the target. The last group that was assigned to us were P-47 thunder
bolis. They had a long range and stayed with us completely through the target area.

They were piloted by colored pilots. At this stage of history we were still involved
with segregation, so these colored pilots had their own group and lived aside from
all whites, which was a shame. [ remember coming into the mess hall to get dinner,
Major Thayer had the Major of the colored fighter escort group over for dinner. [
thought to myself, how unusual. I was glad to see it. As a young man growing up
in Northeastern Oklahoma [ spent my summers in the wheat fields shocking wheat
and in the hay fields bucking bales. Iworked side by side with colored peaple all
the time. Iwas getting about 50 cents a day in wages and a good black was making
about $3 which was all right. I was a kid, most of those fellows were married amfl_
had families. Segregation was still in effect when we were flying missions. We all
were real pleased when they would join us in those Thunderbolts. We would be
well into the target area. That’s when they would join us and that's when we would
be under fighter attack. They'd fly up close, wiggle their wings and smile. 1 could
see those black fighter pilots smiling and waving to us, letting us know that they
were there, ready to do business and then they'd take off and go up. The fighter
escort generally was above us all the time, The trick of the German Air Force was
to get up above us, have the sun behind them and in our eyes; then they would di
down and attack the formations from the top. At the same time, there would be :



George E. Defenbaugh 36

group below us coming up from underneath. We were well covered by our flying
formations. The German pilots faced a lot of artillery in making their attacks on our
bombing units.

One thing T want to mention Is during the period of our missions, we were
able to witness the development of two things. On July 16" 1944 we bombed
Munich. In the debriefing room we were asked if we had seen any strange objects
and we had. We didn’t know what it was because it was moving so fast, but we saw
the beginning of jet fighters. T very vividly remember this ball. It looked like a
round ball that came shooting up through our formation at fantastic speed. We were
going less than 200 MPH. This object was gaing 500-600 MPH straight up, not

Synopsis of Service
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maneuvering. It just went "zoom” and we didn't catch any fire power on our plane.
I do not think anyone in our ten plane box suffered fire power. It went through our
formation just like an arrow. I assume it was guided so there wouldn't be an air to.
air collision at 20,000 feet. The second time an unusual thing took place was on the
mission to Fredrickshaffen, Germany. The old air ship plant was turning ou '
Messerschmitt fighters. The debriefing officers wanted to know if we had seen
anything unusual and we had, It was a sky bomb, in addition to ack-ack. This
rocket came shooting through our formation. Fortunately its fuse was not set
correctly. It went 2000-3000 feet above us and exploded. It was referred to asa
sky bomb. A great big blast was scattering stuff. By the time the fall-out reached
our elevation we had moved on. The theory was to explode a big bomb above, and
the shrapnel would fall down and damage our formations, but it didn't work. We
started throwing chaff out the windows to mess up the ground radar. They couldn’
tell what our elevation was.

Though the years I have been asked at least a dozen times what we did on
these missions so far as relieving ourselves when we had to use the bathroom. Iam
too old to be embarrassed to tell you about that program. There was no bathroom.
Once we got underway | pulled the bomb safety pins so the bombs would arm
themselves as they fell. Next, [ would crawl through that small space under the
pilots and copilots loft and by the retracted nose wheel and put on all n'::,lfE
equipment; electric underwear, oxygen mask, portable oxygen bottles, flak helmet,
bulky leather flying suit, flak vest, parachute backpack, and my chest parachute. I
was so bulky I couldn't get back through the little crawl space that | had come
through to reach the bombardiers compartment. When flying at 28,000 feet ina

Officer’s Club, 743" Squadron, [taly
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compartment. The nose wheel would be retracted into the plane and the nose wheel
doors would shut-that's where I would relieve myself. On an 8-hour mission
would have to relieve myself three or four times. This was due to the anxiety of the
mission, the tenseness of it Also, to keep excess body fluid warm required a lot of
heat. Getting rid of that bady fluid leaves more heat for the body. Twouldn’t have
to completely undress and crawl to the bomb bay. I remember a time or two when
we would come back from a mission, [ would have all my gear together and be
leaving the airplane. Iwould hear the mechanic saying, " Ah Damn, somebody has
been pissing in the nose wheel again.” 1 guess it did create a mess for them to clean
up. Throw a bucket of water on it and let it go. Anyway, these things are not
written about very often. The waste gunners could relieve themselves in the bomb
bay compartment. They were younger men and in shape. I don't think they had to
urinate often. Our tail gunner would come out of the tail gun compartment. The
ball gunner, once he was in the ball, was stuck until they wheeled him up and out
of there.

