By Lt. John H. Namle

u. S. ARMY

AIR FORCES

O'{ a long time we had been anxious to
get a kick at the shin of the Italian boot.
From our secret airfield in French North
Africa our B-17 Group had bombed targets
in Tunis, Sardinia and Sicily, but we had
been looking forward to our first visit to
Italy as a memorable landmark in the Mediterranean campaign.
Awakened
at seven o'clock on a Sunday
morning,
we were told to eat breakfast
quickly as there was an early briefing.
For
breakfast we had pancakes, fresh eggs, cereal and coffee. We then piled into trucks
for the ride to the old granary which had
been taken over as the Group's headquarters.
We knew that the planes had been loaded
with fragmentation
bombs so speculation
ran high as to whether the target was an
airdrome or a troop concentration.
The intelligence
officer in charge of the
briefing stepped on the platform and picked
up the pointer.
Somewhere in the room a
news cameraman's
photo bulb flashed.
"The target for today is the Capodichino
Airdrome
s eve r a I miles Northeast
of
Naples
This was it-the
target we had been waiting for. The briefing officer went on:
"
flying over Capri ...
Mount Vesuvius ... "
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was little sound in the room while
the target information,
the amount and positiou of anti-aircraft batteries, and the number of enemy fighters we would probably
encounter
were revealed.
The navigators
checked on routes. The weather man gave
his report on the weather out, the weather
to be expected over the target and on our
return trip. We synchronized
our watches.
The briefing was over.
After we had drawn our maps, trucks
drove us out to the dispersal area where our
planes were warmed up and ready to take
off. Since it was to be a long mission the
mess hall had sent out a box of food for
each crew and a candy bar for each man.
At 8:45 we took off, circling the field
several times while other groups joined us,
making a total of about a hundred planes.
The sky seemed full of grey B-17s. Then
the swarm of planes assembled in formation
and headed toward the coast.
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Captain
L. V. Casey was the pilot of
"The Gremlin."
1 was co-pilot and we were
to fly on the squadron
commander's
left
wing.
The sky was clear although there was a
slight ground haze. We passed over the
north coast of Africa at about IJ,500 feet.
Directly below was a small fishing village
clustered at the foot of a mountain.
The
Mediterranean
was calm, clear, and the most
remarkable blue I have ever seen. Near the
coast, it was easy to distinguish the shallow
water covering the reefs and bars.
Once clear of the land we tested our
guns. The sharp rat-a-tat-tat of the practice
shells sang out above the noise of the motors. Soon the steady drone of the engines
became ,1 part of the silence and we were
unconscious
of it. The bright sun was reflected on the metal of the planes.
The monotony
of our crossing
was
broken by chatter on the interphone,
Spam
sandwiches, and Casey and r spelling each
other at the wheel. Ou I' cou rse was directly
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Naples

harbor.

between Sicily and Sardinia. Although
we
were flying at only 1,000 feet the haze almost hid Sardirtta and we couldn't see Sicily
at all. Clouds far off in the distance marked
the coast of Italy. At a signal from our
group leader we started to climb.
We went on oxygen at 10,000 feet. At
20,000 we were well in sight of the coast.
Below us was the Isle of Capri, a barren,
rocky island with several small white villages perched on the shore. A thin spiral of
smoke drifted up through the clouds. This
was Vesuvius.
As we passed over the coast of Italy, we
were at about 25,000 feet. In clear view
below were small, neat Italian farms, then
the city of Naples, the airdrome, and even
the insane asylum we had been warned not
to hit. Approaching
the target, we stayed
about 25,000 feet for a minute or two and
then dived down a few hundred feet, turning towards
the target and opening
the
bomb bay doors at the same time. We were
on our bombing run.
The engines were purring smoothly. Casey
was flying and I had nothing to do but look
around and watch the excitement.
Off to
the left, I could see the other groups dropping their 500-pounders
on the docks and
railroad yards. Clouds of smoke rose from
the explosions.
The other groups were attracting quite a bit of inaccurate flak, hundreds of large black bursts.
Then I could see bomb clusters from the
other two planes of our element start to
drop. That meant that our bombs would he
dropping
too.
(Continued on Page 32)
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John Dougherty.
LIEUTENANT:
Curtis ].
Holdridge.
TECHNICAL
SERGEANTS:
Stanley C.
Jackola, Fred S. Secrest. STAFF SERGEANT: Douglas H. Logan,
Lloyd D. Whipp.
SERGEANT:
John J. Witfley.
MAJOR:

