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Desirable was shot down by ground fire southwest of Bologna, Italy. All bailed out and 

evaded capture, eventually returning to their base on Corsica.  Hereôs an explanation of 

the Seimon Pugh-Jones artwork, posted by John Lund, to our 57th BWA Facebook group: 

Remembering this day 78 years ago, when my Father's (Crew Chief T/Sgt John Lund 

321st BG/448th BS) plane, "Desirable." 43-27805 was shot down in Italy by ground fire. 

She is depicted here brilliantly in intricate detail of her final moments by Artist and my 

good mate from Wales, Seimon Pugh-Jones. Very fortunate to meet him on this group, 

when he posted a photo of his relative, Sgt. Griffith (Griff) Williams, with my Father in 

the background! Read the story on page 38 for more details on B-25 Desirable. 
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In its expansion during World War II, the AAF became the world's most 

powerful air force. From the Air Corps of 1939, with 20,000 men and 

2,400 planes, to the nearly autonomous AAF of 1944, with almost 2.4 

million personnel and 80,000 aircraft, it was a remarkable expansion. 

Robert A. Lovett, the Assistant Secretary of War for Air, together with 

General Henry ñHapò Arnold , presided over an increase greater than for 

either the ground Army or the Navy, while at the same time dispatching 

combat air forces to the battlefronts. 

Source: "The Evolution of the Department of the Air Force" ï Air Force 
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Source: Badger-Globe, Kimberly- Clark Corporation, Nov-Dec 1943 

Typo Correction: Siebel Ferries  

John Stilp (310/428) CollectionðCourtesy of John Stilp Jr. 
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Mahatma Gandhi was one of the greatest peacemakers in the world, but most 

people are unaware that he was still alive during WWII. Gandhi was so committed 

to peace that he tried to write a letter to Hitler, referring to him as a ódear 

friendô and pleading for him to stop the war. However, itôs unclear whether or not 

the messages reached Hitler.  
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It is said that all good things come to an end - so 

be it! I will be 99 years of age in a couple of 

weeks, Claire 96;  our great organization is turn-

ing a corner and it is time for the next genera-

tion. I have no plans to relinquish my ties to the 

57th and will be with you as long as I can. Claire 

and I are still in pretty good shape; we still ride 

the bikes 20 miles every other day and remain 

happy and feel lucky to be in our present sur-

roundings. I am not sure as to what lies ahead for 

the 57th, but I know it is in good hands and I 

look forward to a bright future for all the mem-

bership. And I will never give up my place in the 

circle of friendship with all you 57th guys and gals. 

Claire and I are making plans to see you all in Kansas City this coming September. And 

lets hope the same for the coming years. It was fun being with everyone last year in Flor-

ida and I think it all went well. With nothing much else to say, we look forward to seeing 

everybody in Kansas City, home of the indomitable B-25. And, pray, let us see some 

more Vets there - certainly some more than the two or three that showed up at the last 

two or three reunions. 

Chris Gilley Photo 

Many different bombers were used during World War II. The B-17, B-24, B 26, 

and B-29 were the workhorses of the AAF fleet. Both the B-25 and B 26 were twin 

engine, all-metal monoplanes. The B-25 "Mitchell" and B-26 "Marauder" were 

medium bombers used mainly at altitudes of 8,000 to 14,000 feet. They primarily 

supported ground forces by targeting fortified positions, depots, railroad yards and 

other targets behind battle lines. They also supplemented heavier bombers on more 

strategic raids. The B 17 "Flying Fortress" was the first of the big bombers used 

during World War II. It was used mainly in Europe by 8th Air Force but in much 

smaller numbers in the Far East.  
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VJ (Vinny) White, son of Joseph P. White (310th, 381st) 

vjwhite57@gmail.com 

Iôm sorry this edition took so long to get you all. Working full 

time and spending quality time with my growing family pro-

vide challenges to my 57th work. Thank you to all those that 

provided stories and permissions! Please feel free to contact 

Dan Setzer or me with any ideas you may have for future sto-

ries in this journal. For this edition, Iôm providing an interview 

my uncle gave to my young cousin, We hope to see you all in 

Kansas City!. Take care and stay safe! 

