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Eighty years ago. in February 1945, in Corsica, I was es-

corted into a tent and introduced to its two occupants, 

another young Bombardier like me and the Squadron In-

telligence Officer. This was to be my new residence 

since arriving and joining the 486th Bomb Squadron.  

My new tentmates were in the process of assembling 

clothes and equipment and packing the stuff into two 

suitcases. They explained that this equipment belonged 

to a pilot1 who had been shot down a few days ago along 

with his entire crew and there had been no survivors. I 

was to take the pilotôs bunk.  Apparently, a few days ago, 

he had been leading a trio of ships which had preceded a 

main bombing formation that was headed for a particular 

target near Lake Garda. His group was dropping white 

phosphorus on the targetôs gunners below when an 88mm blew the ship apart.  

I do not recall the names of any crew members2, but its Bombardier had been the subject of a 

woman who came to talk to me several years ago. She was relative3 who came into possession 

of many war letters written to the Bombardierôs mother and was in the process of writing a book 

about him and his brother, a B-17 crewman out of England who was fatally shot down over Hol-

land a few months prior to his brotherôs death.    Both brothersô letters to their much-loved 

mother were superbly written showing a very high standard for youths of their age. I read parts 

of her book, which are very interesting.4 And it truly exhibited the closeness of the family.  

Finally, my new tent mate and fellow Bombardier, was shot down following the day of my arri-

val but apparently somehow made it out alive. I never heard from him again.5 

___________________________________________ 

(1) Charles R. Ross, pilot. Shot down on February 3,1945. 

(2) Otis O. Outlaw, co-pilot; C. R. Fisher, Thomas D. Cahill, bombardier; N Vasil, radio gunner; J. T. Deck-

er, E. B. Sichling, tail gunner. 

(3) Michelle Cahill, grandniece of Thomas D. Cahill. 

(4) Dear Mom: A Family Finds Its place in World War II Letters Home, Pleasant Street Publishers 2015. 

(5) Either Roger L. Siman in Yankee Doodle Dandy (6Y), or Elroy C. Roseburg in Idiotôs Delight (6W).  

Both ships shot down during Mission Glassknob.  Read more about this disastrous mission in the following 

pages. 
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Mission “Glassknob” 

 

Submitted by 

Nick Loveless 486th Squadron 

(Reprinted from the Fall 1990  edition of the Men of the 57th Newsletter) 

On February 13, 1945, the 340th Bomb Group attempted a new technique in bombing rail 

lines in the Brenner Pass.  The actual target, near San Ambrogio, was a steep mountainside 

directly above the main tracks of the railroad that brought supplies from Germany to the Ger-

man Troops in Italy.  Well placed bombs were making it more difficult to repair than as if the 

lines were bombed directly. 

Six B-25ôs of the 486th Squadron were assigned to the mission, with this writer flying in the 

#3 position, or left wing lead element, as gunner/photographer.  All six of the aircraft sus-

tained flak damage, and when coming off the target 6W (#2 aircraft and 6Y (#5 aircraft) were 

shot down.  6Y sustained a direct hit in the left engine blowing a portion away.  This writer 

observed the explosion and took this photograph immediately after the hit and just prior to 

6Y going down. [See page 11] 

The crew members of 6W were [Marshal W] Knighton (pilot), [Jerry C] Smith, [Elroy C] 

Reseburg, [J. R.] Long, [Robert] Chappius, and [A. A.] Cropp.  The  crew of 6Y were 

[Roman H] Figler (pilot), [J. V.] OôConner, [Roger] Siman, [Cecil R] Claflin, [N. R.] Lewis 

and [James R] Davidson. 

The story of MISSION ñGLASSKNOBò continues in the words of the pilot of the #4 air-

craft.  Lieut. Walter Wooten wrote this account of the mission.  Ironically, as noted in his dia-

ry, the avalanche did not occur, and the rail lines remained intact...at least for that day.  Wal-

ter Wooten passed away just prior to his intended first reunion in Fort Worth.  His family 

submitted his written account. 

6W  

Idiotôs Delight 
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I awoke suddenly, as I always do on mornings 

when Iôm scheduled to fly.  Iôm not aware of 

having heard anything.  The tent is pitch 

black, with a slightly lighter triangle at the 

end where the flap is pulled back.  My sleep-

ing bag feels warm and cozy, and Iôm wide 

awake. 

A shadow darkens the entrance, and the Of-

ficer of the Day calls very softly ñWootò?, I 

answer, Iôm awake,ò and I hear the crunch of 

gravel as the O.D. goes on to the next tent to 

awaken another man scheduled for this morn-

ingôs mission. 

