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PRESIDENT ’S  MESSAGE

It is my intention to recognize 
an aircrew member who was 
assigned to the 419th BS 70 

years ago (9/2/44 to 12/27/44). 
You may remember S/SGT Eugene 
O’Leary who flew as a waist gunner 
for 13 missions. The squadron 
policy was to split new crews to 
fly with seasoned crews to gain 
experience and confidence you 
and I could have flown with gene 
during this period. The routine was 
to check the battle order daily to 
see if you were scheduled to fly 
in the morning and with whom. 
On 26 Dec. Gene saw that he 
was scheduled to fly what was 
to be his 13th and last mission. 
He was severely wounded over 
Linz, Austria, losing his left forearm 
and a gash in his thigh. For his 
extraordinary heroism he was 
awarded the Distinguished Service 
Cross. Gene was the only member 
of the 301st BG to be awarded the 
DSC, which is one level below the 
Medal of Honor.
Twenty years ago I met Gene 
and his wife Mary at the 301BG/
BW Reunion in St Louis. I was 
co-chairman with Rheine Schulz 
(who died 9/26/13). Gene gave 
me a copy of his book “As I 
Remember It.” Included was the 
story of his whole military career. 
I have reread the book several 
times and stored it in my library.

On 8/14/14 I received a letter from 
Gene’s widow with a note reading 
“I found this among Gene’s papers 
and thought you might like it.” Gene 
was 88 when he died, and was a 
Life Member of our organization. I 
asked Mary’s permission to publish 
Gene’s Citation and letter in The 
Raven. Her response was, “Frank, 

he would be more than pleased to 
have the word spread as he wrote 
it. Many thanks and I look forward 
to seeing it in print.”   
I hope that this story fills the gaps 
for Gene's friends and encourages 
others to submit their stories for  
The Raven.   

– FRANK FINKLANG



Air Strike at Linz, Austria

December 27, 1944

  It’s about 7 p.m. on December 
26,1944. Darkness has overshadowed 
the countryside. A few of the airmen 
were already milling around outside 
the operations hut, as they waited for 
the rest of the concerned members 
to join them. This was the ritual all 
eligible airmen had to endure while 
they awaited the battle orders for the 
next day. We all had flashlights so we 
could read the assigned crews roster 
and time of being aroused from our 
army cot beds.

 Prior to heading up to the 
operations hut, there was quite a bit of 
nervousness and anxiety building up 
as to whether or not our names would 
be there. We never flew with regular 
crewmembers, so we usually never 
knew whom our flight comrades were. 
Having read the bad or good news, 
everyone returned to their tent and 
tried to get some rest. At this point in 
time, we never knew where or what the 
target was.

 On December 2, 1944 my original 
waist gunner Ivan Hughes was on 
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SECRETARY ’S  MESSAGE

Gentlemen and Families of the 301st:

 Greetings to the members and descendants of the “The 
Greatest Generation” who put their lives on the line during World 
War II and the Korean War. We are all older and have fought the 
good fight. While the majority of our members have taken their 
last flight, we still have a representative group of survivors in our 
midst. Welcome to all of our remaining members. 

 As most of you remember, General Horace M. Wade and his 
wife Chris Wade have taken their last flight and have left a legacy 
of the balance of their donated funds to provide Educational 
Funds for children and grandchildren of members of the 301st 
Bomb Group/Wing. At the present time we are setting up this 
separate fund and investing these funds in the same securities 
the Board of Directors outlined many years ago at San Antonio, 
Texas during that meeting. The investments have been well 
selected and have made money in a very difficult market. The 
thoughts of the Executive Committee are that those decisions 
were made by some intelligent and thoughtful men and should 
not be disturbed.

 At this time we are going to start off with one scholarship 
per year of $5,000.00 or two scholarships of $2,500.00 per year. 
If the investments continue to work out as our old ones, these 
amounts may increase and perhaps the number of scholarships 
would increase. A separate letter is being prepared for the 
membership and will be mailed sometime during the month of 
June including an explanation of availability, an application, and 
other defining information for the general membership. 

– THOMAS T. SLAUGHTER, JR.