Vinny 

Interview with Edward J White 

By his niece, Mary Jane (O'Donnell) Campbell 

Circa 1980's (I think) 

Edited for grammar/clarity-only, 10-Apr-2001 -vjwï and 29-Jul-23 -Dan Setzer- 

"In the past few years and most violently, in the past few days-we have learned a terrible 

lesson," said Franklin Roosevelt two days after Pearl Harbor was bombed. We must begin 

the great task that is before us by abandoning once and for all the illusion that we can ever 

again isolate ourselves from the rest of humanity." He added, "We are going to win the 

war, and we are going to win the peace that follows." 

Edward J. White was 20 years old when President Roosevelt declared war and he had no 

idea what lay before him. He was the third child out of ten. There were nine boys and one 

girl, ranging in age from 4 to 24. He grew up in Bayonne, NJ, a city right outside of New 

York. He never paid much attention to what was going on outside his own world. He 

thought, however, that someday the United States might have to go to war. Well, that 

someday came quicker than he thought. 

He says he will never forget the day Japan bombed Pearl Harbor, "I had picked my Uncle 

Eddie up at work. He was a merchant seaman who would bring oil to military tanks. "We 

were driving down Broadway, when the news came over the radio. My uncle said to me 

"Eddie, turn this car around and bring me back to work." 

"I knew then there were going to be a lot of changes in my life," said Ed. A lot of changes 

there were, for in the following year, three White boys went off to war in three months. 

The first to go was Edward's older brother, Vincent, who enlisted in the war. "I remember 

the day he enlisted; it was October 20, 1942. He volunteered for the Air Force. He was 23 

at the time," says Ed. Vincent underwent his basic training at Miami Beach, Fla. and ad-

vanced training at Amarillo, Texas, Seattle, Wash. and Las Vegas, before he went over-

seas from North Carolina as a flight engineer and gunner in the latter part of July. 
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Not another month went by when Edward's oldest brother James was drafted to the Army 

as a Field Artillery specialist. Four weeks later Edward received his draft papers to the Ar-

my Ordinance. "I remember thinking that it was the thing to do. All my friends were going 

and already two of my brothers had gone." 

 

Edward's basic training took place in Steward, Georgia. He was there for three months. 

"They taught you how to kill and survive, " said White. "I remember hiking through 

swamps that I thought would never end." One good thing happened to Edward there. It was 

that his older brother, James, was also stationed there. Since James was of higher rank, he 

sometimes pulled strings for his younger brother, like buying him packs of cigarettes. 

 

He was then transferred to Ft. Leonard Wood, Missouri for further training. "I remember 

when we left Georgia they wouldn't tell us where we were going in fear that the enemy 

would find out. We went up through the Canadian border to throw off the enemy. The only 

way we found out where we were going was when the train would stop for water. The 

farmers would tell us what direction we were heading." 

 

The only happy memories that Edward has of Ft. Leonard Wood was that his younger 

brother Joey had since been drafted in the Army Air Force and was stationed in, Scott 

Field, Ill. for his basic training. He was a radio/gunner on a B-25 medium bomber. "We 

met every weekend." White said with a smile. "It seemed wherever I went I ran into a 

brother." 

 

After his training in Missouri the troop was being sent overseas. Edward  remembers riding 

the train to New York. He passed right by his city. He could see the steeple of his church, 

which was right behind his house. "That was the worst, being so close to my family, but 

not being able to see them." 

 

It was June 1943, when he boarded the Queen Elizabeth in New York. He was among the 

largest group of soldiers to be shipped overseas without an escort. There were no sub chas-

ers or any navy boats. "We were all on our own," says Ed, "they depended on the speed of 

the QE to safely get us there. I remember zigzagging across the Atlantic to stay away from 

the enemy. This added two days to our trip." It took them eight days to finally reach Scot-

land. There were 27000 troops on the QE. They would take turns sleeping on the deck. 