I unzip the sleeping bag and roll into a sitting 

position on the side of the cot.  Now that itôs 

winter weôve taken down the mosquito bars, 

and getting up is less like fighting our way out 

of a fishnet. 

Somebody has turned on the phonograph up at 

the Officerôs Mess.  Theyôre playing the Wiff-

enpoof Song,ò which seems pretty appropri-

ate.  ñDamned from here to eternity, God have 

mercy on such as we,ò  I feel a shiver run up 

my spine. 

I pull on my ODôs, GI shoes, and fleece lined 

jacket, then walk up to the mess hut.  After the 

darkness outside the mess seems uncomforta-

bly bright.  They have pancakes, bacon and 

coffee for us today.  Iôm not usually hungry 

before a mission, but today breakfast tastes 

awfully good.  The eighteen officers sched-

uled to fly this morningôs mission are here.  

The rest of the squadron will eat later, after 

daybreak.  Thereôs very little conversation at 

breakfast, I guess itôs just too early. 

I go to the latrine and wait in line, as usual, 

thereôs always a line before a mission. 

While walking back down to my tent, I notice 

that the sky on the eastern horizon is slightly 

less black now.  Trigger (Tom Phelps, my tent

-mate) is still asleep, so I try to move quietly.  

I get into my flying suit, put my jacket back 

on over it, pull on my boots, and gather up my 

notebook, pencil, gloves and earphones.  I 

kneel and shoot up a short prayer, then go out 

and over to the Operations tent to check out 

an escape kit.  Escape kits contain gold mon-

ey, a silk map of the area we are to be in, Ben-

zedrine, and emergency rations.  These kits 

had better still be sealed when we turn them 

back in.  I stow the escape kit in my shin 

pocket along with my cigarettes and lighter, 

then go outside and climb aboard one  of the 

three 2 1/2 ton trucks parked in a line there. 

[Merit L] Espy climbs aboard carrying a bulg-

ing musette bag.  Someone says, ñHey, Air-

speed, you planningô to RON?ò  Everybody 

laughs except Espy, who doesnôt think itôs 

funny and looks sour. 

The trucks start, and we lurch down the un-

paved road about a half mile and stop outside 

the briefing hut at Group Headquarters.  No 

trucks from the other squadrons are there.  

Apparently this is to be the 486thôs show. 

Inside the Quonset, bomb-fin crates are lined 

up to serve as seats facing a raised platform at 

the end.  At the rear center of the platform is a 

curtain.  It covers a map which will show our 

route and target by means of a red twine 

pinned on the map.  Briefing starts, as always, 

with a time hack, ñIn thirty seconds it will be 

zero six four fouré..ten, nine, eight seven, 

six, five, four, three, two, one, hack!ò  All 

watches are synchronized to the exact second.  

Now comes the read-off of times; Start en-

gines 0728, taxi out 0730, take-off 0734 reach 

I.P. 0942, time over target, 0946.ò  I scribble 

these in my note pad as they are read out.  
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 Iôve already headed the page with the flight 

information taken from our Operations bulle-

tin board last night after the mission was post-

ed:  6Z in the lead, 6W in #2 on his right 

wing, 6L in #3 on his left wing.  Iôm flying 6A 

in the #4 spot, leading the second Vee, with 

6Y in #5 on my right wing, and 6C on my left 

in the#6 position. 

No rendezvous time is announced, so thereôll 

be no fighter escort.  Next comes the codes 

for the day:  mission ñGlassknob;ò wounded 

aboard ñEagle;ò dead aboard ñFlower:ò tower 

ñGable.ò  The briefing officer cautions us, as 

always, to observe strict radio silence until we 

cross the Italian coast coming home.  As usu-

al, the emergency signal is a red flare.  We 

should be back on the ground by noon. 

ñNow the curtain hiding the map is drawn 

back, accompanied by the sound of a sigh.  

Itôs a reflex action, I suppose, this group in-

take of breath when the target is uncovered.  

The target is deep into the Alps, well beyond 

Lake Garda, near the Brenner Pass.  The Ma-

jor explains the purpose of the mission today.  

Our flight of six B-25s is to drop twenty-four 

1,000-pound semi-armor piercing bombs into 

a mountainside above a rail cut. 

