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To Joe Conroy, 

The 390th non-com watering hole was affectionately known as the 
"Bitchin Post". I have forgotten just how many gallons of beer were in , those hugh iron bound wooden kegs but they had to be rolled up 
ramps from which they gravity fed those long handled dispensing 
pumps. It seems these kegs must have been at least four feet in 
dMeter  and would have taken more than one stout hearted man to 
handle it but one night one of these kegs was rolled from its position 
at the Bitchin Post to the 568th squadron area, the iron bands around 
the keg had laid an easily followed trail. On the CO's orders the 
squadron was restricted to base until someone confessed to the 
theft. 

There was another theft of note I remember; You will remember 
those little round heating stoves with their fire brick linings that the 
Englished had furnished to heat our quanset huts, they didn't heart 
much of anything. The sheet metal shop on the base made up a few 
stoves which did put out sufficient heat and these were put into the 
community buildings first. One night as four men were seriously 
engaged in a game of Bridge in the Red Cross Club one of these 
stoves whose heat was much appreciated by the players disapeared. 
It seems that three men wearing gloves had entered the room, one 
lifted the stove ~ i o e  and the other two walked off with the stove. fire . . 
and all. ti1 the room-got 
uncomfo . . .- .y:,.. . ,  . ., ., 
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On one of those rare e$enings when the sky'was'clear and the 
temperature reasonably warm I was taking my time, stopping every 
few feet to watch the display in the sky overhead, Jerry planes were 
overhead and the search lights were following them, the arc of 
shining tracer bullets from our anti-aircraft guns made interesting 
patterns in the sky, I was headed for my bunk after my duties were 
done on the flight line and in no hurry. Just on the other side of the 
hedge row bordering our squadron area was a new man in the 
squadron who had been put on guard duty, suddenly I hear the 
command "Halt" and I looked at a 45 in trembling hands of a man just 
as frightened as I was. After I succeeded in identifying myself we sat 
on a little curb and puffed on cigarettes until the shaking subsided. 

Then there was the night when one of our officers, promted by shell 
shock or booze, I never found out which, with gun in hand made 



To Joe Conroy, MI. &=I 0.. 97362 

I have often said one of the most pitiful sights of WW11 was that of 
US service men returning to their base after a two day pass in 
London, unshaven, red-eyed,flnandal)y broke and a blt shaky, 
hanging onto those straps on an over cmuded ttain. 

/ 
During the MackoutRndlng ones way through the London streets was 
quite an effort in itself, "Just walk stnight ahead WI you come to the 
round-a-bout" what the hell is a mund-a-bout. Fog so thick It 
seemed you could take o krdf* md cut ut a cube of it, along with the 

akP tQlsh (the IF lhgtbf~ for f t~hight) trying 
curb, and then them aIruay8 8emed to be a 
dedaflng that he waagdng twvhoro cwwantd 

+& go and offering h~Sh(rlp, and aRer a few bkcks he wW 'k my 'I turn 
orthen bad wtrss )rw want to go k jual a m  h e  comer" and then 
he would stlck hk hand out expecting a tlp, and when you got around 
the comer you where no where near where you wanted to go, it 
happened to me and probably you . 
One morning after a very heavy fog the morning London paper 
reparted "Jerry planes were over the city again last night and 
dropped their bomb, this morning they were heard to hlt with a soft 
thudw Wartbne London was just not a place to rest up. 

On the trlp back to our base on a very crouded train with those, I 
should say us, disapated service men hanglng from those overhead 
straps and swa ing with the movement of the train was not a pretty K sight. On the s ort rail line to out base the pedestrians and motor 
vehicles had the ri$ht away at the mad crossings and the train 

trucks wlth the benches along each side and the canvas cwer which 
took us on to our base. 

One nlght under the described drcumstances while we were halted at 
the bass guard poet one of our Group Omcers. Major Harry Price of 
the 390th handed boxes of crackers to the men in the truck, I eagerly 
0~0ned P box and took out a handful. I found the crackers rather 
taateh,eh,sSbut we~Came. a relplous u n ~ s o ~ h i s ~ t e ,  t~ow was I to know 
it was Jewish unlevend cef6monkl bredd, Forgive me Major Prlce. 



