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My Dad, Captain (OSS rank) (Colonel US Army Rank ASF) Charles Lewis Pickett III, (Robertson in this book) aid to Eisenhower and later General Somervell
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FOREWORD By David Pickett
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​Take an insider’s seat and witness WWII Eisenhower; what did he really do?  Who was behind the curtain of the unexplainable successes that led to Germanys surrender? Based on actual happenings, go with Charlie Robertson as he directs strategic events with Generals Eisenhower, Marshal, LeMay and Ira Eaker as they weave and execute behind-the-curtain actions that brought the enemy to its knees.

Ike is an adventure that rivets together facts, history and unwritten heroism that is not just fiction or just the same old material.

As an insider, keep up with Captain / Colonel Charlie Roberston as he breaks the Mafia’s hold over unions’ striking and blackmailing, choking our nation’s strategic war materials plants, changing the rein of the Mafia for 20 years; and with Charlie’s carte blanche from Ike, Marshal and FDR; how does he change the losses in the Atlantic and strategic bombing and then planning the ultimate invasion in the Pacific? 

Acclaimed storyteller David Pickett pulls back the curtain and breaths live into Eisenhower’s go to guy whose strategy and tactics pull the enemies’ fangs. The story about an unexpected man who did the unexpected.  Facts are woven into plausible fiction for a compelling, fresh story

Desperation is checkmate to morals and good sense. Good people get in the crossfire in many ways.

Tell me what you think.

And in the end, He is Risen Indeed!!

Tetelestai

Blessings,

David Pickett 

“There is no success without unrelenting persistence “

"I, not events, have the power to make me happy or unhappy today. I can choose which it shall be." 

Julius Henry Marx

"Stories happen to those who can tell them," Thucydides.

“If you are born poor it's not your mistake, but if you die poor it's your mistake. Life is not fair, get used to it! It's fine to celebrate success but it is more important to heed the lessons of failure”.  - Bill Gates

“Persistence and determination alone are omnipotent." - Calvin Coolidge

"Energy and persistence conquer all things. As long as we are persistent in our pursuit of our deepest destiny, we will continue to grow.  - Benjamin Franklin

“Somewhere, something incredible is waiting to be known.” – Carl Sagan 

And:  read my 10 published books, (suggested order)  The Clementine Legacy, Traveler!, Lincoln’s Encore, Jeffersons Encore, Washington’s Encore, Franklin’s Encore, Call Me Ishmael, Call Me Pilate, Call Me Tabetha and REWIND.  All on Amazon Kindle, paperback and hard cover.  https://DavidPickett.com .  Watch for new books in 2026 – maybe another ‘Encore’. ?

Hopefully, a movie producer or screenwriter will read one.
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DEDICATION
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This story of WWII, this book, is dedicated to all the men and women who served.  This is not hollow gratitude.  

Who served and bore patiently, who waited, who worried, who labored long long hours, who gave up much, who did not hesitate once more into the breach, who suffered, their agony, and those who died.  Too many.  Yet people still follow and support, tolerating madmen.  Heros to them and monsters to the rest of us.

To the valiant, to the brave, to the frighted and terrified who chose courage and pressed on into the jaws of death to do their duty for their comrades, family, and country and the unlovely and the unloved. 

Many names; Army, Air Force, Navy, Marines, Coast Guard, Seabee’s and so many more.

And those who risked it all to repel occupation and tyranny from their street and their city; all synonyms ‘Resistance.’ 

Those who came back and live it all again in nightmares and disability. 

To those who endured the horror; we owe.

And yet our very neighbors disrespect the men who stand watch.

“We sleep soundly in our beds because rough men stand ready in the night to visit violence on those who would do us harm.” Richard Grenier 1993
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SPECIAL THANKS
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To my wonderful (really!) wife Virginia (Ginger) Pickett for all her prayers over the 54 years she has given me.

My daughters Natalee and Amanda, and grandkids Peyton, Kaiya and Kaid for everlasting joy.

