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			FOREWORD

			How can contemporary readers unfamiliar with combat aviation quench the desire to understand the great aerial battles of World War II? They can, of course, turn to the enduring major references or to biographies and autobiographies. I, for example, was so inspired by reading General James H. Doolittle’s I Could Never Be So Lucky Again that it motivated me to join Ed Rasimus to write Fighter Pilot, the story of my father, Robin Olds. Throughout the year I worked on the manuscript, I always kept “Jimmy’s” book on my desk along with two by Walter Boyne, Aces in Command: Fighter Pilots as Combat Leaders and Beyond the Wild Blue: A History of the U.S. Air Force, 1947–1997.

			Coming from a family of pilots (such as my grandfather Robert Olds and father, Robin), with diaries, letters, and hundreds of documents at my disposal, I was, admittedly, something of a special case. Today most of the curious are likely to turn first to movies or documentaries about aerial warfare. But while great filmmakers perhaps allow us to imagine how the scenes appeared and the action unrolled, every story starts with spoken or written words. Films need scripts; computer graphics need descriptions. To that end, we will always be beholden to our storytellers, those who document and record the original voices of the men and women who witnessed and participated in great historic moments and managed to survive. Nothing can beat firsthand stories. And this important new book by Colin Heaton and Anne-Marie Lewis is full of them.

			Heaton’s masterful compilation of personal interviews plunges us into the moment, taking us back to original historical events as seen through the eyes of five remarkable United States Army Air Force pilots. His narratives faithfully capture the exploits of my father, Robin Olds; Curtis LeMay, the protégé and navigator of my grandfather, Major General Robert Olds; Robert S. Johnson, one of our highest-scoring aces in Europe during World War II; Edward “Buddy” Haydon, an accomplished aerial battle pilot and my father’s close personal friend; and Jimmy Doolittle, whose feats are so famous they perhaps eclipse all the others’. What a gathering of eagles!

			It is an understatement to term these narratives, all told in the subjects’ own words, as merely important to the legacy of American military aviation. We can more accurately describe this outstanding work as absolutely essential to our understanding of the history of World War II.

			Christina Olds

			May 2020

			

			—

			They’re nearly all gone now.

			In early 2020, of the hundreds of World War II veterans I’ve known, met, or interviewed, representing a half dozen nations, I remain in contact with one. When I was secretary of the American Fighter Aces Association in the eighties and nineties, collating and archiving their experiences, we had as many as four hundred members. Today there are fewer than two dozen.

			We can track the growing attrition by the literature. When my book describing the Marianas Turkey Shoot of World War II—Clash of the Carriers—was published in 2005, one-fourth of the contributors were already deceased. When my history Enterprise: America’s Fightingest Ship and the Men Who Won World War II was released seven years later, fewer than half were still alive. And when my study of US Marine Corps Fighter Squadrons of World War II was published in 2014, only one of my “flying leathernecks” remained.

			Everyone who writes World War II history has experienced similar loss, which is why Colin Heaton and Anne-Marie Lewis’s work is so valuable. The variety of subjects they have recorded spans services, nations, and conflicts. Very few interviews like these could be conducted today because the subjects have, in aviation terms, “departed the pattern.”

			Therefore, those of us who knew and recorded the deeds—and equally importantly, the thoughts—of the survivors represent a rare chronological link. A bridge across time. We have long since lost all the World War I veterans, and I knew only four Great War airmen. Absent the dedicated work of colleagues who focused on first-generation aviators, we would have little to access a century later.

			Of the five subjects in this volume, I knew three: Jimmy Doolittle, Robin Olds, and Bob Johnson. I wrote the first posthumous biography of Curtis LeMay and cannot believe that I passed up a prior chance to meet him. When I was dining at the storied Nieuport 17 restaurant in Tustin, California, with Marine Corps Medal of Honor ace Ken Walsh in the 1970s, LeMay was seated across the room with friends. Ken offered to introduce us, but I was reluctant to intrude.

			The memories come flooding back. “General Jimmy’s” precise, British manner of speaking: “aeroplane” and “chap.” Robin’s deceptively soft voice concealing that up-front, red-meat brand of leadership. Johnson’s slight build, seeming in conflict with the Thunderbolt’s large cockpit. I can only regret that I never met Edward Haydon, as his story, too, is obviously well worth reading.

			The factual accounting of military figures gains in importance as myth and legend increasingly grasp the public’s mind. Examples flourish. Gregory Boyington did not shoot down twenty-eight airplanes, and he has never been the US Marines’ leading ace, however reckoned; the corps’ scandalous treatment of Medal of Honor fighter pilot Joe Foss should shame the corps—but does not. Foss should rightly be the leading Marine Corps ace in World War II, not Boyington. George Gay (Battle of Midway) was not “the sole survivor of Torpedo Eight,” though he made that claim for a half century. The Tuskegee Airmen did not have a perfect record on bomber escort and produced no aces. Other examples abound.

			As Colin Heaton and Anne-Marie Lewis will attest, the mantra takes greater importance today than ever: do it now.

			Barrett Tillman

			April 2020

			

			—

			Colin Heaton is one of the foremost experts in the area of World War II oral history, having interviewed in the 1970s, 1980s, and 1990s many key German and American personalities of the war. His new book presents new, primary source material on some of the greatest leaders the United States Army Air Forces (now the United States Air Force) has ever produced. Heaton here focuses on General James “Jimmy” Doolittle, General Curtis LeMay, Colonel Edward Ross “Buddy” Haydon, Lieutenant Colonel Robert Samuel Johnson, and Brigadier General Robin Olds, presenting the first-person recollections of these five American Air Force leaders when they were in the twilight of their lives and full of recollections and analyses. Their personal and personable narratives offer military enthusiasts an intimate understanding of their upbringing, their military service, their thoughts as leaders and fighting men, and their reflections on the history they helped to create.

			An overview of these men’s lives shows shared traits generally ascribed to “the American spirit.” All had rambunctious youths characterized by boxing, football, fighting, risk taking, and a desire for adventure. And in some respects, they all displayed the American spirit of the pioneer or immigrant who, desirous of a better future, is willing to undertake whatever is necessary to strike out for new beginnings. Later in life, all led from the front and distinguished themselves at every duty station: Doolittle’s raid on Japan on April 18, 1942, changed the tone of the Pacific War. LeMay flew at the head of his bomber formations during runs on Nazi Germany and later orchestrated the bombing of Japan; Haydon, Johnson, and Olds all took bold action in aerial combat as fighter pilots. As Olds tells us here: “World War I taught us something important: whoever controls the air controls the battlefield below.”