. \ I have often said one of the most plWul sights of WWI 1 was that of :+ 
US service men returning to their base after a two day pass in 
London, unshaven, red-eyed,finandally broke and a bit shaky, 
hanglng onto those strepa on an over crouded train. 

/ 
During the blackoutAnding ones way through the London streets was 
quite an effort in i tW,  "Just walk straight ahead ffli you come to the 
round-a-boutu what the hell is a round-a-bout. Fog so thick it 
seemed you mukl take a knife and cut ut a cube of it, along with the 
blackout md wlth a shielded torch (#a % Engllsh for fleshlight) trying 
to fdkrr Wm street curb, and then them always seemed to be a & . = - . .  
helpful EngUshman decladrl that he wag gain0 to-whete y&i%8nW- -2;- 

go and offering hlghelp, a-mil after a-fouv block8 he would say 'I turn - but whan you want to go is just amund the corner" and then 
he would stlck his hand out expecting a tip, and when you got around 
the corner you where no where near where you wanted to go, it 
happened to me and probably you . 
One morning after a very heavy fog the mornlnu London paper 
reported "Jerry planes were over the dty agaln last night and 
dropped their bombs, this morning they were heard to hit with a soft 
thudw Wartirne London was just not a place to rest up. 

On the trip badc to our base on a very crouded train with those, I 
should say us, disapated service men hanging from those overhead 
straps and swa Ing with the movement of the train was not a pretty X sight. On the s ort re9 line to our base the pedestrians and motor 
vehicles had the right away at the mad crosdngs and the train 
conductor had to get off to raise the barrier that crossed the tracks, 
befar@ the train could prormd and after cdearlng the intersection the 

.-- traln agah stopped w h ~ t h e  banler waa-lowered again.- At eur depot- 
we left the traln and boarded one of those 4x4 army ell purpose 
trucks with the benches along each slde end the canvas cover which 
took us on to our base. 

One night under the described circumstances while we were halted at 
the base guard post one of our Group officers, Major Harry Price of 
the 390th handed boxes of crackers to the men in the truck, I eagerly 
opened a box and took out a handful, i found the crackers rather 
tasteless but welcome, a religious un-sophisticate, how was I to know 
it was Jewish unlevened ceremonial bread, Forglve me Major Price. 



EieEen, I did not DfiM8 thls in what I sent to Joe but a8 long as I'm 
dttlng at this machine I thought you might enjoy it. 

Yw probably mernbr  the name 'Plmdllly Commandosa I was 
wP#dnp down tho street one day wllb on one of my London passes 
M e n  I see this long qua of w m n  ihd up #me da8p tar hJf a 
bkck wrltlng to get into thk shop, whlr ! rtood t k e  wonduhg why 
a Catholic Prfwt stood nrxt to nw md mid "Im't that ihe W~piYhr l  
sight you ever osw? When I wrr (I#. to 868 the 8Ig Jgn in #he &tap 
window it read "Just mcdved, f m h  tMpmtm4 cd gentlsn%ns m, 
three for two and ax" , Wk abut wartbne -. 



The 390th Bomb Group had assembled during the early Spring of 
1943 at Geiger Field, Spokane, Washington and then to Great Falls, 
Montana where the group was split into four squadrons, the 568th, 
569th, 570th, and the 571st, the 569th was stationed in Cut Bank, 
Montana which still had much of Its Wild West image. Captain Tuttle 
and eleven other officers had been had been inducted into the 
Blackfeet Indian tribe and Lt. George Nelson had been presented 
with a small brown bear cub by a park ranger. The bear cub was 
promptly named Roscoe and was the official mascot of the 569th 
which became known as the "Bombing Bruins" Roscoe was flown to 
England in the radio room of Lt. Beckers B-17. 

Roscoe had the run of the 390th base and his choice of bunks he 
chose to sleep on. He would take a stroll into the Village of Parham to 
the delight of the English children who had never been confronted by 
a bear before. Of course Roscoe grew and became more 
adventureous one day strolling into the Parham Church right up to 
the pulpit and stood staring at the Vicar, not considered a welcome 
sinner there were some complaints from the weak hearted. By now it 
had been discovered that Roscoe was a female and her name waS 
changed to Roscoe Ann. Begglng the men coming back from the PX 
for candy bars which she relished she took on some health problems 
and about six months after joining the men of the 390th she had to be 
put away, the officer who had to waste her claimed it was the 
toughest assignment he had. The 
war record . 