The Raven is published by the 301st Bomb Group/Wings Association, a non-profit organization dedicated 
to the fellowship of its members. Contributions are tax deductible. Address all correspondence to: 301st 

Bomb Group/Wing Association, 2800 Youree Drive, Suite 364, Shreveport, LA 71104
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SECRETARY .............................................................................................................................................. Tom Slaughter 
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another plane. It was shot up badly, 
and had several wounded on board. 
A German Me 109 fighter was seen 
escorting it down. The surviving 
flyers became prisoners of war. Also 
in December 1944, the plane my 
navigator, radio operator, ball gunner, 
and tail gunner were on an out going 
flight over the Adriatic ocean when the 
ship developed engine troubles. Fuel 
lines broke, and gas splashed all over 
the B-17. The plane caught fire and 
all but the pilot and co-pilot got out. 
However, word was, that the radio 
man, John Neglich, didn’t slip his chute 
when he hit the water and he broke his 
back and drowned, although he was 
picked up; the navigator, LT Grant, 
drowned, and was lost in the heavy 
seas. A British corvette that patrolled 
the area picked up the ball gunner, 
Robert Noel, after an hour or so. The 
corvette also rescued tail gunner Jay D. 
Grigg. It was reported that the waves 
at that time were about 10 feet high 
and the water was extremely cold. The 
engineer on this trip was a retread 
from England he bailed out and was 
also picked up. The two waist gunners 
were new. I was originally scheduled to 
fly this one, but the flight surgeon had 
grounded me due to nosebleeds on a 
previous flight. One waist gunner had 
only one mission completed and the 
other was on his first flight. I heard they 
bailed out, but never could be found. 
The pilot and co-pilot tried to jockey 
the plane to a small island named Vis, 
which was used for emergencies, but 
the fiery plane crashed, and they both 
perished.

 The pilot had only one more flight 

to make and he would have finished 
up his tour of duty. The Adriatic ocean 
had taken its toll again.

 One can never even begin to 
imagine the silence that enveloped the 
entire 419th bomb squadron. Every 
single man felt the loss as being his 
own. Me, I was devastated, as it was 
most of my original crewmembers and 
two new replacement waist gunners. 
Usually, they have one experienced 
gunner fly with a new man, to bolster 

his spirits and help him along. We 
received updated information by area 
loud speakers from headquarters. 
The B-17 plane mechanics were 
extremely saddened and very upset, 
hoping the tragedy was not related 
to their caretaking. These mechanics 
did wonders with what they had 
to work with. They were always 
extremely conscientious. A missing or 
shot up plane and crew was never 
taken lightly. We, at the base, waited 
hours for definitive information as 
to what plane was lost, how many 
survivors there were and any known 
cause. The survivors had been taken 
to the main headquarters in Foggia, 
Italy, for debriefing. Two days later, 
my tail and ball gunner strolled into 
our tent, unannounced, like nothing 

happened. The sudden appearance of 
these two almost stopped my heart! Up 
to this point I had been saddened, not 
knowing what toll this incident may 
have taken on their emotional being. 
I can’t express my happiness at that 
time. They had been offered R&R on 
the Isle of Capri. They refused, because 
they knew that I was due for my R&R 
after a trip or two, so they wanted to 
wait for me to go with them. Were 
these two friends, or what?!

 On December 25, 1944 -- 
Christmas Day -- I had been on a 
single plane raid, a combat harassing 
flight. I don’t remember where I went, 
but it was six or seven hours long. 
This type of raid is made by one plane 
each from several units and air groups 
in the command. These are supposed 
to be well coordinated, to avoid each 
other’s area of assignment. We flew this 
type of assignment at night or when 
regular combat units were grounded 
due to bad weather. On this flight, my 
pilot was a LTC from the main base 
at Foggia and we were flying through 
very dense cloud and fog. The ends 
of the plane’s wings could not be seen 
most of the time. Somewhere over 
nowhere, I spotted a plane coming at 
us through the fog, almost on the same 
level with us, coming from our five 
o’clock, heading to our eleven o’clock. 
I radioed the pilot of our situation, 
and I was positive we were going to be 
crashed into. I just knew this was the 
end of me. When the mystery B-17 
crossed over us, his prop wash rocked 
our plane. My pilot was so mad, that I 
would never want to be around when 
he got back to his headquarters! He 
wanted to know who and what that 
plane was doing in our area. It was an 
extremely frightening experience.