"One night you would be inside the next night you would be out on the deck. We were fed  

twice a day. We usually played cards to let the time pass," added Ed. 

 

When the ship landed in Scotland the troops were taken to Ash Church, England by train. 

They set up camp there to prepare for the oncoming invasion of Europe. After being in 

England just a few days, Edward remembers being  wakened in the middle of the night. "It  
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was about 1:00 in the morning on October 9, 1943 and someone was shaking me. I opened 

my eyes and my brother Vincent was in front of me. I couldn't believe my eyes. I hadn't 

seen him in about a year. It was the happiest day for me since the war started." 

Vincent was stationed outside of London and the brothers made plans to meet that week-

end in Birmingham. It was the half-way mark between them. They were to meet at the 

U.S.O. club. The U.S.O was a club that American soldiers could go to meet other soldiers. 

"When you went in, you would sign your name and where you were from. That way you 

could see if anybody from your city was there. He hadn't signed in yet," said his brother, 

"so I waited." 

Edward had heard his brother was on another mission over Nazi-Germany and that he was 

to return that day. So he walked over to the English air field to wait for his brother's B-17 

bomber to return. "One by one they came in. There were ambulances around for the 

wounded airmen. A lot of bombers came in that day," said Edward. But his brother's bomb-

er never came back. Edward waited all day. Finally an officer came over to him and told 

him there was no use waiting around, all the bombers were back. "I just though it couldn't 

be. I went back to my camp and told my commanding officer what had happened. He said 

he would get back to me when he contacted Vinnie's commanding officer." 

Well the officer did get back to Ed. It seemed that Nazi anti-aircraft fire had put an end to 

the brothers' plan. The plane was shot down over Germany. The crew was reported miss-

ing. Vinnie's body was not found until December 27, off the coast of Sweden. "It was very 

hard losing a brother in the war. I was the last one in our family to see him. Vinnie had a 

little boy back home that he only got to see twice. It really was tough on his wife and his 

mother. I just wish his son was able to know his father. That's the kind of toll the war had 

on people. Many innocent people were killed during the war." 

It was very hard for Edward and his family to get through Vinnie's death. But the war went 

on and Edward was shipped to France. Five days after the allies invaded Normandy on 

June 6, 1944, his troops were sent there to set up a transportation and maintenance depot. 

This was to keep the invasion moving forward. They arrived at Chateau De Vincennes, two 

miles outside of Paris. "We arrived there the day the allies took Paris," told Edward. 

By now another brother, Frank was in the war. He was in the Army, stationed at West 

Point. At this point, five White boys had served in the war. For the next two months, Allied 

troops occupied what had been German headquarters on the Champs-£lys®es. After the 

place was cleared of enemy snipers and the city got back to normal, a replacement depot 

was formed. On May 7, 1945, Germany surrendered. "I'll never forget that day, but the war 

wasn't over yet. There was still a war going on in the Far East. I was going to be sent back 

to the States for 30 days and then I would be sent to the Far East to fight the war there. I 

was glad to be going home even if it was only for a month." 
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Edward left Le Havre, France to land in Newport News, Virginia nine days later. He said, 

"We were treated with steaks, watermelons, and just about anything we wanted. It was a 

much better ride on the way back." Once Edward arrived in Virginia he was transferred to 

Fort Dix by tram. Once he was in Fort Dix he called to let his family know he was on his 

way home. "I'll never forget the excitement in my mother's voice," he exclaimed. 

He remembers walking in his house to be greeted by a happy family. "Most of my friends 

were still at war. Two of my brothers James and Joey had been discharged. I was very hap-

py to be home." 