			The subjects of this collection led the way in shaping modern aerial operations and strategy in World War II, and their actions roundly proved Olds’s theorem correct. To give but two examples: In 1944 Doolittle took over the Eighth Air Force in Europe and led it to victory over the skies of Germany. An excellent leader with a PhD from Massachusetts Institute of Technology (MIT), he intimately understood the machines his men had to fly to achieve the Allied victory, and was able to best deploy such assets. LeMay perfected defensive bomber formations, using “square” rather than the old V formations, and then took over the Twentieth Bomber Command in the Pacific that eventually had the responsibility of dropping the two atomic bombs on Japan that brought the war to its conclusion.

			The interest in Above the Reich does not stop at developments in aerial warfare in World War II. Frankly discussing their military service during the Cold War, the Korean War, and Vietnam, Heaton’s interview subjects offer readers detailed and intimate views on how warfare evolved in the jet and nuclear ages. Their testimonies also reflect on the United States’ new enemies, the Soviet Union and the People’s Republic of China, and reveal the strategic thought that shaped the way they and other military leaders considered how post–World War II aerial assets should be deployed and used in the Cold War confrontation with Communism.

			Not surprisingly, none pull any punches when it comes to evaluating Capitol Hill politicians and “armchair generals” at the Pentagon far removed from those who are required to execute disastrous orders and take the fight to the enemy. While Robert McNamara, US secretary of defense from 1961 to 1967, is particularly excoriated for incompetence during the Vietnam War, their commentary overall illustrates the crucial importance of well-informed leaders who do everything possible to thoroughly understand conditions at the front before making decisions that cause needless death and loss.

			Bryan Mark Rigg

			May 2020

		

	
		
			A MAN TOO HARD TO KILL

			
				Robert Samuel Johnson

			

			Robert S. Johnson grew up during the Great Depression in Lawton, Oklahoma, during the dust bowl era. High unemployment and a long drought destroyed farming, increasing the misery. His life of poverty did not prevent him from deciding to become an aviator. He eventually became a fighter pilot, serving with the Fifty-Sixth Fighter Group, known on both sides of the English Channel as “Zemke’s Wolfpack,” so named for its colorful, blunt leader, Colonel Hubert A. “Hub” Zemke.1

			The Fifty-Sixth Fighter Group produced some of the highest-scoring ace fighter pilots in the US Army Air Forces in the European theater of operations (ETO). Including Johnson’s own twenty-seven victories, his fellow fighter pilots were credited with destroying 985.5 enemy aircraft: 674.5 shot down and 311 destroyed on the ground, the most victories of any fighter group in the Eighth Air Force. Johnson scored his victories in eight-nine combat missions (a ratio of 3.17 sorties, per victory) and was the first American pilot in the ETO to break America’s top World War I fighter ace Captain Edward Rickenbacker’s score of twenty-six, achieved in World War I.

			When I first spoke to Bob Johnson by telephone in 1986, he seemed quite keen on doing an interview. We spent many hours talking about his life as I took copious notes. Nine years later, on the way to Lake Wylie, South Carolina, where he had invited me to his home to finally meet face-to-face, I stopped to get a bite to eat at a local restaurant before checking into a hotel. As I walked in, there sat Robert Johnson, eating his dinner. “Damn,” he said as soon as he saw me. “You must be anxious. I thought I was going to see you tomorrow.”

			The situation was more than a little uncomfortable. I did not want to intrude on his meal, but he asked me to sit down, and I did. We spoke about arbitrary things, but nothing related to the interview; I would save that until the next day. He did say that he wished his wife, Barbara, were still alive to meet me, because she had enjoyed hearing my southern accent on the other end of the line. She had seemed to be a very nice lady, one I wished I could have met, too.

			Johnson was looking good for a man of his years: short but still solid and strong. I spent a couple of days with Bob, who was entertaining and energetic. He was pleased to show me the war memorabilia he’d collected over the course of his lifetime. One of his prized possessions was a painting depicting his encounter with the Luftwaffe ace Egon Mayer, titled Not My Time to Die.

			We stayed in frequent contact until 1998, when I graduated from Temple University with my master of arts degree in history, and landed in Glasgow, Scotland, at the University of Strathclyde. I called him from Glasgow a couple of weeks before Christmas, and he said he was taking a trip and would let me know when he returned. I had been waiting to hear back for almost a month, when I was contacted by an attorney, who informed me that Bob had passed away on December 27. My contact information was in Bob’s personal effects, which included a signed copy of his memoir, Thunderbolt!, which he had planned on sending to me when he returned. I still have and treasure his book today.

			After his postwar work as an advisor for the aviation industry, Johnson traveled around the country visiting high schools to educate young people about why America became involved in World War II. He was long active in promoting knowledge about the history of aviation, stimulating younger generations’ interest in those who served and fought for freedom, and educating civilians about the sacrifices of those who never returned, regardless of nationality.

			A quiet, straightforward man, Bob’s mild-mannered demeanor belied the killer instinct and intense focus required of the fighter pilot to achieve success, or even survive during active duty. If the highest praise one may receive is from one’s enemy, Johnson has been highly praised indeed: in the opinion of Luftwaffe lieutenant general Adolf Galland, General der Jagdflieger (general of the fighters), “Robert Johnson was one of the best pilots in the war. Meeting him proved to me that the war was a contest between good men thrown together in a very bad situation. Had he flown as long as our men, he would probably have over two hundred victories.”2

			A close look at the statistics shows that Galland assessed Johnson’s skills correctly: with 275 victories, ace Lieutenant General Gunther Rall’s sortie-to-victory ratio mirrors Johnson’s ratio almost perfectly—the major difference being that Rall flew several hundred more missions.3 Had he had more opportunities to report on missions, Johnson’s projected ratio shows he quite possibly would have had a much higher victory record. Galland’s recognition of Johnson’s achievement and his high respect for the American aviator’s talents is moreover a prime example of the code of chivalry among pilots. Those who have engaged in combat and survived understand that despite the differences and against all odds, in a dogfight they are there to fight for their country: it is not personal, it is duty.

			My interviews with Bob Johnson were conducted over a span of twelve years, from 1985 through 1997, in person, by telephone, and by written correspondence. This is his story, in his own words.

