
		
			
				Praise for Lost in Tibet

				“An entertaining and well-written book told with an exemplary understanding of the issues—an amazing story.”—National Geographic Adventure

				“Authors Starks and Murcutt absorbingly recount the political conquest of Tibet through the story of these five young men’s unwitting embroilment in an international incident, and their extraordinary journey home.”—Publishers Weekly

				“Starks and Murcutt have skillfully placed this remarkable story in its political context, and they provide valuable footnotes that make this book a work of scholarship as well as an excellent read.”—Asian Affairs

				“The story is marvelous, a page-turner for readers enamored of true-life adventure tales.”—Climbing magazine

				“The authors tell this engaging tale clearly, skillfully keeping its different elements in balance while keeping a focus on the plight of the airmen. From their travels to mountainous areas in Asia, they bring a special sense of the five airmen’s struggles to survive in the Tibetan terrain at the beginning, and again at the end, of their incredible story.”—Midwest Book Review

				“A gripping, detailed account of a time and place that most Americans have never glimpsed.”—Joint Forces Journal

				“A well-rendered story of WWII action and adventure, one with plenty of twists. For fans of The Burma Road, Into Thin Air, and other tales in the man-vs.-the-elements vein.”—Kirkus Reviews

				“A well-written and interesting tale. A good story that’s an interesting footnote to world history.”—Associated Press

				“This is a ‘must-read’ for mountaineers and history buffs alike. A true adventure in high and unexplored lands.”—Amanda Daflos, director, Special Projects, International Mountain Explorers Connection

				 “Lost in Tibet is a superb recounting of a truly unique WWII high adventure. Could not put it down. Unique and engrossing, with a wealth of cultural and historic detail. Outstanding!”—RebeccasReads  

				“This is a fine story of courage and diplomacy that presents invaluable information on a little-known theater of WWII and insight into the Tibet-China political situation.”—Booklist

				“An intriguing tale that keeps the reader riveted to the story. A ‘must read.’”—American Legion Observer

				“The re-creation of these airmen’s experiences is well told, easy to read, and so realistically portrayed that the reader shares their experience. This is a welcome addition of a previously unknown experience of individuals of the Second World War.”—MyShelf.com

				“Authors Starks and Murcutt provide an enlightening tale of survival and political expediency. Lost in Tibet is revealing for its insights into the vagaries of international politics, the challenges provided by one of the war’s most neglected theaters, and the brave crews who flew the challenging ‘Hump’ supply route.”—WWII Aviation Booklist

				“This book will be fascinating to anyone even casually interested in the politics of my country.”—Losang Gyatso, Tibetan artist, actor, and Tibetan Service Chief for Voice of America

				“This book tells about an incident that has been hidden for too many years. It’s a fascinating adventure that stands out from all the other wartime experiences I have heard about.”—Charles Martin, former “Hump” pilot

				“This is not a collection of 60-year-old memories, but a thoroughly researched and documented true story that holds the reader’s interest and is difficult to set aside. I highly recommend this fascinating, well-written, and superbly documented book.”—Peyton Walmsley, editor, China-Burma-India Hump Pilots Association

				“This story drew me in right from the beginning. It takes the culture and politics of pre-Chinese Tibet and mixes them with the true-life adventures of five young Americans.”—Tamdin Wangdu, Tibetan exile and coordinator of the Tibetan Village Project

				“Impeccably researched and well paced.”—Internet Bookshop Italia

				“Lost in Tibet is an engaging tale, written in a light and humorous manner and therefore very appealing for the standard non-fiction reader. It is a refreshing book on the culture, habits, and the nature of the Tibetan people and offers an easy-to-comprehend picture of the Tibetan nation before 1959.”—Phayul.com

				“Starks and Murcutt have crafted a nonfiction adventure that would make a good action film. Lost in Tibet vividly weaves contemporary political intrigue with five American airmen’s mission to return to base, one making the other more vivid, even as it provides insights into a once-secret world.”—Daily Camera
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				INTRODUCTION TO THE NEW EDITION
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				IN NOVEMBER 1943, at the height of the Second World War, five young American airmen took off for what they expected would be a routine mission, flying from Kunming in China back to their base at Jorhat in India. As darkness set in, a violent storm erupted, which blew the men hundreds of miles off course. When their fuel ran out, the men were forced to bail out over what, to their astonishment and dismay, turned out to be Tibet.

