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Another book regarding the air war in Italy has come to our attention.  

We give you some of the highlights of this U.S. Army Publication 
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¢ƛǘƭŜ bŀƳŜ 

  

tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ό5ƛŎƪύ wŜŜŘ όоплǘƘκпусǘƘ ±ŜǘŜǊŀƴύ 

мǎǘ ±ƛŎŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ DǊŜƎƻǊȅ ²ƛŎƘǘƻǿǎƪƛΣ WǊ όомлǎǘκоумǎǘ - [ŜƻƴŀǊŘ ²ƛŎƘǘƻǿǎƪƛύ 

нƴŘ ±ƛŎŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ tŀƳ /ƻǎōŜȅ όомлǘƘκотфǘƘ - .ŜǊƴŀǊŘ ¢Φ tŜǘŜǊǎύ 

{ŜŎǊŜǘŀǊȅ tŀǧȅ YƻŜƴƛǘȊŜǊ όомлǘƘκоулǘƘ - WŀƳŜǎ aƻŶǧύ 

¢ǊŜŀǎǳǊŜǊ [ƻǳƛǎŜ .ƻǳǊƎ όоплǘƘκпуфǘƘ - IŀǊǊȅ 5Ŝ.ƻŜǊύ 

²Ŝō !ŘƳƛƴκ9ŘƛǘƻǊ 5ŀƴ {ŜǘȊŜǊ όоплǘƘκIv - IȅƳƛŜ {ŜǘȊŜǊύ 

aŜƳōŜǊǎƘƛǇ /ƻƻǊŘƛƴŀǘƻǊ [ƛƴŘŀ .ǳŜŎƘƭƛƴƎ όоплǘƘκпуфǘƘ - aƛƭƭŀǊŘ 9 wƛǾŜǎύ 

²ƛƴƎ IƛǎǘƻǊƛŀƴ κ!ǊŎƘƛǾƛǎǘ 5ŀƴ {ŜǘȊŜǊ όоплǘƘκIv - IȅƳƛŜ {ŜǘȊŜǊύ 

 

 

 

 

 

Dick Reed 

 

 

 

 

 

Len Wichtowski 

 

 

 

 

 

Bernie Peters 

 

 

 

 

 

James Moffitt 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Harry DeBoer 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Hymie Setzer 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Millard Rives 

 



 

3  

 

I just celebrated my 100th birthday with my family 
and many many friends and want to think back on 
my wonderful years with "The Men of the 57th".  

I thoroughly enjoyed my time as President and will 
always remember my many friends all joined to-
gether in this organization.  

My best wishes for its future and hope it will con-
tinue on for many years to come.  

I will always be at your beck and call for as long 
as time permits. 

 

 

Dick Reed flew his last mission of the war in 6-G on April 26, 1945 
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We recently became aware of this book published by the 

941st Engineering Battalion in July of 1945 

ñBlockadeò goes into great detail regarding the efforts of the 

Army Air Corps to cut off supplies to the German Army in 

Northern Italy. In some cases it offers an almost day-by-day 

account of the bombing raids and the incredible efforts of the 

German repair crews and defenders to keep the Brenner Pass 

and other rail lines open. 

The account is quite comprehensive, running 247 pages. It is 

written if four parts: 

Part I -- Situation 

Part II -- Planning 

Part III ï Operations 

     Part IV ï Enemy Reaction 

These parts are followed by 100 pages of appendices: maps, diagrams, charts and photos. 

Here is a selection taken from the Forward: 

ññBlockadeò is the story of the efforts of MATAF [Mediterranean Allied Tactical Air 
Force], ably supported on many occasions by MASAF [Mediterranean Allied Strategic 
Air Force], to completely seal off the German forces of Army Group ñCò in North ITALY 
from rail connections with the Reich. 
 
It is the story of the dogged execution of a carefully planned program of rail interdiction 
in the most difficult terrain our airmen have ever faced, the ALPS. It is the story of flak, 
the very heaviest concentrations the Germans could muster, and what we did to counter it. 
 