 Two days later, here I go again; 
my name again appeared on the battle 
orders for December 27th. I found 
out the day before; now, I only had 
to get my head on straight, and try to 
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get some rest, because I knew at about 
3:30 am or so, the area loudspeakers 
would blast out to rouse all flying 
crews to ready themselves for the day’s 
duty. This included actually waking 
up, dressing in all the basic clothing 
you could get on comfortably, getting 
to the breakfast tent, which was across 
the compound (if you felt like eating), 
getting up to the operations hut to 
meet the other crew members, and also 
waiting for the jeep to take us to the 
information Quonset building, which 
was quite a distance down the road. 
After the briefing, we had to get our 
oxygen masks and parachutes, which 
were stored in a locker type shed.

 This information hut contained 
about two to three hundred officers 
and enlisted men. We sat on small, 
metal seats, in a room of cigarette 
smoke, expelled by just about every 
man in the place.

 Tensions were very high as we 
awaited the arrival of the operations 
officers, who were bring us the dreaded 
news of the day’s raid. There were 
reps to explain combat area weather 
conditions, the light and heavy flak 
areas along the way, what to expect of 
possible enemy fighters and take off 
time, etc. Now the big one! Hidden 
all this time, under a draped cloth 
on the stage, was a very large map 
of our route, to and from our target. 
As the information officer somewhat 
reluctantly turns to this frightening 
exposed map, an audible gasp fills the 
hut. On the map are indications of 
what can be expected on this particular 
mission. Along the route, the map 
shows black spots from the size of a 

dime, to the size of a saucer. These black 
spots disclosed the presence and size of 
flak areas. The speaker announces, 
with a direct and commanding voice, 
the target for this day: Linz, Austria. 
This target is a good four and one 
half hours, one way. Along the route, 
there were indications of flak areas to 
watch for. With all these nerve racking 
conditions presenting themselves, it 
looked like it was going to be a bad 
trip.

  
  
  
  
 

 So, the mission began. From what 
I could gather from listening over 
the intercom, a B-24 bombing group 
was to bomb the target at 12:00, 
and rally off to the left. We were 
to bomb at 12:15, and rally off to 
the right. The air temperature at that 
time was -52 degrees. The other waist 
gunner was also acting as a bomb fall 
photographer. He had left the waist 
position and took up position in the 
radio room, where the special floor 
camera was. I was alone at the left 
waist gun position. The formation was 
alerted, since fighters were spotted. 
One in particular was a German 
JU-88. It stayed out of firing range, 
and was evidently radioing the ground 
anti-aircraft guns of our altitude, so 
they could set their charges to go off at 
our altitude. This they did effectively. 

The sky was cluttered with black and 
white puffs of smoke from the bursting 
shells. While there is heavy flak, the 
fighters, for their own safety, wait for 
a lull before they attack. All this time 
I was carrying out my assigned duty 
of ejecting packets of aluminum tinsel 
strips, which split open as they fell to 
earth. This process was a method to 
foul ground radar waves to interrupt 
their altitude readings. The flak was 
exceptionally heavy, and the plane was 
rocking pretty good; the shrapnel was 
like a rainstorm.

 We were in a group of 100 planes 
or more. We came in on the bomb run 
through the thick black smoke of the 
flak bursts. Our lead pilot aborted the 
run as we approached the initial point. 
I understood that the B-24 flight was 
late on their target and were scattered, 
and were trying to rally off to the right, 
where we were to go. We were catching 
hell at this time, and the aborted run 
took us off the target. The flight had 
to turn out about five miles where we 
made our turn and reformed. All this 
time we were getting peppered with 88 
and 105 ack-ack. As we made the turn 
around and started the second run, I 
figured it was time to halt the ejecting 
of the tinsel packets; the supply was 
just about gone. I had my right knee 
in the ammo basket under the machine 
gun as I reached out to grab the last 
packet from the box. I pulled my left 
leg in toward me, then—BAM! At the 
same instant I felt a searing, burning 
sensation in my left thigh, and my left 
arm had jerked and twisted in the air. I 
was hit—now what? 