				If it had not been for the war, the five young airmen would have been home in small-town America, sipping soda pops in a drugstore while angling for a date with their childhood sweethearts. Instead, they found themselves plunged into a harsh and forbidding land, with a strange people whose culture the Americans knew nothing about. How, we wondered, had they managed to cope?

				It was clear to us that the story of Robert Crozier, Harold McCallum, Kenneth Spencer, John Huffman, and William Perram had at least two separate threads, both of which were intriguing. On one level, their story was an absorbing true-life adventure, involving physical hardship and struggle in the face of constant danger. On another level, it was a story of cultural conflict and incomprehension, with the Americans representing a modern world in which twenty-seven industrial nations were consumed by war, and the Tibetans embodying a medieval society that was based, in part, on the benign concepts of a compassionate religion. The contrast could not have been greater.

				Soon after we began our research, however, we discovered that there was a third element to the airmen’s story—one that was every bit as compelling. It transpired that, while in Tibet, the airmen had become embroiled in the international political scheming that even then was swirling around Tibet’s efforts to remain independent from China. To avoid embarrassing its Chinese ally, the United States government had tried to conceal this aspect of the story, and it was this discovery that made us even more determined to see that it was properly told.

				Since the first edition of Lost in Tibet was published, we have been contacted by readers telling us they have found the airmen’s story to be just as enthralling as we did. With its blend of high adventure, cultural conflict, and political intrigue, it is a story that runs and runs. For us, as authors, this is obviously gratifying. So is the fact that the book has been widely and favorably reviewed. Information about the book has also been broadcast on Voice of Tibet in Dharamsala, the seat of the Tibetan Government in Exile, and we have been interviewed about it on many radio stations, including Voice of America’s Tibetan service. In addition, the widespread appeal of the story has been reflected in the sale of foreign-language rights in Italy, Korea, the Czech Republic, Brazil, the Indian subcontinent, and—most recently—in the Indian state of Assam.

				We have also been pleased to learn that the dramatic appeal of Lost in Tibet has attracted meaningful attention from the film industry. Immediately after the Second World War, there was much talk of Hollywood making a movie out of the airmen’s story, but nothing came of it then. We are more hopeful now. While we patiently wait for the Oscars, we continue to savor some of the more personal stories that have come our way. We have, for example, been contacted by a number of other airmen who flew “the Hump,” and we’ve been reached by many more of the family members of the five airmen, whose story we tell.

				In particular, we met up with David Spencer, the youngest son of the radio operator, Kenneth Spencer. David later wrote to tell us, “I can’t begin to express what my emotions were when I read all of the details of this adventure for the first time. My dad passed away when I was just eighteen, so we never really had time to talk as adults. You not only have given a fitting tribute to the airmen and their families, but also you have given this now-37-year-old a story of his father that makes him unbelievably proud. It is hard for me to express the impact that this has had on my life.”

				We also received an e-mail from a lady named Aalya Banu, the great granddaughter of Sana Ullah, the man who offered the airmen shelter in the Tibetan village of Tsetang. Aalya’s father, Yusuf, had found a copy of Lost in Tibet in the Tibet Book Store in Kathmandu where the family now lives and brought it home for Aalya to read. He wanted her to know the whole story of the American airmen, which her grandfather, Gulam Nabi, had told her when she was a child. Gulam Nabi had been a youngster himself when the American airmen arrived in Tibet. “I am sure he would have been the happiest person on earth,” Aalya wrote, “if he’d been able to read your book and know that the story of his father was being told to the world. I still remember how his face used to brighten every time we asked him to tell us about the airmen.”

				However, Lost in Tibet does not just relate the story of the Americans; it also tells of the Tibetan struggle to remain independent from a predatory China. This struggle, which Tibet was to lose, is an integral part of the airmen’s adventures, and it is interwoven throughout the book. This has had the satisfying effect of bringing Tibet and its fate to the attention of a new or different audience. Typical of the comments we received is this one: “I have just finished reading your book, and I wanted to tell you that from now on, whenever I see a bumper sticker saying Free Tibet, I will finally understand exactly what it means.” This, too, has been gratifying for us to hear.

