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The Japanese feel safe and confident.

They are advancing on almost every front in Asia and it is only a matter of a very short time before they own all of Burma.

The road to India seems to be opening up for them, only they will still have to overcome some difficulties ...

Japan in Burma is a story belonging to the World War II collection, a series of war novels developed in World War II.
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This is Assam, in India.

It is part of the AVG. That is, "American Volunteer Group", under the command of General Chennault. We are fighting the Japanese in Burma, transporting material for the Chinese Army.

The Burma highway has fallen, but this other airway remains open, where aviation gasoline circulates that should have come from Yenanyaung in the interior of Burma; ammunition from Rangoon, clothes, food and men from America.

Because it is the vital artery that feeds the AVG of Chennault, under the supreme command of Generalissimo Chiang-Kai-Chek.

For me, it is a boring job. The only difference between an air transport unit and a group of trucks is that they go overland and you fly. Otherwise it is the same.

This was not my goal in coming here. Kunming, on the Yunnan Plateau, where the group of "Flying Tigers" was, that was my goal. A place where Japanese could be killed on a daily basis. A place where I could collect the debt that had brought me to the Far East.

Tomorrow, however, things will be better for me. Colonel Scott, who has joined the group, has obtained a hunting apparatus to protect the convoys.

And I've got another one. Tomorrow I will try it.

But this will be tomorrow. Now I just have to worry about driving this jeep down the battered road and reaching Sibsagar before the rain starts to fall. I am invited to a small party and I would be upset if something prevented me from being punctual.

Fortunately, the rain doesn't start until I get to Sibsagar. I safely reach Mohammed Azher-Khan's "bungalow" and an Indian in a white turban takes over the car.

Mohammed Azher-Khan is a brigadier in the Indian Army and he usually gives these little parties. I greet you briefly and leave my contribution on the table prepared for that purpose; It's a bottle of "whiskey," straight from Kentucky.

Mohammed, as a Mohammedan, does not drink wine, but the strongest drinks are often tasted from time to time.

Suddenly, once I am among the guests, I find that I am not attracted to being part of the meeting. It just doesn't amuse me.

The rain has stopped again; I pour myself a helping of whiskey and, glass in hand, glide into the garden. I go through the plants, mainly palm trees of various species; I sit on a stone bench, still wet, and think.

The Japanese are there, behind the Naga Hills, advancing towards India. They are yellow dwarves who have made death an institution; they say they are not afraid of it. I reason that if you do not fear death, you must ignore fear. The fact that they are already so close shows that they are tough as steel.

Will we AVG Americans rise to the occasion? Will fear appear in our ranks?

It is the great doubt. The "Flying Tigers" are making a great campaign. They are men of a special temper. I aspire to be one of them. And, again, there is the doubt right there, next to me.

It is not a good sign. I know it very well. I drink the "whiskey" in one gulp and set the glass on the bench.

"Thoughtful, Captain? “The voice comes from the right.

I look over there. I can make out the imprecise shape of a woman, covered in the traditional Indian sari. I don't see his face, but he has a musical voice and I find myself very lonely.

I point to the bench seat.

"Come here and say something" I order him.

It's very young. He may not be more than sixteen years old. Or it may be over twenty. I don't have a very good eye for these things when it comes to people of my own race. With these exotic beings, the calculation is impossible.

He sits down and smiles.

"My name is Godda," he says.

"You can call me Frank" I smile.

It's very nice to talk to Godda. I'm glad I came to the party, if only to be in an Indian garden with this young woman of another race, under the stars of a tropical sky.

* * *
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At 7.30 in the morning, according to my watch, I jump into the cockpit of the magnificent P-40E, known by the name "Kittyhawks."

I adjust the rudder pedals and fasten myself with the seat belt; then I open the ignition key and press the ignition. The engine begins to roar. The three-bladed propeller, which is eleven feet high, disappears from my sight to become a transparent circle that alters the panorama ahead.

This "Allison" engine, any of the modern high-power engines, does not need to warm up; in a few seconds I'm taxiing to the runway, ready to take off.

I line it up and give gas. Speed ​​increases gradually. I pull the joystick and find myself in midair. I pick up the landing gear and gain altitude. I describe a curve over the trees that line the field and fly over the tea plantations, green, almost the same color as they appear on the maps.

I connect the radio to hear the information regarding the presence of enemy devices, without result at the moment. But half an hour later, a British observation post reports several unidentified aircraft.

The place is somewhere in the Naga Hills. I head over there, climbing to twenty-two thousand feet, which requires adjusting my oxygen mask.

I keep an eye on the space. It's a practice outing, but just beyond the hills there may be enemy aircraft. Practice would turn into combat patrol if I trip over it.

I realize that I have forgotten much of my skill with, fighters, probably by dint of flying with transports. Here I am alone, there is no navigator to show me the course, and no autopilot to help me follow it.

Keeping a watch on the four cardinal points, in addition to below and above my apparatus would require more than a single head or; at least more than two eyes.

The sky is cloudy, but because aviators often see it, the clouds are "below," not above.

Suddenly I see a device, to my left, somewhat lower, at eight o'clock. Instantly I spring into action, dropping onto a wing in search of the enemy.

But there is no such enemy. It is a small P-43A. I have no news about where it came from, but I get closer anyway.