It is the story of attacks on large bridges whose destruction caused permanent blocks of 
the lines and, more frequently, the story of attacks on small bridges and fills which though 
hit and destroyed would have to be attacked again and again in the furious, never-ceasing 
battle between our air forces and the German repair crews. 
 
It is the story of perseverance, determination, and success --- success because it is general-
ly conceded by the senior German personnel on the staff of General Von Veitinghof, C-in-
C of the Wehrmacht in ITALY, including the General himself, that the interdiction of sup-

Blockade 

 

The Isolation of ITALY from the Reich by Mediterranean Allied 

Tactical Air Force - 29 August 1944 – 1 May 1945 
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ply lines and the destruction of stores of ammunition and fuel were the main reasons for 
the quick defeat of the Germans in ITALY.ò 

 
Needless to say the activities of the 57th Bomb Wing figure heavily in the narrative. 
 

ñThe heavy bombers were not alone. Except for five scattered days after D Day, 
MATAFôs mediums maintained a steady offensive against the whole length of the BREN-
NER Route. It is a tribute to the capacity of the 57th Bomb Wing that it succeeded in put-
ting as many as six mission of B-25ôs on BRENNER targets in a single day while at the 
same time satisfying the tremendous demands of the battle area. At the end of the month 
adverse weather grounded the mediums, and their long six month campaign against the 
BRENNER came to an end. On 25 April [1945], B-25ôs, 87 strong, attacked the Route for 
the last time, leaving it more firmly interdicted than ever before. From PARONA, just 
North of VERONA, to STEINACH, nine miles within AUSTRIA, the railway was blocked 
at 18 places.ò 

 
The men of the 57th BW managed this in spite of enormous efforts by the enemy to halt the on-
slaught: 
 

ñWith the withdrawal and elimination of the Luftwaffe in ITALY as an effective fighting 
machine, the defense of targets in Northern ITALY from air attacks rested entirely with the 
Flak troops of the GAF, as the sporadic activities of the two Italian-manned fighter groups 
were never considered a threat to our air operations. 
 
To accomplish this mission of target defense, the Germans had over 1400 heavy flak guns 
and over 3000 light flak guns with the necessary fire control instruments, manned by ap-
proximately 45,000 troops. The majority of these guns were used in the defense of the im-
portant communication lines ï along the BRENNER and in the Northeastern sector.ò 

 
The book details how furiously the enemy worked to repair especially the small bridges and di-
versions, sometimes restoring them to service overnight or in a couple of days. This required our 
boys to return to the same targets again, and again, and again. 
 

ñThe enemyôs chief reliance in his struggle against MATAFô interdiction was a vast and 
efficient repair organization. Characterized, at first, by versatility, energy, and determina-
tion, it proved a redoubtable foe which could not be wholly immobilized but only gradual-
ly outclassed and exhausted.ò 

 
This book is an excellent resource for researchers and enthusiasts interested in the history of the 

57th Bomb Wing. 

On the following pages you will find some maps and charts extracted from ñBlockade.ò 

 

We have added ñBlockadeò to the óBooksô section of the 57th Bomb Wing website. 

You can download the full book (109MB) at:  Books about the 57th Bomb Wing 

 

https://57thbombwing.com/books.php
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This chart shows the tonnage of bombs dropped by the B-25 Medium bombers during the month 

of February 1945.  Note the massive concentration along the entire length of the Brenner Pass. 
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 Jet Aircraft in Italy 1945 

By Frank B. Dean, 380th Bomb Squadron 

The book ñBlockadeò is full un unexpected gems.  For example it mentions German jet aircraft 

being used for reconnaissance.  We were unaware that jets were active in the MTO.  But then 

we found this article published in the Fall 1997 issue of the Men of the 57th Newsletter: 

Frank Dean 



 

10  

 The   to a jet  resulted in the  the 
Bell P-59 Air Used  as a  only    the 

was cancelled in  of the P-80A in  

It is possible that the the  jet  in Italy an 
response to such an   Two would in Italy to V-E 

Day, would fly t. 

