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The 57th Bomb Wing consisted of the 310th, 319th, 321st and 340th 

Bombardment Groups who fought in the European-African-Middle 

Eastern (EAME) Campaign from 1942 to 1945. This issueôs cover  

features a 1993 painting by Joe Kline illustrating some of the different 

models and markings of B-25s in the 57th Bomb Wing. Joeôs dad 

(same name) was a bombardier with the 340th BG in 1944. 
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To avoid using the German sounding name óhamburgerô during 

World War II, Americans used the name óLiberty Steak.ô 

Special thanks to Corsican historian, Dominique Taddei, for his 

labor of love that went into the montage featured in this issue! 
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57th Bomb Wing Association 

Minutes of General Membership Meeting 

Seattle, Washington   Sunday, 15 September 2019 

 

Meeting called to order at 10:22 AM by Dick Reed, President.  Meeting was led by Greg Wichtowski 

Jr, 1st VP.  There were approximately 61 members in attendance, including 4 veterans: 

Al King, Frank Pehrson, Bernie Peters,  and Dick Reed. 

Greg introduced the Executive board, thanked the Reunion Committee for their great work, and 

thanked everyone for attending. 

Old Business: 

Discussion on the newsletter  There is a goal to have a digital issue within two years. 

Members are encouraged to submit stories, even just information, and others can write the story. 

Membership Report: 

Linda Buechling presented her report.  As of August 29, 2019  there are 616 total members who re-

ceive the newsletter.  Since June 3, 2018-date of the last reunion- we have added 10 new members 

with 18 renewals, with the $975.00 total dues and donations transactions having been processed. 

Treasurer Report: 

The final bank balance ending 2019  was $ 28,564.80 

Here is the final accounting for the Reunion 

Registration    $9,103.00  

Donations       $3,684.00  

Expenses         $(11,133.29) 

Total Reunion 2019   $1,653.71  

Sales Report: 

Penny Fouse reported $1100.00 in raffle ticket sales, and thanked everyone for the donations. 

New Business: 

Greg extended a thank you to Paul and Maria Satterthwaite for doing a terrific job in organizing       

the 2019 national reunion. 

Thank-yous were also extended to Julie Martin and Dianne Ambrosino for their efforts in organizing 

a fabulous Eastern-mini in June 2019. 

     *Slate of 2019-2020 Officers 

Executive committee members have agreed to remain on board for this year.  Greg opened the floor 

for nominations, and as none were made, Greg Wichtowski Sr motioned to approve, Julie Martin se-

conded.  The general membership unanimously voted to accept the officers. 
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There are more than one hundred surviving North American B-25 

Mitchells scattered over the world, mainly in the United States. Most of 

them are on static display in museums, but about 45 are still airworthy.  
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President   Dick Reed 

1st VP    Greg Wichtowski Jr 

2nd VP  Carol Nyczak 

Secretary   Patricia Moffitt Koenitzer 

Treasurer  Denise Emler 

Assistant Treasurer   Louise Bourg 

Membership   Linda Buechling 

Wing Administrator Vinny White 

 

*2020 Reunion Location Proposals: 

The Executive Committee discussed combining the national and Eastern-mini reunions to 

keep a high attendance at the national.  All were in agreement. 

Tim Jackson offered to organize the 2020 reunion in New Orleans.  The WWII Museum has a 

new hotel attached which would be convenient for all members, and since our last reunion in 

New Orleans, the museum has added an exhibit on the Mediterranean Theatre. 

Staying at this hotel would eliminate cost/need for bus transport to venues.  Dates are TBD 

based on hotel and museum availability. 

Terri Tokaz presented her choice for Columbia, SC.  Attractions include Owens Airfield 

where a B25 is being restored; Curtiss-Wright Hangar which is now a brewery; a military 

museum; lake dinner cruises; a botanical garden, and zoo.  The Nearest airport is Charlotte, 

NC.   

Forrest Wells will investigate possibilities for a future reunion in Oshkosh, WI. 

New Orleans won the majority vote of the members. 

Closing: 

President Dick Reed adjourned the meeting at 11:00 AM. 

Respectfully Submitted, 

Patty 

Patricia Moffitt Koenitzer, Secretary 

Due to the COVID-19 pandemic, our 2020 52nd national reunion has been post-

poned. 2021 reunion details can be found later in this newsletter. 