"P-43! "I call on the radio." Where do you come from, boy?

"Hello, P-40! "Answers a lazy voice." I just arrived and went out for a walk. The Chinese Air Force brought this beauty back saying it was being returned to us. Apparently the tanks were leaking and were catching fire one by one. They fixed it and I offered to fly with it. I come from Pensacola, but I wasn't born there. I'm from Texas.

Well, there were two of us already.

"Nice to meet you, Texas" I replied "; I'm Frank Latimer from New York.

"Well, Frankie," he said, "let's take a look.

I start to climb again and level the apparatus at thirty thousand. This is what the altimeter shows; But it must be about seven or eight thousand feet more, corrected for temperature, air humidity, and so on.

The Naga Hills are left behind. I can make out the yellow current of the Chindwin River. Stilwell Road is not far. There must be yellow children of the rising sun around those edges, both on the ground and above.

The clouds have been left behind. The landscape below, a tangle of changing green, is only broken, from time to time, by the yellow line of a river, and there, in front, by the road, which we are already reaching.

And the panorama continues deserted. I cast a casual glance around me. I think I can make out something shiny and I don't entertain myself with inquiries. I flop onto a wing and accelerate toward the object that caught my eye.

When I get a little closer, my heart leaps in my chest. It is a Japanese observation device, with a fixed landing gear.

My first enemy!

It doesn't seem to have discovered us. I go down in a violent dive and put my finger on the button that will activate the machine guns.

Now!

The six machine guns of the 50 begin to vomit shrapnel. I see the tracers heading towards the enemy, describing a funny parable, at the same time that the speed of the device decreases due to the recoil of the powerful weapons. I'm about to land my forehead on the solid precision sight in front of me.

I have just enough time to avoid a collision with the enemy aircraft, pulling the joystick and towering over it. In a single glance, during the pull of a second, I have seen the cockpit windows fly; the Japanese has turned his head, surprised by the attack.

The sight of those red circles on the fuselage and wings of the Japanese plane fires me up. I think I'm losing my cool. The result is that the Japanese pica descends into the jungle.

I turn right and then left, trying to locate him. By the time I get it, it's about four or five miles down there, just above the treetops, a silver stain that's almost invisible.

I'm going to chase him, anyway. However, the Texas voice snaps me out of my daze:

“Attention, Frankie! We have to go home!

One look at the instrument panel convinces me of this. The fuel gauge says there is hardly any fuel left to fly two and a half hours, barely what it will take to get to the field.

I turn around and search the space. Texas is near. He meets with me. I'm furious. If he had had more serenity, if he had directed the attack better, a Japanese would be dead at this hour, pierced by the projectiles of the machine guns, crushed against the muddy soil of Burma or roasted in the air if he had managed to set fire to the plane in which he was flying. .

Immersed in these musings, I consult the map and calculate the course. With Texas glued to my tail we flew into the safe skies of Assam, cruising to save gas.

The sky is lowering below us as we approach our destination, forming a continuous grayish curtain.

Really, I don't quite realize how difficult it will be to land. That field of clouds prevents all direct visibility. I have already made blind landings, but this field in Assam, in a remote part of the border territory, lacks the advances that we have become accustomed to in the United States.

I try desperately to get in touch with the field station, hoping they will be able to guide me out of that gray hell.

To my great relief, they answer me almost immediately after making the first call:

"Listen, twenty-two" I hear. Twenty-two is my identification number, freshly painted on the side of the P-40. " There is visibility, under the cloud bank, ceiling two thousand feet. Try to go down. I repeat, visibility at two thousand feet.

"Understood" I reply. I'm going there.

Texas must know as much as I do, having heard the instructions. He'll wait for me to come down. He wishes me good luck, although he's going to need a lot himself.

I slowly lose height, making a wide circle, and dive into the clouds. I feel great apprehension. At 2,000 feet I should be below the bank, but the altimeter hits 1,600 and I'm still inside that gray curtain.

Suddenly, I step out into what the operator had called a "visibility zone." Actually, even though I'm under the cloud bank, that's like looking through frosted glass. Everything appears blurry, because of the tremendous sheet of water; the rain is indescribable, a real waterfall.

Below, instead of the crossed concrete tracks, there is a lake, its surface ruffled by the shower. But it is the field, of course; I see a figure running, splashing terribly, an operations officer with red flags, who will try to help me land.

He stops and waves the flags. He points to a point and I understand that the track has to be in the indicated direction. A glance at the fuel gauge convinces me that there is no time for mistakes; zero mark.

I turn at a very sharp angle and head into what should be the track, cutting off gas immediately. Every moment I am waiting to hear how the engine begins to cough, short of gas, but that dreaded moment does not arrive.

I actuate the control to lower the landing gear, put the flaps in position and slowly lower myself. Only the fact that the operations officer, with the water mid-leg, is there, assures me that there is land under the layer of water.

Upon touching the ground, the device is suddenly braked, beginning to rebound. P-40s are not made to sit on anything other than hard concrete; I'm about to top, but I push the joystick forward and control the situation.

In an incredibly short journey, the plane comes to a stop. I'm wet from head to toe, but it's not the rain; the cabin is almost airtight. What happens is that I have sweated more in these last minutes than if I were inside a Turkish bath.

I take off
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