1 May 1944
     
Temporarily promotions, to be made Official by the 63rd Fighter Wing at Bastia, were awarded to the enlisted men mentioned in orders on the following page.

      
Corporal Stanley Giza, Surgical Technician in Flight "B", has been appointed to stencil and paint mission symbols on the portside nose of each PBY, participating in Air Sea Rescues.  If sent on a search which proves fruitless, the reward will be that of a plain, ovoid raft or dinghy.  If a rescue in col1aboration with a Crash Boat is consumated; a drawing of the same will appear below the raft in which a Star, a Bull's Eye Target, the "Cross of Lorraine" or the Swasticka, will be painted in symbolism of American, British, French or German survivors. The number of men rescued wi1l be indicated by a series of smaller stars arranged in rows, each above the dinghy. If the PBY effects the rescue, unassisted, by making a landing in the open sea, the symbol will be that of a raft, on choppy water, in addition to the identification of the survivors by country and numbers.  We salute Captain Wells in admiration for this fine piece of work.

    
This evening, thirty invasion barges and three tank carriers were brought in by members of the British Navy and were docked in the basin.  The reason?  Elementary, my dear Watson, Elementary!

     
Lieutenant Searfoss, our Adjutant, left for Bastia to procure four Yugoslavian laborers, who will work in the Mess.  These men must be immunized, according to Army Regulations.

 2 May 1944
      
Three, instead of four Yugoslavs were brought back from Bastia by Lieutenant Searfoss.  They were carefully examined and found free of communicable and venereal disease.  One however, had a collar button abscess of his right palm which was incised and drained.

3 May 1944
      
Lieutenant Nonnenmacher is a surf-riding faddist but tonight as he rode the waves in a dinghy, fate overtook him. The raft, struck broadside by a beachcomber, toppled him into the chilly water, and, forced to sink or swim, he decided in favor of self preservation. He looked for all like a half-drowned kitten with his soaked overalls clinging coldly to his shivering frame, like a mother-in-law's embrace.

4 May 1944
      
This morning punctually at 0630, all of the ground crewmen of Flights “A” and "B" left by truck for Port Vecchio, where they will board a boat for Naples; thence via overland mountainous route to Foggia and Grotteglie, Italy -- the new homes of “B” and "A” Flights, respectively.

      
Lieutenant Colonel Pardue accompanied by Captains Gray, Ruckman and Wells, Lieutenant Baldridge and Pierce and Sergeants Green and Fagg, left earlier by plane.  

They will serve as reception committee for the oncoming Flights.   Lieutenant Eisman, Witt and Cleveland will, upon arrival, leave Naples for Capri. Lieutenant Bell, Sergeant Gill, Corprals Melcher, Utley and Isdell, will follow.  It seems that they need a rest, but don't we all?

5 May 1944
      
During dinner hour, a fresh exposed wound on Lieutenant Lasher's finger was licked by a dog suspected of rabies. The animal a black mongrel puppy was shot, pending an examination of its brain for the presence of nigroid bodies.

      
Lieutenant Stansifer purchased the male monkey, which a few nights past was made intoxicated on dry Corsican wine.  Despite its distructiveness, the Lieutenant has already had his twenty dollars worth of fun out of the little rascal.

6 May 1944
We are now doing what was originally planned, splitting up into separately functioning units. Flight "A” will be located at Grottaglie, near Franchavilla, and will search the South Adriatic.  Flight "B” will be attached to the 323rd Fighter Wing, Commanded by Group Captain Hallingspott of the RAF and ably assisted by Flight Lieutenant Lucey, holding ranks corresponding to that of Colonel and Captain in the American Air Force.