Thank you for your support and understanding! 
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Twenty-odd years ago, wife Claire and I were bike riding out around the North Fork of Long Island, 

NY. Pedaling around the village of Mattituck we 

came upon an official roadside marker located on a 

not very busy street. We stopped for a look and were 

amazed to read about a fatal WW2 airplane crash that 

happened right upon this very spot. The plane was a 

B-24 Liberator, known to some during the war as the 

ñFlying Coffinò, and names of the entire crew of 

eleven, all fatalities, were listed thereon; Pilot, Co-

pilot, etc., and when I came to Bombardier, I gasped; 

it was Lou Panella, a friend from Bombardier School! 

It was shocking! And sad! Leaving the area, I kept 

thinking about Lou, and the way he used to brag 

about his hometown of Duluth, Minn. 

Claire and I now live in Florida, but return to NY for 

the summer months. Last summer, for some reason, 

perhaps because it was approaching the 75th Anni-

versary of the end of the war in Europe, I thought of Lou again and decided to bike out again and take 

another look at the road marker- it was gone, but perhaps I just could not find it. The local Mattituck 

Librarian was glad to help, knew nothing of the marker, but came up with a few old newspaper arti-

cles of the time. According to the stories, the crash occurred on December 27, 1944, and due to a 

blinding snowstorm and impossible visibility trying to find the assigned military airfield close by at 

the Town of Westhampton Beach, they flew too low, could not recover, and smashed into a farm scat-

tering debris over a couple of hundred yards. All eleven bodies were recovered and sent home to their 

respective families. No service was held, a few local newspaper articles appeared regarding the crash, 

the case was closed, and that was the end of it with the exception of the road marker put up at a later 

date. And of course now, the marker gone forever. At the time I contacted the local VFW and Ameri-

can Legion commanders and the local newspaper people and we were in agreement that some sort of 

memorial should be held for these forgotten souls in conjunction with the war's 75th anniversary. We 

all thought that it would be the right thing to do and would want these unsung heroes to be somehow 

remembered. Well, of course now, with COVID-19 upon us, our plans have to be placed on hold. 

Conversing with our 57th Historian Dan Setzer. at the time, he remarked at the fantastic number of 

Air Corps accidental air crashes and deaths that had occurred during the war. Dan sent along to me 

official Air Corps statistics of these crashes and deaths which are absolutely breathtaking and almost 

unbelievable. For instance, 15,000 airmen were killed in training. In 1944, just in US stateside alone, 

there were 29,853 plane accidents; 5,616 planes wrecked beyond repair resulting in 5,387 fatalities. 

Chris Gilley Photo 

During World War II, more US servicemen died in the Air 

Corps than the Marine Corps. 
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65,169 US planes were lost during the whole course of the war; 22,583 in combat , 21583 

lost due to accidents in the US, 20,632 lost in accidents overseas. There were 52,173 air 

crew combat deaths. In addition, 25,844 died in accidents overseas and more than half of 

that lost in accidents in the US. Regarding the trainees and regular crew accidents, their 

sacrifices were as real as those shot down in combat ï they were there to do a job and they 

did not die in vain! Long should we remember! 

In previous President Corner pages, I asked and hoped for some individual and private 

stories which occurred to you while in Service. To date, I have not received a single one. 

I've had a few of my own which I have already recounted. Certainly every Vet must have 

an interesting short story or tale to tell re the war years. It doesn't have to be funny, just 

something that if you think would be of interest would certainly be of interest to every one 

of us. Give it a try guys, we are all ears! 

Hope to see all in New Orleans & please, COVID-19, give us a break! 

DICK REED, 340th, 486th  

Paco Mora posted this photo on  the 

57th Bomb Wing Associationôs Face-

book Group page: 

 

I made this for my father in law, C.J. 

Navarette, Top Turret Gunner/ Mechanic 

for the 489th. He was proud of and en-

joyed showing this piece to his family 

and friends. His 1st mission was on the 

20th of March 1945 and final 27th mis-

sion was April 26 1945. He told me that 

his main plane was named Daisy Mae 

from Lil Abner, but the only mount I 

have found with the 489th is Daisy C (9-

M) Could be the years clouding his 

memory back then. He is in the 489th 

book under the gunners last page.  
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VJ (Vinny) White, son of Joseph P. White (310th, 381st) 

vjwhite57@gmail.com 

So much has happened since our last publication. I don't even 

know where to begin. But I'll leave the new world problems 

aside and focus on our treasured 57th BW veterans. This year 

has been personally devastating for me and our association. 