SOLDIER'S

MEDAL

Lee R. Embree.
STAFF
Moses B. Tate. SERGEANTS:
Norman
L. Johnson,
Gcorg« ]. Manger,
Jidward
L.
Schmidt.
CORPORALS:
Joseph
H. Hanl'jcek,
Luther O'Neal.
PRIVATE
FIRST CLASS: Leon A.
Thomas.
TECHNICAL
SERGEANT:

SERGEANT:
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Hubert R. Harmon.
COLONELS:
William C. Bentley, John K. Gcrhcart, Arthur W.
Gross, Benjamin S. Kelsey, A. ]. Kerwin Malone,
Elliott Roosevelt.
LIEUTENANT
COLONELS:
William Basye, Elwin H. Eddy, Cass S. Hough, Herbert Morgan, Jr., Donald N. Wackitz.
MAJORS:
Owen G. Birtwistle, Adam K. Breckenridge,
RichMAJOR

GENERAL:
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1. You on the left, buddy. That file looks
big enough to whittle a horseshoe.
It's pure
folly to attempt to dress those threads that
way. Return the cylinder head (from the propeller control unit) to the machine shop for
rethreading.
2. Hey, you on the stand, there's a tool
lying on the edge of your maintenance
stand.
The slightest shift of your foot and ...
konk
•.. it's on your friend's head.
3. Nix on tightening that retaining nut
with a screwdriver.
To get the proper leverage and tension use the specified bar. Reference: T.O. 03-20A-1.
4. And look what you've done. Believe it
or not, it does ha ppen. The mech installed
that prop by hoisting it right off the maintenance stand, locking the stand between the
prop and the engine. Now the prop will have
to be removed to get the stand free.
5. That maintenance stand must be our
jinx this month. Another offense: It's rubbing
against the spark plug terminals. LO.'s give
you essential information but you're expected
to use common sense along with it.
6. And, Sergeant, the wheel locks haven't
been tightened
on the maintenance
stand
wheels. After all, it isn't a tea cart.
7. There's a rear cone on the floor in
front of the stand. Could it be that the mech
forgot to install it?
Reference:
LO. 0320CB-2. Besides, what's that rear cone doing
on the floor anyway? The surface of the rear
cone is machined and polished and shouldn't
be exposed to scratching
or other possible
damage.
Never leave it carelessly on the
floor or allow other surfaces to nick its finish.
(Incidentally,
that bar resting on the rear
cone is the tool that should be used to tighten
the retaining nut instead of a screwdriver.)
8. A torque blade beam shouldn't be
wedged
in the ladder.
It might mean a
broken ankle should the crew chief make a
quick descent.
9. Now, you, on the right. Those water
pump pliers are too large for tightening hose
clamps.
Hose clamps
should be fingertig htened.
Reference: T.O. 03-1-20.
10. And what's going on here? You're
standing on a toolbox.
It's unsafe and, besides, it might injure the box.
11. Are chocks being rationed? Or did
the mechs just forget to put one under the
right wheel?
If the plane moves, the maintenance stand will couse the prop to lose her
schoolgirl
complexion.
Reference:
T.O.
01-60FC-2.
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ard G. Buswell, Bruce K. Holloway, Dwight F.
Lewis, Stephen D. McElroy.
CAPTAINS:
Arthur
Kush,
Edward
H. Nigro,
Duwer
V. Truelove, Laurence
R. Blackhurst,
Jr., Joseph W.
Boone, Donald E. Bradley, John .I. B. Calderbank,
Kenneth K. Wallick.
LIEUTENANTS:
Oscar Aarness, Robert L. Hartzell, Arthur Eugene Acnc!ibacker, Donald L. Arlen, Thomas F. Armstrong.
SERGEANTS:
Donald
C. Appleman,
Melvin C.
Buhruuillcr,
Robert E. Browe, Henry A. Buller,
Robert E. Collins, Keith F. Colpitts (With Oak
Leaf Cluster),
Raphael A. Cournoyer,
David C.
Dodd, Charles F. Donahoe, James T. I'llenburg,
Roy Ellis, Earl D. Favinger, Welton K. Fulton,
Daniel E. Gabll', Archihaldo Gonzalez, Zackil' T.
GOW'I11, Jr., Herman S. Haag, Wilmer].
Harverson, James M. Henderson, Thomas E. Hight, Alton H. Hinson, Warren K. Hughes. Alfred A. Ise,
Joseph W. Sanders, Randy Shclhorse,
Ir., Edward D. Smith, Edward
H. Smith, Sylvester
Stanley, Jr., Francis G. Stein, Earl E. Su-vcns,
Jr., John H. Stolting,
John D. Sullivan, Burrel T. Thorne, Joseph R. Tokar, John E. Treon,
Felix A. Trice, Dana R. Wemette, Hinson C. Witt,
CORPORALS:
Walter
A. Bohncnstiehl,
John J.
Duffy, Edmund M. Fitzjarrell,
Edward C. l.indquist (With Oak Leaf Cluster),
Hubert E. McKinney, Frederick T. Mayer, Phillip J. Murphy,
Stanley O. Niedwecki.
PRIVATES
FIRST CLASS:
Lenwc;od E. Benham, Jobn Q. Brock, Abraham
Levin, Bernard
P. Ritts, Ralph W. Thomas.
PRIVATES:
Theodore A. AlIcckson, Harry F. Arnold, Frank D. Axtell, Johnie O. Burcham, Alfred M. Faries, Ellsworth L. Kidd, Fred .I. l.ittlewolf, Roland C. Lorenz, William G. Merriman,
Lewan! T. Opsal.