       
At 0930 two Catalinas, number 957 and 958, piloted by Lieutenant Milburn and Mork, left Ajaccio for Foggia Main.  After smartly executing a farewell "Buzz" over the basin and hangers.  We recognize the dictum "there are bold pilots, and there are old pilots; but no old, bold pilots." Not given to fool-hardy aero-acrobatics, we plead clemency on the grounds of human weakness, that moment when an adieu, with “finesse” seems warranted.  Who can say we may never see our buddies again!  Flying the corridors, we skirted the West Coast of Sardinia, and setting on a Northeast heading, passed the Northern most tip of Sicily. Again changing our course, we proceeded North and then East, veering like a giant bird of prey over romantic, much publicized Isle of Capri. The cliffs arose sharply to a dizzy height, out of the sea, peering at us with stony impudence.  A cave with a vaulted dome, hallowed by nature out of a boulder balancing on the edge of a cliff, with a sheer-drop of five hundred feet below, may well have served as a chapel. As if in surprise, it gaped open-mouthed at our passing. The cities built on two plateaus were divided by a mighty upheaval of rock, which sloped gently to a lower level and dipped into a sky-blue harbor. Naples lay across the bay, Pompeii and Herculaneum, hovering at the foot at lava-washed Vesuvius, looked like kneeling pagans offering gifts or appeasement to the furious God. We looked, with timerity, down the throat or the yawning volcano, still smoking and hiccoughing spasmodically, its pungent breath reeking with fumes of molten stone. Gaining altitude of 6,000-feet, we circum-navigated a green semi-circular ridge, a picturesque back-drop that hovered like a pacifying hand near the treacherous crater. Blue-green mountains, cradling fertile valleys and balking man's feeble effort to span them with serpentine macadamited trails, slid by. Finally we were over the flat expanse of plain country and below us the gravel runways of Foggia Main, the latest stop-over in our Nomad Flight. The Field, a maintenance base, with clouds of dust marking the preflight and take-off of diversified aircraft was enormous; a proving ground for foot transportation.  A few tents were set up but we had no cots, equipment or mess facilities due to the detainment of the ground crews at Maddelena Island. Flight “B”S crews were housed and fed in the transient quarters on the outskirts of Foggia. The Officers registered at the Sarti Hotel in the ghost town proper, paying the fee of twenty lire each for a night's lodging. The large rooms, with hot and cold running water, held accommodations for six and, in some instances, eight.  The beds were Army cots, and the blankets were populated with crawling bedfellows that made themselves obnoxious by feeding on our tender skins. The meals, ten lire each and served in three courses, were both wholesome and delicious, compensating, in a measure, for our nocturnal blood donations. Feminine hygiene is at its zenith in Foggia.  Every room has its peculiar installations: a fanny-fitting porcelain bowl, erected at a comfortable squatting height, with a pair of finger-like hot and cold faucets on either corner within easy reach of the user, comprised the mechanical “douche”.  A twist of the wrist regulated the flow and temperature of a dwarfed geyser that squirted upward and into the place where it’s cleansing was intended!

7 May 1944
      
Our homes, a half dozen unfurnished tents, an open abandoned straddle trench and a filthy brim-full, fly-baiting latrine are only a few of our liabilities.  Sanitation is deplorable. Pioneering camp sites seem to have become a habit, a back-breaking, begging job, which has its rewards after days of sweat and toil. The Twelfth Air Force Headquarters has been the exemplification of the helping hand.

     
This is a highly endemic malarious region, harboring the Anophelene mosquito that carries the death of malignant malaria in its bite. Control measures must be instituted and maintained at all cost, even though the Flight Surgeon is forced to assume the role of nurse maid. Latrines must be fly-proofed and burned out daily with gasoline. This minimizes odors and scorches the bottom of him who violates the "No Smoking” regulation. One such lesson is all that is required to convince the dubious transgressor. Our tents will have brick floors and Mess sanitation will be enforced with fanatic regularity.

      
Lieutenant Stansifer, observing the uncleanliness of his monkey, which had the effrontery to select the parachute packing table as a convenient latrine site, sold it on the spot to Staff Sergeant Fay, without loss of so much as a penny. 

8 May 1944 
     
“A” and “B” ground crews arrived this afternoon. Grimy, disgruntled and exhausted, they presented a sorrowful spectacle. A detailed report of their crash with a submarine in Maddelena Bay and the snail-like trek in a motor caravan over and around the mountains east of Naples, will be reported soon as sufferers have recuperated and their vindictiveness has spent itself.

       
Again we are scattered. Some are being put up at the transient hotels and others are enduring the crudities of a disorganized camp. The promise of adequate recreational facilities in Foggia should, however, out weight our present discomforts. 

9 April 1944
       
If ever a wind blew harder and whipped up more annoying sand storms than in the Texas panhandle, it is here on the almost desert waste land of Foggia Main.  We breathe sand, eat sand and are blinded by sand, which sifts through the tents and spreads itself in thin, gray layers on our clothes. It mixes with the sweat and streaks our feces.  Yes, by Jehoshaphat, it even gets in our hair and we mean it literally.  In aggravation of our grievance, P-38's delight in taxing within fifty feet of our front yard and running up their motors, churn the already wind-made cloud of flying dust with their propeller wash.

       
A full account of the tribulations to which men of Flight "A" and “B” were subjected in transit from Aspretto Base, Corsica to Foggia Main, Italy, is now given.