I finished my last mission on January the 19" 1945, The mission was to
Brod, Yugoslavia. Flight time was five hours and 20 minutes. Colonel Thayer was
pilot and I was bombardier. It was Colonel Thayer's last mission on this his second
tour. His first tour was with the 8" Air Force in England. Three of us went to
Naples. That was the Port of Embarkation to go back to the states. Major
Belemayer arranged to take the squadron Jeep to Naples and [ went along with all
my gear. [t was about a 200-mile drive over the roughest roads. Italy didn't have
super highways as they do now. It took us a full day. We left early in the morning
and didn’t get to Naples until around five o'clock. We were able to keep the jeep
while waiting for a troop ship to come. The jeep was to be taken back to the
squadron by another crew that had spend rest time on Caprl. We spent a few day
traveling around Naples. T really did enjoy that. We went to Pompeii and to
Herculaneumn. We went up and down the coast and drove up on Vesuvius which
had erupted again not long before. We were also able to go out at night to clubs,
We thoroughly enjoyed that jeep.

Being a 1" Lieutenant, my assignment for housing while I waited two
weeks on this troop ship, was downgraded in the housing program. Out from
Naples on the side of a hill, a large chicken and swine farm was converted into
sleeping quarters. They were low buildings. The sides had windows that opened
all the way up. I could come in one side near my cot. They had nice evening
concerts, Louie Caberello, the pianist, was there, I enjoyed him. [ was a good
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poker player. During the course of one evening T won $1900. The rumor was you
couldn’t take more than $250 home, which was a month's pay. If you had more
than that they would assume that you had been engaged in the black market. This
was a rumor and [ believed it. What was I going to do with this extra money. This
was script money, they called it "Liera.” It was printed on script paper. | concluded
that I'd just have to try and spend it. In the mean time notice had come that our
troop ship was going to dock in a couple days and it'd be ready to go back. I gnt-:
my gear together and checked the list to see if I was on the list to go. I was on the.
list. 1didn’t know what to do with this extra money but spend it. I went out on the
street. There were street vendors, black market cameos. I bought cameo of all
kinds. They were good cameo, but the metal on the frames of the pins and broaches
was not very good. [t was cheap tin like metal, but the cameos were real and good.
I suppose I had a good pound of that stuff in my luggage. 1'd spent the money. If
that rumor had been true, they had a way of checking it because it was illegal to
have American money, all T had was script money. That's all anybody was suppose
to have. They had a way, I thought, of checking to see if I had gone over the limit
of 5250.

The day came for me to go on ship. Our ship was the top passenger ship
of Argentina. It had been converted to a troop ship. They had stripped most of the
interfor and in place had put support poles on which hammocks were strung.
Between two poles there would be a depth of three hammocks. Iwas assigned the
middle one in the area where I was to stay. The ship would rock as they did
maneuvers against torpedoes or submarines. We had an escort for the first 100
miles. After that the ship was on it's own. At the speed it could travel and with the
maneuvering it could do the hammocks were rocking constantly. Mess was served
on a metal tray which had compartments. The constant swinging and movement of
the ship caused me to be nauseated. I've never been nauseated like that before. It
caused me to not eat and to be constipated. I don't hesitate to say that I was
constipated the whole trip from Naples to the dock in New York-a period of ten
days. Iwas really put out with everything and everybody by the time we arrived 2
MNew York. Iresented it because everyone on board who was a major or above, a 2
there were a lot of majors, lieutenant colonels, and colonels, had separate sleepi
quarters {rooms with nice beds) and when we docked in New York they were given
share leave for the night.