Some of my best friends have past on into, what I believe is, 

our eternal reward. 

I first became aware of my Dad's 310th Bomb Group through 

an internet  post titled, "The History of the 310th Bomb 

Group.ò  Before that, I had no idea what my Dad did in the war. 

I only knew that his older brother, my namesake, was killed 

with his entire B-17 crew on October 9, 1943. I never heard of the 57th Bomb Wing until George Un-

derwood  (310th, 381st) came into my life. With Georgeôs encouragement, I joined the 57th Bomb 

Wing Association in 2001. I gained instant friends that included Tom Sullivan, Bob Evans, Jerry 

Rosenthal, Nick Loveless, and later, Red Martin, Bernie Peters, Paul Gale, Fred Lawrence, Mike 

Fedirko, Sterling Ditchey, Victor Hancock, their family members, and many others. I was welcomed 

into the 57th family with open arms. 

Jerry Rosenthal sent me the microfiche tapes from some of the 57thôs Bomb Groupôs squadron dia-

ries. I used my local library to scan copies of pages of interest. This led me to contact the Air Force 

Human Resources Laboratory (AFHRL), requesting digitized copies. I was in the right place at the 

right time, because I was sent  Adobe Acrobat (pdf) files of all the 57th squadron diaries. This led to 

the formation of the 57thbombwing.com website. I was asked to put together a business plan to sub-

mit to the Bomb Wing Association (BWA), which I did. I found it funny that many of the veterans did 

not know what a CD was.  It was a struggle for me to convince the membership into generating a web-

site. Donations were contributed by interested members to easily cover the cost, most of which ended 

up in the Wingôs general fund. But I persevered and eventually received the first yearôs cost. If anyone 

out there knows how to run a website, we can use your help. My children do not and I worry about the 

website continuing when Iôm gone. 

With the recent passing of several of my friends named above, I was uncertain about what to say in 

this column. I am so sad about the losses of these fine men. I know that words alone cannot express 

our grief. Weôre left with photographs and memories. But these memories can never die. And the pho-

tographs are still here to remind us of our cherished family members and friends. What can be more 

important than family and friends? Especially when our family and friends sacrificed for the freedom 

and gifts weôve been born into in this great country of ours. 

This edition of the newsletter is dedicated to all the 57th BWA family members who are no longer 

with us. We still have pleasant memories to remind us how they brightened our lives, influenced our 

value systems, and inspired us to keep their memories alive. If you have memories, or stories, of your 

57th loved ones, please share them with us by contacting me by phone or email. 

I wish you all the best and encourage you to attend our 2021 reunion in NOLA! -VJ White  - 
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During the reunion in Seattle I was pleased to have a chance to meet Frank Pehrson for the first time, 
and to spend time with him in the hospitality suite. 

Frank stands ramrod straight and moves with a sure and steady step that belies the fact that he was 
only a few days short of his 99th birthday.  He comes from sturdy Scandinavian stock (which explains 
the unusual spelling of his name) tempered by the harsh winters of Chinook, Montana.  He is hard of 
hearing but makes do.  The wonderful, unique sound of those powerful 1,600HP Wright Cyclone en-
gines which is music to our ears when we hear them from a distance warming up on the runway at air 
shows, destroyed the hearing of most of the vets who flew in them. 

He had a hard childhood.  His father was a hard-working man whose financial ups and downs mir-
rored the hard-times of the Depression.  He eventually settled into the construction business and 
brought his son, Frank, in as a laborer.  Frank first worked as an oiler on a construction crane, and 
eventually as a crane operator. 

When the war broke out, Frank was working on a construction project in Washington, DC helping 
build a new home for the War Department.  That building is now known as The Pentagon. 

Frank didnôt want to miss the Big Show in Europe, but the construction contractor told him that his 
work was essential to the war effort and wouldnôt release him.  It took some time and cajoling, but 
eventually Frank got his release and was able to enlist. 

Toward the end of his basic training, his platoon was called out into formation and told to line up in 
three rows.  The Sergeant yelled, ñEverybody in the first row take two steps forward!  OK, all you 
guys are in the infantry, the rest of you are in the Air Corps.ò 

Frankôs experience in construction and the operation of heavy machinery was known to the army so 
he was assigned to the Engineering unit and sent overseas. 