      
Ground crews of Flight "A" and “B”, with Lieutenant Eisman in command, left Ajaccio, 

Corsica at 0630, 4 May 1944, for Port Vecchio in a nine truck and two weapon carrier convoy.  Upon reaching port there was general confusion and indecision as to which boat had been scheduled for use. Evidently none had been. At last Lieutenants Eisman, Witt and Cleveland persuaded the Captain of a Greek boat to permit passage. The American LST No 33 acquired through Lease Lend transactions, was manned entirely by Greeks. We ate “C” rations in an adjacent woods at Porto Vecchio before boarding the boat, after which Lieutenant Cleveland appointed a baggage detail, selecting every fifth man on the roster. By 2000 the last of the baggage and TAT had been carried on board. We remained on the boat overnight and sailed at 0600, 5 May 1944.  We came into the Harbor at  Maddelena Island at ll00, and, while attempting to put in dock, rammed the cement pier, simultaneously hitting a docked, French submarine. The bow door mechanism of the LST was damaged to the extent that it was beyond immediate repair and therefore could not be used in unloading vehicles.  In a large white house near the waterfront pointed out by one of the many Italian Passengers, it was told that Mussolini signed Italy's unconditional surrender. In this harbor, we were informed, the Italian ship "Rome" was scuttled.

      
In the harbor that night the sky was light with the fireworks of an Anti-Aircraft barrage. An overhead bandit plane, located by radar, was under fire. We left harbor at 1200, 6 May 1944 and reached Naples at 1700.  Because of the caved-In front trap doors the freight had to be unloaded over the sides of the boat. While anchored in port and awaiting developments, we heard the “Charlie McCarthy" program broadcast over a radio amplifier from a nearby American Transport, At 1900 we hoisted anchor and docked broadside at another pier, where unloading of cargo, by crane, was begun. By 0300, 7 May 1944, all-men and equipment were in Port Trucks, ready for transportation to a replacement area five miles from Naples. No cots were available and with most of the night already spent, we sprawled out on the piled baggage until daylight, dozing at intervals but not sleeping. Breakfast consisted of powdered eggs mixed with bacon, and coffee. At 1030 we left, in English trucks procured by Captain Dwyer, for Foggia Main, arriving there at 1730. The trip over the tortuous road that winds around and over the mountain fastness, east of Naples, carried us through wonderous but unappreciated scenic beauty. We were too fatigued in body and mind to receive esthetic impressions. Hungry, dirty and not a little chagrined at having been tossed scraps of leftovers from the "Greek Chow Line" in the ships galley, we settled down to the further discomforts of an unorganized camp.

      
Things aren't going so well, thank YOU! Another organization has claimed priority on our Quartermaster latrine box, so we must answer nature's call as best we can while waiting for one to be built.  Someone had signed on an incorrect form.  Now we must requisition the out house and its fittings all over again. The Italian laborers were instructed to dig a pit eight feet long, two feet wide and ten feet deep.  They chose to alter the dimensions to nine feet; three and one half feet and six feet. Now the latrine box if and when we get it, will just fit in, and not over the excavation. Picture such a demoniacal contraption in use. Goldsmith really knew the why and the wherefore when he wrote, "She, (Gender changed to He) stoops to conquer". James Whitcomb Riley, a former authority on latrines, once said, “The tortures of that icy seat would make a Spartan sob”, but may we inquire what seat? Our kitchen blows down as fast as we put it up.

10 May 1944
      
Lieutenant Milburn and Crew flew to Vis a good sized mountainous island in enemy surround territory, off the coast of Yugoslavia. The island fortress is held by Guerilla Partisans of Tito's wide-flung Army.  Here women dressed in male attire, fought side by side with their husbands and sweethearts, without sex differentiation or favoritism.

    
A mission search for a "ditched" Fighter Pilot, along a corridor between German occupied islands was fruitless, after six hours of searching. Only debris and an empty dinghy were sighted.

     
We are getting settled by degrees, although yet far from comfortable. The administration has begun to function, as we hope will be the case with our Mess facilities. If we aren’t blown away by the dust, we may survive to be drowned in the rainy season.

    
If our liason planes, the promised C-78 and B-25, ever materialize, we may, perchance, get those much-longed-for letters from home.

11 May 1944
     
Continued billeting of Officers in Foggia was flatly refused by the Town Mayor, so we have been working feverishly cutting the sod, leveling the dirt and laying brick floors. We might add it is no picnic cleaning brick.  Frequent visits to the dumps have contributed sundry items such as sheets of aluminum and iron rods, used to keep our baggage from damp-molding and contrivances on which to hang our clothing.   

       
We live primitively, like desert Arabs, except that they have more and better furnishings. Our phone communication is in operation and with a little begging of wire and bulbs here and there, perhaps we will even have electric lights. Our mess is shaping into a sturdy, very satisfactory means of survival, although having water is still a major problem. Considering the many inconveniences, we are faring quite well--that is, if none of us is so unfortunate as to contract malaria or die of dust pneumonia.