			
				ROBERT SAMUEL JOHNSON

			

			I was born on February 21, 1920, in Lawton, fifty-two miles north of the Red River in southwestern Oklahoma. I grew up in a very rural area during the Great Depression, when life was really hard for everyone. We were in what they called the dust bowl, and those kids who did not get an education were going to have a hard life later. I did all the boyhood things that rural American boys did. Our parents would drive us for four, maybe five hours to the Wichita Mountains and let us go. We fished and also hunted the occasional coyote, prairie dogs, and those sorts of critters.

			I used to practice shooting flowers in the fields, perfecting the use of windage to hit them as the wind made them bend back and forth. I got pretty damned good with that rifle. I used to practice shooting birds—crows, pigeons, doves, anything that gave me a gunner’s eye. Leading a target became second nature. A couple of friends who hunted with shotguns were surprised when I could nail a bird on the fly with a rifle just by estimating the range and adjusting the point of aim to lead my targets. It’s as much instinct as it is acquired skill.

			I was also in the Boy Scouts, and I loved going out and camping, sleeping in tents, and learning survival skills. Not sleeping in a bed, maybe for days at a time, never bothered me. We used to swim and sleep under the stars, cook rabbits and fish, living the rough life, or so we thought. I would have to say that at that age, we were pretty self-sufficient compared to city boys I later got to know in college and the military.

			I got into boxing due to bullying, especially at school. I was very small and short for my age, and we had guys who targeted guys like me. Up until about the fifth grade, I got thumped a lot, until I finally decided that I was going to pound the cornstalk out of the next guy who tried me, just to make a point. I was in eighth grade when one of the worst bullies, this idiot named Ben, was asking boys for money. All but one guy gave it up, but this one guy a little bigger than me decided to fight. Ben won because the other guy landed a punch but didn’t follow it up. Ben nailed him and took his coins.

			Ben walked around and saw me. He knew me and walked over and demanded any money I had. I told him that I did not have any, and he loudly proclaimed he would see for himself. That was all I needed. I allowed him to get close, then gave him a left punch to the nose, a right to the gut, and another left back in the face. He went down, but as he tried to get up, I was on him. I pounded that fool so hard he was not moving, and a teacher came in and pulled me off.

			They dragged me to the principal’s office and sat me down. They then revived Ben and brought him in and started cleaning the blood off his face. He was crying. The principal and teacher both looked at me, all seventy pounds, and then looked at this other guy who was a foot taller and outweighed me by at least forty pounds. I could see that the principal was trying not to laugh. He knew about Ben—the boy had been in trouble many times for his shakedowns.

			The principal asked me why I beat him up. I told him that he had already hit some other boys and then he came for me. He wanted my money. I said that I was going to make him earn it. The principal turned his head, but I could hear him trying not to laugh. He told the teacher to take Ben away to the school nurse. I sat there, and he told me that he did not allow fighting in school, and he would have to tell my dad. I said that was fine—that my dad would rather have me in trouble for defending myself than in a hospital.

			My dad came to the school and was informed of the situation. I could tell that even while he was agreeing with the principal that fighting in school was a bad thing, the look he gave me was, “It’s okay, I know you did what you had to do.” So, I knew I was not in trouble with him. I got suspended for a day, and Ben was out for a week because other students came forward to complain about him taking their money and hitting them.

			That was really the beginning of my boxing training. I knew that I was going to have to fight through life, and my dad suggested that I be trained for it. I went to the local gym and learned from an old guy who had been a sparring partner for some professionals. He had also been a boxer himself. I learned that the guy who hits first and hard often wins the fight if you follow up. “Inflict, confuse, and complete” was what he said. I studied the most vulnerable areas of the body, where to hit, and in what sequence. I got really good at it.

			I started boxing in the ring in tournaments, and I learned something about myself. When I was hit, I got mad, and then I didn’t care how big or bad the other guy was—only one of us was walking out of that ring. It came to a point that I didn’t really have to think about where or how I was hitting a guy; it was all instinct and mental, muscle memory. Every human being has the same basic configuration. I just kept hitting the exposed and vulnerable areas. I seemed oblivious to the hits I was taking, and I never really felt them until the fight was over. Yet despite my promise as a boxer, I did not want to do that for a living.

			The first real fight I had was when I was sixteen. I was up against a pro in his twenties who had a lot of experience. He also had a well-earned reputation as a tough guy and a dirty fighter. We were about the same weight, 120 pounds or so, and he was a foot taller. He was a battle-scarred guy who looked like a fighter. The guys running the club and even people in the crowd did not want the fight because they believed it was unfair, and I would be badly injured.

			Well, the referee gave us the instructions, the bell rang, and this bigger guy came out. I went for the gut punch and missed, but my following right punch caught him square in the chest. I threw all my weight into it, and he fell back against the ropes, then fell down face-first and was out for the full count. Then he got up complaining, and I told the ref to let him come on. He threw a few left jabs that didn’t connect, and then he went for a right hook to my head. I ducked and hit him in the chest again, and this time he went down and stayed down.

			The ring doctors came in and took him out, and he never fought in the ring again, from what I was told. I had hurt him badly. That was when I learned that no matter how big or imposing an opponent was, he could be defeated. I never forgot that. I think that confidence I gained was what carried me well into my later years. To be a fighter pilot, you have to be aggressive, and you must have confidence. Add experience to that equation, and you can become a formidable fighter.

			

			—

			I knew I wanted something beyond high school. You have to remember that maybe half the kids never even finished high school. They went to work on the farms or in factories if such work was available. I decided I was not going down that path. I went through high school and played sports, mostly football. At less than 150 pounds, I was one of the smallest guys on my high school team, whereas the other guys were 70 to 170 pounds heavier. I still played for three years as a back, starting out. My coach moved me around to blocking and center. I still did a lot of boxing while in school and continued when I went to Cameron College, which is now Cameron University.

			My dad and football coach knew I wanted to go to college, and after speaking with them and a few others, I decided to study engineering. They said that engineers had the best chances of getting good jobs even in the worst of economic times. It was while I was in college that I decided to join the armed forces and fly. That interest started early. I was sitting on my dad’s shoulders at Post Field near Lawton one day. I had always been, as most kids were in that day, interested in becoming a cowboy or a railroad engineer. I loved trains—they just excited the hell out of me. But when I saw airplanes, all that changed.