Thirty days later Edward was back on a train to the same Missouri camp he had basic train-

ing in. "Then word came over the radio that Japan had surrendered. People were going cra-

zy. God had answered my prayers. As soon as I arrived at camp I put in for my discharge. 

A few days later I was on my way home. 

The war had taken a big toll on Edward and his family. There were five brothers in the 

war. That was half of the family. Edward remembers their house being the only one with 

five stars in the window. And one star was in gold. Which meant you had lost a son in the 

war. He remembers his parents being very strong and brave for their sons. However, since 

five sons went off to war and one did not return, he says, his mother was never the same. 

"She went downhill from there. It was the turning point in her life. She had just turned 50, 

and with the loss of a son, it really tore her apart." 

There were many changes in the White house during the war years. "My sister-in-law,  

Gertie, who was married to Vinnie, moved in after the death of my brother. Mom took very 

good care of Gertie and her son, Edward Felix." 

The White boys who were in the war and not married, would send home part of their 

paychecks to their parents. They tried to help out any way they could. Once Edward's 

younger brother, Joey, sent home enough money ($300) for their parents to buy the house 

they had been renting for 10 years on East 47th Street. "I think we were very mature for 

our age. We were between the ages of 18 and 23 and we had a lot of responsibility. I don't 

think kids today could handle as much. When I read the letters that my brothers and I wrote 

to each other and to our parents, I can see the love and compassion that we shared for each 

other." 

When I asked Mr. White if the war taught him anything he responded, "To trust in your 

loved ones and God and to be strong and not to be afraid to show your emotions. War is an 

experience that I hope no other generation has to go through. It was a time in my life that I 

will never forget. I thank God every night that I made it through the war. And I also pray 

for world peace. 
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Gerald D. Gronley served as a pilot with the 488th Bomb Squadron.  He received an Air Medal, and 
Distinguished Flying Cross (DFC) for his service.  Long after the war he wrote a memoir so that his 
family would have a record of his wartime experiences. His family has generously shared that memoir 
with us.  Following are extracts from that document. 
 
I flew twenty-seven missions as co-pilot. Thirty-eight missions were flown as first pilotðthe last thirty of 
them as element leader. I was promoted to First Lieutenant 
on January 10, 1945. 
 
As element leader I flew in the number four position in a 
box of six planes. The element leader takes the place of the 
flight leader in the event that he was unable to complete the 
mission. It was quite different from flying any of the other 
positions, because the other five planes in the formation 
constrict the number four position in the formation. It is 
boxed in the middle of the pack and the pilot must, at all 
times, be aware of the proximity movements of the other 
five planes. His only escape is down. It is also the ñbullôs-
eyeò spot for anti-aircraft fire. It is also physically painful 
to fly that position. Because of its proximity to number one 
plane, the pilotôs head is tilted back and he is looking thru 
the top window above the main windshield. His neck 
muscles began to tire after a while. It is well to share time 
with the co-pilot, but not on the bomb run from the IP 
(initial point) to the target. At that time, you are tucked in 
close enough under #1 to count the rivets, and the wings of 
#5 and #6 are overlapping yours. That is the most 
dangerous time of the flight from the standpoint of a 
possible mid-air collision, particularly in rough air that was 
not unusual over the Brenner Pass Mountains in northern 
Italy. Radical movements cannot be tolerated. Confidence 
in the other pilots in the box is a must. 
    
Briefing over, we again loaded up on the 2 1/2-ton trucks 
and were taken to the respective ñhardstandsò, where the 
planes were parked, and met with the assigned gunners. 
Each crew was made up of different pilots, bombardiers 
and gunners for each mission. The pilot and co-pilot took a 
walk around the plane checking vital points on a pre-flight 
check. We usually had ten or fifteen minutes for a ñbull-sessionò and time for those who found it 
necessary, to relieve themselves in the nearby bushes for the last time before takeoff. We had only relief 
tubes aboard the planes. 
 