12 May l944
      
We have dwelt at some length on types and the intricacies of latrine construction. Lumber is plentiful only in its natural state. Each organization guards its allotment, from the saw mill, with a jealous disregard for the urgent needs of others. Necessity is said to be the "mother of invention", so we reached into the bag of ingenuity and extracted three, fifty-five gallon gasoline drums, which were transformed into open cylinders by cutting away both ends. These were jammed down two feet into the trench. The flanges on each were pressed one against the other and were supported by strips of scrap metal, hammered transversely across the pit. The interstices between the drums were closed with pieces of tin, tailored to fit, and covered with dirt. A box, in which a P-38 belly tank had been shipped, was converted into a “three holer”. This was then gently lowered over the vertical openings. One has but to lift the hinged, wooden covers, and presto he is a king on a throne. As for privacy, the local female inhabitants, young and old, passing by the depository, peer over the canvas strip at our bare posteriors with the absolute indifference of generations fostered by sexless practices.    

      
There were no operational flights today, but it is our understanding that the Italian 

Sea Rescue Pontoons and the British Warwick Squadrons were active. We ask you, in the face  of, these facts, are we not superfulous as the supernunery breasts on a boar? All we ask is the opportunity to act independently. We have to date, rescued eleven fliers and we are as, stubbornly certain we can repeat that performance in multiples of ten. The push started at 2330 last night. The Fifth Army, supported by a wave of droning B-17's and B-24's roared into action. The net advance for the past twenty four hours, is estimated to be fifty miles.

14 May l944
     
Two boys found relatives this past week –Corporal Harold Bols and Corporal Paul Lasater.  When Staff Sergeant Birard was in Naples enroute to Capri on 13 May 1944, he ran into Staff Sergeant Ralph Bols, brother of Harold whom he had known in the States. Staff Sergeant Bols promptly told him where Harold was located and Staff Sergeant Bols promptly got a three day pass and visited Harold here. Staff Sergeant Bols is stationed with the 16th, Service Squadron at Pomegliano, Italy, and has been overseas for thirteen months.  Corporal Lasater found, his cousin, Paul Barnett right here, at Foggia Main Air Field, a member of the 84th Depot Repair Squadron. Barnett has been overseas since January of this year.

14 May 1944
      
The B-Free Library boasts over seventy books, some of which were turned in by the enlisted men who had finished with their own: some were brought TAT, given us at Ajaccio by, Special Services just before we left there.  The men are making very good use of the reading material.  Books can be kept a week, after which they may be renewed for another week, if desired. After that, a charge of five lire per, day is charged.

15 May 1944
Practically the first real rain we've seen since coming overseas came all at once today. A sudden down pour, bringing with it hail the size of the end of your thumb, inspired a sudden passion for digging trenches, around the tents.  But it was too late -some of the tents had been well flooded.

      
Pfc John Schott gave us a scare last Sunday night, 15 May, when he went off to the hospital in an ambulance with what we all thought was appendicitis.  However, no operation was necessary.  Today the various specialists started working at the AAF Advanced Depot No 53, here at Foggia Main. They have all the equipment they need there, and all are very satisfied to be working at their specialty.

16 May 1944
An interview of the two survivors, by T/Sgt Gordon R Schultz, rescued on 13 May 1944, by Headquarters and Flight “C”, Aspretto Base, Ajaccio, Corsica is quoted:

        
12 May 1944: Flying Officers Frederick E Sturmy, Pilot, Peter E Gooch, Bombardier and Robert McGill, Navigator, Wireless Operator John Mawer and Rear Gunner Reg Banner of the Royal Air Force, were buddies of a gallant Wellington Bomber Crew. This story is written in their own words:

       The huge bomber roared and took-off from Foggia Air Field at approximately 2330. The crew was a part of a continuous bombing operation between Foggia and the German-held Island of Elba, which had been bombed constantly for the past three days, giving "Jerry" no rest and keeping him on the “jump" twenty four hours a day. It is unknown to the Pilot and crew just how many other bombers or Fighters took part as Bomber Squadrons joined in these nuisance raids from air bases elsewhere in Italy.