			This air show was in 1928, and I knew right then that my ideas about my future were changed forever. This air show was a military event, and they were flying the old wood and fabric-covered biplanes. They had three fighters flying in the old V, or “vic,” formation, and they did all kinds of stunts, twisting and turning below five thousand feet. Then and there, I changed my goal from cowboy or engineer to army aviator. Hell, by hook or by crook, I was going to become a pilot.

			Growing up I had a couple of good friends, Joe Reed and Wayne King. We were like the three musketeers and had been classmates for what seemed like forever. I was fortunate because both of their dads owned their own airplanes and ran a small flight school at one of the small airports near Lawton. It was a grass airstrip with an old hangar and about fifteen planes—old ones that would probably not be allowed to fly today.

			Joe’s dad owned the flying school. He had been an army pilot in World War I, and he still held a reserve status. He was also the town postmaster, while Wayne’s dad was the chief instructor. Joe Reed’s postmaster job was a full-time position, and he had little time to train student pilots. I used to sit and watch as their dads took them for flights in the Jenny [training aircraft] or other planes, while I had to sit out and enjoy the view. But my time was not wasted, because I spoke to pilots, collected flight manuals, and listened to them talk. I was on an early intelligence-gathering mission.

			Having friends with that kind of connection, after the spark of seeing the air show, I made my plan. I asked if I could work around the field, doing odd jobs just to earn flight time. My offers were never accepted, and I suspected it had something to do with my mother [who would have had to give permission]. Well, that plan didn’t work out, but then opportunity knocked again.

			Back in those days, barnstormers and acrobatic pilots traveled the country, and when I applied for a job at Cameron College, where the shows were often held, I was able to get my plane rides as payment. We did all kinds of things: helping with the concession stands, escorting people to and from the planes, walking the fields to make sure that no debris could damage tires or blow up into a propeller, and making sure the ground was free of holes where wheels could dig in. If we found any, one group marked them with a flagpole, and another came behind and filled them in. This really paid off for me, for sometimes I did get a ride.

			I managed to see and get into many types of planes, and one day at a show, a Ford Tri-Motor flew in. It was the biggest plane I had ever seen up to that time. It was used as an airliner back then. This thing had all kinds of lights on it, like a flying Christmas tree. My dad was with me as this pilot took the Ford up and landed many times, giving paying customers rides. Once as he flew over, he dropped fireworks that exploded and lit up the entire area—Roman candles and things shooting many bursts of colored flares into the sky. It was marvelous.

			When he landed after that display, my dad looked at me and asked me if I wanted to go for a flight. Man, I can tell you, at that moment, it was the greatest day of my life! My dad paid, and I got in and could smell all of the aromas that would later become so familiar to me. Oil, gas, lubricants—all the smells that I equated with absolute freedom. I sat down and placed the seat belt strap across, and I remember my excitement at the noises: the hum of electric starters, the flick of the switches, and the grind as the motors turned over. As the engines revved up, shaking the plane like crazy, I felt like I was in another world. Then came the release of the brakes, and the plane slowly rolled forward. The roar of the engines increased, and we were picking up speed.

			I looked out the window at the crowd passing by as we gently bounced along the ground before we lifted off. We climbed into the fading daylight, and night fell. I could see the lights of the city and the changing colors of the sun, which had gone down. We flew for fifteen minutes, and the plane banked, the engine pitch changed, and we headed to earth. It was dark, and I couldn’t see the ground clearly, but felt the slight thump as we touched down—no bouncing—and taxied to a nice, easy stop. I was hooked.

			I started flying when I was thirteen. I flew whenever I could and got my first license, which I still have, the day before I turned sixteen. I earned my flight-time money working at the Lawton Cabinet Shop, where I’d worked part-time after school since I’d been about eleven. When summer came, I worked full-time, up to sixteen hours six days a week. I had to lift large, heavy wooden beams and guide them into the big saw that cut them into boards. This was hard work for a full-grown man, but it toughened me.

			My dad was very proud that I stayed at that job for several years, becoming an assistant manager, but still making $4 a week. My dad was an honest, hardworking, churchgoing man, and my mom was the standard-issue midwestern housewife. A strong work ethic was crucial in my family, but then again, we were all that way growing up. Having any job during the Depression was a godsend.

			I had to pay $1.50 for fifteen minutes of flight time, so if I spent $6, I could get an hour and a half with the instructor. Every Sunday, when not working, either before or after church, I was there at the airport. My first plane was a Wiley Post trainer—a biplane. This had a unique cockpit where the student and pilot sat side by side, which was different from Jennys and other aircraft that had cockpits one behind the other. Merle Donnley was my instructor. The first time up, he let me have the stick and rudder. Ironically, I was hit by a crosswind that rolled us over on the right side, but without any training or experience, I applied left rudder and stick and brought her level. Merle was very impressed that I had a natural instinct. To me, it made sense.

			My third lesson was in a Travelair biplane, bigger and more powerful. Merle said, “Let’s go!” and I took off without any problems. I learned, however, that this plane did not land like the Post. I was overshooting the runway on landing, going back around a few times, starting my approach sooner and farther out, but the crosswinds would drift me off center. After several tries, Merle finally took the controls from me and landed. It was decided that I would stay with the Post until I had more experience.

			Later, Mr. King became my instructor. With him, I did all the things that all combat pilots would learn and live by: slips, slides, split-S maneuvers, rolls, touch-and-goes, vertical stalls and recovery from spins, inverted flying, flying around pylons, and, finally, dead-stick landings. I was good, and I knew it, but I also learned never to get cocky enough to think you cannot make a mistake. It only took one error in judgment or a second of inattention to detail to end your flying career or your life.

			About seven hours after my first flying lesson, I was allowed to go solo, despite my less than spectacular flying that day. For some reason, my head was not wrapped around it, but King let me go. I flew the circuit, did all the great things I always did, but this time alone. I finally landed—one of the nicest touchdowns I ever made—and my instructor was there smiling. I was now a pilot with my student license. This gave me the opportunity to sometimes fly with an older professional pilot, Tedo Swain. I’d do short trips with him, and he’d let me log flight time, so by the time I was sixteen, I had thirty-five hours.

			When I started Cameron Junior College at age eighteen, the dean, Dr. Clarence Breedlove, asked if I wanted to register for the civilian pilot training program. He knew I had my student license and loved flying. He did not have to ask twice, but I asked him how much it would cost me. When he said about $50, I was crushed, but I told him that I could sell my car, a 1929 Model A, and get another part-time job, as I had left the cabinet company and was working at the grocery store. It had better hours anyway.