Not being able to get off the ship was really a blessing for me. I went to
see the sick bay officer. I told him my problem and asked him to give me a good
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dose of Epson salts. He ,
didn't want to, but I
insisted that he do it. Ina
little while T had the Frst
relief [ had in 10 days and
I was hungry. T was
starved because [ hadn't
been eating. The next day
we disembarked into New
‘Yark about two o'clock in
the afternoon. We had to |
walk to a train station for a
train to take us to Fort Dix.
I'didn’t know where we were going. Apparently the military or New York City was
afraid that we would make a break for it being home. They had police lined almast
shoulder to shoulder on both sides of the walk area. I felt like we were being
treated like criminals. They said they are giving us a great welcome, but really they
were keeping us together like prisoners until we got on that railroad train to take us
over to Fort Dix. At Fort Dix they gave me a medical check up and arranged to
send me home. The heart murmur was still there, There weren't many fellows from
Oklahoma, a few from Texas, a few from Arkansas. They sent me to Camp Chaffee
near Fort Smith, Arkansas. There they gave me more physicals and checked me
over and arranged my leave. | was suppose to have ten days at home and then a
month’s R&R at Miami Beach. I checked out all right and got my orders, got on
a bus and went to Shawnee. Dorothy had bought an automabile, a 4D Flestline
Chevrolet, 1942 model. She was very lucky to find ane, T think she had to pay $600
under the table. At least she had good wheels for that time. We took this
opportunity to visit my parents, her parents, and we went to see all the family
members that we could. We packed up and started driving to Miami Beach, was
a nervous wreck from combat. I would drive to the city limits, stop, and Dorothy
would drive in the city. When we left,  would take over the driving to the next city. _

We were suppose to have a month of R&R at Miami Beach. They didn't :
put that in writing, The orders just said assigned to Miami Beach for R&R. We
took our time in driving all the way from Oklahoma through Louisiana, to New
Orleans, and finally to Miami Beach, On the way down, we enjoyed the big fifty
cent shrimp cocktails everywhere it was advertised. Fifty cent cocktails, fifty cent
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high balls. In New Orleans we were introduced to Ranmose gin fizz. They are
delicious, Those colored bar tenders would shake them up until they would be
frothy. We arrived at Miami Beach, reported in, and were assigned a room at the
Lord Tarlton Hotel, a disco type at that time. Beautiful, nice, and filled with
military people there for the same reason I was. In checking around I learned thz ]
flyers like me were coming in and in less than a week they were shipped out on
reassignment to the Pacific. I'said, "No way are they going to do that to me.” Ttold
Dorothy, “We've made all this effart to come down here thinking we were going to
be here for a month and now it looks like they want to get rid of us in less than a
week.” Isaid, “I'm not going to have it.”

To show how bull headed and independent [ am, when I showed up for my
physical everything checked out fine. The heart that had a murmur when [ went into
the Air Corps still had the murmur and it showed on my medical records to that
effect. I got down to the final test and I know I had to do something to show that
['wasn't physically fit. The last test was for depth perception. For a bombardier or
a pilot, perfect perception is a must qualification. [ was taking the test and lining
up the sticks about 25 feet away. Pulling on one string and the other string, [
intentionally pulled them so they wouldn't be directly lined up. The testing nur
had me try two or three times. She called for another nurse. She was an officer, &
first lieutenant or something like that. She came in and had me do that test. Each
time I'd pull it off so the sticks wouldn't line up. Finally, they brought in a captain,
a medical officer and he had me do it. They checked my eyes and went over
chart a dozen times. Finally they said we want you to gn in and have a talk with the
head of the medical staff. '
He was a full colonel. 1
sat down and he said,
“Now young man, we've £
checked you everywhere
and we can find nothing
wrong, What is your §
problem?” I sat there a _.
moment. [ know they had
me. Isaid, "Do you want B
the truth?” He said, [

"Yes." Isaid, "WE”-‘“‘E Nnrth view of Miami Beach from roof.of The Lord
truth is, by God I just Tarlton Hotel, 1945
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finished a tour of duty in Europe flying those damn missions. [learn now, after they
had promised me that I would have at least a 30 day rest period down here, that they
are shipping us out as soon as we finish our physical and assigning us to go to the
pacific. Tunderstand the bombardiers are being sent to train on B-29's and I'm not
for it. I made an effort to bring my wife down here and we were going to have a
wonderful time for at least a month and I'll be dammned if ['m going to leave here.”
He said, "I see your point. The only thing I can do is have you report to the hospital
in the mornings and have your temperature and your blood pressure taken, After
a couple hours you can check out and spend the rest of the day with your wife. But
then you have to come back to the hospital around 10 o'clack in the evening.”
That's what we did for the whole month. We had that time an Miami Beach going
swimming, running up and down the beach having a real good time. Dorothy was
permitted to stay in the room at the Lord Tarlton for ten days. The hotel gave her
notice that she would have to vacate and find her own room. We went to the North
end of Miami Beach and found a little motel and rented a room for a couple weeks.
We stayed there. In the morning she would drive me down to the hospital for a
couple of hours and come pick me up. We were able to complete our 30 day stay.
When we were in Miami Beach, President Roosevelt had died and Harry Truman
became President.

