
Six: January 6, 1944 to April 14, 1944 
 

January 6, 1944 

 

"I've had it!"  I am on Gen. Eaker's crew;1 do not have to complete my twenty-fifth.  Am 

to start packing tomorrow and leave Polebrook to fly with Gen. Eaker.  Special 

transportation to Kettering to buy more clothes.  Laundry, lost or overdue.  Spent all 

evening and all night at the Shaw home, saying good-bye and [giving them] my heart felt 

appreciations for their kind hospitality to me.  Gosh, they sure did do a good job of 

making me feel at home!  [They] made me forget my horrid experiences and battles in the 

air.2 

                                                           
1
 On January 6, Gen. Ira Eaker was replaced as the Commanding General of the Eighth Air Force by Gen. 

James Doolittle.  The Eighth Air Force and the Fifteenth Air Force, based in Italy, were reorganized as the 

United States Strategic Air Forces in Europe (USSAFE) and placed under the command of Gen. Carl 

Spaatz.  Eaker was sent to North Africa to assume command of the Mediterranean Allied Air Forces 

(MAAF) from Air Marshall Tedder.  The USSAFE was charged with coordinating the strategic air 

campaign against the Third Reich from the north and south.  

     This shake-up in command and organization signaled a new direction for the Eighth Air Force and the 

daylight strategic bombing campaign.  Some observers have implied that Eaker's reassignment came as a 

result of the Eighth's failure to fulfill the promise of the POINTBLANK plan.  However, most sources 

agree that Spaatz and Doolittle were installed at the request of Gen. Eisenhower, who had resumed 

command of the ETO in early 1944.  Eisenhower was charged with organizing and initiating Operation: 

OVERLORD, the invasion of Continental Europe, scheduled for the summer of 1944.  Eisenhower had 

developed an excellent rapport with Spaatz, Doolittle and Tedder during the North African and Italian 

campaigns and preferred to work with them. 

     The new administration's principle concern was reducing the strength of the Luftwaffe to facilitate the 

cross-Channel invasion and subsequent land campaign.  Spaatz and Doolittle were able to utilize the flow 

of heavy bombers and fighters from the United States that Eaker had struggled for to this end.  The 

Americans, now the senior partner in the Anglo-American alliance, were also able to shepherd Bomber 

Command into closer support of the precision bombing campaign.   

     Doolittle made several policy changes within the Eighth that advanced the goal of smashing the 

Luftwaffe but infuriated his men.  First, to retain experienced crews, he increased the minimum tour 

requirement from twenty-five to thirty missions.  Second, he ordered the VIII Fighter Command to modify 

its escort role.  Rather than provide a close escort, the fighters would sweep the areas before the Flying 

Fortresses and Liberators and peel off from their "Big Friends" to pursue the enemy in the air and on the 

ground. 

     The policies set by Spaatz and Doolittle culminated in Operation: ARGUMENT and the "Big Week" 

operations of February 20-25.  By destroying 2,500 German fighters in the factory and 500 in the air, the 

USSAFE paved the way for Allied air supremacy over Europe.  The most devastating blow to the Luftwaffe 

came from the amount of trained pilots lost in the air battles forced by ARGUMENT.  The prevailing 

criticism of Eaker's term as head of the Eighth is that he failed to fully appreciate that air supremacy could 

only be won through direct confrontation on the battlefield of the skies.  (Coffey: 344-348; Davis: 287-290; 

298-303; 319-327; Levine: 116-122) 

   
2
 David Reynolds points out that the unique nature of an American airmen's duty often led to deep ties 

between the men stationed in East Anglia and the citizens of the towns adjacent to their bases.  Unlike GIs, 

airmen were often stationed in one place for an extended period of time, allowing them more frequent 

contact with the community.  Also, the dichotomy of facing death in the sky by day and returning to the 

peaceful English countryside in the evening drove many men to seek the comforts of home from their 

native neighbors.  Likewise, the English had more respect for the AAF personnel because they, unlike the 

GIs stationed in the UK before D-Day, were risking their lives on a regular basis.  Towns bordering on 

AAF air bases took the noise and activity of the Eighth Air Force into the rhythm of their 



 

January 7, 1944 

 

Mail: V-mails from:  

 

1. Amelia, December 23  

2. Milly, December 24, and  

3. Rudy, December 26   

 

Good-bye to all my buddies at Polebrook, 351st Bomb Group!  All packed and clear of 

all duties at [the] base and ready to shove off by 1230.  Boy, did I have to rush around; 

had to do the job in one-and-a-half hours!  Supposed to fly to Burtonwood,
†
 near 

Liverpool, but, [the] weather was to blame.  Rode up in a RAF bus.  The trip was a cold, 

bumpy and long one! and me with a bad cold.  Left Polebrook at 1500.  Arrived at [the] 

Burtonwood base at 2330; had a difficult time finding gasoline and, also, the correct 

roads.  England is made up of a mess of narrow and ever winding roads that branch off 

like blood streams.  351st [flew] a mission to Ludwigshafen.3  [In] our 511th [Squadron], 

one ship blew up, six men killed, after a collision over Peterborough.4 

 

January 8, 1944 

 

Damp as hell all day yesterday.  Slept in a central heated room.  Nose [and] cold, still 

bothering me something terrible.  Had a shave and a late breakfast.  Swell post, well-

organized.  Met our pilot, Capt. W.R. Smith,5 a former 511th pilot and twenty-five 

mission man, two months ago.6  Our plane [is] ready; baggage [was] put aboard and off 

we went, into the wild, blue yonder.  Flight time: 1215 to 1315.  Back to 

Bovingdon!  Boy, what a difference from being [on] a combat crew; better quarters, food 

and service.  Live a life of easei now!  Happy days!  Bought eleven pounds, [equal to $44 

in American money],ß [worth] of clothing in [the] PX; two pairs [of] pants, pajamas, 

                                                                                                                                                                             

communities.  Locals knew when a mission went bad and tried to comfort the survivors when they visited 

town that night.  Many airmen were adopted by British families, as Lt. Piech was by the Shaws, which 

buoyed their morale and simulated some of the comforts of home.  (Reynolds: 292; 296-297; 300) 

 
3
 The I.G. Farben plant was the intended target of the 420 heavy bombers that endeavored to hit the facility 

through heavy clouds.  The seven planes of the 351st Bomb Group that made the attack saw over two 

dozen FW 190s, Me 109s and Me 110s, but the interceptors concentrated on other areas of the bomber 

stream.  Twelve Eighth Air Force planes went down on this raid.  One 351st Fortress cracked up in mid-air 

over Sutton Bridge after an engine malfunction over the English coast.  (351st: 31; CC: 246)   

 
4
 1st Lt. Harvey J. Anderson (KIA), 511th Squadron; five KIAs.  (351st: 103) 

 
5
 1st Lt. William R. Smith, 511th Squadron.  (351st: 132) 

 
6
 Thomas Coffey's Decision Over Schweinfurt includes several recollections by Capt. Smith, such as his 

role in the August 17th raid on Schweinfurt, his assignment as Gen. Eaker's personal pilot in October of 

1943, and the mission to take Gen. Eaker to North Africa for his new appointment as MAAF CO.  (Coffey: 

29; 46-47; 84-85; 87; 89; 271-273; 347) 

 



bathrobe included.  Spent [the] evening in [the] permanent party club, [writing] 

letters.  Wrote V-mail #2 to home, #2 to Amelia. 

 

January 9, 1944 

 

Rainy weather all day, plus, cool winds.  Slept late; sick as a dog!  Cold in [the] head and 

a rough headache.  Went to [the] hospital for relief.  Ate dinner, then, felt better.  Two 

hour nap after dinner.  Bought more clothing at [the] PX.  Supper with my 

crewmates.  Saw a movie, A Ghost Story, pretty funny and okay.  Wrote letters to:  

 

1. Uncle Peter  

2. Cousin Adolph. 

 

January 10, 1944 

 

A clear and cold day.  Up at 1030.  My cold felt a little better.  Wrote a letter to Tessie's 

Curly Kwiatkowski, somewhere in England.  Dinner, good.  Short nap.  Got a new A-2 

jacket and a parachute bag.  Bought PX rations; also, mailed a cute novelty to 

Amelia.  Saw a movie on [the] post, Ball of Fire, pretty good.  Bed by 2300.  Clear night, 

with a moon. 

 

January 11, 1944 

 

Seems as though all I did last night was dream of my Amelia; must be getting 

homesick.  Up at 1100.  Raining like hell.  Wrote V-mail #3 to home, two pages, [and] V-

mail #3 to Amelia, two-pages;ii also, a short letter to [the] Shaws.  Supper, fair.  Saw a 

movie at [the] post theatre, Slightly Dangerous, with Lana Turner, fair.  To bed early, 

2200. 

 

January 12, 1944 

 

Still a cloudy and mucky day.  Up at 0900.  Bought a pair of American cadet shoes, 8E; 

price: sixteen shillings, five pence,ß or $3.50.  My head cold [is] bothering me something 

terrible!  God dammit.  Rain and more rain, all day!  Read news magazines and just 

wasted time resting; feel very miserable and lonely.  Bed, early, and coughing like an old 

steam engine.  What a beastly day!  Also, a Goddamn boring day!! 

 

January 13, 1944 

 

Couldn't sleep worth a damn last night; laid in bed ‘til 1000.  Did a little clothes washing 

to occupy [the] time.  Got a brainstorm; beat it off to London for the evening.  Left 

Bovingdon at 1600.  Arrived in London at 1800.  Room at [the] Regent's Palace 

Hotel.  Saw a movie at [the] Red Cross, King's Row.  [Had] a few drinks and cheese 

sandwiches at [the] hotel.  Bed by 2330.  Wrote Letter #4 to home, free, in [the] hotel 

writing room. 