			Well, he told me not to sell the car; he would loan me the money. I guess when he saw potential as an educator, he wanted to allow the student to exploit it. I can say that he was one of the three people who really changed my future forever. As soon as the civilian pilot training program was started, about 1939 or 1940, I went through that also.

			Just before this, I had met a beautiful lady, Barbara Morgan. We dated, such as it was, and I knew that she was my girl. Being with her took me out of the flying fever for a few months. I had lost focus, but she said, “If it’s important to you, then finish it. You only live once, Bob.” She was always supportive, and that was one of her great charms.

			I took on a lot of extra part-time jobs, as a fireman, working in a ladies’ department store and the grocery store, and doing odd jobs like building and repairing fences or fixing cars. Soon I was able to repay the loan with interest. It was a matter of pride for me, and that loan paid off in many ways. My instructor at the time was Duane Huscher, a really interesting guy. He had a Taylorcraft high-wing sport plane that also had a side-by-side cockpit configuration. Nice plane and bigger, more powerful, than the Post. After more hours in this plane, I completed seventy-five hours’ total flying time.

			

			

			—

			In 1941 I turned twenty-one. The world was ablaze. There had been civil war in Spain, the Chinese had been fighting the Japanese for a decade, the Russians too, and Russia had gone to war against Finland. German U-boats were sinking ships every day, it seemed. American pilots had gone to China to fight the Japs, and others went to England to fight the Germans. Then came the time when Adolf Hitler was overrunning all of Europe, taking Belgium, France, Holland, Norway, Greece, Yugoslavia, Crete, and Albania, and several countries had joined up with Germany: Romania, Hungary, Bulgaria, and Italy. All we young men knew war was coming, so our entire football team decided to join the military.

			We scattered to the army, navy, army air forces, and marines, everywhere. I had already signed up at Fort Sill, Oklahoma. I knew that I was totally qualified, and I had no worries—by then, I had a hundred hours’ flying time. Forty-six of us were to be evaluated. The physical included blood work, urine samples, eye exams, head-to-foot orthopedic exams, psychological tests, and an interview with the flight surgeon. After the first day, there were only nine of us left. The next day, there were only six of us. The flight surgeon told me to have my tonsils removed and then await orders. As the waiting dragged on and I kept reading about the air war in Europe, the AVG [American Volunteer Group, better known as the Flying Tigers] guys, I was envious.

			We were not yet in the war, but everyone I knew said it was only a matter of time. Let me tell you, every day for several weeks, I eyeballed that mailbox like a dog in front of a butcher shop window. I wanted to fly and fight, whether we were in the war or not. “Screw that,” I thought, so I drove to Oklahoma City to see what was going on. I got there, and a sergeant looked at my file, pulled a folder, and said a document was missing. He pulled out a sheet and told me to get it signed. Off I went to where I was supposed to go and came back with the document. On November 11, 1941, I stood with over a hundred others and took the oath of military service.

			The next day, we left on a train for Kelly Field in San Antonio, Texas. This was my introduction to military discipline. I almost felt that there had been a great mistake. I was there to learn to fly, but I ended up cleaning floors and latrines, drilling with rifles, marching, and running in something called “cadence.” I wondered if they were throwing me into the infantry. We had a lot of studying to do: the Articles of War, Geneva convention, army rules and regulations, that sort of stuff. We were enjoying the first few days off when over the one radio we heard Pearl Harbor had been attacked. We heard President Roosevelt address the nation, and we knew we were at war. It was on now!

			After ground school, which was really basic training, we moved on to Sikeston, Missouri, a few days after the Pearl Harbor attack, for primary flight training on several different planes. This was where I made the acquaintance of Frank K. Everest, who later became one of the world’s greatest test pilots. We called him Pete.4 He flew combat in Europe, China, Burma, and throughout the Pacific, and became a legend like Chuck Yeager. We all started our training flying in the Fairchild PT-19.5 My flight record as a civilian was well known, and I was advised to “forget everything you know and start from scratch.” I tried, but pilots are kind of like career criminals—old habits are hard to break.

			During flight training, we had to follow every command immediately. No hesitation, no second guessing. If the instructor said, “Left roll, dive, climb, and level,” we did it then and there. I excelled in the Fairchild PT-19 and moved on. The next bird was the open-cockpit Stearman, which I flew when it was five degrees below zero in December 1941. The Stearman was a very easy, fun plane to fly, perfect for training students. It was a very forgiving plane that allowed you to make mistakes within reason without cracking up. I learned many more maneuvers in this training program, and I also learned to hate the slow roll. It seemed quite unnatural to fly that way; I never liked it. I preferred a snap roll if one must, just to get it over with.

			We were washing out guys at a horrific rate, and we had a few deaths. One poor guy died in a whiteout, impacting during a snowstorm, killing himself and the instructor. Another death was probably due to mechanical failure: the engine died, and I guess they just spun in. Some washed out for psychological reasons or other medical issues. Vertigo or violent air sickness also quickly eliminated candidates. Others just lost their nerve. The numbers dropped dramatically.

			During this training, we focused heavily on formation flying, mock dogfights, and such. Pete got into trouble during a solo mock dogfight when he decided to ambush another trainer. He was on his ass, dogging him, and they even dropped to the deck, which was against the rules. Buzzing was frowned upon, and the trainer turned to engage him. Pete slipped, slid, and maneuvered away, over and around, and was always on this guy’s tail.

			When Pete pulled alongside to laugh at the other pilot, he realized he’d been harassing one of our hard-ass instructors. Pete took off with the instructor right behind him, but Pete pulled some things out of his ass, shook him off, and went back to base. Back in the barracks, he told us what had happened. He was sure that he was going to get dropped for showing off and not flying the regulation altitude. Ironically, he was instead congratulated on his flying. I’m pretty sure that was when they entered “fighters” into his jacket, which was how recommendations were made for bombers, transports, or fighters.*

			My next new flight instructor, Phil Zampini, was a far different creature than my first instructor, Lieutenant H. E. Fulk. Zampini was senior and very detailed in everything he said and did. It was his job to reduce the numbers; to find a reason to eliminate students in order to conform to the limited quota. He was efficient and did his job, and men left for the slightest mistake. Somehow I survived the cuts, and he took a liking to me. He then taught me stuff that was not part of the flight curriculum. “These things can save your life, so learn,” he would say to me. I learned a lot from him, to be sure.