['was reassigned to Midland, Texas. When1 got to Midland they assigned
me as a mess officer. I wasn't qualified for that job and I wasn't about to go throw
my weight around. Those boys were enlisted men, some of them had been in the
military for years doing mess work. In Midland, Texas we were able to rent an
upstairs room from Mr. and Mrs. Burl Guyton; wonderful, wonderful people. We
had a wonderful time with them. They liked to cook out and used Texas mesquite
to smoke up the BB(). The weather was hot. We had the use of a little electric fan
to try to make the room half way bearable. By late night it would cool off. Dorothy
and I wanted to have a picnic out in the country. We bought a watermelon and a six
pack of beer. We found one little tree way out in the country. It had just enough
shade for the two of us to sit under it. 'We spent the day drinking beer and eating
watermelon. Oh, it was good, but we ate so much watermelon we were in misery.

Dorothy had to go back to the University of Oklahoma for the fall term.
We discussed this quite a bit. She didn't want to lose her job. It was a very fine job
and she had taken a leave of absence until the fall term. We decided she should go
back. She took the car and went back to the University at Norman. There she
acquired an apartment. Before she left, the two A bombs had been dropped on
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Japan. Everybody celebrated. It was unbelievable. We eouldn’t understand what
this new bomb was about. They tried in their meager way on the radio to explain
what had taken place and how much damage had been done. We celebrated and
celebrated and finally the Japanese surrendered.

After that, Dorothy went back to her job at OU. 1 had to stay on until my.
name came up for release from the military and I believe I had to have at least 36
points. Each month of service counted a point, [ had 36 points and I put in for
release. They sent me back to Camp Chaffee to have a physical and be released.
I had the physical and picked up my release papers. I rode a bus from Camp
Chaffee, near Fort Smith, Arkansas to Norman, Oklahoma. The roads were had.
The bus stopped at every little cross road to let people on and off. I finally arrived
at Norman, Oklahoma late at night. Everybody had gone to bed. I could get a taxi.
I called Dorothy to tell her that I was in town, she hesitated to get the car out at that
hour of the night to come and get me
and wondered if [ could catch a cab, [
said, “I'll do my best.” Eventually Idid
and showed up at her apartment in the
Logan apartments. As [ recall, it was
one or two o'clock in the morning when
I got there. She greeted me at the door.
We had our usual hugs and kisses after
1 set down my luggage and everything.
Abruptly she said, "Well, have you
made up your mind what you're going
to do or be doing?" Isaid, “Well, no, I
understand they have a GI bill of rights
and I thought I'd just relax and enjoy
life a while.” She says, "Well, I'm
going to tell you what you're going to
do.” Isaid, "Oh.” She said, “Yes, you
are enrolled in law school,” I was a
week late for enrollment, classes had
started. She said, "You are enrolled in
law schocl and your first class is
Maonday morning at eight o'clock.” I
blinked and [ said, "Oh.," She said,

Newspaper Account
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“Yes, [ have heard you say that you wanted to be a lawyer and this is your
opportunity.” What could I do but agree to that. Come Monday morning at eight
o’clock I was at the law schoel. I must confess, [ knew absolutely nothing about the
practice of law. I just thought it was fascinating from what I would read in the
paper once in a while. Ididn't even know what a plaintiff or a defendant was. I
didn't know what motions were. 1 didn't know anything. [ was completely
ignorant.

I'went and [ enrolled and most of the other students were sons of lawyers.
They had the upper edge; knew the legal lingo and the dictionary terms. They knew
how to read the law and how to brief it. The law school taught by the case methad.
When studying a subject, any subject of the law, there are cases that you could
research dealing with that subject. There were different phases of that subject. I
had to read themn, then brief them, pick out what was the main point of the case and
be able to stand up and recite it in class if called upon. I'must tell you that I had the
shakes, I could hardly speak when I was in class. I would choke up. I never
worked so hard at a school proposition as I did for those three years at the
University of Oklahoma Law School. Tdid graduate, I got my JD degree and ['ve
been a member of the Oklahoma bar since 1948,

I practiced law, in reality, for very few years, from 1948-1963. In 1963
[ had starved long enough, I found out that to be a private practitioner of the law
was not a good thing financially. I found out some other things that there's no use
to go into now. [ became very discouraged with the law profession but I have not
givenup my Oklahoma bar registration. I made a little deviation, [ became licensed
to practice law in New Mexico. There was an oil play in the San Juan basis near
Farmington, New Mexico. T went there, housed with a very good friend from Law
Schoal, and tried to make a living. [ learned two things. First, if you were not a
Catholic you would not be employed. Everybody was involved with that religion.
The second thing was the only legal work was for government and the Indians. If
you didn't speak Navajo or the Ute language you had to have an interpreter. It was
a heck of a mess. [ stayed for six months until [ got my New Mexico law license.
[ left and came back to Shawnee.