 



January 14, 1944 

 

Southwestern Most Tip of England 

 

Well, what do you know, a clear day.  Up at 0800.  Had breakfast at [the] hotel, and then, 

beat it back to Bovingdon.  Slow transportation connections; almost came too 

late!  Bomb sight trouble, also.  What a delay.   All set to take off by 1300; packed and 

ready to start our journey out.  Flew one-and-a-half hours to St. Neuquay, an air 

transportation base for ocean flights; swell, overlooking the water.  Supper and a three 

hours rest at a special Army occupied hotel in town, five miles from [the] base.  Take off, 

2245, for Africa.  Good-bye, England, at 2300, or 11:00 PM. 

 

January 15, 1944 

 

Twenty-Fifth Mission: North Africa!  Marrakech, Algiers7 

 

What a long and tiresome flight!  Flew a total of ten hours, nine-and-a-half over 

water.  Crossed the enemy fighter patrol belt without mishap, thanks to
iii

 the help of [the] 

clouds.  Experienced a little rain, also.  Had the moon with us for a few hours.  The 

picture would have been prettier had we been over friendly waters.  Got very sleepy [for] 

the last three hours.  [Reached the] African shore just before dawn.  Beautiful mountains, 

                                                           
7
 Edward Piech described his twenty-fifth mission in a March 2, 2001, interview with Shaun Illingworth: 

 

It was a while [a number of days, while the plane and crew were prepared] before we actually took off, 

typical Army fashion; "Hurry up and get down there," which we did.  ... We took off in the evening 

hours.  The purpose for that, of course, was ... for security reasons.  ... The Nazi fighters are prone to make 

sorties off the coast of Spain and Portugal and France, too, because there had been instances before where 

they actually shot down some airplanes, transport airplanes, making that trip.  So, my duties were, as a 

bombardier, just like in regular combat, man the machine gun and be a lookout for any fighters or anything 

that look[ed like] a fighter.  ... The mission turned out to be a little exciting, from the beginning, that we 

were doing this, but then, ... it took longer, in my mind, than I thought it would, a total of about ten hours 

before we reached North Africa, [the] city of Marrakech, where we landed.  It was exhausting, from that 

standpoint.  We didn't fly too high, where we required oxygen masks, so, from that standpoint, it was a 

blessing.  The drudgery was just looking into ... the sky ... for any enemy fighters. 

 

What were your regular duties as part of General Eaker's crew? 

 

I am embarrassed to say that there weren't any.  I think it may have been a mistake, ... from my standpoint, 

to have us there.  ... [They] could very well have had ... a tech sergeant gunner man those guns and look ... 

[out for] fighters.  There may have been another reason at that time.  ... I had to assume that there were 

minds who knew more [about] what the situation was than myself.  ... After we landed, ... the pilot finally 

divulged that the bomb bay was just filled with liquor, cases of liquor, and that was part of the baggage that 

was transferred with ... the General and his staff.  ... [The] paramount purpose [of this mission] was that we 

were really a decoy for [the] protection of General Eaker.  Now, I am not sure which route he took, but, 

anyway, I was satisfied with that reason.  ... One my other crewmates, [Provenzale], he flew in the 

General's airplane, and he wasn't quite sure why they went or where [they went], so, it was kinda kept in a 

[state of] confusion, ... I suppose, [to bewilder the Germans].  You're just asked to do something, you just 

do it and [you do] not go into ... the million reasons why they asked you to do this.  (Interview #3) 

 



snow capped, in the distance.  Lt. Pete Provenzale8 did a one hundred percent job of 

navigation.  Landed one hour early, 0900, at Marrakech, a pretty, little Arab city from 

[the] air; all desert surroundings.  Had eggs for breakfast, then, took off for Algiers, a 

three-and-a-half hour flight at 190 IAS,9 flying [in] formation with Gen. Eaker's 

ship.  Quarters in the city at a villa, very "G." 

 

January 16, 1944 

 

Still have that troublesome cold.  Boy, what a life!  Swell quarters and the best of food; 

eggs for breakfast, steak [for] dinner and supper.   

 

1. Met Capt. Mason, the General's aide; a 1928 Rutgers and New Jersey man, [from] 

East Orange. 

2. Met Air Commander Sharpe, English RAF; an executive of [the] Eighth Air Force.10   

3. Met Col. Beasley, a former tactician; engineer, for [the] Eighth Air Force on [the] 

General's staff, HQ. 11 

4. Also, Lt. Col. Kimble, George Spaatz12 private B-17 pilot.
Þ
   

 

We had supper with all [of] the above.
Þ
  Before dinner, Smith [Smitty]ß and I took a walk 

around downtown [and the] docks; saw my first close-up of a submarine, 

(French).  del.  Stayed home tonight on account of my cold.  Started to read One World 

by Wendell L. Willkie.  Shook hands with Lt. Gen. Ira C. Eaker, a short man; was I 

surprised! 

 

January 17, 1944 

 

Pete and Smithy are going to Tunis with the General.  Lt. Edgar Eastlund and I are to 

remain here and see that the plane is changed over from a combat to a comfort ship for 

the General.  Ed and I rode to the airport, Maison Blanche, about eighteen miles from 

Algiers.  I brought back my luggage.  Had dinner and supper with Col. Beasley, found 

out a hell of a lot about him.  [He is] a Michigan man, about sixty years old, a very rich, 

important man; used to be [the] president of Lockheed and many other industrial 

concerns.  Also, [he] is [the] head of an industry of his own.  [I am] in his company all 

the time these days.  The Colonel showed us the air house for the General and his 

quarters, [which] over looks the bay, and is it a beauty! sits up on a hill.  Algiers is one 

                                                           
8
 2nd Lt. Peter Provenzale, 508th Squadron.  (351st: 129) 

 
9
 Indicated Air Speed.  (USAFD: 261) 

 
10

 Air Commander A.C.H. Sharpe was appointed by Gen. Eaker as the Eighth Air Force's deputy chief of 

staff in December 1942.  The RAF and AAF exchanged officers in several departments and at various 

levels of command.  (C&C, vol. 2: 602)   

 
11

 Peter Beasley, a civilian in the aviation industry, was commissioned as a major in February of 1942 on 

Gen. Eaker's recommendation and served on the original Eighth Air Force staff.  (Coffey: 93) 

 
12

 Maj. Gen. Carl Spaatz. 

 



hilly city!!  Bed by 11:30 PM. 

 

January 18, 1944 

 

Had to get up at 0630 to perform a mission for the Colonel at the airport.  Came back at 

0930 and had breakfast, more eggs, whoopee!  Boy, isn't this a tough war?!  I'm laughing, 

but, I do not begrudge myself this easy life, after what I've been through over 

Europe.  Bought some articles at the PX.  Visited the MAAF HQ, St. George's 

Hotel.  Dinner, only with the Colonel.  Ed and I visited one night club.  [There is] nothing 

anywhere; all close before 9:00 PM and nothing to drink but wines, brandy and 

cognac.  Had a few cognac and home.  Bed by 2300.  Beautiful days; cold evening. 

 

January 19, 1944 

 

Another clear and cool day.  Slept ‘til 0915, until Col. Beasley called by telephone.  Eggs 

for breakfast!  Spent [the] rest of [the] day with the Colonel, [going] to HQ and to the 

airport to check on the General's plane.  Hadn't written in this diary since January 

12.  Dinner and supper with the Colonel.  Saw the WAC13 head, Col. Hobby,14 also, Brig. 

Gen. Timberlake, at the HQ.  Ed and I tried to see a movie at the Allied theatre, [but, it 

was] too late, closed.  Came home to write in diary and [write] letters.  Wrote V-mail #5, 

home, two pages, [and] wrote V-mail #4, Amelia, two-pages.iv  Completed One World 

tonight.  Bed, 0030. 

 

January 20, 1944 

 

Up at 0930.  Light breakfast.  Bought a GI OD shirt forv $5 at the officers' PX.  Had 

dinner with Col. Beasley at the senior officers' mess at HQ; only majors and higher are 

allowed in.  Ed and I were guests of the Colonel.  In a letter, sent del. my Tunisian APO 

number to Darty,15 [the] 509th Squadron mail orderly,
Þ
 (MAAF APO #650).  Another 

swell day.  Slept [for] an hour.  Read magazines before supper.  Three of us had supper 

here, [at this] address: 48 Saint Sans Apartment House, Sixth Floor.  Three of us tried to 

see a movie, too crowded.  Came home.  Read Reader's Digest before bed, 2300. 

 

January 21, 1944 

 

Weather, perfect.  My cold has almost left me.  Ed and I went to HQ to get our PX ration 

cards; bought a mess of rations.  Dinner, at our place, with the Colonel.  Wrote Air Mail 

#6, home, #5, Amelia.  Some more transient officers spent the night here, a bunch of 

                                                           
13

 The Women's Auxiliary Army Corps (WAAC) was founded on May 14, 1942.  On July 1, 1943, the 

WAACs was granted full corps status within the US Army and was redesignated the Women's Army Corps 

(WAC).  40,000 WACs, as the women serving within the corps were also known, were attached to the 

AAF.  (AW: 869-870)  

   
14

 Col. Oveta Culp Hobby (1905-); the first commander of the Women's Army Corps.   

 
15

 Sgt. Earnley C. Darty, 509th Squadron. (351st: 117) 

 



majors, P-51 pilots.  Went to [the] ARC officers' dance, very, very crowded; danced half 

of a dance, cut in.  Sat in [the] balcony and listened to the orchestra.  Bed by 2530. 