569th Squadron 
390th Bomb Group 
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Tile A -I Autopilot Cortld Not 
Orttsr~rart The Navigator 

"I joilicd Llic 390111 wlicli i t  was  f o ~ ~ i i i ~ i g  at Gci- 
ger Field and was assigned Lo tlic 571sl Squadron, as  I 
rcnieniber 1 was tra~~sfcrrcd to tllc 568th Squadron arid 
later to tlie 458th Sub Depot. Thesc clialigcs wcrc made 
to acconir~lodalc raiscs in gradc. Carl you infor111 rne as , -. ,- - 

to wliat or which squadroll roster niy nanic is on. I was ' - . 

with tllc 390111 until tllc elid of the war in Buroyc. 
1 am looking forward to llic rcunio~i i l l  Spoki~ric, 

il is in my neck of tlie woods. 
I-Iavingspcnt ti~osl of my t inx will] llic A-1 au- 

topilol 1 was kiddcd about Ilow cnsy ttlc flight back to 
ltic Statcs was goilig'to bc, llic clew llnd will1 tlicall tlic 
man who had flowri with llicm 011 their prccisio~~ bomb- 1 
illg training. 1 

1 had checked lllc autopilot syster~l ovcr from 
licad to stern, the systcni workcd fil~c. Wc wcrc o ~ i  our 
way lllc pilot sct u p  for i~ulotii;~tic lligllt ~ I I K I  ill1 wits 
wcll until t l~is  13- 17 slitrtcrl wi~~lrlcri~lg all ovcr thc sky. 

"4itil a fcw clioicc words tllc pilot turticd lllc systenl 
err. 

Wc la~idcd i l l  Wnlcs i11itl I had a~ilplc tinlc ro 
clicck out rlic syslc~ll hut I~clwcc~i WnIcs i111d ICCIDIICI  

9 

ttie system failed again. Agairi in Icclai~d ple~ity of tinie 
to clieck out all components but a few millutes out of 
1cela11d the aircraft was again all over tho sky. 

With a portablc oxygen bottlc I crawled fro111 
the tail section to tile nose lo firld tile N a v i g a t o c s  . I  

using (lie boliibsighl stabilizer as  a place lo sit wliilc h c  
carricd 011 a co~lversation wit11 other crew rnen~bers and 
each move he made put an unwauted signal into the 
autopilot. The pilot was nut the only one angry on that , 
fliglia 

Perhaps n ~ t  a great story but an e n d u r i ~ ~ g  I 
nlemory. 

'Sincerely," 
Ver~~~on C. kXohr~quiat, S7lst, 5G8,t,h a ~ l d  tile 458th 

. , . . ,  ' ' 1 .  I ,  . . . 1 %  1.  .. - t . 
, " .  ,. . ,  
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- ~ c i r i r ; i i $  @.gnat .. , A ;  s,tiiip.t cuesf. & a i  lrave k e n .  ai- 
-&sedbf & f i t g  ot~,uer. bruios,a( @us1 encei~) bur lives. p, - ,  

~ ~ t l i e  way, . ,A{ . fells tne t{wt.ydu ,are.oarfied uiidrr ilre 
45Btl1 ban~rrr. n~mtksfor sfiaring your experierlce witlc \ 



Joe Conroy 

Way back in '42 the Air Force shipped me down to Keesler Field, Miss. for basic training 
training and since I did not cater to marching in formation, calisthenics, and non-sensical 
things like that I looked for a way out. Lo and Behold, to use an old phrase, I applied for 
service in the Special Services Department which was in the process of producing a play 
called "HIGH FLIGHT" to rival the Army's show "THIS IS THE ARMY" which was 
playing on Broadway and spent several months working on the show. 

This brings me to the reason for writing this, the show was inspired by a poem written by 
a WWl 1 Air Force pilot, name unknown, that was dear to me. Since I had forgotten 
some of the words I had considered doing some research to locate it but as is my habit I 
never got around to it. 