Itôs time to climb aboard, put on the Mae West life vest after checking the CO2 inflation cylinders, put on 
the seat-pack parachute, check the rip-chord; then snap on the flak vest over the chute, fasten the seat belt, 
and plug in the throat mike and earphones. Both hatches are then secured. Pilot and co-pilot run thru the 
cockpit checklist. Both windows are opened. Itôs time to start the engines. Turn on the energizer and 
primary switches, throttles cracked, propeller control full-forward, mixture full-rich. Shout out the 
window to the ground crew, ñclear leftò and hit the starter switch. The propeller turns and the engine starts 
loudly, belching out a cloud of smoke. I will never forget that sound. The same procedure is followed for 
the right engine. Itôs a time of anticipation. The whole plane seems to be alive, energized and eager to get 
going. 
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A few minutes from the IP (initial point) the bombardier, over the interphone, alerts the pilot. 
 
Sometimes the IP is approached coming out of a final turn. This change of direction makes it a bit more 
difficult for enemy anti-aircraft batteries to zero in and begin firing. The beginning of the bomb run has 
begun. By the time the IP is reached all planes are pulled in tight to affect a tight bombing pattern, thus 
maximizing hits on 22-foot-wide bridges. During the final 10 seconds everything must be rigidly set to fly 
straight and level so that the lead bombardier can ñzero-inò the cross hairs of the Norden Bombsight on 
the target. From the standpoint of being hit by anti-aircraft fire, this is the most dangerous and vulnerable 
time of the flight. It gives the enemy gunners time to ñzero-inò when no evasive action is permitted. 
 
Usually, when flak was encountered, it began appearing before the IP and intensified as the target was 
approached. Flack helmets were put on as soon as flack began appearing, or before, if it was 
predetermined that we would be fired upon. Engine instruments and fuel gauges were checked, and it was 
the job of the co-pilot to monitor them on the bomb run. The attention of the pilot was transfixed on the 
plane he was flying off of. 
 
Upon reaching the IP, the bomb bay doors were opened. As 
pilot in the #4 position, I could see the bombs inside of the 
#1 plane. When released they would wobble slightly and 
drop in front of our nose, with an initial velocity of 200 mph 
so there was no danger of collision with them. The lead 
bombardier would give the command for all bombardiers in 
the flight to drop their bombs. The simultaneous action of 
each plane dropping four thousand pounds at once would 
result in all planes thrusting upward. 
 
It was not unusual to encounter flak and return home with a 
few holes in the plane, to the point that it became somewhat 
routine---until my 33rd mission. Our target on that mission 
was a railroad bridge at Chiari, Italy. I was flying in the 
number four position for the first time as element leader. I was, therefore, probably more tense than usual, 
having a plane on each wing and having to hold a very steady position. This all factored into ensuring a 
compact bomb pattern. 
 
Despite having to focus upward on the number one plane, my peripheral vision caught continuous bursts 
of flak on the bomb run. I didnôt realize we had been hit until we went into evasive action and cleared the 
target area. In checking the instruments, it was evident that the oil pressure in the starboard engine was 
dropping, indicating that the oil system had been hit. I alerted the crew on the interphone of the problem, 
and advised them to keep their head phones on in the event that they needed to be given emergency 
instructions. Luckily, the pressure stabilized, without red-lining, long enough to enable us to get back to 
our base. We landed safely with a disabled engine. The cause of the damage and decrease of oil pressure 
turned out to be a piece of shrapnel about three inches long and three quarters of an inch square that hit an 
oil push rod. The crew chief brought it to me the next day. I kept it as a souvenir for years but somehow, 
in our moves, it got lost, along with my dog tags. The ground crew immediately surveyed the damage and 
counted forty-five holes in the plane. We were very lucky that none of the crew had been hit. Three 
missions later I was assigned to fly as element leader for the remainder of my missions. 
 