			I’d read in the Army Times that there had been a change to the regulations regarding married personnel as flight cadets. You could now be married and apply. Barbara and I wanted to get married, but we’d had to wait due to the restriction when I began my training. In those days, you had to get permission to marry from your commanding officer, and if you were in training, it went to a board. Well, I knew what I had to do. I went to see the commander, Major Rockwood, and asked permission to get married. He said he would send my request along to the Cadet Board with his positive recommendation but that I should not get my hopes up. I would see the board that evening. “Man, that was fast,” I thought.

			I was confident enough to send a wire to Barbara telling her to come to Sikeston so that we could get married. But later that evening, I was told no. The board did not recommend that I get married. “Well,” I thought, “too bad, because she is already on the way. I’ll just take my chances.” All my fellow cadets knew about the wedding and were going to attend. I still do not know how the officer cadre never learned of it.

			Barbara arrived on February 21, 1942, my twenty-second birthday, and we went with another cadet and his fiancée, who acted as our witnesses. The following day I was to leave for Randolph Field, Texas, for the next session. I was introduced to the North American BT-9 Yale, which was a completely different animal from all the other planes I’d flown. At this time, I was also trained on instrument flying and introduced to the Link Trainer. This was a box that encased you and was more like sensory deprivation. It was blind-flying training, totally on instruments. Then we flew the BT-9s with a canvas cover, and, being in the rear seat during flights, we had to take control and correct the aircraft, following the instructor’s commands in the headset.

			My instructor was a sour guy called Lieutenant M. R. Burgess, and my rapid reactions left him rather white-knuckled because I had great reflexes and started anticipating him. I had to stop that, and I did. During one of the final phases, I asked him to sign my flight log once we had landed, and he insinuated that I might not even graduate. Finally, one day he received orders, and he was gone. I was one happy man, I can tell you.

			His replacement was a huge Irish monster named Lieutenant T. M. Maloney, an excellent pilot and instructor whom I liked a lot. I then had Lieutenant Farnell who, unlike Maloney, was smaller than I was. Farnell was my formation flight instructor, and he scared me. He flew so close to the other aircraft, even the other instructors’ eyes would get as big as baseballs. But he was good, if a little unorthodox, and I learned all the great formation flying tactics from him. I mastered takeoff, landing, tight turns, and maneuvers in tight formation. Throttle control was critical, and you had to get the feel of it. There was a manual, and there was training, but a pilot has to have feel.

			I initially trained as a bomber pilot, thank God, because we ended up in England, where we had to fly instruments and in close formation. We started night flying on instruments. After all this training, we were now groomed for the types of aircraft we would be assigned to. Bomber, transport, and fighter pilots would go on to advanced school. Most of us wanted fighters, since that was where the glory was, but we were told not to get our hopes up. The arguments were thrown around, and there was a lot of justification for going into multiengine aircraft. After the war, there would be more flying opportunities—we could be commercial airline pilots and such. It made sense. Although I wanted fighters, I guess pragmatism kicked in, and I signed up for bombers.

			In May 1942 I was at Kelly Field to learn how to fly bombers. I was then evaluated, eventually as a multiengine pilot. We also flew the [North American] BC-1 and [North American] AT-6 Texan, gathering experience in the low-wing, all-metal monoplanes. All had retractable landing gear and were not very forgiving if a pilot was inattentive. But we never had any twin-engine planes to train on, which I thought was odd. We trained again on instrument and radio-beam flying in all kinds of weather, and eventually I racked up three hundred hours of flight time. Our last major requirement was a formation flight cross-country to Douglas, Arizona, and back. On return, we received our wings on July 2, 1942. Boy, that was the proudest day of my life next to the day that Barbara married me.

			

			—

			After graduation, I requested to fly Douglas A-20 Havoc twin-engine medium bombers, with duty near home at Oklahoma City. My second choice was Seattle, Washington, and my third choice was Florida. But wherever people are needed, that’s where the bodies go. When my orders came in, I was assigned to fly Republic P-47 Thunderbolts in Connecticut. I was going to fly fighters! I was happier than an Irishman on Saint Patrick’s Day with an open bar. My world seemed to be just perfect. I wrote home to tell my family that I had finally made it.

			I was assigned to a new unit, the Sixty-First Squadron of the Fifty-Sixth Fighter Group. I was tickled to death, and our group was the first to get the P-47. We started flying the B model, which killed a couple of boys in training. They figured out that manipulation of the throttle control, especially when landing, was probably the problem. In many other aircraft, you cut the power and glide in, almost gliding into the landing without much difficulty. With the P-47, you had an aircraft that weighed seven tons dry, the heaviest single-engine fighter of the war, and it was not a forgiving aircraft. In landing, you had to maintain a certain RPM and altitude to maintain control. If you lost power, that big bastard Pratt & Whitney was a hard thing to fly, let alone land, unless you had a lot of runway, because you would not have much surface control maneuverability at low speed. It pretty much required a straight shot in unless you were a very experienced Thunderbolt pilot.

			This was where I met and became good friends with Neel Kearby, a great pilot. We would be in England together, and he would later be the first guy to take P-47s to the Pacific. He scored twenty-two kills and got the Medal of Honor, but sadly, he was killed in a ground attack mission over there. He was a good man, and Barbara and I both liked him very much. It seemed the war just ground up the best and spit them out—the best of us and the enemy, too.

			The number and sheer volume of manuals on the P-47B were incredible. We had to pass written tests as well as the flying proficiency exams. It was like being students again but without the hard-core, boot camp discipline. The atmosphere was informal and relaxed, which in my opinion was the way transition schools should be, especially for fighter pilots. I sat in the cockpit for hours learning everything there was to know, with First Lieutenant Gerry Johnson as my instructor pilot.6

			He became a great pilot in Europe and eventually a POW. There were four Johnsons in our group and three in my squadron at various times. We were called the “Redneck Rodeo” and the “Johnson Brothers,” although none of us were related. Once, when I later received a big ass-chewing in England, Gerry came to me as my flight leader and asked me not to get into trouble unless they had my first name correct in the MP [military police] report. He did not want to be confused with me. I had sort of developed a reputation.

			We went on to fly the P-47C and later D models. Flying the “Jug” required total concentration, especially since the stall speed was 105 miles per hour, which was the average cruising speed of the planes I’d flown before. On my first flight, I learned to keep pressure on the right rudder to keep her straight due to the massive engine torque. I know for a fact that a couple of our training pilots’ accidents were due to this very factor. A ground loop was not the best way to impress the flight instructors.