 

January 22, 1944 

 

Up at 1030.  Just a cup of coffee and toast for breakfast.  Bought twenty francs worth of 

tangerines.  Ed and I had dinner alone.  Got six maps from [the] historical section: South 

America,vi [the] US, Europe, Africa, [the] Pacific and the world.  Studied some French 

this PM.  Crew officers of a B-24 stopped in for the night.  Supper, good, with two 

colonels.  Saw Girl Crazy at [the] ARC, very crowded, a good show.  Stayed up to read 

the November Reader's Digest.  Bed by 2330.  Swell day.  Wrote a letter to Shaw. 

 

January 23, 1944 

 

Another beautiful day.  Walked down to the docks this AM; watched [the] shipping and 

etc.  Wrote a special letter to [the] 509th Squadron mail orderly.  Dinner, the whole gang, 

including Col. Beasley, Peter.  Started to read Romeo and Juliet; read two acts.  Attended 

a tea dance at [the] ARC; Negro orchestra, not enough girls.  Movie star Loise Albrittain 

was also there.  What a swell looking, tall blonde!  Supper, [the] whole gang.
Þ
  Saw a 

movie at [the] ARC Club, The Man From Down Under, a damn good show.  Read a few 

articles from [the] November Reader's Digest.vii  Bed by 2330. 

 

January 24, 1944 

 

Up at 1030.  Swell day.  Sat on [the] verandah, reading Shakespeare's plays.  Finished 

Romeo and Juliet and started on Julius Caesar.  I am also trying to tan my face.  Dinner, 

alone.  Visited our plane at the airport, Maison Blanche.  Supper, steak, Ed and I 

only.  Gen. Eaker and his lads should return [on] Wednesday or so.  Short rest after 

supper.  Ed went out wolfing.  I attended a swell British Royal Artillery concert, 2000 to 

2200. 

 

January 25, 1944 

 

Up at 0900.  Breakfast, pancakes.  Tailor's.  Saw the opening to the Casbah!  Wew!  del. 

Off limits to [the] troops.  Pete and Bill returned from Italy.  What a mess Italy is at 

present, they said!  ARC dance, not enough girls.  Wrote Air Mail #7 to home, #6, 

Amelia.  Have a decision to make; shall I go home or not? 

 

January 26, 1944 

 

Up at 0930.  Studied some French; bought a French book, also.  Dinner with Col. Beasley 

and gang.  Got PX rations.  Met a Capt. E.R. Adkins, 0-649141, HQ USSAFE, APO 

#633, ETO, London, ext. 727, Statistics.  He gave me advice about some job in his outfit, 

under Gen. Spaatz, in [the] strategical staff; am going to try for the job.  Bob was a 

former Hollywood MGM scriptwriter; [has] good looks and [is about] my size.  Saw a 

movie, Assignment to Brittany, with Pierre Aumont.  He appeared in person, before the 



movie was shown.  He's a lieutenant in [the] Free French Forces,16 a swell fellow.  M. 

Montes [is] his wife. 

 

January 27, 1944 

 

Irene [is] nineteen years old.  Breakfast at 0900.  Ed and I studied French all 

AM.  Shopped all afternoon for items which Col. Beasley wanted.  Visited [the] 

dispensary; can't get rid of my sinus cold.  Four of us played one hour of poker.  I lost 

about 400 francs, or $8.00.  Bill, Ed and I saw I Did It at [the] ARC; liked the movie 

better the second time that I saw it.  Talked to a Polish major [with] an infantry insignia 

on [his] shoulder, two pairs of silver lines and a silver star.  Read magazines before bed, 

2330. 

 

January 28, 1944 

 

Swell day.  Stars, every night.  Up at 0930.  No breakfast, not hungry; ate half a dozen 

tangerines instead.  Read [the] November Reader's Digest all morning.  Dinner, as 

usual.  Got more geographical maps; drew [them] for the Colonel, Bill, Ed and 

Pete.  Spent a little time discarding old letters and etc.  Supper, only four of us, minus 

Col. Beasley.viii  Did some more reading, Time magazine.  Rest of [the] evening [was] 

spent packing.  Bed by 2330.  Still can't get rid of my cold. 

 

January 29, 1944 

 

Weather, clear and cool, all day.  Up at 0830.  Breakfast, managed to have one fresh 

egg.  Showered and shaved.  Supposed to take off for Tunis today; [flight] canceled until 

tomorrow AM.  Dinner with Col. Beasley, Col. Jack Whitney, Eaker's liaison officer, del. 

Maj. Wood, del. Bill, Ed and Pete.  del. The dispensary, got nose cleaned out.  Gen. 

Spaatz's crew officers came in for lodgings, [the] pilot, Lt. Trail, [the] co-pilot, Camon, 

and [the] navigator, Lt. Allen.  Saw [the] Madame Curie movie at [the] ARC, a very good 

show.  Bed by 2300. 

 

January 30, 1944 

 

Tunis 
 

Up at 0700.  Light breakfast.  Baggage, all ready.  Delay at Col. Beasley del. and [the] 

General's air house.  Loaded a mess of scotch and bourbon whiskeys on a truck and on to 

[the] plane.  Bill [is] flying a C-4717 [for the] first time in his life.  We have the plane all 

                                                           
16

 Those forces that pledged allegiance to the Free French Armed Forces established by Gen. Charles 

DeGaulle shortly after the French military fled to England with the British Expeditionary Force at 

Dunkirk.  (AW: 308-309) 

 
17

 The Douglas C-47B Skytrain was the military version of the Douglas DC-3.  The C-47 was used 

extensively in every theater.  Gen. Eisenhower considered the Skytrain to be one of the four weapons that 

gave the Allies an edge over their adversaries in World War II.  The other three weapons were the atom 

bomb, the bazooka and the jeep.  (AW: 183; Rand McNally: 355)  



to ourselves.  0950, take off, okay.  Five minutes away from Maison Blanche, climbing at 

5000 feet, the right engine starts to cut out, [so, we] turned back; good landing.  Had 

dinner; got another plane; all okay.  Flying time: 0230 (to Tunis); flew close to the 

Mediterranean.  Beautiful country around Tunis; saw a lot of battle damage.  Met Col. 

McGinnis and Col. Hardy at their home.  What a place; fit for a king!  Had supper with 

them and [had] conversations all evening.  Swell room.  Von Armin slept in [the] 

adjoining room.  Bed by 2300. 

 

January 31, 1944 

 

Italy and Back to Tunis 
 

Slept fair.  Cold night.  Up at 0700.  Shave.  Breakfast with the colonels.  We rode in 

Gen. Edwards's Packard to our C-47 and took off for Italy at 0845.  1130, passed Sicily, 

beautiful country, and [we] saw Mt. Vesuvius while flying up the west Italian coast to 

Caserta, Fifth Army and MAAF HQ.  Saw plenty of bomb damage and battle scarred 

buildings.  [The] war front [is] only thirty to fifty miles north.  Seemed very peaceful and 

serene out here, but for the Army truck and etc. here and there.  Stopped in at HQ, a 

beautiful and huge palace, a royal family's of some sort.  Had dinner and [was] told to fly 

back to Tunis, since Gen. Edwards left Italy to go there this AM.  SNAFU!!  So, take off, 

1330.  1630, back to Tunis.  Had Col. Lowry, del. Col. Irwin and a WAC, Miss Jones, 

aboard.  Slept in a very ritzy home overlooking [the] Mediterranean.  Saw Pimpernel 

Smith in [the] evening, good.  Bed by midnight. 

 

February 1, 1944 

 

Tunis II; La Marsa 
 

Slept okay, very warm.  Locality of Sidi Bou Zid, overlooking Cape Bon, one of the most 

beautiful spots I've seen on the Mediterranean Sea.  Spoke to a few colonels about me 

and etc.; can't get in touch with Maj. Gen. Edwards, so, Col. Ervin will take care of my 

DFC18 and a job in England.  Cable to England [was] already sent this afternoon.  Am 

staying at Gen. Edwards's villa.  Wew!  Smithy, Pete, del. Ed and [the] rest of [the] crew 

went on to Algiers.  I'm on my own now.  Can't get paid here; too much rush.  Spent [the] 

afternoon at Col. Ervin's office, reading.  Missed my car.  Missed supper; not hungry 

anyway.  Stayed home in my room all evening.  Wrote Air Mail #8, home, Air Mailix #7, 

Amelia.  Shower and shave.  Bed by 2300. 

 

February 2, 1944 

 

Col. Ervin [is] a Harvard man; also, a pioneer in the USAAF.  Blue day, for a cloudy 

AM.   Up at 0730.  Good sleep.  Breakfast with Cols. Hardy and Ervin, and Gen. 

Edwards sat in just as I had finished.  Col. Ervin and I left at 0800 for HQ.  Stopped at El 
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 Distinguished Flying Cross. 

 



Aouina Airport; saw a bunch of Russians getting into a US C-47, [with] a red star painted 

[on it].
Þ
  They're [part of] a mission going to [the] US, and what handsome boys they 

are.  Finished reading a book, Best Stories I Know, by Damon Runyon; enjoyed the 

book.  Read Post magazine, also.  Took a half an hour walk on the beach along the 

Mediterranean.  Saw battle scars and broken parts of Nazi airplanes strewn over the 

woods and etc.  No mail.  Came back with Col. Ervin.  Supper, he and I only, at the villa 

at 1930; damn swell steak.  Talked for an hour over our coffee and pipes; a swell chap 

and a great man.  He lost his son in the Pacific battles in 1941-42.  Read Time 

magazine.  Listened to [the] radio.  Bed, 2300. 

 

February 3, 1944 

 

Up at 0830.  Breakfast at 0900, alone.  Took things easy today.  The chef took me along 

on an orange farm [trip].  Rode through farming country.  Stopped at Carthage.  Saw the 

2000-year-old church and amphitheater; beautiful view from the church hill.  Carthage, a 

very quiet, little town.  Lunch, alone.  Spent all afternoon reading, "A Report From the 

Commanding General of the Air Forces to the Secretary of War," damn interesting 

reading; complete details onx the forming of our Air Force from 1935 to January 

1944.  At 1930, swell supper with guests, Lt. Col. Campbell, Maj. Carews, Maj. 

Charfield [and] another major I forget.  Had rum cocktails, grapefruit juice and sugar, 

damn good! and the best yet Tunisian wine.  Roast beef for dinner.  Bed by 2230. 