He joined up with the 340th Bomb Group, 489th Bombardment Squadron when they were stationed in 
Italy south of Naples. 

Frank was there when Mt. Vesuvius blew its top.  He and his tent buddies took shelter under the 
wings of a B-25 bomber.  Staying in their tent was not a good idea, since the weight of the ash falling 
out of the sky was collapsing the tents and the hot lava clinkers risked setting the tents on fire. 

As the ash and cinders continued to fall, building up to 3-feet in depth, he and his buddies took shelter 
under the wings of a bomber.  They stacked oil drums one on top of the other under the tail of the air-
craft to prevent it from tipping down under the weight of the volcanic ash. 

Frank lost all of his belongings in the tent and had to go to the quartermaster to get completely kitted 
out again. 
 
In April 1944 all of the Squadrons of the 340th Bomb Group moved to the airfield at Alesan, Corsica. 

 By this time Pehrson realized that if he remained in the Engineering unit, he would never get a 
chance to rotate out and go home.  He would be overseas for the duration.  So, he got himself quali-
fied as a gunner and began to fly combat missions. 

By Franklin Pehrson (340th, 489th) 
As told to Dan Setzer 
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On the night of May 12, 1944 the skies to the north of Alesan lit up with flashes of light and then 
settled into a glow that remained on the horizon.  Everyone figured out that one of the airfields to 
the north of them was getting a shellacking.  There was nothing they could do about it, so the boys 
turned in to get some sleep to be ready for the day to come. 

However, in the early morning hours they were awakened by the sounds of detonations and anti-
aircraft fire. 

Emerging from his tent, Frank could hardly believe his eyes.  The whole airfield was bathed in a 
bright, white light.  Not the soft light of the sun filtered through the atmosphere, but the ghostly, 
brilliant, pure white light of the magnesium flares dropped by the German bombers.  

The bombers first made a pass on the anti-aircraft batteries on the ridge guarding the airbase, silenc-
ing them.  The lights in the sky earlier were from these same German aircraft, which had bombed 
the airfield at Poretta.  That airbase was the home of the British Spitfire fighter squadrons. 

Once the Luftwaffe had neutralized the fighters, and silenced the anti-aircraft guns, they were able 
to take their time making their bombing runs on Alesan.  After they had dropped all of their bombs, 
they continued to come back around making strafing runs.  It took them a full hour and a half to ex-
haust all of their ammunition and ordnance. 

After Frank and his buddies got over the initial shock, they took off running toward the ridge and 
away from the airfield.  Before they got too far they fell into a deep hole.  It was a newly-dug la-
trine.  They were fortunate in two respects.  First, the hole was about five feet deep and provided 
them with good protection.  Secondly, it was so new that it had not been used for its intended pur-
pose yet. 

The area occupied by the 489th got the worst of it.  According to the HQ War Diary: 

ñHeaviest hit was the 489th squadron; this unit had both its airfield area and squadron bivou-
ac area saturated with fragmentation bombs. Even some men in slit trenches were killed or 
injured...ò 

Frank admits that he, and the other occupants of that latrine ditch, were terrified out of their wits.   
They were all certain that they were going to die that night. 

Once again Frank lost all of his belongings and had to go to the quartermaster again to get kitted-
out. 

My father, Sgt. Hymie Setzer, was also there that night.  For some unaccountable reason I never 
asked him to describe the air raid in detail, so it was a real treat for me to get a first-hand account of 
that night from Frank. 
 
Twenty-two men were killed in the raid, and 118 wounded.  The seriously wounded were evacuated 
to the army hospital about five miles away at Cervione.   

Frank, along with many other GIôs went to the hospital Cervione  to donate blood.  After giving his 
blood the nurses offered him a generous shot of whiskey as a restorative. 

Frank and his pals got back in the line, and managed to get past the nurses without being recog-
nized, and traded another pint of blood for another stiff shot.  
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Editorôs note: The  original 8th AAF email, which was part of this thread, has been snipped out. Those 

guys get enough press, and deservedly so. 

 

Jerry Rosenthal <b25gunner@comcast.net> Feb 4, 2013, 3:13 PM  

 

This could properly be 

called ñSweating out 

take-off.ò  

 Interesting forward 

from an 8th Air Force 

Pilot. Down our way, 

Corsica and Italy, the 

procedure was about the 

same, except only Pi-

lots, Co-pilots Bombar-

diers (not toggliers) 

went to the briefings. 