				Richard Starks

				Miriam Murcutt
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				AT THE TIME IT TOOK PLACE, the American airmen’s adventure in Tibet attracted widespread attention. It was written up in Collier’s magazine, Newsweek, Readers’ Digest, and the New York Times; it was the subject of a CBS radio drama documentary that was broadcast on February 4, 1944; and the publishers of Captain Aero turned it into a colorful comic strip. In addition, the pilot of the plane—Robert Crozier—cooperated on a book, published in 1965; and the copilot, Harold McCallum, self-published an autobiography in 1995.

				However, the magazine articles—still subject to censorship during the Second World War—glossed over the untidy facts and tried to glorify the airmen and their adventures, while the book that Crozier helped to produce was written by a public-relations man, William Boyd Sinclair, who freely admitted in his foreword that he had taken certain liberties with the truth; and McCallum’s book was intended to be a personal account of his life—written for his family—so understandably it did not include the wider dimensions that we have covered here. We have nonetheless drawn on these sources and are grateful to their authors for them.

				For the most part, we relied on other sources, including personal accounts dictated by members of the crew immediately after their return to India; a selection of their private letters; personal interviews we conducted with members of their families and with other airmen who flew in the China-Burma- India theater; a selection of contemporary newspaper and magazine articles; and—perhaps most important of all—a now-declassified secret report that covered the debriefing of Robert Crozier and his crew, and a series of weekly reports—also now-declassified—that were written at the time by George Sherriff and other members of the British mission in Lhasa. These materials were invaluable in our efforts to piece the elements of the story together.

				We also received unstinting help from a wide range of American, British, Tibetan, and other research organizations, libraries, and archives, as well as the scores of individual experts we contacted in many fields, all of whom freely gave of their time. Without their assistance, this book could not have been written. We would specifically like to thank the staffs of the Museum of Aviation, Robins Air Force Base, Warner Robins, Georgia; the National Archives and Records Administration and the Library of Congress, Asian Division, both in Washington D.C.; the US Air Force Historical Research Agency, Montgomery, Alabama; the National Personnel Records Center, St. Louis, Missouri; the Franklin D. Roosevelt Presidential Library and Museum, New York; the University of Michigan, Asia Library, Ann Arbor, Michigan; the Newark Museum, Asian Collections, Newark, New Jersey; the Palm Springs Air Museum, Palm Springs, California; the Allen Ginsberg Library at the Naropa University and the Boulder Public Library Inter-Library Loans Service, both in Boulder, Colorado; the India Office Records at The British Library, the Public Record Office, the Museum of Garden History, the Lindley Library, and the British Film Institute, all in London, England; the Churchill Archives Centre, Cambridge, England; the National Palace Museum, Department of Rare Books and Documents, Taipei, Taiwan; the Government of Tibet in Exile, Dharamsala, India; and the Tibet Justice Center, Berkeley, California.

				In addition, we are indebted to:

				
						The families of the five airmen, who generously shared with us their memories, mementos, and personal records.

						The late Jan Thies of the Hump Pilots Association, who skillfully helped us track down many of the pilots we interviewed.

						The numerous Hump pilots and other airmen we spoke to, including Bud Albers, Jim Augustus, Dan Green, Jack Hanna, Dick Kurzenberger, Dudley Lebeau, Glen Marker, Charles Martin, Perry Raybuck, and Robert Stumpf. Without exception, we found these men to be endlessly patient and courteous in their discussions with us, and it was a privilege talking with them. We were also impressed by the clarity of their memories, but as we came to appreciate, the threat of imminent death with which they lived every day did help sear their experiences into their brains.

				

				We would also like to thank the many Tibetan people we met in Lhasa, elsewhere in Tibet, and in the United States. For various reasons they cannot all be named, but they helped us appreciate more of their history, customs, beliefs, and culture. We also owe a debt to the many Western travelers and writers who gave their impressions of what life in Tibet was like before the Chinese invaded (a bibliography of some of the works we drew on appears at the back of this book).

				Finally, we would like to thank Jim and Barbra Weidlein for their enthusiastic support, as well as Susannah Ortego, who helped produce a more consistent and readable text. On that note, we should say that throughout the book, we have tried to use place names that were current in 1943, but on a few occasions we have broken our own rule and abandoned consistency for the sake of clarity. Tibetan place names in particular are notoriously hard to pin down and frequently differ even when taken from contemporaneous sources.