 We were just coming off the bomb 
run when I radioed in that I was 
hit, and hit bad. Now I find a cable 
lying in front of me. I radioed the 
engineer, to let him know about the 
break, so he could bring back the 
turnbuckles, which were located on 
the radio room door. We would use the 
turnbuckles to repair the broken cable, 
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Franks
 The Franks family respectfully 
announces the passing of its patriarch 
and long time resident of Okfuskee 
County, John Franks.

 After high school, at the age of 
17, he enlisted in the Army Air Force. 
In 1944 he attended basic gunnery 
school in Las Vegas, Nevada. John was 
assigned to the 301st BG, 352nd SQ, 
15th AF as a tail gunner. On February 
13th, 1945, he was struck by enemy 
fire in his B-17 (Flying Fortress) over 
Austria. He convalesced in Italy, losing 
the use of his left arm. John was a staff 
Sergeant and Purple Heart recipient.

 John passed through this life on 
January 5, 2014 in Bella Vista, arkansas 
while being held by his loving wife and 
surrounded by family. He served God, 
Family and Country.

Jordan
 Your paper, The Raven, which 
is dated May 2014, arrived two days 
ago, which my husband, Clarence A. 
Jordan, Jr., always enjoyed reading. 
I have to tell you he died on January 
23, 2014. I’m sorry I am so late telling 
you this, but I have been very upset 
over his death, as we had 65 years  
of happy marriage, and I miss him very 
much. He would have been 90 on July 
5th.

Anna Jordan 
Sewell, NJ

Marias
 It is with sadness that I report to 
you that my father, John C. Marias, 
went to his eternal reward in heaven 
on March 20, 2015. Dad was a tail 
gunner on a Flying Fortress B17, 
15th Air Force, based out of Foggia, 

Italy. He was honorably discharged on 
October28, 1945. For your reference I 
am attaching his obituary. Please send 
any further magazines that he may be 
entitled to my address listed above.

Daniel J. Marias
Saint John, IN

Schiller
 My father, Walter F. Schiller, 
passed away on August 19, 2012. He 
was proud to serve in the 301st during 
WWII. Please remove his name from 
your mailing list.

Janice Loehr 
Houston, TX

Spangler
 I am writing to inform you that my 
husband, Elson B. Spangler passed away 
on December 30, 2013 at his home in 
Bloomfield Hills, Michigan. He was 
89 years old. He was in the 353rd SQ, 
301st BG as a bombardier. He flew 
24 missions between 1943-1945 and 
received many citations, including a 
Distinguished Flying Cross and an 
Air Medal. He received his Bachelor 
of Science degree from Michigan State 
University in mechanical engineering, 
and a Master of Science degree from 
Wayne state University. He was married 
to his wife, Helen, for 64 years, and 
they had three children. He wrote a 
well-received book, An American Flyer, 
which is in the Library of Congress and 
various public libraries. He attended 
many of the 301st reunions, and he is 
sorely missed.

Helen P. Spangler 
Bloomfield Hills, MI

Stanley
 It is with great sadness that I am 
informing you of the loss of my father; 
Sr. MSGT Thomas M. Stanley. My 
father passed away February 8, 2014. 
He was born November 10, 1916. 
He was with the 301st BG for many 
years and served respectfully in WWII, 
Korea, and Viet Nam. He was 97 years 
old, and had enjoyed a long life. Some 
of his fondest memories were of the 
reunions, and enjoying the company 
of his fellow patriots. I will miss him. 
Thank you, and may God bless you all.

Susan Stanley Heina 
Dover, TN

Welker
I received your May 2014 Newsletter 
for my dad, Howard E. Welker. I am 
sorry to say that he died at the age of 94 
on October 28,2013, and was buried in 
Shelby, Montana, in the VA section of 
the cemetery. He always talked about 
his time in North Africa and the sorties 
he participated in and was very proud 
of his service. His graveside service was 
incredible. Ray Zell, 96 years of age, 
was the bugler at the funeral, which 
was an honor. The entire honor guard 
did a great job.