The Pilot collected the 

daily radio frequencies 

and call signs and hand-

ed them out when they 

got to the planes.  

After breakfast, we re-

turned to our tents to 

dress for the mission. Once ready, we assembled at Squadron Ops for transportation to the hard-stand 

where our plane was waiting.    

We lost several planes during joining up ï pilots hot dogging or not paying close enough attention - so 

the joining up process was something that we sweated out for sure. The forming up always took place 

over the sea where we test fired the guns to make sure that they were in working order. 

General Spaatz in several letters noted that the óon time over targetô was one of the most important 

skills that a lead pilot possess. When we dropped, there couldnôt be anyone below. Many times the 

high formation was late and dropped on the middle and low groups. Spaatz noted that. 

The ñheaviesò were notorious in dropping on others while he specifically mentioned the 57th Bomb 

Wing ï our outfit of mediums ï was always on time!  

I did not strip the source names as maybe some of you would know the providers. 

 Jerry (340th, 488th) 
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My name is Tim Pag and I am a grandson of a veteran (Staff Sgt / Gunner) who flew for the 310th 

Bomb Group and 380th Bomb Squadron, Wesley Marquis.  My grandpa was shot down over Italy on 

September 22nd, 1943 while flying a mission in Italy.   

I am writing this as I am trying to help my family not forget about what my grandpa sacrificed for 

WW2 as well as all of his fellow airmen who flew alongside him.  All 3 of Wesley's children, are 

alive (Bob Marquis, Pam Jaques (my mom), and Penny Halonen).  I am taking on a lead role for re-

searching all that my grandpa did during the war.  We want to finally document and put on paper on 

what he did so all of the following generations of family can see just what a brave family "war hero" 

he was and how he helped save this world from such a horrid dictator.  We do not want to lose that 

important part of history to just "passing through the cracks." 

I found this amazing website and many pieces of information about my grandpa in the released .pdf 

documents on this website.  Just incredible.  Thank you.  I found excerpts that he actually shot down 3 

ME109's in one mission. I found Sgt Loy's interview / account of how he bailed, was captured and 

made it back to friendly lines. He was one of the 3 men who bailed out on this mission (LT Hanlon - 

Pilot) with my grandpa.  One man was killed, my grandpa captured, and Lt Loy was liberated and 

back at the base a week later.  Just incredible to read all these years later.  The B-25 crash landed safe-

ly by Lt Hanlon with "wheels-up" SAFELY.  Just incredible. 

My grandpa passed away in 1983 form heart and kidney complications.  He suffered both physically 

and mentally after the war. All of his ailments took a major toll on his body over the years since Wes-

ley was captured that horrible day in Italy on September 22, 1943.  We have very little formal infor-

mation about what happened after that from him.  He told his children stories of being shot and cap-

tured but no details really exist.  The AAF POW records state he was taken to Stalag Luft III in Po-

land. This is where the Great Escape took place even though we know he was not part of this 

event.  He told my Uncle Bob (his son) that we was also in Stalag 17B near Austria as well  See, he 

had his own amazing escape take place and was re-captured and tortured during his years as a 

POW.  Wesley spoke fluent French which a big part of his escape being successful.  Patton finally lib-

erated him and the POW camp in 1945 but we are not sure from where.  I am not sure how to proceed 

to get more information from this point forward.  We would welcome any links or sources that might 

be very useful or suggested.  My thinking is that Germany POW camp records might be a next step.  

In summary, we would love to join the 57th Bomb Wing group (become members).  I would also love 

to see how I could collect all of the insignia /patches of his exact groups/squadrons or anything else 

(links) that might have this available.  We do have Wesley's war medals and a few other keepsakes 

(Kriege Book from the POW Camp).  Would there be anyone still alive in the group that might re-

member him (nickname was Frenchie)?  I understand a lot of veterans are dying everyday but will 

there be more reunions (this year)?   

Thanks to all that have put so much time into this website.  It is truly a treasure to read and experience 

all of this information.  Any information or direction you could provide would be great.  In summary, 

I am just looking to see if I can gain that next level of direction to continue on the research trail. 

Thank you all in advance. 