				Also, for the sake of simplicity, we have treated the Government of Great Britain and the Government of India as if they were one and the same. In reality, the two governments were often at odds with each other, but we did not want to bog ourselves down in complex internecine squabbles that were not relevant to our story, especially since the two governments’ differences were always resolved eventually—at which point a single “British” position emerged.

				Richard Starks

				Miriam Murcutt
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				THE FORGOTTEN THEATER

				ROBERT CROZIER STOOD AT THE EDGE OF THE RUNWAY, sure he was soon going to die. The odds against him were just too great. It would be something small that would get him—not the weather, not the mountains, not the obvious dangers that kept the other pilots awake at night—but something small that he’d never even know was there.

				Like that pilot1 who’d taken off from Jorhat. He had been in the air for two minutes when three of his engines caught fire, each one shooting out a whoosh of flame that trailed back half a mile or more. The pilot decided to crash, to fly his plane deliberately into the ground so that all on board would be killed that way, rather than burned to a crisp, strapped into their seats like dummies. He made a turn over the airfield, and heard the tower say, “Better get the meat wagon out, we’ve got a flamer coming in,” but then somehow managed to put the plane down, get the crew out, and bring the fire under control. It had been his sparkplugs of all things, scavenged out of another plane. Their gaps were so wide they’d let raw fuel run straight through the engines and out the turbines and there it had ignited, three burning tapers half a mile long. It was something small like that that was going to get him; Robert Crozier was sure of it.

				He dropped the cigarette he’d been smoking and ground it out under his heel. It was mid-afternoon, the last day of November 1943—a cold, clear day, so he was able to see the mountains, a line of jagged blue peaks etched against the western horizon. They belonged to the Santsung Range, a spur of the Himalayas that turned south after rounding the top of India and then pointed like a dagger at the heart of neighboring Burma. The sky above them was bright, with just a ripple of cloud marking the route he would soon be flying. It looked good—better than good—and that was the problem. It looked much too good to be true.

				Crozier turned and walked along the edge of the runway, moving with loose, loping strides, his eyes screwed tight to keep out the swirl of dust and dirt churned up by a C-47 coming in to land. He passed a gang of coolies—“slopies,” the Americans called them—who were effecting some kind of repair. The runway here at Kunming—one of the best in all of China—was just broken rock covered by a smear of gravel. It was always in need of repair and improvement. He watched the coolies swarm over it the way slaves must have swarmed over the pyramids, rolling the surface flat, tamping it down, doing everything by hand, and overcoming any problem by the sheer weight of their numbers. No one seemed to give the coolies a thought; no one seemed to care if one or more of them fell—dead, hurt, or exhausted. There were always more of them waiting in the wings to take their empty places. It bothered Crozier the way the coolies were treated like that. It both nagged at his conscience and offended the tenets by which he’d been raised.

				Robert Crozier was from the other side of the world, from the small town of West in central Texas. A big, amiable man who hid his concerns behind a friendly face and an easygoing manner, he was—at the age of twenty-three—a member of a select group of pilots who had been chosen to fly one of the most treacherous routes of the Second World War, a route the pilots had nicknamed “the Hump.” The Hump was a long way from the guts-and-glory combat routes of Western Europe, but it was every bit as important. Its purpose, quite simply, was to keep China’s army supplied, and thus prevent its defeat by Japan. The route was considered vital to any chance the Allies might have of securing victory in the Far East, and at its heart—the hub around which its operations were focused—was the Allied airfield here at Kunming, in the southwest corner of China.

				US AIRMEN HAD BEEN FLYING IN AND OUT of Kunming since General Claire Lee Chennault had chosen it as a base for his “Flying Tigers,” a wild bunch of pilots who tried to roll back the tide of Japanese expansion in the Far East. At the time—1941—the city was considered a “sleepy backwoods,” the capital of the Chinese province of Yunnan, but renowned primarily for the high altitude and mild climate that made it a refuge for French vacationers trying to escape the sweat and swelter of neighboring Indochina (now Vietnam, Laos, and Cambodia). Kunming’s narrow cobbled streets, lined with pepper and eucalyptus trees, looked much as they had done when the Mongols invaded, and Marco Polo visited, back in the thirteenth century.