My next step was to be a ‘kept' lawyer. I was employed by the Mid
Continent Oil company to develop service stations for the marketing department.
I worked at that for about six years. During that time I received a very extensive
education in commercial real estate. I bought property, mortgaged property, built
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service stations and bulk plants,
By 1963 I felt I could do this
an my own. [left the company,
put together a few deals, and
sold  them. Eventually I
acquired enough money to buy
commercial locations and build §
commercial buildings. Since
1970 I have been renting our
own buildings. Life has been
good. [ wouldn't have it any
other way. I've been bullishly
independent.

Through the years many people have asked me if I've ever been over to the
old base from which we operated. I've told them yes, L have a very interesting sto
I'd like to share with you. Dorothy and I have traveled all of the United States:
going to all 50 states. We have been very active in the elder hostel program
We've been to all of the countries of Europe and to Australia and New Zealand. Is
one elder hostel program in 1990, we went to Sorrento, Italy for a two week stay.
Lovely, wonderful, I got to visit Pompeii again, Herculaneum, and Vesuvius (we
tried climbing that). We went down the Amalfi Way and had a wonderful time
While we were there, I arranged for someone at Cerignola who would be able 1o
take us out to our air base. [ wanted to see what was left of the old 455" Bomb
Group headquarters and squadron areas. It was a great trip. We had a Mercedes
limousine take Dorothy and me and oy sister and her husband, who had gone with
us to this elder hostel, across the boot to Cerignola. We were to meet a professor
of law at the university. The professor took time off to take us out to where the old
air base used to be, which was about six miles west of town. The four of us were
riding in the back seat of the limousine. When the professor got in, he held up ﬁ, !
piece of paper. On it was, "If you offer to pay me anything I will get out of this.
limousine right now.” We said, "Okay, [ guess we better not offer him anything.”
He took us out to the old group headquarters. The chapel was there, the lime well
was still there, and all of the headquarter buildings were still there, We went down_
in the wine cellar where our briefings took place. It was filled with rubbage, but it
still had the markings on the side walls that said, “Do not walk on the seats or table. |
Do not smoke.” It had been there all these many, many years. Painted on the

Operations Headquarters, Italy
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outside of the building, were the words “operations,” “intelligence” and the
numbers “455"." Somebody had come along and scraped into the block *1943-45.
We found the 743" headquarter buildings. All the old markings were still there
indicating the group, the squadron, the operations, the intelligence, and engineering.
Unfortunately they had removed the building which had housed the officers club
which I've mentioned earlier. They had expanded and enlarged the building we
used for our mess hall. On the biuff where our tent sites were, they had planted
olive trees. Down in the valley they were still irrigating from wells that were down
there,

R ———

I'must tell you about this professor. His name is Umberto Albanese. He
is a professor of law and economics. He lectures on Italian television, teaches at the
university, and has written books. I mentioned that we had two little tent boys that
came out every day after school. Umberto was a little 6, 7, B-year-old boy when
WWII was going on. He had lost his father with Mussolini. In 1944 he was living
with his mother. He would come from school about noen or one o'clock, his
mother would give him a sack of fruit and eggs and whatever she could scrounge
up in town. He would ride his bicycle the six miles from town to a neighbor bomb
group, The 484", It was located about 3 miles from our 455" bomb group. He
| would trade this produce for such things as candy and cigarettes. He bartered the
| goods and took the proceeds = o
to his mother. We worry & Tor =1
about children left without a | ' :
father. Here is a fatherless
man who became famous. He |
obtained his law degree, i
became a professor, and when §
we were in Cerignola, he had
the finest apartment in town
over a new furniture store

across from the opera house.
It had an elevator in it.