13 May 1944: Pilot Sturmy's ship and crew reached their objective believed they hit the target, and started from Elba to their home base at approximately 0300. They thought they were flying alone, then suddenly a German Junker 88 plunged right for them. “Jerry" attacked and disabled the ship. He attacked again, then the third time and also a fourth. All panel instruments and tail assembly were shot away, a large hole was shot through the port wing and the portside of the aircraft was ripped wide open.  In one of these attacks, the bomb bay doors were torn away. The rear gunner of Sturmy's ship retaliated with bursts of machine gun fire with each successive attack, but the extent of the damage to the JU-88 is unknown. Instantly following the final attack, Sturmy's ship went into a spin from a height of 10,000 feet down to 5,000 feet before the Pilot was able to head his ship out into the open sea. To land the ship on the Italian mainland meant certain death to all members 

of the crew consequently there was not other choice to make. Within ten minutes from the start of the spin the ship had crashed into the sea, with all members alive and still at their posts. Whether some of the men were killed instaneous1y from the force of the crash never can be determined. The nose of the plane hit the water first; splinters slashed and bruised Sturmy and Gooch about the face and body. The Pilot struggled from the submerged cockpit in time to see the inflated dinghy drifting away from the ship, and to heat the Bombardier, Gooch, who could not swim, shouting for help.  Sturmy was faced with the problem of sustaining the life of his friend or of sacrificing the dinghy, the lesser of which would leave all to perish together.  Sturmy swam quickly to Gooch's side and exhorted him to keep his head above the water until he could retrieve the now distant dinghy.  Both men could hear shouts of the rear gunner and thought him to be in no immediate danger. There was no sign of the other crew members. Sturmy swam rapidly after the dinghy while Gooch clung to the wreckage of the plane. Gooch, who could barely keep his head above water was shouting: "For God's sake! Hurry UP! I can't last!" It seemed as though Sturmy never would make it back to Gooch, who was too weak and speechless by now, to be of assistance. By the time Sturmy had retrieved the small craft and headed back to the aid of his friend Gooch the bomber had plunged to the bottom of the sea, bearing with it the other crew members.

       
At 0600, a B-25 spotted the dinghy with the two survivors and radioed for assistance. The First Emergency Rescue Squadron received the word and their PBY, Piloted by Lieutenant Colonel Pardue and crew, promptly took off from the Aspretto Sea Plane Base, Ajaccio, Corsica. Their orders were to search for a B-25 whose crew was circling the dinghy. Enemy aircraft hovered in the vicinity. At sunrise, the two survivors stripped their bodies free of damp clothing to warm up. The PBY, escorted by two P-39's, finally reached the dinghy at 1700, landed, and taxied right up to the weary men, assisted them into the ship and took off for their home base.

14 May 1944: Flying Officer Frederick E Sturmy and Peter E. Gooch are not at the 40th Station Hospital, Ajaccio, Corsica recovering from bruises, shock and exposure received in their mishap. Pertinent information relative to the Survivors and the Deed follows:

          SURVIVORS 

1. Flying Officer Frederick E Sturmy J-29765, Pilot, RAF, Bedford, Nova Scotia, Canada.

2. Flying Officer Peter E Gooch 150395, ,Bombardier, RAF, Darnley, Birch Barn Way, White Hills, 

                                                                                               North Hampton, England.

           DEAD 

1. Flying Officer Robert Mc Gill, Navigator, RAF, Paisley, Ontario, Canada.

2. Wireless Operator John Mawer, Yorkshire, England  

3. Rear Gunner Reg Banner, Birmingham England.

DATE OF MISSION:  
13 May 1944

PLACE CF MISSION: 
41057' North 11011' East

AIRCRAFT NO       
858
CREW BY NAME RANK AND POSITION:

     1. Pardue, L. J 

Lt Col 

Pilot

     2. Murray, T. F 

2nd Lt  

Co-Pilot

     3. Lonedale, J. K. 

2nd Lt 

Navigator

     4. Dillard Jack 

S/Sgt 

Engineer

     5. Welling, Frank 

M/Sgt 

Ass't Engineer

     6. Feinsinger, J 

Cpl

Radio Operator

     7. Whittamore, C. T. 

Cpl

Crew Chief

     8. Mc Donald, W. E 

Sgt

Radar Operator

     9. Wargo, J. Jr. 

Cpl 

Surgical Technician

PILOTS NARATIVE SUMMARY OF RESCUE MISSIONS: 
By Lieutenant Colonel, Littleton J Pardue, Pilot and Commanding Officer, 1st Emergency Rescue Squadron.

    
 Airborne from Ajaccio 1430 from standby patrol. Checking with Blacktop" at 4000 feet over Cape Corse at 1515 hours.  Vectored 160 degrees at 1522, five miles east of Bastia, altitude 2000 feet. Vecotred 360 degrees at 1552. At 1602 hours position four miles south of Monte Cristo, vectored 110 degrees, heard aircraft giving fix over dinghy. At 1608 vectored 120 degrees.  At 1615 vectored 180 degrees, At 1620 vectored, 100 degrees. At 1624 hours B-25 sighted at 2000 feet.   At 41057’ North 11011’ East, dinghy with two occupants beneath him.  Fighter cover had not arrived so requested B-25 to stand by due to no Fighter cover while open sea landing was made. B-25 could not standby due to fuel shortage.  Dropped smoke flair alongside dinghy. Landed in sea at 1632.  Transferred survivors to aircraft without incident. Fighter cover arrived 1632 (2 P-38's) destroyed dinghy and airborne at 1650. Survivors treated for shook, wrapped in blankets. Received permission from "Blacktop" to proceed to base 1700 hours. Received permission and returned escorted by two P39's. Landed at Ajaccio at l81O.