				The city should have been attractive. Its wooden buildings could be charming and quaint—one story high, two at the most, they had red-tile roofs with elegant, curlicue corners shaped like buffalo horns. But it wasn’t your eyes that registered Kunming so much as your nose, causing you to rear back as you were hit in the face by the overpowering stench of rotting waste and open sewers. Kunming was an ancient city and still had the plumbing to prove it. One pilot called it “a dirty little town.” Another said it was a “cauldron of filth.” By the end of November 1943, it was also a thriving military center, playing a critical role in the Allied fight against the encroaching Japanese army.

				For the past fifty years, Japan had been pursuing its dream of Asian expansion, with the specific intent of taking over its far bigger neighbor. It was convinced that in every way—culturally, socially, politically, and militarily—its people were superior and therefore entitled to pluck whatever fruits China had to offer. In 1895, following the Sino-Japanese War, Japan had seized control of Taiwan. In 1931, it annexed Manchuria. And in 1932, it landed 70,000 troops at Shanghai. Finally, in 1937, it launched a full-scale invasion, sending its armies sweeping across China’s eastern seaboard with a speed and ferocity that was not to be seen until Germany unleashed its blitzkrieg against Poland in the opening weeks of the Second World War.

				By the end of the following year—1938—Japan had destroyed China’s navy, as well as its minuscule air force, and imposed a blockade on all of China’s major ports. China’s army was forced to retreat, driven back as far as Chungking on the upper reaches of the Yangtze River. And there it was cut off. Supplies could reach it only through Kunming, and without those supplies, China’s army faced certain defeat.

				For a time, supplies to Kunming could get through via French Indochina. Ships were unloaded at Haiphong on the Gulf of Tonkin, and the goods moved onward by rail. But soon after France’s ignominious surrender to Germany, Indochina came under Japanese control, and that route was quickly shut down. 

				Goods for Kunming then had to be trucked in along the notorious Burma Road—built, in 1937–38, by some 200,000 Chinese coolies, working with picks and shovels and sometimes with just their bare hands. The Burma Road, beginning in Lashio, was the final leg of a difficult journey that saw goods coming into Rangoon by ship, on to Mandalay by train and then to Lashio by truck. The road was of poor quality. None of it paved, it had been hacked into the sides of mountains. In the rainy season—which in Burma began in May and could run through to October—the road was often washed out, leaving deep mud that made it virtually impassable. Goods then had to be carried to Kunming on the backs of mules, a journey that from Rangoon could take as many as sixty days. But then—in the spring of 1942—Japan overran Burma, capturing Rangoon and driving the Allies across the border into India, so that route, too, was abruptly closed down.

				By that time—four months after Pearl Harbor—the United States had entered the war against Japan. With the loss of Burma, President Roosevelt faced a difficult dilemma. Either he could cut China loose and leave it to its fate at the hands of the attacking Japanese, or he could keep China’s army fighting by continuing to supply it via Kunming. What tipped Roosevelt’s decision in favor of China was one simple fact: Japan had committed nearly one million troops—more than one-third of its enlisted men—to its struggle with the Chinese. Roosevelt did not want those troops deployed elsewhere. In particular, he did not want them freed so they could fight American troops. So he made Chiang Kai-shek, the leader of China’s Nationalist forces, a personal commitment: Roosevelt promised to ensure that supplies to Kunming would continue to flow without interruption—no matter the difficulty, no matter the cost.

				With Japan controlling all territory to the east, south, and west of the city, the only overland route into Kunming was from the north. That meant ferrying goods from India, through Tibet. But no road existed across Tibet, and it was unclear if one could ever be built. There would be physical problems to overcome—finding a way to carry the goods up and over the Himalayas, then across the Tibetan plateau into China. Even more challenging, perhaps, there would be political problems that had to be addressed, because just raising the prospect of a road through Tibet also raised the delicate question of who had the right to authorize such a route. Would it be the Nationalist government of China, which claimed sovereignty over Tibet? Or would it be an independent Tibetan government, ruling from the distant city of Lhasa?