At his insistence, we met his wife. She put on a beautiful lunch. We had
not expected this. We were due at our elder hostel program at six o'clock 200 miles
away. We were having our last-night party and goodbyes. The professor insisted
we stay for lunch. His wife was so proud. She didn't speak much English and
didn’t have to. She came around and showed everyone what we were having for the

Mess Hall, San Giovanni, Italy
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first course. [t was a package of American Skinners spaghetti, She put it on to cook
and we were served drinks. We ended up having a nine-course lunch. It toak
hours to get through lunch. All the time we were on needles and pins wondering if
we would be able to get away and back to Sorrento.
Our driver, of course, was drinking lots of wine. Italians drink wine
instead of water. My wife, sitting across from our driver would say, "Giovanni,
don’t drink too much, you've got to drive.” He would say, "Oh, don't
ma'am, don't worry, I'm used to this." [ couldn’t tell that he had consumed
considerable amount of wine and also several shots of a very delicious lemon:
flavored brandy. Umberto said his wife Antonietta made this lemon flavored after-
dinner drink. We tried to get Umberto to come to the United States for several
years, He always said he'd probably come next year. He wanted to go to the
reunion of the 484" bomb group. They have a reunion every year-generally in
California. It's been my understanding that for several years after the 484" bomb
group reunion was organized, they have been sending Umberto enough money to
provide scholarships for deserving young fellows or ladies from Cerignola to go to
college. Ithink maybe three or four students a year,
Ever since our meeting in Cerignola in 1990, we have communicated with
Umberto, He has sent me a text book that he wrote. We are hopeful that he might
come to America this year (2000). The 484" bomb group is having a reunion in
Dallas Texas in October. We invited Umberto and Antonietta to come early and
stay with us. We would show them 5 :
sites around Oklahoma, We would
make sure that he and Antonietta
would be taken to Dallas, Texas, g
(Umberto and Antonietta did spend a
week in our home in 2000. They plan |
to return October 2002. In October
2002 Umberto and Antonietta did
return for the second time and spent
another week in our home. They SEE.
have become acquainted with our |
family and are true friends. They B
plan to return in 2003 and bring their P b
son Roberto who is an attorney in ~ Umberto and Antonietta Albanese
Ttaly.) Dorthy, Umberto, Antonietta, George
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I remember after we had our experience of getting acquainted and going
out to the old base near Cerignola, the 455" bomb association made up a trip to
Italy. They had about fifty members of our ald bomb group. I told them all where
they could find our old air base and showed them pictures I had taken. I showed
them a picture of Umberto and gave them his address. They got in touch. Umberto
did meet them and he went out with them to the old air base. They had a dedication
and put up a plague in the chapel. All this was because of me having the experience
of having him show me where the old air base was, [ was surprised to see that much
of it was still there. The runways had been dug up and planted in grain. The metal
stripes, which were for touch-down landing at the beginning-end of the run way, had
been taken up and used for fence posts. 1 was surprised to see them after all these
many years being used in that fashion. I'm sure they weren't stainless steel, but
they didn't look rusted. They brought back memories of haw we would touch
down; the plane would shake and skid out onto a dirt runway.

Tidbits

During the balance of this memoir, I'm going to talk about several things
that are not necessarily in order but I do want to make some record of

The losses of our aircraft during the first 100 missions were 53. Each
aircraft had 10 men. Thus 530 men were lost. There were 53 bombardiers. I have
often wondered how many bombardiers were able to bail out of their aircraft
because of the small crawl space. I know I couldn't. T would have had to ride the
plane to my death. Several men did get out. However, at debriefing not many
chutes were reparted. We were always asked how many parachutes did we see.

When we arrived, and before I had to move to the squadron officers tent
an the bluff, we had a big tent long enough to hold our crew on olive row. There
was a road running through the olive trees and there were tents on both sides of it
which were marked. The truck came at 4:00 a.m. in the morning. If it was my day
to fly a mission, the officer of the day would awaken me. I would shave, get my
gear, walk to the mess hall and eat breakfast, pick up a thermos of coffee, water, and
a brown bag lunch. Generally it had sandwiches on hard bread, an apple, and
maybe a candy bar. A troop carrier would take us to the wine cellar for briefing.