This will cause a landslide, or avalanche, 

which will bury the rail line under tons of 

rock and keep the line cut effectively for a 

long time.  This is the rail line from the Bren-

ner Pass.  Lately, the Krauts have rebuilt the 

bridges weôve knocked down within days, 

sometimes overnight.  Todayôs raid will make 

things a little more difficult for them.   The 

Major is gleeful at the prospect.  Weôre not!  

Itôs a long way for only six airplanes with no 

fighter escort.  There are Me-109s and MAC-

CI-202s up there.  And we know that theyôve 

got helluva lot of 88s along that river. 

The Mission Commander is to be Lieutenant 

Colonel from Group Headquarters.  Heôll be 

flying 6Z the lead airplane, with the regular 

pilot in the right seat.  When I checked the 

Squadron Bulletin board last night I wondered 

why no co-pilot was posted for 6Z.  This ex-

plains it.  Number four, (thatôs me) is to take 

the lead if anything happens to number one. 

Known flak positions are pointed out on the 

map.  Our flight path is routed away from all 

of them except those in the target area.  Weôll 

cross the Italian coast at La Spezia, follow a 

meandering course to Lake Garda, then turn 

north and follow the river up to the target.  

Weôll cruise at 9,200 feet, indicated airspeed 

200 mpg.  The Mission Commander is to ra-

dio a coded mission report when we reach 

Lake Garda on the way back. 

With a ñGood Luck!ò from the Major the 

briefing is over and the pilots, bombardiers, 

and radiomen gather separately for short 

briefings for those groups.  Co-pilots leave to 

pre-flight the aircraft.  At the pilotôs briefing 

the five of us (The Colonel from Group 

doesnôt join us) are given a weather analysis, 

suggested power setting for climb and cruise, 

and told to maintain a listening watch on 

Channel B, reminded to observe radio silence, 

conserve fuel, and to be sure to turn on IFF (a 

radar identification device).  Weôll each be 

carrying four 1,000-pound bombs, and a full 

load of fuel and ammunition.  Weôll need eve-

ry inch of runway to get off since thereôs no 

surface wind this morning.  I hope we wonôt 

need a few more feet than weôve got. 

We go out to the trucks and are driven another 

half mile to the airstrip, down the taxiway to 

the equipment Quonset.  Itôs pretty light out-

side now.  We jump over the tailgate and go 

inside the hut to the bins.  I take out my Mae 
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 West, check both CO2  cylinders and valves, 

then strap it on.  Next I check the seals and 

ripcord on my chute, then shrug it over the 

Mae West. 

My airplane, 6A, ñSahara Sue IIò is parked on 

the hardstand nearest the equipment hut so I 

walk over without waiting for the truck that 

serves as a line taxi. 

I do a walk around check of the ship with my 

co-pilot, Red Allison [The authorôs recollec-

tion is faulty.  His co-pilot that day was James 

ñRedò Martin] .  Red has already completed 

the preflight checklist.  The crew is all here, 

and the six of us sit on the ground and smoke, 

waiting until itôs time to get aboard.  Every 

few minutes someone gets up and goes over 

to the weeds beyond the hardstand to relieve 

himself.  I marvel that so much water can be 

passed by so few.  But itôs always that way  

before a mission...it goes with the job. 

Finally, after checking my watch I say, ñLetôs 

turn the props over,ò and we all get up and 

take turns putting a shoulder to a propeller 

blade and pushing it as far as we can until the 

man behind catches the next blade and keeps 

the rotation going.  We count aloud to six, 

meaning weôve rotated the propeller twice, 

and the engine three times (gearing is 16:9).  

This drains any oil which has run down into 

the bottom cylinders which might crack a cyl-

inder head when the engine is started.  We re-

peat on the other prop and now itôs time to go. 

My tension has been mounting steadily since I 

first got up this morning, but I know it will 

leave as soon as I get the engines started.  It 

always has, and this is my forty-sixth mission.  

But right now my stomach feels like Iôve 

swallowed a cannonball. 

I snap my flak vest on over my chute and 

climb aboard.  I hear both hatches slam shut 

behind me as I settle into my seat, fasten my 

seatbelt, and plug in my throat mike and ear-

phones. Red and I run through the checklist.  

At 0708 I hit the energizer and primer switch-

es...throttles cracked, prop control full for-

ward, mixture full rich...I shout out the win-

dow, ñclear left,ò and hit the starter switch.  

The big prop turns over and over, then catches 

with a roar, throwing a great cloud of blue 

smoke.  I follow the same sequence with the 

right engine, which starts quickly, and the B-

25 trembles as if she is anxious to get going.  

