


To Joe Conroy,

The 390th non-com watering hole was affectionately known as the
"Bitchin Post". | 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
diagreter 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 | 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 pipe and the other two walked off with the stove, fire
and all. The theft was not noticed by the players until the room got
uncomfortably cold.

On one of those rare evenings when the sky was clear and the
temperature reasonably warm | 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, | 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 | hear the
command "Halt" and | looked at a 45 in trembling hands of a man just
as frightened as | was. After | 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, | never found out which, with gun in hand made



e . L

o, Sorof o omest Rl V11 .
Joooon Lar o oraing a0 cddrat adyp
O T T 1 L X Uy, a'li _-'}’,

“ator ¢ R Y R VN P R

Du:’ 'blis _duourje. twior -, .elLor <
N TR I KA - N Y “lyou ¢ . N
koot othy lisa cud- -t oge kit
& e Jtake o . andcL. ‘tacq it rr 0 ith

SIS

blackout . Jv" atr .t Tw.ch(L BE. thor il ) 1 7

-

ofe b, . e
o- and ¢ ..ering hi:i help, 4dal.
Chy "oy tae Y N BV | Y ITTY R TR T A
“~kF ih e ~tn- .and' nh. N
CONE T B I .Yyt wWior tor- it

} R

; mija ‘a’ w,fog mnoor- ‘g

g 3V move. el e L A

VR VR VI L T A (R Y P Y- WS

ta oo

", Lo kooar MR- 1 72N [ T T B TR N
‘. - , . - advoa e I, -ri!l" N P
cohsande VLT oft thnrant T
sn sl 1t tors chuey o~ 0 o
v. “shoo T LR 1 |2 Y TR N o U T S I TRNES (TR
(7 - .

]f Il \\'4,

| f. B lun o oan b

no

ografewlL vusl :we' syl

A

N I T (O Y | (N S (Y
", triner ) landaftirc atoint oo L

J

|

08 w0 B . A S CRAVIG el W

= usonto gl

. A VTRV TR T | R T R [ A v
Thier rtit “fe o opus sers, Mi nrH . 1 .
P 1 | box IR - ST TN RN TR

da . JJieoie alr. . e e Tl
L a: = orvyn o )
c

A
]

un 1 -1 4 For - Ceepd

- h- * to kn



'/f" T‘ l—.:—

ot i -

Fooinve, - creeooomest fulrats o V11 C

I 1 It mine a0 aftrat dwp e
TR T L T T I a'liaiy,

“ato . r R I TR N Vi o
Du_;'. »bl:,; S ou e YWeroee, b S TR T
Ol Gy tinite .

, . sl Jih Ty Lo
Sk et thy Jisa ud- oot og T kit

: ;e Jtake o0 andor tao i, n 0 ith
blafck.out Ay La b Moe.ch(C BE. :h oo 50 4) 1o
B 1 A D, S v . o bt

Qi

o- and u..ering hiii help, . d at.orafe
fhoy oy towe o

r

wlilshy . '7'|:;ny R

: B Y N S V| RS RTEY o TR B
“~kF ih “ter ~tn- .and' . "
oYt oMLY yrt W tor- it
}e S R I
v m )i ‘a’ . o, fog  conor- anr :
g e 3y mow . ooel T b L sl
VI VRV S R 7 L 200y avy!
S A la S (R
L .k our T - 1 O VA T R FTOY %
} - , s - aod w0 M rl!.!‘!l"_;,ltja S A
“hcand o T of trn msn- -,
sin,  thesl- :rn Il ‘tor by LI IR oo
v ~shio TN 1\ XS N TR I o] U VI SN TN PP |
¢ kst 't U R R o] (R TR { (-
v trnes 2 landaftirc 6 vint L. )
(ORI A c , Te o e
A PR + LRSS EVRTERNENR: Lo I SR B S
MO s B 0 0 T N AV G e
= usonto - -
UG s ) T

, _ R N A Lt
ke Aot “fer e ors, [ lionr AL o0 '

837 . LT Ibox : CH it il TS N
rda o« e oabr. I R N o PR (N 1\ PR
o : ‘

S.oo,ar st o 7 ht o Cltokn
un 1 1c¢ 1 . For - ‘






To Joe Conroy, T

]

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 pre_ *nted
with a small brown bear cub by a park ranger. The bear ct'» 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 viltage of Parham to
the delight of the English children who had never been conironted 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. Begging the men coming back from the PX
for candy bars which she relished she took on some heaith 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 390:h/went on {0 a distinguished

war record . . g _
y\/\/\ { Q{CM./\ /
S/gt Vern Holmquist /L/f/

569th Squadron
390th Bomb Group



The A-1 Autopilot Could Not
Outsmart The Navigator

"[ joined the 390th when it was forming at Gei-
ger Field and was assigned to the 571st Squadron, as [
remember [ was transferred to the 568th Squadron and
later to the 458th Sub Dcepot. These changes were made
to accommodate raises in grade. Can you inform mec as
to what or which squadron roster my name is on. I was
with the 390th until the end of the war in Europe.

I'am looking forward to the reunion in Spokane,
it is in my neck of the woods.

Having spent most of my time with the A-1 au-
topilot I was kidded about how casy the flight back to
the States was going to be, the crew had with them the
man who had flown with them on their precision bomb-
ing training,.

I had checked the autopilot system over from
head to stern, the system worked fine. We were on our
way the pilot set up for automatic flight and all was
well until this B-17 started wandering all over the sky.

/ith a few choice words the pilot turned the system
off.

We landed in Wales and [ had ample time to
check out the system but between Wales and ITeeland

the sysléhl failed again. Again in Iccland plenty of time
to check out all components but a few minutes out of
Iceland the aircraft was again all over the sky.

With a portable oxygen bottle I crawled from
the tail section to the nose to find the Navigator was
using the bombsight stabilizer as a place to sit while he
carricd on a conversation with other crew members and
each move he made put an unwanted signal into the
autopilot. The pilot was not the only one angry on that
flight. . :
Perhaps not a great story but an enduring
nmemory.

Sincerely,"

Vernon C. Holmquist, 571st, 568th and the 458th

Vernon, it's a great story! Guess we all have been ac-
cused of sitting on our brains, at least once in our lives.
By the way, Al tells me that you are carried under the
458th banner. Thanks for sharing your experience with
us.



2/11/03
Joe Conroy

Way back in 42 the Air Force shipped me down to Keesler Field, Miss. for basic training
training and since 1 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 WW11 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 1 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, funny 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- 390™ BG
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