The Arado Ar 234 B-2 at the National Air and Space Museum.   

 Photo credit:  By Kogo - Own work, GFDL, https://commons.wikimedia.org/w/index.php?curid=2855975 
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In May of 1944 the German Luftwaffe 

launched a very successful raid against the 

340th Bombardment Group at Alesani, Corsica.  

It was to be last major action by a German 

bomber group in the Mediterranean Theatre of 

Operations (MTO).  Shortly after the raid the 

Lehrgeschwader 1, the bomber group that car-

ried out the raid, was transferred to the Eastern 

Front to help hold back the Russian army on-

slaught. 

By September 1944 the Germans had with-

drawn all of their fighter squadrons from the 

MTO and shifted them to the Eastern Front al-

so.  The Luftwaffe was essentially out of the 

MTO, with the exception of a few squadrons of 

reconnaissance and night fighters. 

Axis fighter defense fell to the Italian Fascist 

Air Force the Aeronautica Nazionale 

Repubblicana (ANR). 

The Germans provided aircraft, mostly Me-

109ôs and Fw-190ôs, to the two ANR fighter 

squadrons.  They also trained the pilots. 

The ANR fighter squadrons had a very rocky 

time.  At one point the Germans attempted to 

incorporate the ANR into the Luftwaffe 

command.  The proud Italian pilots refused to 

go, one squadron even burned its airplanes 

rather than let them fall under German control. 

The Germans relented and replaced the 

airplanes.  However, by this time the Germans 

themselves were having trouble supplying their 

own aircraft with fuel and replacement parts.  

That also became a problem for the ANR which 

was only able to mount intermittent defence 

against the Allies. 

That is not to say that they were totally 

ineffective.  Their pilots were very agressive 

when they could get into the air and did inflict 

damage on the bombers of the 57th Bomb 

Wing. 

One such occasion was on the March 23, 1945 

mission by the 310th BG against the bridge at 

Pordenone, Italy. 

The 380th BS lost ship #238, named ñSitting 

Pretty,ò to the ANR fighters.  Here is the crew 

list and the description from the 380th War 

Diary: 

 

ANR Fighters Attack 

Messerschmitt Bf 109G with the markings of the Aeronautica Nazionale Repubblicana  
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James J Summers   Pilot 

Alexander Zebelian  Co-pilot 

Donald K Soderlund  Bombardier 

Jack B Gordy    Turret Gunner 

Clarence E Smith   Radio-Gunner 

Basil F Millican    Tail Gunner   [ 

 

 

          

          Basil F. Millican 

           

Bailing out over enemy territory, the crew survived the attack, three as POWôs, but the other 

three evaded capture.  Each crewman would have quite a story to tell, but, unfortunately, only 

one story has come down to us. 

In the pages that follow read the account of the incident from the point of view of Don-

ald K. Soderlund.  
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As a last-minute substitute bombardier on a routine 

mission, I was driven to the end of the runway where 

21 planes were ready for take-off.  Someone dropped 

open the front escape hatch of one of the 380th squadron 

planes and I crawled in.  It was to be my last mission, 

leaving Corsica for good with a crew I had never met. 

The original target was cancelled for some reason, and 

we went for the alternate target, a bridge at Prodenone 

in the Po Valley, Italy.  The time consumed sent our 

English escort of Spitfires home, and down on the 

ground the six or more little dust spots came up ï Me-

109ôs and Fw-190ôs. 

They attacked out of the sun.  The gunners got a couple 

before our left-wing gas tank caught fire.  We all bailed 

out. 