6L, ñRinky Doo,ò is #3 today, so I watch for 

her to come down the taxi-strip so that I can 

fall in behind.  Here she comes!  I glance at 

my watch, itôs 0711.  I let off the brakes and 

taxi out behind 6L.  Figler, 6Yôs pilot, has 

slowed down to allow me to turn into the line 

ahead of him. 

We stop near the end of the runway to check 

the mags and run up the engines.  Iôm dimly 

aware that the tension Iôve felt all morning is 

gone.  The lead airplane, 6Z ñA.W.O.L.,ò is 

on the runway and rolling.  Itôs exactly 0714.  

Now 6W starts to roll and 6L moved ahead to 

the end of the runway and holds.  ñRinky 

Dooò starts rolling and I taxi out onto the end 

of the runway.  Booster pumps ñON,ò 15 de-

grees of flap, I advance the throttles slowly to 

44 inches, release the brakes and we start our 

run.  The control van flashes by on my 

left...weôre halfway down the strip.  I ease the 

control column back and get the nosewheel 

off.  At takeoff power the engines sound as if 

theyôre tearing themselves out of the nacelles.  

Good old 6A flies herself off the ground with 

a hundred feet to spare.  I jerk my right thumb 

ñupò and the gear starts up.  Red had his hand 

on the handle, waiting for the signal. I reduce 

the power, then Red reduces the RPMs while I 
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 start milking up the flaps.  Weôre over the 

Mediterranean at 75 feet, straining to climb 

with the weight of the armor plate, bombs, 

ammunition, fuel and men. Ahead of me the 

lead plane has started a shallow climbing turn 

to the right.  The number two and three ships 

start turning too, leading 6Z so as to slide into 

position on his wings as he comes around.  I 

bank to the right, keeping my nose aimed just 

ahead of number three.  Iôll be flying for-

mation in reference to number one, but to 

watch him instead of two and three during the 

join-up would be inviting a mid-air collision.  

I get closer to number three in the turn, since 

Iôm turning inside of him, and get just behind 

and below number one. 

Shapes to my left and right, at the edge of my 

peripheral vision, let me know that 6C and 6Y 

are in position on my wings.  The formation is 

tight.  I can count the rivets in 6Zôs belly. Itôs 

physically painful to fly the number four posi-

tion.  Your head is tilted back and youôre look-

ing up through the top window behind the 

windshield.  My neck muscles begin to protest 

after a while.  Our squadron has lost more air-

planes in number four than any other for-

mation position.  This fact doesnôt bother me 

particularly.  Although Iôm not overly optimis-

tic about my chances of completing this tour.  

Iôve never believed that any particular posi-

tion is worse than another.  The Krauts arenôt 

that accurate. 

I nod to Red to take over.  His left hand closes 

over my right on the throttles and I release 

them and the control column, and drop my 

feet flat on the floor.  Martin is good.  The air-

plane doesnôt waver during the transition and 

he keeps us socked right in there.  I shake my 

head to uncramp my neck, light a cigarette, 

and make a crew check on the interphone:  

Tail Gunner, Radioman, Top Turret, and Bom-

bardier.  Each reports everything okay.  I 

check the engine instruments, then the flight 

instruments.  Weôre climbing through 8,000 

feet at 0729. 

I jerk violently at a series of explosions much 

like a truck engine with no muffler.  Itôs only 

the top turret testing his guns and the smell of 

cordite seeps into the cockpit.  I hope Red 

didnôt notice my startled jump...sounding and 

appearing calm is the prime rule of the game. 

We level off at 9,200 feet.  I reach over Redôs 

left hand and pull the prop levers back to 

2,100 RPM, making minor adjustments until 

the engines sounded synchronized.  I check 

the fuel gages and flip two switches to trans-

fer fuel from the auxiliary tanks, out at the 

ends of the wings, to the large main tanks in-

board.  I like to transfer the reserved fuel just 

as soon as weôve burned enough out of the 

main tanks to accept it all.  Some of the fel-

lows wonôt transfer fuel until theyôve left the 

target and are on the way home.  They be-

lieve, correctly, that a full tank is less apt to 

blow up than a tank full of fumes.  But I be-

lieve that a hit on the fuel transfer pump or 

lines is just as likely as one in the reserve 

tanks and that extra fuel out there wonôt get 

you home if you canôt transfer it.  Further-

more, the tanks are vented, and if you transfer 

as early as possible the fumes should be gone 

before you get shot at.  This question is the 

subject of one of the running arguments, night 

after night, back in the tent.  Nobody ever 

convinces anybody on the other side.  Iôll nev-

er understand how the Army overlooked this 

question.  Thereôs a regulation on absolutely 

everything else. 