17 May 1944 
       
At Flight "A" an impromptu softball team was organized and a game played with the colored Engineers. – Both teams played well but the gains ended with us on the loosing end. Final Score 9-6. They hope to soon be members of the softball league

18 May 1944
      
At Flight “A", in Grottaglie, everyone is cooperating, in the building of a gasoline stove with which to heat water. An explosion is expected at most any time. The enlisted men are erecting, a shower, with a four hundred gallon tank, for hot water storage. Many of us enjoyed an English USO show tonight.

19 May 1944
       
Still nothing of consequence has occurred. No calls, no missions, no nothing at all. We were however, according to Squadron Orders, permitted to wear a star, our first on our African Theatre Ribbon.

20 May 1944
     
This date marks the first successful rescue by Flight "A" in Italy.  Captain Gray awakened Lt Bilsland and crew at '0640. By 0700 we were in the air and on course. Two “Spitfires" escorted us - Thee were three other "Spits" engaged in sinking a German "E”'1 Boat. On its first run, the leading Fighter was riddled with "ack-ack” over the, target.  The Pilot was forced to bail out. The other “Spitz”, continuing, the fight, turned their “VHF” into channel "D" calling "May Day”.  A very accurate fix on our objective was given. After our escort had joined us, we flew with little happening until 0800.  At that time “Moustsche”, our control station, called and gave us a vector of ten degrees variance from our present course which, in ten minutes, led us directly over the dinghy. Joe Wszolek, Assistant Engineer saw the raft first and dropped a flare. We circled hemming in our man with magnesium bombs. We landed at 0818 picked up the chap in distress and took off one minute later.  The name of the survivor was Flight Officer Hingston of Ghrottaglie Field, Italy.  The rescue was made three miles off the island of Corfa, which in turn, is ten, miles from the coast of Albania. Judging from the position of the sea marker our man had drifted about one half mile due West of the position to which he parachuted and was in the dinghy about two and one half hours. Our escort left us when we were about ten minutes inland. Upon landing an ambulance took the uninjured survivor to the hospital. Upon arrival a congratulatory message from the HSL awaited us. Two Officers, one affiliated with rescue work in Toronto end the other with Public Relations, took down full details of the rescue, including the names and home addresses of each crew member so that we might have a "write-up" in our home town newspapers. It was, however, a perfectly coordinated rescue.

21 May 1944
       
The boys of Flight' "B" got their first air raid scare on May 2Oth, when the siren started whining at 1600. Fighters took off from the field immediately, and all men took off from the tents, planes or where ever they happened to be at the moment, grabbed their helmets, and headed for the open grassy field away from the B3-17's, B-24's and last but not least the two PBY's. A half hour passed before the "All-Clear" was sounded but not an enemy plane was seen, evidently frustrated, by the Fighters.

22 May 1944
     
Not much of late has happened. Pilots and crews are growing restless. We hope something will break, and soon!!

       
Lieutenant Colonel Wade, executive Officer, for Foggia Main, paid our camp a visit last Saturday. In brisk, military tones he told us precisely what was wrong with our area, everything. His criticism may have been just and constructive, but we ask you, can one bake bread without levening?  Certainly not! Neither, then, can we screen our Mess Hall without screening, or build a wooden latrine without lumber. This is not an age of miracles. 

We are eager beavers, busily engaged in erecting home-made urinals with wire mesh filters and wind break. It is quite a walk from, the tent area to the main latrine and the neighboring trees are sources of temptation. We are all, in this respect, fundamentally canine.

23 May 1944
      
More of the same routine of the proceeding day!