Regards, Tim Pagac, 1/25/2018 
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Editorôs note: George Underwood helped me tremendously with the 57th newsletters Iôve gen-

erated so far. He constantly critiqued my use of ñwhite space,ò actually lack thereof. Iôm new to 

this gig, but I finally figured it out. I know GU is up there smiling this time around ;-) 
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The True Story of Catch 

22: The Reality that In-

spired one of the Great 

Classics in American Liter-

ature, by Patricia Chapman 

Meder 

Available on  

Amzon.com,  

Dear Mom: A Family Finds 

Its Past in World War II 

Letters Home,  
by Michelle Cahill 

Available on 

Amazon.com 
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Esteemed Gentlemen, 

I would like to make you aware of an exciting new project that we have been asked to participate 

in.  John Northrop (ret. US Air Force) is working on an advanced degree at U of S. Florida.  He read 

Tom Cleaver's book "Bridgebusters" and was inspired to make the 57th Bomb Wing the subject of his 

dissertation. 

This will not be a dry list of missions and events.  His vision is innovative.  He assures me that the 

result will be a unique and groundbreaking method for recording historical information and telling the 

story of a combat unit. 

Here is a paragraph from the email exchanges below: 

"My plan was to select a particular unit, and map out its role in the course of the conflict, including 

such things as sub-units, time in combat, casualty figures, etc.  The overriding goal is to create a web 

based platform that other historians can use to enter information about other units, with the hope that 

historians can pool their resources and knowledge to create a database for the entire theater (and, in-

deed, to other historical applications as well, such as immigration, trade, just about anything where 

there is historical movement).  Thus, I would start with a single unit like the 57th in order to create the 

software and the analytical tools to really dig into the numbers.  What I would propose to do is map 

out the data mission by mission, to include aircraft tail numbers and crewmembers.  Thus, each mis-

sion would be plotted on a digital base map of the Mediterranean that includes 3 dimensional ter-

rain.  The software available now makes it possible to actually generate video fly-through effects, so 

we would be able to see what things are like from the point of view of a bombardier looking out the 

nose.  Additionally, we could easily create a look-down view similar to what would be seen through a 

Norden bombsight." 

Frankly, I don't think I have fully grasped the totality of the concept yet, but loading Wing data into a 

true database would at a minimum make information retrieval much easier.  

We are going to start with the 321st BG because John Fitzgerald has already organized the relevant 

data so well with his comprehensive transcriptions of the war diaries.  Northrop will use a machine 

learning program to mine data from the diaries. 

He estimates the project will take two years to complete. 

I think this is pretty exciting news, and I wanted to make you all aware of the work in progress. 

Dan 

U.S. Army Air Corps Lieutenant General John MacCready asked 

Bausch & Lomb to make glasses for his pilots that would block the 

rays of the sun and reduce their nausea and headaches, and thus the 

company Ray-Ban was formed. 
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Vinnie, 

 

Just so you know... 

I finished cleaning up the war diary files for the 310th BG. 

I deleted the blank pages, rotated the pages that needed it, 

and ran OCR software against each file to enhance searching 

for keywords. I also took advantage of handling each file to 

catalog all of the photos found in the diaries.  Some of the 

captions were hand written and wouldn't respond to OCR. 

 

This should considerably speed up searches for people, plac-

es and planes. 

--  

Dan Setzer 

Hymie's War www.dansetzer.us 

Mork's Memoirs www.dansetzer.us/Mork 

Yiddish Translations www.dansetzer.us/yiddish  

http://www.dansetzer.us
http://www.dansetzer.us/Mork
http://www.dansetzer.us/yiddish
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When the elements of the 57th Bomb Wing first arrived in 

North Africa they had a number of things working against 

them. 

Pilots and crews were ñgreen,ò they had few hours flight 

time, and no combat experience.  For the officers command-

ing the troops, it was all new to them also.  Procedures for 

managing a busy, forward airfield close to the enemy lines 

were being worked out as they went along. 

Add to all of that the fact that the German Luftwaffe had not 

yet yielded air superiority to the Allies.  Both their fighters 

and their bombers were still very real threats. 

Our B-25's began by flying under command of the British as 

a means of getting our men accommodated to warfare as it 

was being fought in this theater.  Our ships also flew with 

the 12th Bombardment Group (The Earthquakers) who were 

already on the scene and had some combat experience. 