The drinking water was in canvas bags hung on a big olive tree. They held
about a barrel of water. They had spickets on them so I could get a drink or take
some in a bucket. They added Atabrine, a substitute for quinine. Quinine was
impossible to obtain. The Japanese were in control of most of the quinine areas.
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This medication was developed and used. If you consumed too much Atabring,
your complexion would become yellowish and your fingernails and eyes would be
discolored. Therefore, most of the ground crew fellows would drink beer and pop.
The truck would come by once a day and fill those big canvas bags. There wasa
little evaporation through the bag which helped keep the water a little cooler than
the normal. _

About a mile from my tent on a hill was an ack-ack gun. I had ar
opportunity to see what it was like over where the gun was. [ found the fello
were from Australia and they had a British accent. They slept with that gun. y
were required to provide for their own food, drink, so forth. In other words, the _
lived off the land. The day I went to visit, I took some cigarettes which they were
grateful to get. They had acquired a chicken and had prepared it for cooking. They
were bolling tea, and offered me some. Isaid, "No thank you.” It looked like green
tea. We passed a few minutes of pleasantries. [ could hardly understand their talk.
I believe they were from Australia. They spoke English as the English do. The
reason for this ack-ack gun was when they were first setting up the bomb group in
1943 they had a few air raids, some strafing, and low altitude bombing. These guns
were located about a mile apart.

In the mess hall was a big barrel of olives. It held 50-60 gallons with green
olives, not pitted, just pulled from the tree. There were some black anes which
indicated they were riper. The soaking brine was very salty. Acquiring these olives
was a mistake on the part of the mess officer. He was offered this barrel of green
olives, in the curing stage, for a very nominal price and felt he had to buy it to help
the farmer who had picked it. The olives were with us through Thanksgiving and
Christrnas season. Nobody could eat them they were so salty. During the war, our
food stuff was very plentiful. Some of it was not as palatable as [ would have ed
itto be. Instead of fresh eggs, we had powdered eggs. This was probably good.
Much disease is carried by local fresh eggs. Our powdered eggs were very
granulated and dry. I had to put a lot of ketchup on them to eat them. The coffee
was instant powdered coffee. 'Nescafe’ was developed just before WWII by a
Swiss company. I remember having had it before I went into service. It was most
unusual, freeze dried coffee. It was like what we have today. Our pancakes were
always tough. The boys never learned how to mix them to make them light. There
was a three-gallon bucket with adipper in it for syrup made with artificial flavo
The butter was like a cheese spread. It came in #10 size cans. They would take the
top off and set it out with a knife in it. It was almost like Cheeze Whiz. All the
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milk was canned milk. The cheese was artificial, made from cheese whey. We did
have lots of turkey for Thanksgiving and Christmas, it came frozen,

One other thing I have thought of is the informality n the aerial combat
area. We were very relaxed. We did not have to salute, 'pop to,” or any of that
crap-even if it was a general. Everybody was equal in combat. Before going to
combat, I would have to salute every time I would meet a superior officer. [ was
not able to get back into that sort of mind set when I came home. T just ignored the
salute. If somebody would salute me, I'd return it, but as for me saluting superior
officers, [ didn’t. When I was discharged the army tried to promote me into staying
in the reserves. The only thing they could promise me was that I'd probably be a
sergeant or maybe a master sergeant. I'told them, “No thank you.” I wanted no part
of military service. I am glad. When the Korean war came, the United States called
up the reserves. Not being in the reserves, [ didn’t have to go. Tt all goes with my
hard headed attitude.

I did not take a camera overseas. Cameras were expensive, I had no idea
where I could develop film. I do not have pictures of me at the 455"/ 743" bomb
squadron. I do have some pictures, not very many, that were taken by Bob Ferris,
our navigator. He had a camera and he and others took their film to the 455" photo
department. The boys there would develop and print it. Thus some pictures did
come out.

George Defenbaugh and Stu Bemis, 2001
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Dorothy's Comments

George was in the Army Air Corps
stationed in Enid, Oklahoma when on 558
September 11, 1943, we were married in the S
First Methodist church with family (who &5edi®
were not in service) attending. I had just |8
finished a dietetic internship at Duke 293
University Hospital, Durham, North
Carolina,

During the next months we went
together tw a couple of Texas airfields.
When he was sent overseas in June, 1944, 1
returned to Oklahoma and got a job as
dietitian at the University of Oklahoma, 1
found an apartment in Logan apartments,
warked, and read newspaper accounts of the
15" Air Force's bombing missions. He had
managed to tell me they would be stationed
in Italy. [ assumed he would come home, I
really didn't worry much that he would not;
maybe I should have, Dorothy, 1941

We all watched carefully the reports of the 15th's heavy bomber's
missions. One would read of bombing raids on Ploesti and many places [ had never
heard of. We really didn't know what they were going through. At that time [ had
not even been up in an airplane. There was much secrecy. It wasn't like today
when everybody knows every move that goes on in the war.