My father encouraged me to join the 
military, and I became an Army Officer 
after college. I was on active duty for 3 
years and spent the rest of my career in 
the reserves. For several years I was part 
of the 301st CA Group which he and I 
used to talk about.

Please cancel his newsletter. Thanks for 
keeping in touch with him all of these 
years as it meant a lot to him.

Judy Welker 
Shelby, MT

Mail Call
LAST FLIGHTS
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Burgess
A Funeral Mass will be held for Lt. 
Colonel Raymond U. Burgess, Jr, 
USAF, Retired at 2:00 p.m. on Friday 
May 1, 2015 at St. Jude Catholic 
Church. Interment will follow at Hill 
Crest Memorial Park. The family will 
receive friends for visitation at 1:00 
p.m. at St. Jude. One of the last great 
men of his generation, Ray passed 
away early on the morning of April 
23, 2015. Ray was born June 1, 1920 
in Washington D.C, and grew up in 
Bethesda, Maryland. Living close to 
a Country Club, he became a golf 
caddie as a teenager, which began his 
lifelong love of golf. He continued 
playing well into his mid-80's. From 
the first time his Dad took him up 
in an old biplane in the early 1930's, 
Ray was hooked on flying.

He grew up to fly airplanes in World 
War II with the Army Air Corps, 
which later became the Air Force. He 
was a B~17 Bomber pilot assigned 
a special mission on the first B-17 
Ferret crew, serving in North Africa 
from 1943-44 and, later in Italy. Ray 
flew 50 missions in these specially 
equipped B-17s, intended to detect, 
analyze and jam enemy radar stations.

After the war, he met his future wife, 
Sylvia, at a USA Dance in Alexandria, 
LA. They married in 1945 and 
just celebrated their 70th wedding 
anniversary. He got called up from 
the Reserves during the Korean War 
and afterwards made a career in 
the Air Force as a pilot assigned to 
Strategic Air Command (SAC) units 
from his recall until retiring in 1969. 
Ray flew many types of aircraft in 
his SAC career including the B-29, 
KB-29, KC-97, B-47 and B-52. He 
was stationed at Barksdale AFB from 
1954-1964 and lived in Bossier City 
during that time. In 1969, he retired 
and moved back to Bossier City 
permanently.

During his years of retirement, Ray 
was an active volunteer at local schools 
and in little league (at Barksdale) 
while his last son, Brian, was still in 
the public schools. He later became 
an active (Lifetime) member of the 
Bossier City Lion's Club and served 
the veteran community in many 
ways including as a member of the 
Daedalians and as past chairman 
of the Retired Military Council at 
Barksdale. He was a faithful member 
of St. Jude Catholic Church with his 
wife Sylvia and son Brian.

He was preceded in death by his son 
Bruce W. Burgess; parents, Raymond 
and Marietta Burgess; and his sister, 
Shirley Wells. He is survived by his 
wife of 70 years, Sylvia; daughter 
and son-in-law, Linda and Albert 
Wingate, son and daughter-in-law, 
Raymond and Shefa Burgess, son 
Brian Burgess and Molly C. Burgess 
(Bruce's surviving spouse). He is also 
survived by his loving grandchildren 
Erik Wingate, Aaron Burgess, 
Christine Jensen, Matthew Burgess, 
Rachel Douglas, Lyra Graf, Kristen 
Hirst and 7 great-grandchildren.

The family would like to thank 
Dr. Allen Cox and the staff at 
Louisiana Family Practice and also 
the wonderful team at Southern 
Care Hospice, especially Lisa and 
Jackie along with Twanna who took 
such wonderful care of Ray these last 
several months. In lieu of flowers, 
memorial contributions may be 
made to the St. Jude Catholic Church 
Building Fund, 4700 Palmetto Road, 
Benton, LA,71006.

PLEASE SEND YOUR LETTERS TO:
301st Bomb Group/Wing Association,  

2800 Youree Drive, Suite 364 
Shreveport, LA 71104

 All letters become the property of the 301st Bomb Group/ Wings Association archives, and 
may be edited for length, grammar and spelling before being printed in The Raven.  
 It would be helpful if you print your name and address (or stick an address label) below your 
signature, in case your letter gets separated from its envelope. Photos and other documents are 
welcome, but if you want them returned, please include a stamped, self-addressed envelope. Also, 
be sure to provide photo captions and label all items with your name, address and phone number. 
Thank you!