Our Digital Archives contain an interesting document cover-

ing this time.  It is a fragment apparently taken from a book 

or manuscript written by someone in the 12th Bombardment Group. 

A few extracts from that document will give you a good idea as to how dangerous that time was as our 

officers and men learned the art of war: 

ñOn the 31st of March [1943] we watched our formation return minus three planes.  Losses like these 

were beginning to tell. At one time we were unable to put a 9-ship formation in the air.  It was soon 

learned that although 2 ships had been forced down in the sea both the crews were safe.  The other plane 

had landed at one of our forward fighter bases. 

Two of these planes belonged to the newly arrived 340th Bomb Group, who had sent up five planes 

with crews to gain combat experience.  The Colonel sent the 340th a wire...òLost two of your planes.  

Crews safe.  Send us two more.  So sorry.òò 

   *  *  *  * 

ñThe 340th Bomb Group had plenty of hard luck after arriving at Sfax [Tunisia].  On a mission to Zag-

houan on the 23rd [April 1943], they lost a plane and crew.  On the 25th on a mission over Enfidaville 

two planes ran together shortly after taking off, killing both crews, destroying the two planes and se-

verely damaging two more.  They lost one plane the 26th on a raid over Solliman south landing ground 

and another bellied in at the field.  These accidents all happened while they were flying with the 12th 

Group and as you might imagine we did not get by too easily.  Two of our planes collided on the field 

when they landed from opposite directions.  It all happened so fast that it was hard to believe but the 

consensus of opinion was that three planes were landing from one direction, one coming in at right an-

gles, and they met at the junction of the two landing strips.  The tail of the single plane was cut off di-

rectly behind the gunner.  The plane that hit him was washed out completely.  No one got hurt in the  

12th Bombardment Group Insignia  
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accident but it was certainly a miracle that they weren't all killed.     

On the 29th three planes landed in formation from a mission on Enfidaville.  One of them had a 250- 

pound bomb hung up on the wing rack.  Upon landing the bomb fell off and exploded, blowing the 

plane up and setting it on fire.  Two of the crew were killed and another died later.  It was a miracle that 

the other two members survived.  The C.O. then instructed the pilots that in cases where a bomb was 

hung up and could not be shaken loose, they were perfectly free to land with the crew in the plane or to 

let the crew bail out and try to land alone, or to all bail out and let the plane crash. 

The very next day a pilot brought in a plane with a hung bomb.  Although it dropped off it failed to ex-

plode.ò 

   *  *  *  * 

ñThe following day was just as bad.  It was a real ñflub dubò to put it mildly.  One plane returned short-

ly after taking off on one engine.  One engine caught fire, burning the wing spar nearly in two.  The pi-

lot took the plane out over the sea, dropped the bombs and landed on a single engine.  The Commanding 

Officer of the 340th Bomb Group, Colonel Mills, got shot down over the target.  (He was presumably 

killed by a close burst of A.A.)  One of our own aircraft ran out of gas just as he landed and crashed. 

One of the 340th planes was unable to drop any bombs or lower landing gear so the crew bailed out, the 

controls set to head the plane out to sea and the pilot left the plane.  The pilot-less plane turned around 

and came back over the field flying a pretty fair course except for some up and down tactics.  While this 

was going on, another plane belly-landed on the field.  The pilot was dead and the co-pilot was flying.  

This one had just gotten down when another plane came in for a belly landing.  To add to the excitement 

and confusion, red and green flares were shooting out every few seconds.  What a day!ò 

 

 
   The Crew Chief 

 They tell me when they cut the ready wheat 

 The hares are suddenly homeless and afraid 

 And aimlessly circle the stubble on scared feet 

 Finding no place in sunlight or in shade. 

 It's evening and the Mitchells have returned. 

 The crews are home, have stretched, laughed and gone. 

 A truck replaces fuel which was burned 

 The sun completes its journey from last dawn. 

 He walks distraught, circling the landing ground 

 Waiting the last one home that won't come back, 

 And like those hares, he wanders round and round, 

 Lost and desolate on the steel mat track. 

    Anonymous 

  (Contributed by John Sutay, 486th BS) 
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In this tender and loving memoir, ñThe House Daddy Built,ò a son 

reconnects with a father who died too soon.  The son is now older 

than his father was when he died at the age of 68. 

The primary focus of this memoir is his father's service during 

WW2.  As the son looks back from his current viewpoint in life, he 

realizes that WW2 was a transformative experience for his father 

just as it was for all of the young men impacted by this world-

shaking historical event. 