				It would take years to answer questions like these—years that Roosevelt did not have. So if he were to fulfill his commitment to Chiang Kai-shek, then all supplies for Kunming—everything from medicines to guns, and ammunition to fuel—would have to be flown in. The goods would be shipped from America—nearly halfway around the world—to Bombay or Karachi, then taken by train across the widest part of India to bases the Allies would need to construct in Bengal and Assam. And then they would be flown in to Kunming, across some of the highest and most treacherous mountains anywhere on earth—the Santsung Range that gave the Hump its name. It would be the longest and most complex supply chain the world had seen. Nothing like it had ever been tried before. It was a bold undertaking that was breathtaking in its audacity. And Robert Crozier was convinced it was going to get him killed.

				CROZIER LEFT THE RUNWAY AND PUSHED OPEN the door of the mess hall, letting it slam shut behind him. Immediately, he was hit by a fug of smoke, the smell of grease, and the fusty warmth of human bodies. It was dimly lit in the mess hall, the walls bare except for poster images of Chiang Kai-shek and his immediate predecessor, Sun Yat-sen. Crozier joined the other pilots already there. They, like him, had flown over the Hump that morning, and were now waiting for their planes to be unloaded so they could make the return trip to their bases in India.

				As always, the pilots were gathered in groups on both sides of the long tables that filled the hall, or they were off to one side on their own, writing letters home to Mom and Dad or first girlfriends who, as likely as not, were already moving on to someone new. Most felt as Crozier did. They just wanted the war to end, so they could get back to their families and friends, to the wide, clean streets they were used to, the thick steaks, and cool water they could drink straight from the tap. But a few affected the easy swagger of men thumbing their noses at death. They were the ones lolling in their seats, their caps pushed back on their heads or deliberately crushed, bent out of shape as an insider’s sign that their wearers were pilots—men who flew, who weren’t flown. Some of them sat with their feet up, showing off the soft leather boots they’d bought in Brazil when they’d deadheaded south from Miami on their way across Africa, the Middle East, and then on to their posts in India. They dangled Luckies and Camels from the corners of their mouths, and flaunted the .45s they had strapped to their hips or slung gangster-style under their shoulders.

				It was all bravado, of course—an attempt to mask the harsh reality that the death toll over the Hump had recently been rising. At any time, pilots flying the Hump could find themselves caught in the sights of a Japanese Zero out on a hunting trip from enemy bases in Burma. Or they could be stuck on a runway as a wave of Mitsubishi bombers unloaded a string of 250-pounders all around them. On one recent day2, six of the Americans’ planes had come under attack, and a Japanese fighter had earlier been found hiding among the unarmed transports stacked over Kunming, picking them off like a fox in a henhouse until a P-40 Warhawk had been scrambled to scare it away.

				And the Hump was not even a combat route. At least, not officially it wasn’t. No, the real danger—the one that should have been keeping Crozier awake at night—was the weather. The weather and the mountains. The two went hand in hand. At this time of year—the beginning of winter—“the up and down drafts (over the mountains) increase in intensity,” a recent weather alert warned3, “and the prevailing winds approach their highest velocities. Average southwest winds of 100 miles per hour have been reported.…” What that meant, if you were flying a plane and not a desk, was that hurricane winds could flip you over in mid-flight and toss you around like a dog would a rat.

				And then there was the ice. “Icing in clouds is severe and may be accompanied by heavy snowfall and turbulence,” the alert continued. What that piece of bureaucracy meant was that when you were flying the Hump, a layer of ice could build up on your wings so that no matter how much power you tried to squeeze out of your engines, you would have no other choice than to sit there, quietly praying, as the weight of the ice pushed you down like an unseen hand. The slopes of the Santsung mountains were littered with the wrecks of planes that had come to grief in ferocious weather they had never been designed to handle.

				And now the death toll was set to go even higher. Colonel Tom Hardin—the Allied commander in overall charge of Hump operations—had recently issued an order saying that flights could no longer be cancelled merely because of the wind and ice. He had eliminated the problem by denying its existence. “Effective immediately,”4 he had decreed, “there will be no more weather over the Hump.” 

				ON HIS WAY THROUGH THE MESS HALL, Crozier waved at some of the pilots he knew, stopping for a word or a handshake, then moving on with a friendly punch on the arm, a reassuring hand on the shoulder. He fitted in well with this crowd—well known and well liked. He joined the line at the counter, shuffling forward until a kitchen coolie asked, “How you want ’em, Joe?”