7

Dear Chairman of MOAA's Scholarship Fund Board of Directors,

Hello, my name is Melissa Rogers. I am the recipient of the 3018t 
Bomb Group/Wings Association grant under the MOAA Designated 
Scholar Program. Thank you very much for donating your money to 
this scholarship and choosing me as the recipient; I greatly appreciate 
it. I am a senior in college this year. I attend Bay Path College in 
Longmeadow, MA. It is a nice school with a wonderful academic 
program. I am almost twenty-two years old and am attending college 
for my bachelor's and master's in Occupational Therapy (OT).

I have many different interests but the most important one to me 
is my horse. I have been riding since I was nine years old and I 
have owned my own horse since I was thirteen. She is an absolute 
blessing and has taught me so much in my life. Training my horse at such a young age taught me a 
lot about myself, such as learning patience and nonverbal communication. It was a huge test of my 
character because of how young and inexperienced my horse and I were at the time. I am prepared 
for my career working as an occupational therapist because of the patience, understanding, and 
communication skills I learned from my horse.

Another interest of mine is working with children with disabilities. I started working in a preschool 
when I was sixteen and we had quite a few children with Autism who no one else really understood, 
but they instantly bonded with me. My niece has a sensory integration disorder and I watched how 
OT helped her improve and I decided that it was what I wanted to do with my life. I have observed 
OT and it is incredibly rewarding. I am very excited to get my degree and start practicing so I can 
help to change the lives of these amazing children. I have witnessed the lives of so many people 
be completely changed thanks to different areas of therapy. I am incredibly blessed to be given 
the gifts of patience and understanding to work with these people and help make their lives better.

I also hope to work as a certified Hippotherapist, which is a type of therapy that involves using the 
horse's movements to assist in the client's regular therapy, which may include, speech, physical, 
and occupational therapies. · Also, I hope to work with wounded soldiers and veterans. I love the 
military and greatly respect everyone who serves, including my father (Coast Guard Retired) and 
grandfather (Air Force Retired.) It would be an honor for me to get to work with individuals keeping 
America safe in order to assist their return to doing what they love.

This year I have begun more academic classes associated with OT. We have begun working on 
graduate work because I am enrolled in a five-year program. It is very interesting to learn about 
all of the different areas of work that I will soon be qualified for. I still plan to work in the pediatric 
setting to begin and hopefully Hippotherapy. But I have learned that I really want to be working with 
wounded soldiers too. I am very excited to begin focusing more on classes relating to my major 
and cannot wait to see what this next year has in store for me.

Thank you again for your support and donation. It is truly an honor to be selected by you. You are 
honorable people and I thank you for serving our country and doing everything you do for us. I owe 
my freedom in the U.S.A. to you all. Thank you.

Sincerely, 

Melissa Rogers

MOAA Scholarship Fund
Thank You Letter from Melissa A. Rogers

The following students 
were also awarded loans  

and grants:

Alaina N. McDonnell

Ashley N. Sclafani

Karly M. Danos

James W. A. Johnson
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 Albert Goering was the brother of infamous 
Nazi leader Hermann Goering, the man who 
famously vowed to destroy the RAF. Unlike his 
older brother, Albert was not a Nazi and often risked 
his life to save those the Nazis hated. He moved 
to Austria after the Nazis rose to power and often 
spoke out against the Nazi party, but when Austria 
was annexed by Germany in 1938, Hermann kept 
the Gestapo away from Albert. When the Nazis 
marched into Vienna, Albert rushed to distribute 
exit visas to Jewish residents and even went head-
to-head with Nazis who were forcing elderly Jewish 
people to do degrading things, such as washing the 
street. Albert managed to save hundreds of Jews 
as well as political dissidents during the war. He 
persuaded his brother to order the release of many 
prisoners of concentration camps, claiming they 
were “good Jews.” He was arrested on a number 
of occasions, but each time, his family connections 
ensured his freedom, even when a warrant for his 
death was issued in 1944. Albert ran a Skoda 
factory in Czechoslovakia, whose employees were 
very grateful to him for how he treated them, even 
allowing passive resistance among the workforce. 
When two Nazi officers gave him the Nazi salute 
while he was stationed in Bucharest, Romania, he 
invited them to “kiss [his] ass.” Ironically, Albert 
was imprisoned for two years after the war due 
to his association with his older brother. When he 
was released, he found himself unemployable. He 
died penniless, but he was looked after by those 
he had helped during the war. Only recently has he 
received recognition for his bravery.