Allisonôs neck is bound to be bothering him 

by now.  I grasped the wheel lightly, put my 

feet back on the rudder pedals, put my right 
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 hand over his left, and take the throttles as he 

slides his hand away. 

Looking fixedly at the lead plane a few feet 

away, I canôt see the horizon and am never 

quite sure of our attitude, whether we are turn-

ing, climbing, or straight and level.  In for-

mation this tight you donôt want to risk letting 

your eyes stray from the airplane youôre 

ñflying on.ò 

After Red and I have exchanged the controls 

another few times, Bray, the Bombardier, calls 

on the interphone, ñFive minutes from 

I.P.ò  (The I.P., or Initial Point, is where the 

final turn toward the target is made, and is the 

beginning of the Bomb Run.)  At the I.P. you 

roll out of the turn on a heading to the target.  

The bombardier then has to find and recog-

nize the target visually...then get it centered 

and tracking in the crosshairs of his Norden 

Bombsight.  Today he will have 240 seconds 

to do this.  During the final 30 seconds of the 

run weôll be flying straight and level at a con-

stant speed.  This half-minute is the most dan-

gerous time.  More than half the planes lost 

during my tour have been hit during tis frac-

tion of a minute before the bombs are re-

leased, and you can begin to take action of 

any kind.  Just hold it in tight. 

I nudge Red and he takes over.  I bob and turn 

my seat for my steel flak helmet, and put it 

on.  I check the engine instruments and fuel 

gauges, glance outside at the incredible beauty 

of these magnificent mountains, and fight off 

a tremor brought on by the cold...or is it fear?  

I take the controls from Red and from the cor-

ner of my eye see him don his flak helmet and 

lower his seat to ñfull down.ò  His job is to 

watch the instruments during the bomb run, 

and he says he can concentrate on them best if 

he doesnôt see outside too well. 

The underside of 6Zôs wings flash with re-

flected sunlight...Weôre turning on the I.P.  

Those wings ahead and above are shaded 

again, and I know that weôre headed toward 

the target.  6Zôs bomb bay doors open and I 

can see the long, fat bombs inside.  A puff of 

jet black smoke flashes by the window, then 

another, and another.  Flak!  Thereôs a loud 

ñCHUNGò with another simultaneous sound 

like a fistful of stones flung against corrugated 

iron.  That means weôre hit.  Everything feels 

okay, the engines sound fine.  Red would have 

already told me.  Iôm aware that my anxiety is 

completely gone, replaced by an exhilaration 

beyond anything ever experienced outside of 

combat.  I have a sense of being wholly, com-

pletely alive.  All by sense are acute.  Time 

seems to slow down.  

I can see flak bursting dead ahead, then hear 

the ñCHUNKò of another hit.  Weôre still 

making small turns, climbs and dives, and 

havenôt yet settled down for the last straight 

and level run.  Damn! The Krauts are accurate 

today!  Theyôre putting their 88ôs in our hip 

pocket and weôre still twisting and turning! 

My mind is racing with many thoughts:  the 

sound of the engines, our position in the for-

mation, the intensity and accuracy of the flak.  

ñYea, though I walk through the valley of the 

shadow of death, I will fear no evil for Thou 

art with me.ò  Those words always pop into 

my mind, unasked, on the bomb run. 

Now we are flying straight and level.  I hold 

6A very tight just behind and under 6Zôs tail 

stinger.  Flak is bursting just ahead of 6Z; itôs 

right on our altitude but theyôre leading us a 

little too much.  Suddenly 6Zôs four big 

bombs break free and, wobbling slightly, fall 

straight down in front of our nose.  The seat 

thrusts upward as our own 4,000-pound load 
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 is released and the airplane responds with a 

swooshing lift. 

ñOkay, Colonel, letôs get the hell out of here,ò 

I think, and tense up on the controls anticipat-

ing a violent turning dive to get out of the 

flak.  6Zôs bomb bay doors close...nothing 

happens!  The Colonel maintains our creeping 

airspeed, then starts a gentle 15-degree turn.  

(I learn later, from his crew, that heôs watch-

ing the mountainside and wants to see, per-

sonally, the avalanche which is to cover the 

rail line with tons of rock.  Itôs the tail-

gunnerôs job to do that and report to him by 

interphone.) 