24 May 1944
       
We were a trifle abrupt in our complaints, for this afternoon Lieutenant Eisman and crew completed another mission, the second for Flight “B”, which brings the total number of survivors rescued by the Squadron as a whole up to twenty (20). A fill report of the mission follows:

DATE: 



24 May 1944 
TIME OF TAKE OFF 

12:45 
FROM 



Foggia Main 


TIME LANDED: 

16:15 
AT: 



Sea 
ELAPSED TIME: 

3:2O 
ELAPSED TIME TO 
SEARCH AREA: 

:44 
WEATHER ENROUTE: 

CAVU  
TYPE SEARCH USED: 

Parallel 
MISSION ORERED BY: 
323 Wing Ops 
CONTROL SECTOR: 

Cardclub and Topsail 
FIX GIVEN: 


430 03' North 150 25' East 
AREA SEARCHED 
Immediate area around the coordinates, approximately 150 Square miles. 
TARGET SIGHTED: 

43004’ North 15034' East. 
SURFACE CRAFT: 

None 
OTHER A/C IN SEARCH: 
One Warwick 
FIGHITER COVER: 
Two Spits for short time 
CONDITION OF SEA: 
Moderate 4 to 5 foot swells. 
VISABILITY: 
Two miles 
CEILING: 
Unlimited 


SIGHTINGS: 
One large empty oil or gas drum at 14:02 in search area.

ACTION TAKEN: 

Upon sighting wreckage ad survivors floating in “Mae West’s” a call was made to “Topsail” and "Cardclub", no answer received. Landed as near to center of scattered survivors as possible with Warwick circ1ing above.
DETAILS OF RESCUE: 
It being impossible to taxi to all survivors a dinghy from the Rescue Ship was put over and used as a means to bring the men to the airplane. Four were brought in by this method and two were thrown a rope from the aircraft. Three dead bodies were found with cooperation from the Warwick, which dropped smoke floats to indicate the location of the bodies.  A search was made for the one unaccounted for man, but were unable to locate any evidence at his existence. All survivors suffering from shock and exposure; two were seriously injured.  Their clothing was removed and men wrapped in blankets. The injured men were treated as much as possible. Va1uables were removes from survivors clothing and wet clothing was thrown overboard because of its excessive weight. Took-off as soon as possible, and as soon as contact could be made with base a request was made for an ambulance and medical assistance to stand-by. They were ready and waiting when plane landed and the survivors were taken to the 51st Station Hospital.

UNUSUAL INCIDENTS: 
None.

REMARKS: 


Devise a means for getting men into the blister from the water.

RECOMMENDATIONS: 
Recommended that a full crew and No passengers be taken on an operation mission.

ENEMY OPPOSTIONS 
AND SIGHTINGS: 

None

CREW MEMBERS:

2nd Lt 
Eisman, Charles F Jr  
0-739747  
Pilot

F/O 
Murphy Joseph D 
T-Gl9Ll8  
Co-Pilot

2nd Lt 
Witt, James H  
   
0-676196  
Navigator

Capt 
Regnier Waldo A
0-322152  
Flt Surgeon

SqLeader Omand, J. M. W
RAF 
    
Observer

S/Sgt 
White, Geither E   
32470969  
Engineer

Sgt 
O'Brien John J  
   
31179479  
Radar Operator

Pvt
Wortz, Gordon H      
18070376   
Radio Operator

SURVIVORS:

Pilot 

1st Lt Brasher, John R 

0-735600 
Compound fracture of left leg. 
324 Warm Springs St., 

          





Boise, Idaho.

Co-Pilot

2nd Lt Muth, Gordon C 

0-703137 
Exposure          


Charmoir, Pennsylyania

Navigator 
2nd Lt Regnier, Robert A 
0-753029 
Exposure           

555 New York Street, Aurora, Illinois.

Engineer 
T/Sgt Fortson, Dale 

6962702
lacerations right upper neck. 
Lower Rio Grande Valley, 

         





Texas.

Nose Gunner 
S/Sgt Lindsay, Burgess B 
17028736 

            

lacerations right thigh  

Emporia, Kansas.

Tail Gunner 
S/Sgt Smith, Elton L 

34665089 
 

shock and exposure  

Morehead- City, North Carolina

      
Survivors were from 741st Bomb Squadron, 405th Bomb Group Ceregnola Field, Italy. The dead are listed below:

2nd Lt  
George P Elkerton 

O-6886911

Bombardier

T/Sgt 
Edward Korzeniewski  

36146532 

Radio Operator

S/Sgt 
Westock Keen 


19118376 

Asst Engineer

S/Sgt 
Victor E Kirby  


13120655 

Asst Radio Oper

   
The full crew of a B-24G from the 741st Bomber Squadron 455th Bomb Group Ceregnola Field, Italy, took-off the morning of 24 May 1944, bound for a mission in Austria. On the way they were hit by bursting flak and were forced to turn back, jettisoning their bomb load in the North Adriatic Sea and at the same time effecting a “ditching”. The explosion of the bombs close to the waters surface, blew out the bomb bay doors causing the plane to sink almost immediately.  One of the occupants, probably already dead, went down with the B-24.  Three others in life-vests were found floating dead in the water survivors, six in all, were picked up individually.  The raft was found empty. The survivors are now recovering in the 61st Station Hospital.