 

February 4, 1944 

 

Up at 0745.  Breakfast with the Colonel, eggs, again, damn good.  Went with him to his 

HQ at La Marsa.  Took care of the villa radio; Signal Corps will fix it.  Lunch at the 

officers' mess on the Mediterranean.  Read a few short stories.  Wrote Letter #9 to home, 

an air mail, [and] Letterxi #8 to Amelia, an air mail.xii  Col. Ervin had to show Brig. Gen. 

Johnson around; thus, I had to drive the Colonel's car home, alone.  Quick shave, and 

then, what a dinner!  At 1930, [the] guests were Gen. Johnson, Capt. Miravintz, del. 2nd 

Lt. MacMintry, two WACs and only officers, plus, me and the Colonel; had a very 

delicious steak.  Conversations ‘til 2230 and [the] evening [was] over.  Bed, 1230. 

 

February 5, 1944 

 

Up at 0700.  Had breakfast with the Brigadier General and Col. Ervin.  Had a rain storm 

last night.  Windy as hell today.  Took an hour's walk around the residential section of 

Tunis; what beautiful homes and villas!  Walked about two miles to town and back.  Got 

paid for January, ($119.10).  Lunch, sandwiches; ate alone at a table.  Rested after lunch, 

‘til 1500.  Brig. Gen. Johnson couldn't leave for Italy on account of the strong winds off 

Sicily and etc., so, he's back with us for another day.  Another very delicious dinner for 

the three of us, luscious roast beef.  Went alone to town, Tunis, to see a movie, Across the 

Pacific, a damn good show.  Walked home.  Read the Bible for half an hour and bed by 

2400. 

 

February 6, 1944 



 

Slept ‘til 0900.  Didn't feel like any breakfast.  Read short stories and Reader's Digest all 

AM and on until supper.  Maj. Gen. Edwards and Brig. Gen. Booth, plus, another two 

colonels, Maginus and Ordway, came to stay for the day; also, Lts. Trail, Allen and 

Camon, [the] pilot, navigator and co-pilot of the C-47.  Read the following excerpts in 

[the] November and December Reader's Digest, respectively: Bridge to Victory, Howard 

Handleman, Let the Hurricane Roar, Rose Wilder Lane, enjoyed them very 

much.  "Monkey's Paw," by W.W. Jacobs, and "The Devil and Daniel Webster," by S.T. 

Benet, were the only two short stories I liked out of the whole bunch.  What another swell 

dinner!!  Eight of us [in] all.  Trail, Allen and I saw a movie, Strike Up the Band, Judy 

Garland and [Mickey] Rooney; had the Colonel's car.  Bed by 2400. 

 

February 7, 1944 

 

Up at 0930.  Went downtown tonight to buy my rations at the PX.  Weather, bad for 

flying, and the lads, del. generals and colonels did not leave.  Swell lunch, too!  Went 

after my mail to La Marsa, ten miles away; no mail, dammit!  Played a little gin rummy 

with Lt. Trail.  Read a murder story by James M. Cain, The Postman Always Rings 

Twice, good.  Supper, delicious; plus, ice cream.  Finished reading [the] book after 

supper; started on another book.  Read ‘til 2330 and to bed. 

 

February 8, 1944 

 

Slept late, again.  Wind and rain, darn near all day.  A beautiful moon after dinner, 

2000.  Had no breakfast.  Ate lunch alone.  Read Ellery Queen's book all afternoon, 

finished it a half an hour after dinner, a damn good book; Spanish Cape Mystery is its 

title.  Two hour nap before dinner.  Dinner, as usual, at 1930 and damn good!  Gen. 

Edwards, Gen. Booth, Col. Ervin, Col. McGinnis and I, all were present there.
Þ
  Excused 

myself and beat it to Tunis to see an old picture with Joan Bennett and Warner Baxter, 

Technicolor, not so good, Vogues of 1938.  Read a few chapters of the New Testament 

and to bed by 2430. 

 

February 9, 1944 

 

Irene's Letter 
 

That cold and rain front, [the] storm, is still here.  Saw about twenty convoy vessels in the 

cove off Carthage; anchored there during the storm, I suppose.  Slept good.  Up at 

1000.  No breakfast.  Walked around in the city; got a terrific appetite for a good 

lunch.  Took a trip to the Carthage Museum and Church; saw all the old stuff, 2600ß years 

old and etc.  The church was the most beautiful.  Father Agaton showed us the things and 

their history.  Carthage was destroyed five times, [the] last time by the Arabs.  del. When 

I came home, there was Irene's January 31st swell letter.  Gosh, did that make me 

happy!  Saw a movie, Take a Letter, Secretary Darling, good.  Wrote Air Mail #10, 

home, before dinner. 

 



February 10, 1944 

 

Up at 0930.  Shave.  Rain del. all AM.  Sunny afternoon.  Wrote #11 [to] Irene, a special, 

four-page air mail, [and] #9 to Amelia.  Haircut at a French coiffeur.  Spent all afternoon 

in Tunis, just walking and gazing around at people and etc.  Guest[s] for dinner, Lt. Col. 

Campbell, Lt. Greene and Lt. Augustene.  Swell dinner! with Col. Ervin presiding.  Five 

of us played blackjack until 0030.  Gosh, was I hitting lucky cards at one streak!  Finally, 

lost thirteen dollars; played with matches.  Swell game and it was fun.  Couldn't fall 

asleep ‘til 0300. 
 

February 11, 1944 

 

Yeah!  Slept good in the late hours of the AM.  That goddamned rooster next door, he 

always awakens me del. at 0200 and 0700; [would] like to wring his neck for him.  Up at 

1030.   Mail: Col. Ervin brought me the AM mail.  Received a beautiful letter from 

Bett.  Wrote a V-mail to Frank, Letter #12, asking him to send T/Sgt. Hall a money order 

for $80; also, an air mail to Betty.  Went to town to mail [the] letters at 1530.  Bought 

tickets to a Diana Durbin movie, It's a Date; saw [the] movie in [the] evening, 2030, 

enjoyed it veryxiii much.  Col. Ervin, Lt. Col. Campbell and I, for dinner, had delicious 

hamburgers and French fries.  Read a few chapters in the New Testament and to bed by 

2400. 

 

February 12, 1944 

 

Sidi Bou Zid; January 31st [Was My] First Time Here 
 

Coldest day in twenty-three years and rain, all day; what a dreary mess.  The keepers of 

the house, Mr. and Mrs. Labygang, took the day off; had meals out all day.  Up at 

1100.  Shave.  Jeep to La Marsa for dinner.  Played solitaire and read a book all PM and 

[it was] very good, too, John Buchan's The Thirty-Nine Steps.  He's a Scotchman.  With 

the following, I had dinner at Gen. Spaatz villa, at the same place as Monday evening, 

January 31, 1944: Air Commander Kelly, a flight surgeon, a most remarkable and likable 

chap; has been in three or four wars and all around the world; also, Tank Corpsman Col. 

Harrison, Col. Ervin, Col. Campbell, Maj. Schumaker [of the] Adjutant General Dept., 

and Col. Evans, [the] senior pilot.  Good dinner and a swell evening.  Bed by 2400. 

 

February 13, 1944 

 

Up at 1030.  Swell dinner with Col. Evans and a Maj. Richardson of [the Corps of] 

Engineers.  Read Julius Caesar all afternoon.  Rain and sunshine, off and on, all day.  Lt. 

Trail and his two crew officers came to stay for the night.  Shower and shave before 

dinner.  Quite a crowd of lieutenant colonels and majors for dinner; fourteen, all 

told.  Col. Ervin, Allen, Trail and I played hearts all evening, 'til 2230; swell game and 

lots of fun.  Bed by 2300. 

 

February 14, 1944 

 



Up at 0800.  Breakfast, eggs!  Packed and ready to move by 1000.  Reason: a bunch of 

big shots [are] coming to Gen. Edwards's villa tonight to stay; need room for them.  So, 

Trail, Camon, Allen, [the] C-47 crew, and I moved to Gen. Spaatz's villa in Sidi Bou Zid, 

twelve miles north-eastxiv of Tunis.  Slept here before on January 31st.  Four of us had 

lunch with Air Commander Kelly, who resides here.  Spent [the] PM at HQ, in Col. 

Ervin's office.  No mail and still no news, dammit!!  Supper without Kelly.  Ate at 6:00 

PM.  The four of us went to see Abbott and Costello, It Happened On Ice, in 

Tunis.  Came home by 2300.  Slept okay, but, it was cold! 

 

February 15, 1944 

 

Up at 0730.  Breakfast.  Cold as hell in this ice palace.  Spent [the] rest of [the] day in 

MAAF HQ.  Rain, all goddamn day!  Col. Ervin asked us to move back in the villa, so, 

we did, in the rain.  Rode home in [the] dark, without lights; what a time we had!  Dinner 

at 1930.  Eleven at the table, two civilian, female guests and one [was] English, Mrs. 

Moneypenny and a French miss.  Col. Ervin told some swell stories, "The Drunk," "Two 

Sparrows" and others.  Party over at 10:00 PM.  Received mail: V-mail #66, Frank, and 

[the] February 4 V-mail from Milly.  Finished [the] book, The Death of Dear Clara, by 

Q. Patrick, very good.  Bed by 0130.  Thunderstorm! 

 

February 16, 1944 

 

Up at 0730.  Breakfast, eggs.  Lt. Trail and the boys took off for Italy.  Rain, all 

day!  Wrote V-mail #13 to home.  Had to move back to Gen. Spaatz villa in Sidi Bou Zid 

because of some extra company at [the] Tunis villa.  Met Brig. Gen. Malony and Col. 