				No one ever asked what he wanted. Here in Kunming, he was going to get eggs. That was what the pilots always got. Eggs—or “egg-es,” as the Chinese cooks called them. You could have them scrambled, you could have them poached, you could have them “flied”—egg-es flied hard, egg-es flied soft, or egg-es flied one side—but you were going to get eggs.

				Crozier ordered, then joined Flight Officer Harold McCallum, his copilot for the day. The two men had met for the first time only that morning, when they’d been assigned to the same flight. That was normal. Crews on the Hump were often assembled at the last moment, put together like spare parts taken off a shelf. “Call me ‘Mac,’” McCallum had said, when the two were first introduced. “Everyone else does.” He hated the name “Harold,” which only his mother was allowed to use. “I was born the day after St. Patrick’s Day and the day before St. Joseph’s Day,”5 he’d often say, “so why did I have to be called ‘Harold’?”

				On the flight over the Hump from India that morning, the two men had taken the chance to size each other up. Pilots were dying at such a rate that they were being replaced by fliers who had never been adequately trained. No one wanted to be stuck with a novice. Many had never flown at night or in anything other than perfect weather. Others were so inexperienced that they could barely get their planes off the ground. At least one of the new pilots was known to have ordered his landing gear up while still taxiing along the runway.6

				At the other end of the scale, a few of the veterans had suffered so many scares that they were now likely to freeze in their seats if anything went wrong. Or they’d go “Hump happy,” taking insane risks that almost guaranteed they would go down in flames. Crozier and McCallum both knew of pilots who would pull off their oxygen masks at 20,000 feet and fire up a cigarette, the air around them thick with fumes from the over-full drums of 100-octane aviation fuel they carried in the hold. Pilots like that you also tried to avoid.

				On the flight over, Crozier and McCallum had passed each other’s test. Now, as they waited for their plane to be readied for the return flight to India, they made an effort to get better acquainted. The two of them were a physical contrast. Crozier was six feet two inches tall and well on his way to two hundred pounds, while McCallum was half a foot shorter and forty pounds lighter.7 But they did have a few things in common. Both were religious—Crozier a Baptist, who as a child attended church three times a week; and McCallum a Catholic, taught by nuns and solid in his belief in an omniscient and benevolent God. Both, too, had suffered the loss of a parent at an early age.

				In Crozier’s case, his mother had died soon after his ninth birthday. Her cancer had forced the family to move from Post, a small farming community (population 2,400), to West, about twenty miles north of Waco, where Crozier’s mother hoped to find better care.8 West was unusual among small Texas towns in that it was home to a mix of Bible Belt Anglos of Scottish and Irish descent, as well as Blacks, Hispanics, and recent immigrants from Germany and Czechoslovakia. However, it was also typical in that its community values were founded on a good education and strict religious beliefs.

				When his mother died in 1929, Crozier, as the eldest of four children, was expected to help out at home—but only by hunting and fishing, which he anyway enjoyed, so he could put extra food on the table. His father, a teacher and farmer before moving to West, had been lucky enough to find work as a rural mailman, a good job as it was a government job and therefore secure—no small matter in the “Dirty Thirties” when towns like West were about to be decimated by the Depression.

				The family moved into a rented clapboard house with chickens, a cow, and a large vegetable patch in the back yard. About half their food came from there. On weekends, Crozier would play pick-up games with neighborhood kids on vacant lots. And in summers, he visited a ranch near Fort Worth, where one of his cousins worked as a foreman. It was a simple life, but a good one, with the family enjoying memorable times they could look back on together, and with just enough money for Crozier to be able to enroll at Baylor—a university in nearby Waco with a mandate to blend academic excellence with Christian commitment.

				He spent two years at Baylor, studying geology and physics and working nights at the Tiger Malt Shop to help pay his way. But in 1940, he could see that war was coming, decided to enlist, and joined the US Army Air Corps, where he trained as a pilot—mainly because he “did not
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“A well-rendered story of WWII action and adventure, one with plenty
of twists. For fans of The Burma Road, Into Thin Air, and other tales in the
man-vs.-the-elements vein.” —Kirkus Reviews
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