ANSWERS
ON
1. (a)
2. (h)
diseases.
3. (b)
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Prevent the spread of respiratory
Gasoline.

(h) False. The command, right step,
marcb is executed starting witb the right
foot.
4.

'l. (c) Calcium hypochlorite
is inappropriate. It is a chemical used in water purification.
Benzene and Carhon tetrachloride
are cleaning fluids.
6. (c) Mister Jones.
7. (b) The wing loading.
8. (d)
Parade rest.
9. (b) False.
10. (c) Hung on the recipient's
neck,
suspended on a ribbon.
11. (b) Vz inch below top of shoulder
seam (see AAF Reg. 35-11).
12. (c)
110 feet.
13. (a) True.
14. (c) Wind direction indicator.
15. (c) A theodolite
IS used by meteorologists to follow the ascent of the gas filled
balloon in checking wind velocity and direction.
16. (h) Captain
17. (b) Florida.
18. (h) Prevents a turret gunner from
shooting into the tail, the propeller or the
other surfaces of his own plane.
19. Mustang.
20. Hudson Bomber.
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Clusters drop out horizontally
and, a few
feet below the plane, the six little bombs
split ,iway from each other and point their
noses down toward the target in a long
parabol ic arc.
"Bombs Away! Bomb bay doors closed."
Suddenly two bu rsts of flak went off directly between us and the other wing ship.
I could hear them both faintly. Then about
five seconds later there was a tremendous
explosion which seemed to come from behind my seat. I could hear pieces of metal
tearing through the plane in several places.
The cockpit was filled with dust and smoke,
and for the first time I could smell the acrid
garlic-like odor of the charge.
The flak had gone off just below our
plane, causing it to lurch violently.
The
number two engine began to wind up like
a siren. I looked at the tachometer and saw
it passing 2500. I glanced at the pilot. He
nodded. I shut off the engine and feathered
the prop. Another explosion came from the
starboard side. I glanced at engines three
and four. Oil was gushing from the top of
number three. I cut it off, too, and feathered.
Casey and I were both thinking the same
thing:
"Did one of those explosions
get
number one or four I"
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had lost so much speed that our element was far ahead of us. I saw the second
element of three planes, led by Lieutenant
David W. Bishop, snuggling
in on our
wing to give us protection from the fighters
which were now swarming about,
We kept the throttles on our two engines
wide open. We dived and turned until we
were out of the anti-aircraft
zone. But the
Messerschmitts,
Reggianis
and Macchis
were still on us. We could hear the pounding of every gun on our plane. The gunners
knew that they were fighting for dear life
and the sound of their guns proved it. After
the first attempt, the enemy fighters decided
not to press the attack. We all breathed
easier when we discovered that no one on
the plane had been injured and that we
could hold our altitude without forcing the
two remaining engines too much.
On the long journey home I suppose the
Mediterranean
was just as beautiful
as it
had been on the trip out, but somehow it
didn't have the same appeal.
During the
entire day there wasn't anything that looked
as beautiful as our home base as we circled
it prior to landing.
Casey made a beautiful
landing. When
the wheels touched the ground "The Gremlin" swerved sharply to the left, the first indication we had that the left tire had been
punctured by flak. But Casey kept the plane
on the runway with the number one engine.
When the engines finally came to rest and
all was quiet, Casey turned to me with a
smile and said, "Those Italians really take
that 'See Naples and Die' stuff seriously.
don't they?"
"I think the Italians will remember today, too," the intelligence officer said. as he
wrote the report of our bombardier.
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