Harris; also, Gen. Bartram's aide, 1st Lt. Wood, a Texas lad, forty-six years old.  We 

shared a room at the "ice palace."  Also, met Brig. Gen. Nallen.
Þ
  Had dinner with Kelly, 

del. a second lieutenant WAC and Lt. Wood.  Wood and I talked 'til 2300 and to bed.  We 

slept in a swell room, but, [it was] cold.  Gonna go back to England!  Cablegram finally 

came. 

 

February 17, 1944 

 

* Blue Day For Me 
 

Up at 0730.  Breakfast, eggs and chops!  What a day, rain and more rain!  No orders 

made out for me, [due to] some more red tape; supposed to be ready tomorrow, I 

hope.  Col. Ervin left for Italy, 'til Saturday.  * Mail: received but one letter, from 

Amelia.  As the English would say for me, "I've had it!"  That, dear diary, puts an end to 

that affair!!  Moved back to Gen. Ed's villa in Tunis.  [Had] dinner and supper there.  Saw 

a movie, The Son of Monte Cristo.  Had a jeep all to myself today and [in the] evening, 

swell fun.  Bed by 2300. 

 

February 18, 1944 

 



Up at 0730.  Breakfast, eggs.  Hurrah!  My orders were finally made out by 1030.  Swell 

dinner at the Villa La Chamreuse.  Spent a few hours after dinner getting a ticket to travel 

by ATC;19 will leave tomorrow AM.  What a time I had, riding all over Tunis with my 

jeep!  Made a lot of racket, because the muffler was missing.  Col. Ervin and about ten 

more big shots returned from Italy; had to move back to Sidi Bou Zid.  Rain and more 

rain! especially this PM20 and night.  Smitty brought Frank's letter, #65, to me from 

Italy.  Saw a movie, Our Wife, in Tunis, very good.xv  Said good-bye to Col. Ervin; also, 

paid him 1000 francs for my stay at the villa and etc.  Bed by 2400. 

 

February 19, 1944 

 

Algiers II 
 

Sidi Bou Zid.  Slept in [the] ice palace.  Up at 0600.  Cold as a cellar in the room.  One 

grapefruit for breakfast.  Rain, all day!!  Aouina Airport, very muddy.  Arrived there by 

0730.  Could not make any contacts with the ATC planes and schedules.  Met Capt. Bill 

Smith, [the] pilot of Gen. Eaker's B-17 plane; hitched a ride with him to Algiers.  Boy, 

did they do a grand job [of] converting that B-17G to a comfort ship!  Cruises [at] 200 

MPH easily.  We flew through rain storms all the way.  Flight time: two hours.  They 

gave me a wooden framed rope mattress bunk in a tent!  The hell with sleeping there; 

beat it to town.  God dammit, it rained in Algiers all PM, also!  Looked for a room, no 

luck.  Walked around town [for] most of [the] afternoon.  Supper at [the] ARC.   Saw a 

movie, Background to Danger, at the soldiers' theatre.  Someone swapped galoshes with 

mine, but, I got his.  Slept at the ARC for officers, [Room] #23. 

 

February 20, 1944 

 

Oran I 
 

Algiers.  Up at 0830.  Slept okay at the ARC, on a cot; it was warm, that's all that 

matters.  Breakfast, also.  Woke up with a cold blister on my lower left lip, very 

discouraging!  GI bus to Maison Blanche Airport; ETA: 1000.  My plane, a C-47 to 

Casablanca at 1140, [was] canceled, darn it.  Rain, all day!  Worst weather I've ever 

encountered anywhere.  Waited and waited in that Air Transport Command office until, 

finally, I was booked on the 1400 flight to Oran, a two hour flight.  Slept all the way.  We 

flew along [the] coast.  A South African pilot and crew flew the C-47.  At Oran by 

1630.  Weather, okay, cool.  Airport, very nice; buildings, French style, quite 

attractive.  Supper at 1800.  The place is very dead; not many here.  Went alone to see a 

post movie in a huge French hanger, City Without Men.  Cold room, but, I slept 

warm.  Bed by 2300. 
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 The Air Transport Command (ATC) was established in July of 1942 as the successor of the Air Corps 

Ferrying Command.  The ATC used the C-46, C-47, C-54 and C-87 to deliver supplies and passengers to 

all theaters of war.  (HDUSAF: 383) 
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 Afternoon. 

 



February 21, 1944 

 

Casablanca 
 

Oran.  Up at 0700.  Ate a little breakfast.  Rushed down to [the] ATC building, only to be 

told our plane will be delayed [for] two hours.  So, I commenced to spend my time 

reading Emile Zola's Nana story, not too good.  Take off for Casablanca,xvi 1000.  Three 

hour flight.  Read Nana [for the] whole trip.  Arrived at [the] Casablanca airport, called 

Carez, at 1300.  What a beautiful day.  Billeted at the transient camp, wooden barracks 

and bunks.  Dinner, cold cuts.  Spent all afternoon on [the] flight line, just watching 

planes take off and land.  Met a Harry Blacksten, a first lieutenant [in the] Signal Corps, 

[from] Ohio.  He and I buddied and went to town on the 2000 bus.  Saw an Army-Navy 

GI show at the ARC building.  Like Casablanca very much; clean looking streets and 

well-spaced, handsome buildings.  The French are sure good builders.  Their main streets 

are always lined with rows of palm trees.  The show was fair.  Took the base bus back; 

waited [for] half an hour.  A second C-5421 arrived from [the] Azores.  I'm scheduled to 

leave tonight.   

 

February 22, 1944 

 

Prestwick, Scotland II.  London, England II 
 

Casablanca.xvii  Checked out of camp.  Ate a sandwich and tookxviii off for Prestwick at 

0130.  Like the C-54, a smooth ship; sat in [the] cockpit for one hour, just watching [the] 

instruments and etc.  Cruised at 190 [MPH], (thirty-one inches at 2100 RPM);ß made 

good time, in spite of [the] head winds.  Altitude: 9300 feet.  Slept only a few intermittent 

hours.  Was [the] only USA officer.  [The] other twenty-two passengers were part of a 

squadron of RAF ground forces leaving [the] Azores for the Isles.  What a happy bunch, 

after two years overseas.  Arrived at Prestwick [at] 1100.  Clear day.  Ate dinner at the 

Admonton Hotel for USA officers and, by 1400, took off for Heston Airport, fourteen 

miles outside of London.  Flight time: two hours, in a C-47.  Weather, really 

rough.  Light snow in London for fifteen minutes.  Bus to London.  Got a US Army room 

[in] a requisitioned hotel.  Sent a cablegram to home [and to] Betty from 

Prestwick.  Wrote V-mail #14 to home.  Ate at Grosvenor House, USA.  Home by 

2030.xix  Wrote two short letters: [sent] my address to Bettyxx Shaw and a message from a 

Vince [at] La Marsa HQ to his brother, Bob Gallagher, in this ETO.  Practically slept 

through a raid last night; woke up scared as hell, [because of the] ack-ack noise!22 
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 The Douglas C-54 Skymaster.  (Rand McNally: 355-356) 
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 In response to the Combined Bomber Offensive, the Luftwaffe carried out a series of raids between late-

January and April of 1944 known as the "Little Blitz," that focused mostly on London.  These forays of 

vengeance cost the German bomber force dearly; in the summer of 1944, Hitler continued to exact his 

revenge with the V-1 and V-2 rockets.  These attacks achieved negligible results against the Allies, but cost 

the Luftwaffe valuable aircraft and resources that could have been put to use against the RAF and AAF 

forces penetrating German air space.  (AW: 506-507; Levine: 116) 

 



February 23, 1944xxi 

 

* Met Bebe Daniels 
 

Up at 0930.  Roamed around town, looking up people, del. stores and etc.  Called up 

Bebe Daniels by phone and gave her the message from her husband, in Italy, Lt. Col. 

Lyons.  Saw a Red Cross girl for Capt. Smith.23  Met my former navigator in [the] 

ARC.  He's just finished his twenty-five; no orders yet.  Doug has scarlet fever and 

George went to Ireland for Ferry Command.  * Met Bebe Daniels at her dressing 

room.  Saw her show, Panama Hattie, very good;xxii had supper with her after [the] 

show.  Also, met a big shot Hollywood man, Westly Ruggles, del. a Mr. Oglethorpe, a 

Paramount man, and an ARC girl, Miss Jordan, [Bebe's secretary],ß Peggy.  Another raid 

through dinner, 2400. 

 

February 24, 1944 

 

The Blitz Is Still On, Since Last Sunday.  USSAFE APO #633. 
 

Up at 0800.  No breakfast.  Took my time getting to [the] USSAFE at Wyde Wing,24 

Bushy Park, Teddington.  Saw what a HE25 bomb did to a row of homes; too damn close 

for comfort to the above HQ.  Last night, four blocks from my hotel, a delayed action 

bomb [fell], and, [on the] other side, a blast in [the] park, also about four blocks 

away.  Don't like this at all!  Reported in to USSAFE; saw many people, all trying to give 

me some job of importance.  Met Col. Surbeck, A-2.26  Met a Col. Harlin, [the] head of 

[the] Operations Research Section at Pine Tree, High Wycombe, Eighth Air Force HQ, 

twenty-eight miles NW27 of London; rode up to it in a courier car.  Had long talks with all 

of these men.  Ended up by getting an appointment with Maj. Gen. F.L. Anderson28 [for] 

tomorrow, noon.  Supper at [the] Grosvenor House.  Our ARC has been closed; a bomb 

blast caused a lot of damage.  Saw a movie, The Lodger, not so good.  Air raid after [the] 

movie ended; took shelter in [the] theatre.  [Saw] an ack-ack rocket display.  Wew, is it 

deadly but beautiful!  Watched a fire, HE bomb, four blocks [away], in Piccadilly 
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 Thomas Coffey, in his account of Capt. William Smith's transport of Gen. Eaker to North Africa, notes 

that Smith, "had fallen in love with a beautiful Red Cross girl in England."  (Coffey: 347)  

 
24

 WIDEWING was the codename for the Eighth Air Force Headquarters at Bushy Park.  When the 

USSAFE was established, the Eighth moved its headquarters to High Wycombe and Gen. Spaatz's staff 

occupied Bushy Park. 
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 High Explosive. 
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 The A-2 is the assistant chief of staff, intelligence.  (USAFD: 1) 
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 Northwest. 