Hermann Goering’s  
Anti-Nazi Brother

Found at: http://listverse.com/2014/05/11/10-
amazing-untold-stories-from-world-war-ii/

Seventy summers ago, bomber crews climbed into 
a pair of B-29 Superfortresses to unleash the most 
fearsome weapons in the history of warfare upon 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki.
The atomic 
bombs they 
dropped on Japan 
hastened the end 
of World War II.
What were those 
flights like?  You 
can put yourself 
in the place of 
those airmen on Tuesday and Wednesday, June 2-3, 
2015, when the world’s only flying Superfortress visits 
Morristown Airport.
Weather permitting, the B-29, nicknamed FIFI, will 
be available for public tours and flights from 2 pm to 
5 pm on Tuesday and from 9 am to 5 pm Wednesday.  
A B-24 Liberator bomber, Diamond Lil, and a 
C-45 Expeditor cargo plane, Bucket of Bolts, also 
can be explored.  Monday’s scheduled arrivals were 
postponed by bad weather.
FIFI, the world’s only flying B-29 Superfortress, is 
scheduled to visit Morristown. Photo courtesy of the 
Commemorative Air Force.
The planes are operated by the Commemorative 
Air Force,  a nonprofit dedicated to preserving the 
aviation history of WWII. Some 12,000 volunteers 
maintain a fleet of 160 aircraft in 23 states.
Tours of the bombers are $10 per person, $5 for 
children age 10-17. Children under age 10 are free. 
Rides on the planes can be booked on the B-29 
starting at $595; a seat on the B-24 costs $395, and 
rides on the C-45 start at $75. Call (432) 413-4100 
for more.
Morristown Airport is at 8 Airport Road in Hanover.

WWII ‘Superfortress’ bomber 
flying to Morristown Airport

by Kevin Coughlin

Article courtesy of morristowngreen.com
(http://morristowngreen.com/2015/06/01/wwii-superfortress- 
bomber-flying-to-morristown-airport-june-2-weather-permitting/)
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 Warren was a close friend. Our friendship 
went back to the summer days of 1940; I had just 
finished my first year of High School, and Warren 
his second. Summer jobs for boys under 18 were 
scarce that year, and! so we met on the basketball 
courts of Bret Harte Jr. High School, Oakland, 
California. 

 We passed that summer, and the next, playing 
half court basketball, two vs. two, or three vs. 
three, depending on how many players showed. 
Warren was a regular, my constant companion on 
the court. Those pleasant days wore on, but ended 
in the summer of 1942 when we found our first 
jobs: I was a bag boy for Hagstrom’s Food Stores. 
In December that year Warren was drafted, and 
we lost touch. I enlisted in the Army Air Corps in 
May 1943. That year and the next I went through 
Basic Training, Gunnery and Navigation School, 
and finally Transition Training at McDill Field. 

 We left for the European Theatre late in 1944, 
and on 2 December joined the 301st Group, 353rd 
Squadron at Lucerna Field, about 5 miles from 
Foggia, Italy. I recall as I settled into my snow-
covered tent, pitched in the ancient olive groves, 
that I was acutely aware of the distance from home 
and family. 

 Early one pre-dawn morning in January, as 
I was leaving the large Quonset Hut where our 
briefings were held, I came face to face with 
Warren. I believe his shock at this chance re-union 
was exceeded only by my own. Warren was a ball 
turret gunner in the 32nd Squadron. 

 We met again at a number of the early morning 
briefings when our mission assignments coincided, 
and we were happy to renew, in that far away 
place, our friendship. It was in late April 1945 that 
I realized I hadn’t seen Warren for a week or so. 
When I asked after him, the Duty Sergeant located 
a Missing Air Crew Report: Howard Bower’s Crew, 
which included Warren, was lost 20 April 1945, hit 
by anti aircraft fire while bombing the marshaling 

yards at Vipetano. I also flew that mission, but had 
not seen Warren at the briefing that morning. I was 
stunned by the news, but hopeful. The Red Cross 
reported that the crew had survived, and Warren 
was in a POW Camp near Munich. 