Thereôs a very loud ñBLAM,ò more black 

smoke flashes by.  Red tugs my sleeve and I 

steal a glance away from 6Z to him.  Heôs 

ashenéòDid you see it?ò he shouts at me.  I 

shake my head, not understanding, and tilt my 

head back to hold position.  Itôs not hard to 

do, weôre still doing 200 mph in our gentle 

turn.  Something draws my attention over to 

Kinghtonôs ship, 6W in #2 position on 6Zôs 

right wing.  Heôs above me at about one 

oôclock.  His left fin and rudder, flat olive 

drab with a big white ñ6W,ò slowly turns a 

glossy black, changing color as I watch.  Iôm 

flabbergasted never having seen anything like 

this.  Now his left propeller slows and comes 

to a stop, feathered, then I realize that the 

shiny black color came from the oil pouring 

out of his left engine, and being blown back 

onto the stabilizer and rudder.    

6W skids to the right, smoking and losing alti-

tude.  Knighton must be literally standing on 

his right rudder to keep his good engine from 

turning him into the formation.  He slides 

down and out of sight, leaving a trail of 

smoke.  Weôve completed 270 degrees of turn 

and roll out level, plodding along at 215 mph.  

At last weôre out of range of the 88 batteries 

and are headed for home. 

Red leans over and slides the interphone off 

my right ear, gets up close and tells me that 

Figler got a direct hit back when I heard the 

ñBLAM!ò and has gone down.  Most of Redôs 

original crew were now assigned to Figler 

while he gets combat experience flying co-

pilot with me.  He watched from a few yards 

away when they ñbought the farm,ò  I glance 

at Red again.  He looks 20 years older than he 

did a couple of hours ago. 

Two ships down out of six!...Twelve good 

men gone!  I think, ñThank God it wasnôt 

me,ò then fell a flood of remorse at the selfish 

thought. 

I tap Redôs arm and he takes over.  I look out 

to the left at 6C, catch the co-pilotôs eye, point 

to 6Zôs right wing, then hold up two fingers.  

He nods and turns his head to shout some-

thing to the pilot.  6C begins to drop down, 

then crosses underneath me and climbs up in-

to the into the #2 position.  Now weôre a dia-

mond formation where a few minutes ago we 

were two VEEôs. 

I light a cigarette, then get on the interphone 

and make a crew check, starting with the tail-

gunner.  With nobody on our wings now heôs 

all alone back there and I know his head is 

swiveling constantly, looking for fighters.  

Everybody reports everything is okay.  Our 

only damage seems to be lots of holes in 6Aôs 

skin.  Sheôs pretty well patched up already.  A 

few more wonôt even be noticed.  No one 

adds any comment to his brief report.  The 

usual banter is missing. 

I tune the Command Set to Armed Forces Ra-

dio at Caserta so that the fellows can listen to 

some music on the way home.  It doesnôt 
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 sound very good to me.  And while I was fiddling with the Command radio, I missed the mis-

sion report on VHF.  Red hears it, leans over and shouts, ñMike Fox Nan, George.ò  The mis-

sion was a failure!  There was no avalanche! 

The rail line is still open! 

 

Below: Nick Lovelaceôs photo of 6Y with damaged left engine. 
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Operation Bingo 

November 6, 1944 

Most see Operation Bingo as being the opening shots fired in what came to be known as The 

Battle of the Brenner. 

The 57th Bomb Wing played a key role in the mission along with elements from other bomber 

groups operating in the region. 

Immediately after the mission, in December of 1944 the  941st Engineering Battalion pub-

lished a 30-page report on the missions which we have now posted on the 57th BW website. 

Download the book here:  Operation Bingo 

https://57thbombwing.com/links_files/Operation%20Bingo.pdf
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The trains on the Brenner railroad line from Ve-

rona, Italy to Innsbruck, Austria were electric.  

Electric power was ideal for operations over a 

landscape like the Brenner Pass. 

The Brenner Line had the capacity to run 28 to 

30 trains every day.  Each train could move 

about 800 tons of supplies to the German army 

fighting south of the Po River. 

The goal of Operation Bingo was to destroy the 

transformer stations along the Line in order to 

force the Germans to convert to steam powered 

locomotives.  In addition to diverting steam lo-

comotives that were much needed elsewhere, 

another disadvantage of transitioning to 

steam was the fact the steam locomo-

tives had less hauling power, and it 

would reduce the number of trains to 

about 10 per day.  Instead of moving 

800 tons like the electric engines, steam 

could only move 675 tons.   

Thus, just by forcing the enemy to 

switch to steam locomotion it would re-

duce the tonnage of supplies by 17,250 

tons per day. 