 
28

 At this time, Maj. Gen. Fredrick L. Anderson was the US Strategic Air Forces (USSTAF) deputy 

commander for operations.  (HDUSAF: 603) 

 



Square.xxiii  Had transportation difficulties coming home last night.  An air raid at 10:00 

PM caused the terrific tie up.  Came home in two hours.  Bed by 0200, after a bath. 

 

February 25, 1944 

 

Up at 0800.  Breakfast in [the] hotel.  Bus and a train to Wyde Wing.  One RR29 station 

[was] destroyed last night; had to detour on a bus, [which] caused a lot of delay.  Cold as 

hell today! [and] every day.  Light overcast and [the] evening [was] starry, clear.  Made 

out a per diem and a pay voucher.  Gen. Anderson [was] not in; waited [for] most of [the] 

day for him.  Finally, [he] did not come by 1630; come back tomorrow.  Found out that 

pilot training is out, as of February 16, [by] order from Washington.  Supper at [the] 

Grosvenor House, then, back to my hotel.  Fell asleep 'til 2300.  Wrote in diary and Letter 

#15, a V-mail, to home.  Col. Hatcher is reported to be a prisoner of war in Germany; 

[he] went down [on] December 31.  Cloudy night; Jerry stayed home.  Hot tea and bed by 

2400. 

 

February 26, 1944 

 

Foggy all day, very foggy; in fact, the worst I've yet seen in this UK.  Up at 

0830.  Breakfast, none.  Another goddamn cold coming on!  Bus and a train to Wyde 

Wing.  Appointment with Maj. Gen. Fred L. Anderson at 1200; talked for five minutes as 

to what I should do.  [The] General suggested that I go back to [the] Second Air Force 

and be an instructor.  They need men badly.  I'm going home!  Per diem pay amounted to 

$59.50.  Finished reading [the] book, Nana, by Emile Zola; didn't like the book at 

all.  Spent [the] evening with Capt. R.F. Adkins; had scotches, sandwiches and made the 

rounds of the pubs.  Left for [the] billet at 2100.  Bed, early, after a hot cup of tea, 

2230.  All quiet tonight. 

 

February 27, 1944 

 

Felt good to sleep 'til 1030.  Cloudy day and cold; also, my cold and ear feel pretty 

bad.  Dinner at [the] Grosvenor House.  Spent most of [the] afternoon in a US dispensary 

getting my cold and right ear looked after.  Went to [the] officers' PX.  Steak and French 

fries for supper.  Meals are two shillings, six pence,ß at the Grosvenor House.  Saw a 

movie, Hostages, at Piccadilly; didn't like it so much.  Returned to [the] billet, a 

government hotel for US officers, the Prince's Court Hotel, Victoria Road, off 

Kensington Road, W-8.  Roommate is a Lt. Butler, a good lad; only see him at breakfast 

[in the] AM.  Hot bath before bed, 2400.  Cloudy night.  All quiet at 2400. 

 

February 28, 1944 

 

My cold seemed to have improved tremendously; fever (cold) blister on lip is still 

conspicuous.  Slept late.  No breakfast.  Shopped around in [the] PX and etc.  Bought a 

lovely necklace for Bet's November 18th birthday, six pounds, six shillings; saw the 
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 Railroad. 

 



necklace just by a strokexxiv of luck.  Wrote Letter #15, a V-mail, home.  Sent back Lt. 

Greene's $20.00 to NA30 by check, through our finance office.  Stayed home all 

evening.  Bed, early.  Unpacked my luggage and etc.  Quiet night. 

 

February 29, 1944 

 

Peterborough 
 

Up at 0800.  Shave and breakfast.  Train to Peterborough at 1010.  Visited 

Polebrook.  Doug had scarlet fever; is okay now.  Snuffy and he have twenty-one raids; 

Benson has twenty-four; Hartman has nineteen; all [are] okay.  The new colonel31 uses 

chicken "S"32 commands.  The post seems to be losing its morale on his account; all the 

lads walk around with long faces.  I don't care to go back there again.  George ferries B-

17s from Ireland and Bill will stay at Bovingdon.  Simmons is a gunnery instructor at 

Galveston, a new group, eight miles away.  Bet and I saw a good picture in town in the 

evening, Bachelor Mother, Ginger Rogers.  Slept at the Shaws' home.  Cold night!  Quiet 

night and no Jerry. 

 

March 1, 1944 

 

Peterborough.  Rudy's Birthday. 
 

Up at 1000.  Tea for breakfast with Bet; dinner with the entire family, very nice, and Mrs. 

Shaw prepared a swell dinner.  Bet, Mrs. Shaw and I visited the historical Peterborough 

Cathedral, founded in 654 AD, very huge, massive and beautiful inside.  Had tea and 

cakes in a tea shop.  Bet and I took a slow walk near her home with her kid sister, seven 

years old, Janet.  Bet and I saw a movie at [the] neighboring theatre, The Lodi Club and 

Flight Lieutenant, fair pictures.  Stayed up 'til 2400.  Snow at night.  Heard [the] RAF go 

over at 0100.   

 

March 2, 1944 

 

Peterborough: [The] Shaws 
 

Up at 0730.  Tea and toast.  Said, "Cheerio," and caught a bus to town at 0830.  Train, 

0855.  Had dinner at [the] Grosvenor House.  Beat it down to Wyde Wing HQ; talked 

with Col. Beville.  No orders as [of] yet.  Will get [my] award first, then be sent 

home.  Waited around for news 'til 1700, then, took a GI bus back to [the] Grosvenor 

House and had supper.  Didn't sleep too well last night; feel very sleepy tonight.  Wrote 
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 North Africa. 

 
31

 On January 3, 1944, Col. Eugene Romig became the 351st Bomb Group's new commanding 

officer.  (351st: 31) 

 
32

 Shit. 

 



V-mail #16 to home.  Received Bet's letter, dated February 24th.  Bed, early.  Moon, very 

beautiful.  All quiet tonight. 

 

March 3, 1944 

 

A very beautiful, but cold, day in London; not a cloud!  Reported in at Wyde Wing; saw 

Capt. Spink.  Will stay here [for] another week, until I get my DFC citation and 

medal.  PX rations.  Letter to Bet before supper.  Saw a one-hour news and comedy show 

with a casual bus acquaintance.  Starry and moonlit night.  Strolled the streets by myself, 

watching the crowds.  Have a room to myself now.  Bed by 0100.  All quiet 

tonight.  Received [the] January 4 and January 10 letters from Frank. 

 

March 4, 1944 

 

Up at 1030.  Visited [the] dispensary after dinner.  My ear is still SNAFU, but, with a 

little improvement.  Spent the cold and beautiful PM sightseeing at St. James Park; ducks 

and seagulls were [the] main attraction at the lake fronts; and [I] visited St. Paul's Church, 

a very beautiful and impressive sight.  The cathedral is surrounded completely by bomb 

damage; only a miracle saved it.33  Saw a movie, Northern Pursuit, with Errol Flynn, not 

bad.  Read Life magazine before bed, 0100. 

 

March 5, 1944 

 

Up at 1000.  Chicken for dinner at the officers' mess in [the] Grosvenor House.  Met John 

Kozak, a second lieutenant, transportation, at the mess.  He's from SR-33; looks younger; 

came overseas [in] September, 1943.  Wrote V-mail #17 to home.  Stayed home all 

evening.  Bath and to bed.  Eighth Air Force bombed Berlin!34 

 

March 6, 1944 

 

Arrived in Peterborough at 1730.  Supper at [the] ARC; also got a bed there.  Saw a 

movie with Bet in [the] evening, Revelry With Beverly.  Lucky night, not too cold and all 

the stars were out.  At [the] ARC, talked to a 509th [Squadron] man, Lt. Logan,35 a 

pilot.  He went to Berlin yesterday.  Bed by 0200.   

                                                           
33

 St. Paul's seemingly divine immunity to attack stood as a symbol of defiance for the people of London 

against the German Blitz.  However, its survival owed more to the fact that Luftwaffe pilots used the 

landmark as an aiming point when conducting their attacks.  (Airwar (TS): 138; 144-145; 148) 

 
34

 The Eighth Air Force carried out raids on the Berlin area on March 4 and March 6.  Most likely, Lt. 

Piech is referring to the March 4th raid.  This attack, carried out by only thirty-one Flying Fortresses, was 

the first strike by the Eighth against the seat of Hitler's empire.  Bad weather forced the majority of the 

force headed for Berlin, over 250 bombers, including three of the planes contributed by the 351st, to 

abort.  Another 180 or so heavy bombers ordered to Berlin attacked targets of opportunity in Bonn, 

Dusseldorf and Cologne.  The fifteen planes from Polebrook credited with missions that day dropped their 

bombs over Bonn.  (351st: 36; CC: 285; 287)  

 
35

 Capt. William R. Logan, 509th Squadron.  (351st: 125) 

 



 

March 7, 1944 

 

Peterborough, [at] a Red Cross [for] officers.  Up late.  Ate brunch in town, also supper; 

not much [of] anything to eat.  Bet had to work overtime.  Stayed at her home with the 

family.  She can have two days off to go to London.  Jack walked me to the Red 

Cross.  Swell evening.  Moon out. 