After each mission we were debriefed and then given a shot of whiskey by our squadron doctor, Captain 
Marino. 
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By Bob Stangier, Pilot 310th BG, 381st BS 
 
 and Dan Setzer 
 
Bombers took ñevasive actionò as they approached the target, then, for three to five harrowing minutes, 
they flew straight and steady as the bombardier lined up on the target.  After ñbombs awayò someone 
would yell, ñLetôs get the hell out of here,ò and evasive action would resume. 
 
What were they evading, and how, exactly, did evasive action work? 
 
The first part is easyé  They were trying to evade the German 88mm canon shells screaming up at 
them from the gun batteries on the ground. 
 
The second part, ñevasive actionò is more complex. 
 
Here is how Joseph Heller described evasive action in his novel, Catch-22.  Yossarian, the bombardier, 
is calling the shots to McWatt, the pilot. 
 

ñClimb!ò he screamed into the intercom at McWatt when he saw he was still alive.  ñClimb, 
you bastard! Climb, climb, climb, climb!ò 
 
The plane zoomed upward again in a climb that was swift and straining, until he leveled it out 
with another harsh shout at McWatt and wrenched it around once more in a roaring, merciless 
forty-five-degree turn that sucked his insides out in one enervating sniff and left him floating 
fleshless in mid-air until he leveled McWatt out again just long enough to hurl him back around 
toward the right and then down into a screeching dive. (1) 

 
Clearly this is a wild, yet hilarious, exaggeration of how evasive action actually worked. 
 
To fully understand how evasive action worked we have to see how the German artillery men went 
about laying the guns.  ñLaying a gunò is a technical term which refers to the process of aiming an ar-
tillery piece. 
 
 

WWII is known as a conflict with some very unique weaponry. However, one of  

he most ambitious projects was the V-3 cannon, a gigantic machine that could hurl 

projectiles from Germany across the sea into England. Instead of using rockets like 

the V-2, the V-3 would be a stationary cannon that could shoot projectiles at 

distances of up to 100 miles across the sea from mainland Europe into the United 

Kingdom. Luckily, the cannon was never completed due to bombing 

runs destroying it before completion. 
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This is a diagram of a typical German anti-aircraft battery: 

The components are: 
 
1. Electrical Generator 
 
2. Control Box 
 
3. Stereoscopic Range Finder 
 
3 (alt).  Some batteries substituted a radar for the stereoscopic range finder.  However, it 
was considered to be less accurate than the manual range finder. 
 
4. Mechanical Analog Command Computer 
 
5. Signal Distribution Box 
 
6.  Gun Batteries 
 
In order to hit a moving target you need to know the distance, altitude, speed and direction of 
flight. 
 
The Entfernungmesser, or range finder, was the heart of the operation.  It was operated by a crew 
of five men.  Each measured a different parameter by tweaking dials on the device.  The data was 
relayed to an analog computer which would calculate where the target would be when the artil-
lery shell exploded. 
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The computer sent the settings to gauges on the guns, and the men laying the guns would match the 
settings in order to point the gun at the target spot.  The men loading shells into the breach of the gun 
would set timers on the shells to explode at the expected target point. 

It sounds complicated, and it was, but the process was very fast.  The Flak 88 could fire 15 
rounds per minute. 
 
Hitting a target depended upon predicting where the target would be when the round reached it 
and exploded. 
 
The 88 round traveled at a rate of 1000 feet per second.  So, if the aircraft were flying at an alti-
tude of 10,000 feet, the round would take ten seconds to find the target. 
 
Now let us ascend up to the altitude of the bomber formations. 
 
Once the pilot enters within range of the guns, he knows he is being tracked, and the German fire 
control system is trying to predict where he will be ten seconds from now. 

[Continued on page 26] 

Figure 1: Operating the Optical Range Finder for a Flak 88  
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The men of the 57th BW pay 

tribute to the maintenance and 

service crews and to the com-

bat flight crews that took the 

B-25 into battle. 

This photo speaks volumes as 

this aircraft was able to land 

back at its home base after 

suffering incredible damage. 

We also thank the men and 

woman who built the B-25. 