			Well, my first flight was almost my last. I was almost at takeoff speed when the canopy release snapped and popped back, slamming the canopy bar into my forehead. I saw stars and all. I radioed the tower, chopped the throttle, and applied the brakes to slow down and pull off. I closed the canopy and then revved up the engine to take off again. I thought it was locked, and when I hit eighty-five miles per hour, the same thing happened. The canopy lock did not engage again, so it rolled back, and again I took a whack to the noggin, but I said screw it. I reached takeoff speed and pulled back on the stick, even with the air rushing into the cockpit.

			I closed the canopy again, retracted the gear, and increased the throttle. The roar of two thousand horsepower is not something that fails to impress. I increased power again and pulled the nose up, and it screamed higher into the sky. I knew that I had a real racehorse here. Our flight reached ten thousand feet rapidly in comparison to all the other planes we’d flown. The big, thick-bladed propeller ate into the air, pulling that big bird like an angel. Sure, she was a big bastard, well built, but that engine was a dream.

			Landing this thing the first time was also an exercise in panic. I came in, reduced power, lowered the landing gear, and hit the flaps. The right flap worked, but the left stayed up, forcing the plane into a left turn at low speed. This is when you either come to terms with your skill or become a statistic. I raised the one good flap and the landing gear and increased throttle. I radioed my problem to the tower, and was told to manually cycle to hydraulic equalizer and then work the flaps again. The assumption was that I was not getting equal pressure to the flaps. If that were the case, then what about my hydraulics to the other control surfaces? I followed the instructions, but the left flap would not fully extend, so I went with half flaps and came in. It was a perfect landing under imperfect conditions. I was past scared; I was pissed off.

			We learned that any new aircraft could have problems that were not yet worked out. The R-2800 engines were new, and my flight, like many others, would lead to vast improvements in all the parts of the Thunderbolt. The hydraulic issues were just one concern. I’m convinced that the men who died in training on the P-47 did not die because they were bad pilots. They died because of problems like these. I was lucky enough to have my issue detected early in my approach. Otherwise, I would have inverted and pancaked, no doubt, and I would not be here telling you this story.

			We lost eighteen or nineteen pilots and just as many fighters in transition training on the P-47. It’s also true that our runway was not the best place for this fighter. It was about three thousand feet long, but it was ringed by houses and high-tension wires. Rob Roberts came in and badly damaged a house with his landing strut due to these conditions. He managed to land perfectly, and the fighter was fine, but the bathroom in the house had ceased to exist! Rob was unaware of the damage he’d done to the house, and he took a lot of ribbing about that for months to come.

			We learned just how good the P-47 was when we engaged in mock combat with our navy adversaries, and they flew the Chance Vought F4U Corsair, which had the same engine. These engagements proved invaluable to us all. This was where you learned the strengths and weaknesses of your aircraft, as well as improved your abilities as a pilot. Learning about tight turns, fast rolls, and teamwork was essential. The Corsairs were more maneuverable, like our enemies would be, so we learned how to exploit our two advantages: the ruggedness of the airframe, and those eight .50s [.50-caliber machine guns] that could throw out 7,200 rounds per minute. I would later see just how effective those suckers were.

			In September 1942 we received our new commanding officer, Major Hubert A. “Hub” Zemke, who became a legend and even perhaps the greatest fighter leader in the US Army. He had learned fighter tactics in England and Russia, and his experience and knowledge went into creating Zemke’s Wolfpack. I found out after the war that the Luftwaffe boys all knew who we were. German intelligence had dossiers on all the best American and RAF units and pilots, as Zemke, Gerry Johnson, and Francis S. Gabreski found out during interrogation when they became POWs. The Germans knew about me, Walker “Bud” Mahurin, and Dave Schilling—everyone.7 Gabby Gabreski said that they even had his service record, and they knew everything, including where he went to school as a kid in New York. I found that incredible. We knew some things about a few of the top German pilots, but for the most part, they were just names that meant nothing to us. I learned a lot more later from a British pilot.

			One of the things we learned about was something we had never heard of before called “compressibility.” If you put this big fighter in a dive in the thin air at higher altitude, you might not be able to pull out of it. Many pilots in various types of fighters had found this out, but few had lived to tell about it. I learned my lesson at about thirty-two thousand feet. I rolled her over and put her in a high-speed dive. At about fifteen thousand, I tried to pull out but could not move the joystick. I pushed against the instrument panel and tried with all my strength, and it was the worst feeling I had ever had. I thought I was a dead man.

			Once I dropped to about eight thousand feet, there was enough air to provide resistance, so I lowered the flaps and adjusted the trim to get as much air resistance as I could. It worked, but the g-force against me made me gray out. My vision blurred, and my head felt like it was coming off. I was soaked with sweat despite the bitter cold of winter. My heart was pounding so hard I could hear it. Lesson learned.

			Some pilots crashed and walked away, totally destroying the fighter. The Jug was that rugged—a design feature that would save my life on more than one occasion in combat. Milton Anderson, another good guy, learned just how rugged it was when he once lost power on takeoff. His engine blew, and, with his gear still down, he put the nose down to maintain airspeed. He cartwheeled across the water in Long Island Sound, the wings and tail folding up and wrapping the cockpit like a shroud. I knew he was dead. We just wanted to get his body. But there he was, strapped in the cockpit, and he got out and swam to shore as we stood there watching him. It was incredible, really.

			

			—

			On November 24, 1942, we received our orders for England. We spent weeks getting ready, working sunrise to sunset taking airplanes apart and crating up everything right down to the field markers. It was around Christmas, and I was with Barbara, who was going back home to Oklahoma. I hated to see her go, and she really hated that I was going to war, but she clearly understood. As I watched the train pull away, I decided I was not going to die in this war. I was coming home. A couple of days later, we shipped off to Camp Kilmer, New Jersey.

			We left the United States on the original Queen Elizabeth ocean liner late on the night of January 5–6, 1943, and arrived in Glasgow, Scotland, on January 12. Some of the guys got very seasick. It was very cramped quarters, as there were twelve thousand guys or more on the ship. The funny thing is, we were fourteen to a cabin that was designed for two occupants. That gives you an idea, I guess. The food was horrible.