 

March 8, 1944 

 

Left Peterborough at 1130 on a train.  Reported to HQ.  Spent all afternoon and evening 

looking for a room for Betty.  She's to come to London tomorrow.  Had a ghost raid 

tonight.  Air raid warning brought me home early.  Bath and to bed by 2300.  Cloudy 

night, cool day.   

 

March 9, 1944 

 

Met Bet at [the] station at 1100; put her in the Rembrandt Hotel.  She was very 

comfortable in 5th Kensington, about a quarter of a mile from my billet.  Shopped all 

afternoon.  Saw For Whom the Bell Tolls, six shillings, six pence tickets, beautiful 

Technicolor; story, too much suspense, two-and-a-half hours long.  Home, early.  Jerry 

[was] quiet tonight!  Moon is out. 

 

March 10, 1944 

 

* DFC36 
 

Bet and I, all day, London, Rembrandt Hotel.  * Received my DFC, at last!  Had it 

presented to me by Brig. Gen. Curtis of USSTAF.  Saw [the] news theatre show.  Tea at 

the Mayfair and [we] spent a lavish evening at the Mayfair; dinner dance 'til 2300, a swell 

time.  Jack Jackson's Band; he was terrible.  Evening cost me nineteen shillings, six 

pence.  Jerry didn't come over tonight.  Moonlit night. 

 

March 11, 1944 

 

Bet and I, all day in London.  Ate dinner at a Polish restaurant on Oxford Street.  Saw 

Love Is Scarce with Arthur Askey, a British comedian, a fair musical comedy;
Þ
 tickets, 

fifteen shillings apiece.  Back to Peterborough with Betty's father.  Beer for a late 

supper.  Swell evening. 

 

March 12, 1944 
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 The Distinguished Flying Cross was awarded to men who completed their twenty-five-mission tour of 

duty, which earned the DFC the nickname, "the survival gong."  It was also awarded for harrowing 

missions and shooting down an enemy aircraft.  (Wells: 152-153)   

 



Peterborough 
 

Spent all day in Peterborough with the Shaw family.  Beautiful afternoon; went out for a 

walk.  Talked with Bet's family ‘til train time, 2000.  Read a book on [the] train, a two-

hour journey back to London, Salute To a Hero, by Constance Robertson.  Took a bath 

and to bed by 0130. 

 

March 13, 1944 

 

London 
 

Swell day.  Light clouds and windy.  Got up late, 1030.  Received orders to go to 

Chorley, near Liverpool, and, from there, home.  Had [my] picture taken, small photos, 

four for five shillings, six pence.  Shopped around for award ribbons, no luck.  Wrote V-

mail #18 to home; not sure of [the] number.  Good supper.  Met a former bombardier 

classmate, Capt. Joe Baggs;37 he only has sixteen missions.  He told me "Doc" Turner is a 

PW, good news!  Home by 1930.  Read a book and to bed. 

 

March 14, 1944 

 

Big raid tonight, one hundred planes; thirteen shot down.  I saw two churches on fire 

close by.  

Slept like a kitten last night.  Stayed in bed 'til 1000.  Shopped around for award ribbons 

and collected my four ten-inch snapshots.  They came out swell.  Stopped in at [the] ARC 

to see Jo Scippi about Capt. W.R. Smith; the crew [and the B-17]ß is at Polebrook at 

present.  Col. Lyons, Bebe's husband, is back from Africa and was searching all over 

England for me.  He had forty-two letters for me.  Happy days and whoopee!  Spent all 

evening reading them.  What a swell time I had!  Wrote a letter to Bet and, also, mailed 

her a package. 

 

March 15, 1944 

 

Quite a show last night; I was scared stiff!  What a racket!  Planes diving, guns shooting 

and a sky full of flak.xxv  Had a light overcast last night.  [Conversations]ß with Mrs. 

Stewart ‘til 0200.  Raid lasted three-quarters of an hour, around 9:30 PM to 10:15 

PM.  Up at 1030.  Wrote two V-mail letters: Elsie Brown and Claire Stata; also, a letter 

of good-bye to ATS M.J. Crompton.  Read Salute To a Hero after dinner.  Said good-bye 

to Bebe Daniels at the Stage Door.  Saw a one-hour [long] movie.  Air raid alert tonight, 

about 9:00 PM; heard distant guns.  No bombers came over London.  Read [the] book 

[for] most of [the] evening. 

 

March 16, 1944 
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 Joseph Baggs was the lead bombardier for the 384th Bomb Group on the first Schweinfurt raid.  His 

account of the August 17, 1943, mission appears in Thomas Coffey's Decision Over Schweinfurt and 

Edward Jablonski's Airwar: Tragic Victories.  (Airwar (TV): 180-181; Coffey: 56)  

 



 

Up late.  Finally got all my dry cleaning.  Signed out at USSTAF HQ.  Back mail: 

received four letters from home.  Read only 400 of the 600 pages in the novel, Salute To 

a Hero, by Constance Robertson; had to turn the book into Special Services before 

leaving USSTAF.  While eating supper at the [Grosvenor] House, we had a fifteen-

minute alert; turned out to be only a friendly plane that was lost.  Spent all evening 

packing.  Bath and to bed by 2400.  Cloudy night. 

 

March 17, 1944 

 

Good-Bye, London!  [Hello, Chorley, Lancastershire County!]ß 
 

Up at 0700.  Shave and breakfast.  Said good-bye to J.P. Kozak of South River.  Taxi to 

Euston Station, with luggage; train to Chorley, a five-and-a-half hour ride.  Met other 

chaps on [the] train.  The camp, Washington Hall, [is] very cozy, small and where 

everyone takes life easy, especially us "happy warriors," [the] officers.  Met a lot of my 

classmates, whom I haven't seen [in] over a year: Lt. Robert M. Thomas, Van Bruggen, 

Bill Burke, Freeman [and] McCarthy; also, some Polebrook lads: Benson, my ball turret 

gunner, Tommy Walsh, Songer, Capt. Maze [and] Brittain.  Capt. Maze is my roommate; 

also, the "Big Ass Bird" pilot, Capt. Rooane.  Talked to the fellows all evening.   

 

March 18, 1944 

 

Rooms are the smallest I've seen; while one dresses, the other has to get out of the room 

or remain in bed, that's how small our rooms are.  Oh, well, everything else is okay and 

we can rest all we want.  Roll call at 1330.  All Saturday PM and Sunday, everyone is 

off.  Most of the lads took off to the cities, like Manchester, Liverpool or Southport; too 

lazy to go.  I stayed behind to write a V-mail to home and a letter to Bet.  Played bridge 

for two hours; made out damn good.  Saw a movie, True To Life, in Chorley.  Had a beer 

in an inn first; was all alone.  Walked around town for familiarity's sake.  Home by 2330 

and to bed.  Started to rain. 

 

March 19, 1944 

 

Up at 1000.  Played bridge all day and all evening, even way into the morning, 

0130.  What a day!  Enjoyed the bridge games tremendously.  Nothing at [the] 1330 roll 

call.  Beautiful, pitch-dark night; all the stars were out.  Bed by 2400. 

 

March 20, 1944 

 

Up at 1030.  Played bridge all day; getting to learn this game pretty good.  Saw half of a 

movie on [the] post, titled You Were Never Lovelier, Astaire and Hayworth, a terrible 

picture.  Rita is skinny legged; don't like her at all.  Read a book toward [the] 

evening.  Maze and I shot the breeze all evening.  Found out that my former classmates, 

Woofter, Smith, Quennieville, Burke, Freeman, Thomas, Van Bruggen, Genone and 

Perkins, all completed their tours okay. 



 

March 21, 1944 

 

Cloudy day; light rain in [the] evening.  Up at 1100.  Charlie Maze and I played bridge all 

afternoon, against two others.  Dinner and supper, terrible.  Nothing at roll call.  Finished 

[the] book, the worst I've ever read, so far, Conrad In Quest Of His Youth, by Leonard 

Merrick.
Þ
  Had to censor mail for half an hour.  Maze and I walked to and from Chorley, 

two miles one way.  Saw an old picture, Something To Shout About.  Had a beer in our 

room.  Talked 'til 2400.  Took showers and to bed by 0130. 

 

March 22, 1944 

 

Up at 1100.  Shave.  Capt. Maze and I, dinner together.  Cleaned room.  Roll call at 

1330.  Cloudy, but, still a nice day.  Walked to town in [the] evening.  Saw a good movie, 

Monty Woolly in Holy Matrimony.  Walked home, late.  Swell night. 

 

March 23, 1944 

 

Stand by for everyone; a big shipment is due.  Played poker; lost £3 ($4.45).
ß
  Loafed all 

day.  Saw So Proudly We Hail in Chorley in [the] evening.  Walked to and from town.  In 

[the] afternoon, Songer, Capt. Baird and I cycled for an hour.  Am not on the next list; 

will take off for Peterborough. 

 

March 24, 1944 

 

Got a train from Preston, twelve miles from Chorley, at 5:25 PM.  Train, one hour late; 

missed all [the] connections at Rugby.  Arrived at London at 0230.  Train to 

Peterborough at 0415 AM.  Didn't sleep all night.  Betty's father gave me that novelty 

lighter, Saturday, 3/25. 

 

March 25, 1944 

 

Button Lighter 
 

Arrived in Peterborough at 0615.  Registered at [the] Red Cross Club, and then, [went] 

straight to the Shaws' home.  Betty was sick since Wednesday; laryngitis, sore 

throat.  Slept [for] one hour before dinner.  Polebrook, all afternoon.  Got in three hours 

[and] fifteen minutes [of] flying time.  Doug helped me to get it, indirectly.  He was 

acting squadron CO and has two more missions to do to a total [of] twenty-six.  Bet and I 

saw a movie, Adventures Of Robin Hood. 