 May 8 1945, VE Day, ended all hostile operations 
for the 301st. There was little flying activity other 
than supply flights to British troops at Udine just 
north of Venice. The inactivity was a strange 
adjustment, after so many months of tension 
and danger. The idle time caused anxiety and 
worry about future assignments. For me, the days 
passed slowly. One of those dull days, as I lounged 
outside my tent with my crew, the air was quite 
suddenly filled with the blaring of horns - an oddly 
unfamiliar honking 
noise. We jumped 
to our feet and saw 
that two German 
jeeps (Volkswagen) 
had pulled in and 
stopped, and all 
the enlisted men of 
Harry Bowers’ crew 
rushed to greet 
fellow gunners. 
Having been 
liberated by the 
Third Army, they 
c o m m a n d e e re d 
the two jeeps, and 
drove nearly 500 
miles to Lucerna for a brief reunion with the 32nd 
Squadron. I was thrilled, but unable to meet with 
him that day. 

 The next day they were transferred to the Fifth 
Bomb Wing Headquarters in Bari, as required by 
POW regulations. We never met again, and I regret 
that. Warren was awarded a DFC and I am proud 
for him. He faced risk with great courage; he was 
that kind of guy.

WARREN CLAIRE MORGAN: A War Story
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Current Permanent Address: ____________________________________________________________________________
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Home Telephone Number (_______) _____________________ Cell Phone Number (______) ________________________
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The new directory will be mailed to all members free of charge, so, be careful to fill out your 
complete information and return it to the Secretary at the address below:

Tom Slaughter, Secretary  
301st Bomb Group/Wing Veterans Association 
2800 Youree Drive, Suite 364 
Shreveport, Louisiana 71104

Membership Directory Information Requested!
Please fill out the information below and return to the Secretary!

which controlled something at the tail 
of the plane. Evidently the plane took 
a beating; it had an engine shot out, 
and a second engine in trouble. We 
were now at about 23 or 24,000 feet. 
The engineer came back and hooked 
his oxygen into the other gun position, 
and we managed to connect the two 
cable ends together. We opened my 
harness medical packet and he got out 
the tourniquet strap and morphine 
vial. This was all done while wearing 
clumsy leather gloves.

 The engineer did what was 
necessary, and returned to the cockpit 
to see what else was going on. I stayed 
kneeling with one knee in the ammo 
basket. In the back of my clouded 
mind, I was thinking about that JU-88, 
and wondering if it was still sitting out 
there, and that if it was there, others 
had to be somewhere around. I was 
weak and blurry eyed, but I thought 
to myself, “If I’m going to die, I’m not 
going to die sitting on my ass,” so I 
inched my way up and hung on to my 
machine gun until we were out of the 
immediate area. I guess the morphine 
and shock had kicked in pretty good. 
When we got out of that dangerous 
area, I collapsed to the floor and I was 
stretched out on the narrow plywood 
walk strip. I became concerned as to 
what my family was going to think, 
and how I was going to cope with 
one arm. Initially, I thought my thigh 
was going to be a serious problem, 

but I guess I had pulled my leg back 
at the right time. I only ended up with 
a temporary 12-inch scar on it. I knew 
at this time that my arm was smashed 
out of existence. It had all happened 
very quickly, and it was possible that 
the cold had helped freeze the wounds.

 I was able to sta conscious all the 
way back to base, and I continued to 
give the oxygen check every 15 minutes. 
This procedure is done on every flight 
when we are on oxygen. This ensures 
all on board are receiving support and 
their equipment is working properly 
while over 10,000ft in altitude. I guess 
the trip back to the base was a little 
over four hours long; I don’t know the 
actual time. I was put in an ambulance 
with three other wounded men from 
this flight. The base surgeon checked 
us out, and the ambulance took off to 
the hospital in Foggia, Italy.

AS I
REMEMBER

IT
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 4
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