			My biggest fear was getting torpedoed. I sat in my cramped quarters and wondered—if that happened, an entire fighter group would be lost without ever firing a shot. I’d read reports about German subs sinking ships all over the East Coast. On the night of January 9, my fear was almost realized when a ship right next to us took a couple of torpedoes. The explosions racked through the ship, and we felt the shock wave. The next night we had a man-overboard call, but that was simply a way of stating the obvious. He was gone; no stopping to retrieve anyone. That was when we knew the war was for real.

			After arriving in Scotland, we had a few days, and I saw my first Spitfires. We then boarded the train to England and saw P-47s. After we got situated, we met a British pilot in London, a nice guy who had been fighting in fighters, Hurricanes and Spitfires, since 1940. He was a sergeant, only twenty-one years old, and already an ace with seven kills. He had been shot down twice: once, he bailed out in the channel, and the other time, he crash-landed at his base after getting nailed. We were commissioned officers. He had to salute us, which he did in snappy British fashion, but to us, he was the superior man. He’d been in the Battle of Britain, and flown over France, Holland, and Belgium. We wanted his intel, for sure.

			Our friend was a wealth of information. He told us the weak and strong points of the two primary German fighters, and this is the kind of stuff you pay for. We bought the beer, and he gave us all he had. He told us everything about the Messerschmitt 109—he had actually test-flown a captured and repaired Messerschmitt. He told us about the Focke-Wulf 190s, and how they were a very dangerous and different kind of animal. He also told us he had spoken to a German fighter pilot who had been shot down. On that very same mission, the German had shot down two of our British friend’s colleagues and had forced our new friend to belly in due to damage. The German had followed suit and crash-landed right near him after his radiator was shot out.

			The guy spoke perfect English, had gone to school in England, and had a dozen or so kills. Our friend said the German claimed that twenty or fifty kills for a German pilot was nothing, and a few of their guys had over one hundred kills. We were stunned at this information. This was the first time I’d heard of Adolf Galland, Werner Mölders, Wolfgang Falck, and the like, although I would meet Galland and Wolfgang Falck long after the war.8 This RAF pilot was a real vault of information, and we loved the guy. He also recommended a hotel, and we followed his sage wisdom.

			I found out that first night what the “blitz” was all about. I was almost asleep when explosions blew me out of bed. I looked out the window and saw explosions and thousands of tracers from the antiaircraft guns and heard the rapid thump-thump-thump as the tracers disappeared into the black sky. The searchlights, hundreds of them, were sweeping the sky, crisscrossing each other in a dazzling light show. “So, this is war,” I thought to myself. I could only imagine what the civilians were going through.

			We took sightseeing tours all over the city until our planes were ready; I loved Saint Paul’s Cathedral and Westminster Abbey. Poets’ Corner was always my favorite place. I was standing on historic ground far older than our own country. Our B model planes were given to the Fourth Fighter Group, whose three squadrons had already been in the war for a couple of years as the Eagle Squadrons [American volunteers], flying the Supermarine Spitfire for the Royal Air Force [RAF]. We instructed them on how to fly our planes, and they showed us a little bit about flying combat. Later, in early February 1943, we received our own planes, the new P-47C model with the improvements I mentioned earlier.

			We were on a Royal Air Force Hurricane base near an RAF Spitfire unit. They were flying the Mark V version, which was legendary even then. When the Brits saw our big Jugs, they said we were dead men. They told us we could not dogfight with the Germans—not even the Spits could match them in firepower. They could outturn the 109s and 190s, but the 190s were faster and could climb and outdive them. They [190s] could also take a lot more damage than a 109, as they were rugged and had air-cooled radial engines. The four .20-millimeter cannon and two cowling-mounted machine guns were to be feared—but not as feared as the Germans flying them.

			One of the Fourth Fighter Group guys we spoke with was Colonel Donald Blakeslee, who was an excellent fighter pilot.9 Although he was American, Don had gone to Canada and trained and flew with the British for over a year before being brought into the US military. We asked him and his men about the warnings we had received from British pilots about the Luftwaffe fighters and pilots. Blakeslee was very similar to Zemke; a man of few words and to the point:

			“Boys, come into this war thinking you’re a cowboy and going to bag a lot of Germans, you will die quickly. These German pilots are no fools. They have a lot more experience, and many have a lot of kills. They did not get those Iron Crosses by being faint of heart or not knowing their business. Learn all you can before you get into the air against them, because once you’re there, it’s too late.”

			We also spoke to a couple of other guys in the Fourth Fighter Group who landed at our base in Spitfires. They still had their old planes, and their Spitfires looked beat up all to hell. One came in slightly smoking. When the pilots got out and lit their cigarettes, one guy’s hands were shaking like crazy, and he could hardly hold the lighter. He looked like he’d been ridden hard and put away wet.

			I wanted to talk to this guy, and so did the others. Come to find out he had flown over thirty sorties with a couple of kills, a seasoned veteran. He told us that they were on a bomber escort mission, picking up B-17s returning from a strike, when their seven-plane formation was bounced by two Fw 190s. They were the only two to make it back so far, but they knew that three of the guys went down, and they’d seen one parachute.

			“Did you guys get those two 190s?” I asked. He looked at me and took a long drag on his cigarette. “No,” he said. “We were totally outclassed. They were yellow-nosed bastards. Watch out for them; they are the best in the German air force. Some of those guys have dozens of kills on their rudders. Don’t fuck with them. Run like hell unless you bounce them from altitude, and if you attack, fire and keep running, and don’t look back.”

			Blakeslee was standing there and echoed the warning. “Listen to him. The only way you are going to get these guys is teamwork and luck. Maintain high altitude. If you get separated from your squadron, or even your flight, you’re not coming home. I saw a German shoot down four Spitfires all by himself in a two-minute fight, and I don’t think anyone put a bullet in him. Then he climbed and was gone. He and his wingman shot down seven planes. It was over that quick. This is what the real war is about.” No more sobering talk had ever occupied my time. We Fifty-Sixth guys just looked at each other.

			Zemke agreed with Blakeslee and had further words of wisdom. “There are two fighter groups over there,” he told us, “and these guys are there for a reason. They know when the escorts have to turn back, and then they knock the living shit out of our bombers. But a few of these guys will come looking for you, too. These are the ones to worry about. I spoke to an S-2 [military intelligence below division level] guy, and we know where their bases are. Bombers hit them on occasion, and we can escort them, but remember: they’re over friendly territory. Shoot them down, and they’re right back in the air. You go down, and it’s all over. Always work as a team—no less than four ship
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