    
Our camp, considering the encumbrance, is the best we can make it. If we have fallen short it is emphatically not because we have been guilty of negligence.  Lieutenant Colonel Wade again inspected our encampment and apparently found it to his liking, for he was lavish in his praise. It is indeed gratifying to learn that one's efforts are rewarded.  The fly traps however, were unbaited. No one has yet worked up courage to “age” meat or fish heads into that stage of ripeness so necessary for “fly appeal". We have no syrup or honey. If we had we, would consume it ourselves! With our gas masks fitted and in place, we will shortly give it a trial. No calls no missions, no flights today!

    
As is the way of most socially-inclined, gregarious Pilots with plenty of time on their hands and nowhere to go frequent the lounge in the Foggia Red Cross Officer’s Club, hoping to meet old acquaintances and exchange bits of "hanger gossip" with the new. The Flight Surgeon, by reason of his office, provides the key which unlocks the pilot's heart in jolly-good fellowship and loosens his tongue in an outpour of confidence. On one such occasion - by no means the first - the pilot a Squadron Leader, after being apprised of the function of the First Emergency Rescue Squadron, asked why in the hell we weren’t in the immediate vicinity when the planes go down instead of standing by for calls and “fixes".  "With the home course established", he continued, “it would be the simplest thing in the world for the 'Cats' to follow in the wake of the raiders, and, while patrolling the area, wait for their return”. “The inevitable consequences of any successful mission", he said, “is that of a clash with the open sea".  Some of the flak perforated Bombers, with one or more engines gone, or with fuel supply exhausted, will have to set down.  There is sound logic and kind of pathetic appeal in his suggestion, which should not be ignored. Well do we realize the problem it presents and the difficulties yet to be surmounted.

     
Sunday, as on any other week day we sit and wait--or just sit—hoping that when our services are needed we will be permitted to take-off; but no such invitation was forthcoming.

29 May 1944
Lieutenant Mork and crew were on patrol duty this afternoon. Lieutenant Eisman responded to a call sent out by a Fighter Pilot who ditched in the Adriatic East of Ancona at 1330.  The Catalina, escorted by a cover of twelve P-38’s searched two hundred and fifty square miles around a "fix" given as 440 22' North and 130 48’ East.  Nothing could be found and the plane returned to base and landed at 2115.

      For the first time in weeks, in fact since leaving Ajaccio, we treated our though skins, conditioned by the rigors of icy ablutions, to warm showers. It's a happy occasion to laugh at our lapse in membership from the Polar Bear Club.  The boilers at Foggia Main, under constant repair, have somehow never functioned for our men and, since discovery of a bath house in Foggia, are of little concern to us.

    
Captain Ruckman with Lieutenant Baldridge driving, drove to Bari at 0800, in order to acquire more transportation for F1ight “B”.  They succeeded in having two Weapon Carriers temporarily issued on memorandum receipt to Flight “B”. While in Bari they had dinner with Lieutenant Colonel Virgil P Zoller, former Commanding Officer of the 1st Emergency Rescue Squadron at Boca Raton Field, Florida, who is now A-3 Officer in the Headquarters of the Fifteenth Air Force. Lieutenant Ba1dridge in citing an example of inflation in Italy, stated that he paid one dollar and sixty cents for one forty watt electric light bulb! 

30 May l944
       
The "Brown Derby", on its intermittent tour of the Flights, landed this evening at Foggia Main. Aboard were Lieutenant Colonel Pardue, Captain N. Smith, Lieutenants Cummins and Biller, Staff Sergeant Meifert, Sergeant Tessa and Private Kiser.  Even at dinner hour they were thrice welcome, for they brought the mail and the first copies of "Catnap", edited by 1st Sergeant J Loeffler--a composite quips and personals, cartoons and Flight news--is a breezy periodical and has, with the initial issue, gone over with a unanimous explosion of approval; in other words with a “bang”.  We note on page four that we have three men now attached to our Squadron. They comprise the 11th Emergency Rescue Boat Crew, Type V, They are: T/Sergeant Edward Collins, Captain of the crash boat, and his aides, Alfred R Danula and Arthur Naess, both Corporals all of whom reported for duty on the 2lst of May 1944.

31 May 1944
      
Lieutenant Colonel Pardue, with Captain Smith, will remain with us for a few days; the others have flown to Naples. Patrol duty today by Lieutenant Mork netted nothing. Little has happened as we become more and more settled in the monotonous routine of camp life.

      
A new unassembled pre-fabricated building arrived today and is in the process of being set up by Sergeant Gorrell, Pfc Schott and Private Bradley.  It will serve as our future mess "hut".
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