 

March 26, 1944 

 

Up at 1100.  Oh, what a beautiful, warm day.  Dinner and supper at Polebrook; chicken 

for supper.  The group went on a three hour mission to Pas de Calais; no losses.38  Tried 
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 A force of over 500 Flying Fortresses and Liberators ventured out for CROSSBOW targets in the Pas de 



to get a .45 pistol, no luck.  One hour [of] flying time; Doug [was] responsible, again; a 

good lad he is, the best.  Betty, Eve, Jack and I went walking in the evening; stopped at a 

pub.  Late supper.  Left the Shaws' at 2400.  Starry night. 

 

March 27, 1944 

 

Another warm and clear day!  With Bet all PM and evening.  Took a long walk into the 

fields.  Tea at her home, then, a movie in the evening in town; saw a damn cheerful 

picture, The Angels Sing.  Late supper at Bet's.  Home, late, American Redxxvi Cross 

Club.  Starry night! 

 

March 28, 1944 

 

Peterborough.  Train to Chorley.  Up at 0615.  On [the] train from 0700 to 1400.  Felt 

very sleepy.  Cloudy day.  Another list of the lads to leave on [the] next shipment; I am 

not on it.  Filled out my pay voucher.  Played bridge all evening.  Received [the] 

February 16 letter from Amelia.  Receivedxxvii Air Mail #67 and V-mail #72 from 

Frank.  Wrote a V-mail to home.  Bed by 0130. 

 

March 29, 1944 

 

Up at 1130.  Slight drizzle in the afternoon; first rain in quite a while, rather, in a 

week!  Roll call at 1400.  Read a book all afternoon and [for] part of [the] evening and 

finished it.  Book [was] titled Beyond Kyber Pass, by Lowell Thomas, published in 1925. 

 

March 30, 1944 

 

Up at 1130.  Dinner.  Read Reader's Digest 'til roll call.  Haircut after dinner.  On 

shipping list!!  Hooray.  Played bridge [for] all [the] rest of [the] PM, 'til 2400.  Starry 

night.  Mail: February 9 air mail, Amelia; a valentine card [from] Padge; V-mails, 

February 13 and 20, Sis Milly. 

 

March 31, 1944 

 

Up at 1130.  Shave.  Dinner, terrible as usual.  1400, roll call.  Outside, pretty chilly 

today.  Mark baggage.  Good-bye letter[s] to Doug and Betty.  Painted my luggage O-

22.  Saw a movie in Chorley, Salute To The Marines, a damn good picture.  Met 

Marjorie!!  Played poker 'til 2400; lost four lbs. 

 

April 1, 1944 

 

Up at 1200.  Maze and I, dinner.  Paid today: $119.10, in good, ole American 

money.  Roll call at 1400.  Should leave tomorrow.  Had to censor mail for two 

                                                                                                                                                                             

Calais and near Cherbourg.  The eighteen planes put up by the 351st Bomb Group attacked a V-1 site at 

Watten, but their bombs fell short of the target.  (351st: 38-39; CC: 301) 

 



hours.  Played poker [for the] rest of [the] day; won at least $50!!  Got my baggage ready 

for tomorrow. 

 

April 2, 1944 

 

Mailed an Easter card to Bet.  Baggage on trucks by 0900.  Security lecture at 1500; also, 

orders to leave England.   Played cards all afternoon; lost $30.  Good-bye to Chorley, 

2200.  On a train by 2300.  Slept very little.  Six-hour train trip to Gourock, 

Scotland.  Ate a box of K-rations on [the] train. 

 

April 3, 1944 

 

[In] Port and In Harbor:  Scotland, Gourock 

 

Slept but a few odd minutes on [the] train.  ETA: 6:00 AM.  Rain, all day, 

dammit!!  Piled us all in a tugboat to our transport, 0800.  Oh, boy, what a swell looking 

boat, [the] New Amsterdam, a Dutch ship, 760 feet long; slept on [the] lower prom39 deck 

with three other officers.  What a breakfast, eggs [and] bacon!  Dinner and supper were 

super.  Slept intermittently.  Played bridge all evening.  Bed by 2300.  Clocks [get set] 

back by one-and-a-half hours. 

 

April 4, 1944 

 

Up at 0800.  Solitary exercise on [the] deck before breakfast, 0830.  Finished reading 

[the] March Reader's Digest.  Lost $27 [in] poker; broke even since winning $60
Þ
 a few 

days back.  Bridge game, all evening.  About seven members of Parliament came on 

board today; also, a detachment of Signal Corps men going home from Ireland.
†
 

 

April 5, 1944 

 

Anchors Up At 1930! 
 

Up at 0730.  No more gambling in [the] lounge when on [the] voyage, only in your 

cabins.  The MPs isolated themselves.  The English servicemen resented their actions; so 

did we.  Left [the] harbor at 1930.  Lifeboat drill; will carry your vest at all times and to 

all places.  Thrilled [by] watching our ship glide smoothly through the water.  Well, we're 

off.  Change clocks to one-and-a-half hours back. 

 

April 6, 1944 

 

Chick Stata's Baby Born 
 

Up at 0800.  0830, breakfast.  Got the GIs this AM; stayed in bed.  Slight headache, not 

seasick; feel okay after dinner.  After twelve hours on [the] water, we passed "Torpedo 
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 Promenade. 

 



Junction," the graveyard of ships crossing the Atlantic, 500 miles outside of 

Ireland.  Clocks [get set] back one-and-a-half hours tonight.  Bed by 2300. 

 

April 7, 1944 

 

Up at 0730.  Walk around [the] deck.  Breakfast, always eggs and bacon; what a 

treat!!  Played bridge all AM.  Lunch, ($3.00).  Won $1 in a bridge game all evening, 

swell fun playing.  Bed, 2300; have a difficult time sleeping soundly. 

 

April 8, 1944 

 

What an experience!  All day in stormy seas.  Felt good; many became 

seasick.  Mountainous waves; enjoyed riding the waves from [the] rear end [stern]ß of 

[the] ship.  Began to read a book, Russia, by Bernard Payes, an English author. 

 

April 9, 1944 

 

Easter 
 

Stormy weather continued.  Attended a nonsectarian Easter service in [the] officers' 

lounge; an English doctor presided.  Rougher than hell all day!  We change course every 

five minutes.40  Read book, Russia.  Walks on [the] deck [for] most of [the] day with 

Capt. Baird. 

 

April 10, 1944 

 

Alert! 
 

Alarm bells sounded at 0530; aircraft proved to be friendly.  Had lifeboat stations drill 

following [the] alert.  Played bridge all AM.  Sun bath, all afternoon.  Lovely day; warm, 

also.  Finished book, Russia. 

 

April 11, 1944 

 

Sunny and warm, all day; were in the Gulf Stream.  Played bridge.  Had to sign security 

papers; no diaries and etc. [are] to be taken with you.  Gun[nery] practice this AM; what 

a racket those .40 mm pom-poms make! 

 

April 12, 1944 

 

Up at 7:00 AM.  Outside on [the] deck all AM, getting a good, wind blown face.  Read a 

book, Guadalcanal, by Richard Treyaskis.  Saw a PBY41 plane, [which] flew around us, 

just to make sure we're friendly. 
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 Unescorted transport ships changed their course frequently to frustrate U-boats on the prowl. 
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 Could be either the Consolidated PBY-5A Catalina or the Consolidated PB2Y-3 Coronado, both of 



 

April 13, 1944 

 

Land ho!  The US at 10:00 AM.  Cold this AM.  Atlantic Highlands were our first 

landmark.  [We are] coming in two days late on account of the storm; sailed around it, 

thus, the delay.  Clear day in NY Harbor.  Everyone [was] on deck as we sailed up the 

Hudson; [the] Statue of Liberty, everything looks swell.  Three-hour boat ride on [the] 

East River to Fort Slokum, thirty miles up.
Þ
  Milk, martinis, American women!!!! 

 

April 14, 1944 

 

Home, Twenty-One Days! 
 

Woke up with a hangover.  Slept but five hours last night; too excited to think!  Bus to 

Camp Upton.  Leave orders in three hours and away we all went.  Bus to NY Penn 

Station.  Telephoned home.  Home by 10:30 PM.  Frank and Irene met me at [the] 

train.  Oh, god, what a year's journey!! 
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 [ease] easy 

ii
 [V-mail] and [two pages] indicated by dashes 

iii
 [to] for 

iv
 [Wrote] and [two-pages] implied by arrows 

v
 [for] @ 

vi
 [South America] SA 

vii
 [Digest] D 

viii
 [Col. Beasley] Col. B 

ix
 [Air Mail] indicated by dashes  

x
 [on] of 

xi
 [Letter] indicated by dashes 

xii
 [An air mail] indicated by dashes 

xiii
 [very] v 

xiv
 [east] E 

xv
 [very good] VG 

xvi
 [Casablanca] Casa 

xvii
 [Casablanca] Casa 

xviii
 [took] take 

xix
 [Wrote…ack-ack noise!] insertd. from the 2/23/44 page, distinguished by: "Also last night." 

xx
 [Betty] B 

xxi
 [Up at…dinner, 2400] prefaced by "February 23:" 

xxii
 [very good] VG 

xxiii
 [Had transportation…after a bath] insertd. from the 2/25/44 page. 

                                                                                                                                                                             

which were naval reconnaissance planes used for anti-submarine patrols.  (Rand McNally: 327) 

 



                                                                                                                                                                             
xxiv

 [Stroke] streak 
xxv

 [flak] flakes 
xxvi

[American Red] AR 
xxvii

 [Received] indicated by dashes 