A couple of days ago I got a E-mail that was a memorial tribute to the crew of STS-107, 
and again Lo and Behold there was the poem HIGH FLIGHT, copy enclosed. 

I am sorry to report that to try the show out we went to Gulfport, Miss. to a Aircraft 
mechanics school. We were to do two shows with a four hour break in between and 
during those hours the cast found the base watering hole. During the second show the 
script just sounded different, hnny but different, to the point where the officer in charge 
and the director abdicated and that was the end of HIGH FLIGHT. 

Veteran of the Mighty Eighth 
Vern Holmquist- 390th E)G 

i 
~d 



This poem was written by an Air Force pilot during WW1 I 
and became the inspiration for an Air Force show called 

HIGH FLIGHT which was being produced at Keesler Field 
to rival the Army's Broadway show called THIS IS THE ARMY. 

The poem has been used now as a memorial to the crew of 
STS-107 

HIGH FLIGHT 
Oh! I have slipped the surly bonds of earth 

And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings; 
Sunward I've climbed, and joined the tumbling mirth 

Of sun split clouds - and done a hundred things 
You have not dreamed o f  - wheeled and soared and 

swung high in the sunlit silence, Hov'ring there. 

I've chased the shouting wind along, and flung 
My eager craft through footless halls of air. 

Up, up the long delirious, burning blue 
I've topped the wind-swept heights with easy grace 

Where never lark, or even eagle flew- 
And while with silent lifting mind I've trod 
The high untrespassed sanctity of space, 

Put out my hand and touched the face of God. 
Author unknown 



The Norden Bombsight Department 

In retrospect the men in the bombsight department s e e d  isolated from both 
combat and other round personel, this is brought to mind when looking through a the history: of our 8 Aiiorce bomb graup I see few names and faces I 
remember but this is understandable when knowing of the process we went 
through getting there. 

The Norden Bombsight was our secret weapon, the jewel of the Air Force, it was 
closely guarded first by an FBI security check which was quite rigid, not even the 
commander of the base Could enter the bomb sight vauk without specific security 
clearance. At Lowry Field where the bombsight schooi was located we were 
taught our work in a small building (vautt) with thick concrete wails, a steel door 
with a quartz peep hole, air conditioned, and surrounded by a high security 
fence. The bombsight depended on a directional stabilizer to guide our 6-17s to 
the target through the C-1 auto pilot so the study of automatic flight control was 
an intregal part of our training, the bombardier controlled the directional flight of 
the air craft through the bombsight through the auto-pilot. 

Security demanded that whenever a sight was removed from the vault to be 
installed in an air craft it had to be done so under armed guard and the 
bombsight personel had to be armed when carrying any information out of the 
vault even such trivial information as to personel off base passes. 

Let me say at this point that many of these security measures were abandoned 
shortly after our arrival at our base in England assuming by that time the 
Germans had captured enough of them to make heir own copies but we still 
worked in our secure vaults away from other base personel 

Our work was to maintain and calibrate the accuracy of the sight, cleaning and 
adjusting the equipment, little in actual repair was required This also applied to 
the directional stabilizer. 

There were 3 or 4 of us in the deparhnent who were on flying status. We wMhd 
fly with lead crews on training missions to farniarize the combat crews on bomb 
run proceedures and this way we did get to know some of the combat crews 

Our usual routine was to carry a sight in its canvas bag out to one of the 6-1 7s 
leading the days mission, hoist the sight up through the front hatch, pull our 
body up and into the bombardiers compartment (a feat 1 could not attempt today) 
and install the sight on its directional stabilizer, it took a little getting used to to 
be sitting on top of a full bomb toad while flames from fuel dumped on the 
hardstand caught fire while the engineers were priming the engines 

When the mission was completed we removed the sight took it back to the vault 



we did our work as we were trained to do without much worry about what else 
may have happened on the mission. We were aware of the casualties suffered 
by the combat crews but not in the personal way of the aFfected crew members, 
our job was hardly more dangerous than that of the civilians in the area 

tf you were not personalty aquainted with those of us who were in the bombsight 
department this little bit of irnformation should explain. 

Submitted by Sfgt Vem Hofmquist 
571 st squadron of the 390th Bomb Group (H) 
The Mighty Ei* Air Force 