The system of transformer stations was 

resilient.  If one station was taken out, 

the next station down the line could 

supply enough power to keep the trains 

running between transformer stations. 

It would be necessary to take out multi-

ple stations, preferably at the same time. 

The medium bombers of the 57th Bomb 

Wing were assigned the targets at 

Domegliara, Ala and Trento. 

Domegliara was defended by 21 heavy 

anti-aircraft guns, Ala was essentially 

undefended, but Trento was defended 

by 30 heavy and 12 light anti-aircraft 

guns.  Enemy fighters made an appear-

ance, but only made a few unaggressive passes 

at the heavily armed B-25s. 

The mission was a huge success.  All of the tar-

gets were rendered inoperable.  In fact electrifi-

cation of the Brenner Line was not restored un-

til after the war. 

Following the attack there was no rail traffic on 

the Brenner line until the 12th of November. 

The German repair crews rushed to repair the 

railroad tracks and, thus, began the Battle of the 

Brenner as our focus turned toward busting the 

bridges and returning to the same targets as the 

enemy repaired them. 
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The electric transformer station at Ala following the Operation Bingo attack by elements of the 321st BG 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

View of the Ala transformer station by air reconnaissance the day following the attack. 
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The transformer station at Trento prior to the attack by the 340th BG 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Trento transformer during the attack 
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This article from the Stars and Stripes was collected and saved by Sterling Ditchey, bombardier 

with the 310th Bomb Group, 380th Bomb Squadron. 

It tells the story of the loss of the ship ñPuss 

n Bootsò on the March 10, 1945 mission to 

bomb the railroad bridge at Ora, Italy in the 

Brenner Pass.  

The crew consisted of: 

Pilot         George F. Tilley 

Co-pilot  Roy Snyder 

Navigator  Lewis Rigle 

Bombardier  Russ Grigsby 

Engineer-Gunner George McTavey 

Radio-Gunner Robert Martone 

Tail Gunner  Efshathios Mamatas 

 

On the following page is a transcription of 

the Stars and Stripes article:  

       Puss ón Boots with two unidentified GIs 



 

18  

With the 12th AAFôs 310th B-25 Group, 

March 14ð-The Germans are doing their 

damnedest to win the battle of the Brenner.  

We can see this, and feel this, with every mis-

sion. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Russ Grigsby 

My last attack, over Ora, Italy, is a good exam-

ple.  Two or three ships of our formation went 

down over the target, our ship caught fire, and 

our crew bailed out.  And we are lucky that we 

didnôt have to make the jump into ñDeath Val-

ley.ò   

We had broken away from the main formation 

a few minutes from the IP, when, ñwhamð

whamðwhamðwhamò -  several bursts of 

flak exploded a few feet below.  The right en-

gine was smoking and on fire.  Our instrument 

panel was shot out, leaving only the clock, al-

timeter, and one fuel gauge.  Our main and 

emergency hydraulic systems were cut.  Sever-

al gas lines were severed and gas began pour-

ing into the turret gunnerôs and radio manôs 

compartments.  Meanwhile, a report came over 

the radio that other B-25s had already gone 

down over the Pass. 

As usual, the Kraut flak gunners were happy é 

and hot. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

George Tilley 

Our pilot, 1st Lt. George F. Tilley of St. Louis, 

Mo., called over the intercom for a report of 

the injuries.  No one was hit although light 

poured into the ship from every direction. 

Tilley feathered the right prop because the en-

gine was blazing and saturated with 100 oc-

tane.  We were losing altitude and air speed so 

rapidly that he had to make the decision:  bail 

out over Jerryland or start the engine, taking a 

chance on having the Mitchell explode around 

us.  We took the chance and headed for the 

lines. 

Flaming Plane Ride Hot While it Lasted 

By Bombardier Russ Grigsby 
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Our navigator, 1st Lt. Lewis Rigle of Massilon, 

Ohio took over. But with our instruments gone, 

we were lost and on fire.  Our co-pilot, 2nd Lt. 

Roy Snyder of Limekiln, Pa., called our wing-

man, 1st Lt. Victor Irons from Newtonville, 

Mass., to serve as our eyes and ears, taking us 

in to the closest friendly field. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Roy Snyder 

With gas streaming into our eyes and faces, S/

Sgt. George McTavey, engineer-gunner from 

Mt. Kisco, N.Y., and I took turns pumping the 

wheels and the bomb bays in an unsuccessful 

attempt to close them.  The gas was ankle-deep 

in both the forward and rear compartments.  