On my way out I met for the first time, co-pilot 1st Lt. Alexander Zebelian, my constant com-

panion for the next six weeks.  Our second meeting on the ground an hour later, He was ped-

dling a bicycle along the top of the numerus Po Valley canals.  I wasted my best line on him, I 

said, ñDr. Livingston, I presume?ò and he didnôt get it.  Maybe it wasnôt too appropriate. 

Bailing out at about 7000 feet I pulled the rip cord on my chute and nothing happened.  Had to 

open the front flap, throw out the small lead chute before the main parachute opened.  Years lat-

er, my barber, a paratrooper, told me thatôs how it was done with a small 22-foot chute.  Nice 

thing to know ï 20 years later. 

An Italian farmer and his son got up very early that March 23rd morning and had plowed a nice 

soft spot for me to land on and a good place to hide my chute and heavy flight jacket.  They di-

rected me down a dry canal away from the area at the end of which I met a young boy with a 

pitcher of water.  After half a glass, I knew it was whiskey.  From then on, solving problems 

was easier. 

Lt. óZô and I were picked up by an old man and poled down a canal in a very small boat.  Lt. óZô 

had a sprained ankle, otherwise we were OK.  We were guided to a group of Italian Partisans 

hidden in some tall reeds and since they wore various parts of German uniforms, I thought we 

had had it.  Instead, after conveying our appreciation for our rescue in very limited and bad Ital-

ian, we had a nice lunch of roast goat meat, cheese, wine, and bread.  By sundown we moved 

out of the area and after a very long walk we stopped at a farmhouse where we were quickly in-

troduced to the family and hid in an upstairs room for several days. 

My Last Mission ð March 23, 1945 

By Donald K. Soderlund, 380th BS, 310th BG 

Donald Soderlund 
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A visit by some German officers, who the family apparently convinced they knew nothing of 

our where-abouts, prompted another move that night.  This time the transportation was bicycles 

and since I had never ridden one before, I had a hell of a time keeping up with the rest and stay-

ing out of the canals. 

We arrived at our new residence in the middle of the night.  This was 

the home of the Sparetta family, father, mother, daughter, and some 

kids.  They were tenant farmers living more or less in one building.  

The first floor was for farm animals, in this case only two friendly ox-

en, second floor for the family, top floor was the grainery where we 

slept.  Its windows had no glass and the owls visited us most nights 

looking for the rats who were there for the corn.  During the day we 

hid in the chicken coop or out in the fields when someone arrived that 

the family didnôt trust.  The kids acted as lookouts. 

After about a week, top-turret gunner S/Sgt. Clarence E. ñSmittyò 

Smith joined us.  He had been living out in the open, sleeping in hay-

stacks. 

Living with the Sparetta family was very pleasant, and we spent a lot 

of time gathered around the hooded fire platform with dried corn 

shocks for fuel.  The women baked us special bread and the men pro-

vided us with óroll your ownô cigarettes. 

We exchanged our uniforms for rag-tag civilian clothes.  I was dressed as the poorest peasant in 

the Po Valley.  Lt. óZô got a pair of black velvet pants that made him look very Italian and im-

portant.  óSmitty,ô a late sleeper got the rest, but then he looked good in anything. 

We were visited frequently by a New Zealander, Archie Scott, from Christchurch, New Zealand.  

He had been captured by the Germans in Egypt, brought to Italy, escaped, joined the Partisans.  

He spoke rather good Italian and it was through him we learned there were a number of New 

Zealanders hiding in the vicinity. 

During this time, we were visited by other tenant families that the Sparattaôs knew, a gregarious 

bunch, especially if wine was available.  Once, one of the women picked me up and more or less 

tucked me under her arm and said she was taking me home.  Sheôd have a hell of a time picking 

me up today and come to think of it ï ñwhat for?ò 

After weeks of this dangerous and perilous living we got the word to move out.  Happy as we 

were to hear this, we didnôt expect to walk out in broad daylight, but thatôs what we did along 

with the New Zealanders.  Why the Germans who we met on the roads didnôt become suspicious 

of our ñgoodbyes,ò I will never know.  All the women and other members of the families piled 

out of the houses with wine, hugs, & kisses.  The New Zealanders had been here much longer 

than we had and most of the attention was for them, but it seemed to me Lt. óZô and especially 

óSmittyô got their share. 