The rest of the crew finished, and they were home by Thanksgiving.
Various anes called and said, “George will be home in a month.” But he did not get
home that soon. They had a mission on the Po valley they wanted him to fly as
squadron bombardier. He returned in March, 1945,

He wrote almost every day. I made a medal out of the top of a tuna o
soup can and tied on a red and blue ribbon. Tmprinted in the medal was “"Far the
World's Best Letter Writer.” It could hang with all his other medals.

I wrote almost every day and sent boxes of goodies, especially those
WVienna sausages, honey, and soap. Letters were the main thing [ looked forward to.
When we received a letter we knew that he was okay on that date. Since there was
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so much secrecy (and rightfully so) T get impatient with some of the young folks
today. Many of them think they have to know everything that's going on in the
present war and exactly where their loved ones are and what they are doing.

Rationing was difficult at times, but everyone was in the same boat. We
got 3 gallons of gas a week, so we didn’t use the car much. We learned about
rationing of gasoline, tires, beef, pork, sugar, Crisco, and shoes. Some ration
stamps are saved here now. [ don't remember chicken or fish being rationed, nor
clothes. But we weren't buying many new clothes anyway. Nylon hose were not
available. But nylon fishing line was available. We made do or did without.

When the guys were in training on B-24's in E1 Paso, we had the crew over
for dinner. Only one other crew member was married, the co-pilot, Bob Walter,
whose wife was in Michigan. We had the officers and non-commissioned guys who
were members of the crew. No rank was observed. They were all working together
and going to the same place together to fight the war. We've met them all in
various places through the years. (George tells the story of Stu saving their lives
twice, but that's his story to tell.)

We were in El Paso on D-day, 1944. We went across the border to Juarez,
Mexico to celebrate, and celebrate we did! To us that was the beginning of the end
of the war,

When George was sent to Miami, Florida for R&R after overseas duty, we
stayed in the Lord Tarlton hotel and had meals in the Cadillac hotel next door.
(They are not in existence any more.) We drove to Miami and stayed there about
six weeks. It was during the time that FDR died and VE Day happened. Then we
were sent to Midland for the summer. There we lived in the home of the Guytons.
She loved to make pie crust with Crisco. If we wanted any pie we had to bring our
own rationed Crisco.

When George came home from overseas he called first from New Jersey,
then from Camp Chaffee. Finally he get to Norman by bus. T was so very happy
to see him. All those things go without saying! We had married, he had survived
the war, and now he was back safe and sound. He looked good. All the crew was
now home safe and sound.

After VE Day in June, 1945, it was time for me to return to Norman to
work at Oklahoma University since V] day was coming soon. (I had just taken a
leave to go with George those few months.) Then George was discharged and
returned to school for the fall semester.
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Back Row: Timothy Yearout, John, George Jr. and Kristie Defenbaugh
Front Row: Michael and Louise Yearout, Dorothy and George Defenbaugh,
Rebecca Yearout

»

Grandchildren: ﬂhn Mark Defenbaugh, Christine
Defenbaugh, Rebecca Yearout, Michael Yearout
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Hobbies

Dorothy and I have traveled over most of the world-all fifty US states,
Fuerto Rico, all the countries of Europe, North Africa, Asia, Australia, and New
Zealand. My love of rocks has been an interesting hobby plus an economical
way to have souvenirs of our travels. My granddaughter Rebecea loves to look
at my rock collection and listen to stories about where they were found.

My interest in rocks is not just in their age, texture, formation, or
material, etc. It has been moare in their use—~when and where. For example, when
1 hold a piece of Roman brick and mortar from the Coliseum in Rome, [ wonder
if it is true that the blood of Christians was mixed with clay and lime to make
them. So it is with ash that destroyed Pompeii, and hot mud that destroyed
Herculaneum.

On each cruise T have tossed several bottles with money and return
notes averboard. Of at least 50 bottles, two have been returned by young boys.
Each case has resulted in years of communication. The hobbies of bottle tossing
and rock collecting may be the material for another booklet in the future.

George showing granddaughter Rebecca part of his
worldwide rock collection, 2001
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George and Dorothy
60" Anniversary, 2003

Authors note: The original contents of this booklet were provided by audio tape
to Dr. Stephen Ambrose to assist in the writing of his book The Wild Biue
(2001). At my request, the tapes were transcribed and put into booklet format by
We Preserve Memories. Very few WWII flyers are living and few aircraft exist.
All who can should preserve their memories for family and friends. When
thinking back, I am reminded of the words of the song My Way,"To think I did
all that, not in a shy way, but in my way.” - George E. Defenbaugh
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