Joe McFatter served in the 321st Bomb Group, 445th Bombardment 

Squadron which in turn was part of the 57th Bomb Wing operating 

in the Mediterranean Theatre of Operations (MTO). 

Imagine the magnitude of the life changes that McFatter underwent 

as he transitioned from being a rancher in a tiny Texas community, 

to becoming the pilot of one of the most effective war machines of 

the era, the B-25 Mitchell twin-engine bomber.  From small-town 

rancher to officer and commander of a bomber crew, with full re-

sponsibility for fulfilling a combat mission against the enemy while 

doing everything in his power to bring his crew back safely. 

1st Lieutenant Joe McFatter faced that challenge 70 times, flying out of bases in Corsica and Italy.   

We often forget that, although going to war was a great challenge, going home to peace was an equal 

challenge.  McFatter had seen aircraft in his formation blasted out of the sky by the German guns.  He 

knew men who did not get to go home to their loving families. 

He often flew an aircraft, that carried nose art of a beautiful pin-up girl. The ship was named ñHeaven 

Can Wait.ò  This ship with that name was considered a lucky ship, and McFatter flew his last ten mis-

sions in it.  Heaven did wait, and Joe got home safely.  However, like many other crewmen who had 

cheated death 70 times, they thought they may have used up all their good luck.  Even after all of his 

training as a pilot, he never flew in an airplane again. 

In fact, McFatter almost never even mentioned the war.  The author used the extensive documentation 

made available by the 57th Bomb Wing Association to piece together his father's war experiences. 

McFatter's son describes how his father returned to civilian life.  It was a hard life trying to scratch a 

living out of a desert ranch.  He tried and failed more than once.  Gave it up and worked for the military, 

but went back to ranching when the chance arose. 

At the end of a hard day's work on the ranch, he would sit on the porch of the house he built with his 

own hands and look out over the flocks as they grazed.  For him, it was heaven, and it had waited for 

him. 

Dan Setzer 

57th Bomb Wing Historian 

ñThe House Daddy Builtò by Joe McFatter, Jr (Independently Published 2019) is available on Ama-

zon.com. 
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On April 25, 1945 in one of the last missions 

flown by the 446th Bomb Squadron an air-

craft was lost in a spectacular crash. 

The ship with the serial number 43-4074 fea-

tured nose art painted by T/Sgt. Rocco 

ñRockyò Milano.  The nose art featured a pin-

up based upon a Vargas girl.  The aircraft was 

not given a name, but was often referred to as 

ñSeated Ladyò due to the sitting pose of the 

model. 

We received an inquiry from an amateur his-

torian in Italy asking for additional details sur-

rounding the crash.  This led to a couple of mysteries. 

First, we were surprised to see how little information we had on this significant event.  We know that 

the ship was part of a formation on a mission to bomb the Cavarzere Road Bridge.  The town of Cavar-

zere is located about 26 miles southwest of Venice. 

The target was hot, and Seated Lady took a direct hit from the flak.  The crew consisted of: 

Roland B. Jackson - Pilot 

Unknown  - Co-Pilot 

Robert M. Lattin - Bombardier 

Joseph N. Dalpos - Flight Engineer 

Henry J. Nichols, III - Radio-Gunner 

George W. Darnielle - Gunner 

 

Here is what the War Diary of the 446th BS had to say about the incident: 

ñCapt. Kendall led the formation.  Shoran used.  First flight only dropped, bombs concentrated 

W of bridge.  Second flight did not bomb due to heavy, intense, accurate flak which forced them 

off the run.  Lt. Jacksonôs aircraft received direct hits damaging it severely.  Three men bailed 

out, one of these Sgt. Darnielle, was killed when his chute failed to open.  The other three men 

stayed with the plane and crash-landed it at a friendly base where it exploded after the crewmen 

had escaped safely with minor injuries.ò 

Enzo Lanconelli, the Italian historian, contacted us asking if we knew which ñfriendly baseò the aircraft 

reached for its crash landing. 

We made a search of our archives and were not able to find a mention of the incident in any of our rec-

ords.  We could not find a MACR report on the loss of the aircraft. 

Continued on page 29 
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One of the greatest gifts we can 

give to another generation is 

our experience, our wisdom. 

- Desmond Tutu - 