Clarence  E.      

ñSmittyò Smith 
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We walked 50 miles, or so it seemed, picking up shadowy figures along the way.  Two I remem-

ber talking to were fighter pilots.  The Partisans were very noisy, they were spoiling for a fight 

because they now felt they had the upper hand. 

Hours later, on the beach of the Adriatic Sea, where we were to be picked up by PT boat, we 

waited & worried about the coming daylight and hoping to pick up our rescue signal ñthe Jersey 

Bounce,ò when the sky was lit up by flares and 40mm shells dropping into the surf.  Seems our 

PT boat ran into a German patrol & faked an attack.  I can still remember seeing the shadowy 

outline of the rafts silently moving toward shore, and I also remember óSmittyô didnôt wait to be 

picked up and neither did I as we both swam out to the PT boat. 

Our trip down the coast was swift and uneventful, landing in Ancona.  Later a dusty truck ride to 

Rimini rejoined us with the 380th Bomb Squadron. 

It certainly would be interesting to meet the other three members of the crew and hear their sto-

ries, but what I have always wondered wasé 

 Who it was that I had replaced on this my 67th and last mission?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 ñFlak Happyò  428th Bomb Squadron 
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We recently came into possession of an interesting artifact of WW2. 

While the men of Germany were fighting in the war, the children of Germany were playing 

at war. 

We found a childrenôs board game called ñAdler ï Luftverteidingungsspiel,ò or, ñEagle ï Air 

Defense Game.ò 

The preface to the gameôs instructions assures us that it was developed by an officer in the 

Luftwaffe.  It also stated that: 

ñThis game shall and will remain only a game.  But the deeper meaning of the 

game lies in the ever-watchful thought of protecting the homeland.ò 

The game was produced by the Verlag Hugo Grªfe in Dresden in 1941 when the Germans 

were still winning the war. 

Each player gets six bombers and six fighters.  Play is controlled by five multi-colored dice.   

The pieces advance hoping to avoid enemy flak and fighters to reach their targets then return 
back to base.  

 

Children Playing at War 
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The numbered circles indicate that you are in range of the Flak guns.  A throw of the dice deter-

mines a miss or damage. 

The targets (L-R) are the steel works, barracks, arsenal, gas works, radio transmitter and electri-

cal power station. 

Game pieces, fighters and bombers. 
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From the ñAir Force Airs Songbookò published 1943.  [Joan DeBoer Heath Collection] 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

Virgil Prichard 

380th BS 
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The ñOò Clubs and the ñEMò Clubs were an 

essential element of the 57th Bomb Wing 

groups and squadrons. 

Not only did  they serve as a venue for rest 

and relaxation, they also served as a sort of  

venue for emotional therapy. 

The Club was a safe place where you could 

tell the guy sitting across the table from you 

how scared you were on the last mission, and 

know that your statements will be received 

with sympathy and understanding because the 

listener would have had those same feelings 

on that mission, or another just like it. 

When the squadrons moved to a new station, 

the first priority after getting the unit combat-

ready was setting up the ñOò and ñEMò clubs.  

My father, Sgt. Hymie Setzer, brought back 

two photos of the EM club for the HQ Squad-

ron.  I believe the photos were taken shortly 

after arriving on Corsica because the EM club 

was just a tent with a dirt floor.  The furnish-

ings came from ñWho knows where?ò 

Conditions did not stay this way.  The War 

Diaries are full of stories about how the Clubs 

were under constant improvement.  If they 

could not find an existing building to use, 

they would build one from the ground up. 

 

Running on 100 Octane Aviation Fuel 

And 80-Proof Alcohol 

The story of the Officerôs and Enlisted Menôs Clubs  