And with the fumes pouring in, we had to fight 

nausea as well as broken controls, flames, and 

incidentally, Germans. 

ñDo you want to bail out or stick?ò Tilley 

asked over the intercom as we broke [out over] 

our own lines.  He was so damned cool that we 

had no choice.  We stuck. 

READY TO BAIL 

Our ñInstrumentò ship tried to help us land but 

we couldnôt lower our wheels on the approach.  

Tilley pulled up the nose and told us to get 

ready to bail.  In the rear compartment, the tail 

gunner, S/Sgt. Efshathios Mamatas of Verona, 

Pa., and S/Sgt. Bob Martone, radioman from 

Troy, N.Y., were already flipping a coin to de-

termine the priority.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Efshathios Mamatas 

I pulled my 52-mission baseball cap down tight 

and left the compartment.  The airflow caught 

the cap and blew it up into the navigatorôs face.  

He caught it and stuffed it into his pocket on 

the way out.  The co-pilot dove through the 

hatch just as the pilot trimmed the ship and 

headed it out to sea.   

As he left the hatch, the plane fell into a spin.   

My ride down must have lasted over ten 

minutes.  For lack of other diversion, I sang the 

first few verses of ñThe Souse Family.ò  When 

I walked into 

operations at 

the nearest 

airfield, I 

was met by 

Tilley with 

outstretched 

hands, a 

cheese sand-

wich in one 

and a hot 

dog in the 

other. 
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From the ñAir Force Airs Songbookò published 1943.  [Joan DeBoer Heath Collection] 
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General purpose high-explosive bombs werenôt 

the only ordnance dropped by Wing bombers. 

There was another type of mission, the drop-

ping of propaganda leaflets on enemy troop 

concentrations. 

This was not a popular mission among the 

boys.  If they were going to risk flak and fight-

ers flying over enemy territory, they much pre-

ferred to carry and drop a much more lethal 

load. 

The British started the practice of distributing 

propaganda to enemy troops before the US en-

tered the war.  They used the code name 

ñnickelò for the leaflet drops.  When the Amer-

icans adopted the practice, they kept the British 

term.  In reading the Wing War Diaries you 

will see references to ñnickelingò missions usu-

ally involving a flight of three ships. 

The leaflets were developed by the United 

States Office of War Information (OWI) and 

printed on cheap, thin paper.  Very few have 

survived due to the  flimsy nature of the leaf-

lets.  Add to that the fact that the American GIs 

handling the documents 

were not allowed to send 

copies home.  They were 

not even supposed to 

keep copies, though that 

was not rigorously en-

forced. 

We are fortunate to have 

a number of examples of 

these propaganda sheets 

in our collection. 

                                      

In addition to leaflets the Army also printed 

whole tabloid newspapers in German and Ital-

ian intended to counter Axis propaganda telling 

their troops how wonderfully the war was go-

ing for them. 

Some of the propaganda sheets were very hard-

hitting like the one on the cover of this maga-

zine. 

They almost always included a ñSafe Conduct 

Pass.ò  The Pass was perfectly useless.  Enemy 

soldiers who surrendered were treated the same 

regardless whether they displayed the ñSafe 

Conduct Passò or not.  Nevertheless, many of 

the enemy soldiers took them seriously.  Ene-

my commanders expressly forbid soldiers from 

reading the leaflets and newspapers, or from 

possessing them, or even from picking them up  

off the ground.  Yet many enemy soldiers were 

found to have the ñSafe Conduct Passò hidden 

in their uniform somewhere ójust in caseéô 

Here is an example along with the totally un-

necessary óinstructionsô translated for the Al-

lied soldiers: 

57th Bomb Wing and the Propaganda War 

Nickeling Missions 
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After a series of defeats in North Africa, Adolf Hitler ordered General Erwin Rommel, ñthe De-
sert Fox,ò to return to Europe in March of 1943.  

The Army propagandists at the Office of War Information were quick to capitalize on the situa-
tion. 

 

The headlines read: 

Rommel has fled. 

You will be left in the lurch. 

Now comes your last chance. 

Get yourself to safety. 

At the bottom: 

For you there is only one way to 
get back home.  Give yourself up 
as a prisoner. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

On the back of the leaflet is the ñSafe Conduct Passò and this graphic: 

 

The caption: 

 

Whether you try to escape by 
ship or by airplane ð There is 
no finer death. 
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Of course the Italian army was also targeted by propaganda: 
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This is the banner from a very rare copy of the newspaper dropped on German troops in 
North Africa: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Another newspaper directed at the Italian Army troops: 

 