To Dr. Peter McLewin for all his inspiring sermons gratefully preserved on YouTube.  And for all his prayers for me.

To Wayne Nixon, a true modern Profit, for all his Words of the Lord for me, and prayers.

To all those friends at the Cedars for their weekly prayers, Bible study and words of encouragement. 

And (not in any order) to Peru Evangelists Wildoro Mendoza Pezo (Picota, Peru) and Filiberto Lima Vargas (Humanero and Arivira, Peru) https://peruministries.com/ , Seminar Director Boris Sarlabous, and to James Nelson (Heaven), Gary Curry (Stonewall, Oklahoma), Bob C. Ross (Heath, Texas), Dr. Gary Crossland (at The Passion Play, OK), Richard Blake www.xtendinternational.com  (Grandview, Texas), Jerry Aris (Frisco, Texas), Richard Anson (West Virginia) Dr. Peter McLewin, Wayne Nixon, and all the millions in missions work who selflessly obey the Great Commission and tell the Good News to the Poor in Spirit;  sometimes at great risk and at great cost.

“I WILL REPAY”, sayeth the Lord.

Romans 12:19
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CHAPTER 1

CHARLIE, I NEED YOU OVER HERE
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“E” Ring, south section, third floor of the brand-new Pentagon, a section that was ‘usable’ before the completion in 1943, ​

General Brehon Burke Somervell’s Army Service Forces (ASF) group:

[image: Oito décadas do Pentágono, um dos símbolos do poder americano]

The phone rang in the office of the Strategic Japan Invasion Group SJIG section of the ASF, like it did a hundred times a day.  Couriers ran in and out in an almost continuous stream, with telegrams from the Pacific Theater fresh from the decoding room and urgent memos in TOP SECRET folders. 

Lee, the prime switchboard operator at SJIG answered the outside incoming line, it was on the ‘overseas’ section of the board on the ‘Europe General Staff’ switchboard plug.  The best line to Europe.  

She seldom got outside calls from Europe, most all came from the Pacific, usually via Oahu, Hawaii, the US HQ for the Pacific Theater.  Rarely she got calls from Australia and some of the islands and often ships, routed through short wave radio.  Usually very poor-quality voice which is why such a flood of telegrams.  Or more correctly, decoded morse code messages from all over the Pacific.  Thus, the flood coming through the door.  The Pentagon decoding room was vast; traffic in and out was 24/7/365; no rest. No hesitation.

Lee, a diminutive woman who looked somewhat Asian and then again she did not, was recruited / drafted right after Pearl Harbor because she was a talented multilingual in Asian languages including Japanese and Chinese; a result of growing up with a Chinese warlord father and a Japanese aristocrat mother who met in diplomatic circles before Japan attacked China.

As a youngster in the diplomatic service, she picked up a lot of other Asian ‘oriental’ languages, albeit just pigeon talk for some of them.  She spoke and read and wrote fluent Japanese and Chinese (and had a BA in English from George Washingtion) working in the US State Department as an interpreter when General Somervell pulled rank and got her for the ASF Japan Invasion Planning Group - and she was also available to the rest of the general Pacific Theater floor next to her office here in the Pentagon.

A far away female voice identified herself as secretary to the Commanding General of ETOUSA.

Lee jumped.  That was General Eisenhower.  What did he want with the Japan Invasion Planning Group??

The young lady 3,600 miles away by undersea cable asked, over the crackle and distortion of the distance, “Call for Captain Robertson from General Eisenhower.”

This was getting stranger and stranger; she said, “Connecting”, logged the unsecured call, and inserted the plug for Robertson’s office group into the switchboard, connection to London.

She knew Robertson was in. He was a Captain in a plain tunic and at the same time a Major in a tunic with the aiguilette braids for Ike’s ASF staff. Everyone knew the Group Leader, he had broken many strikes at war production plants for Ike.  She always puzzled how such a gentle, polite quintessential professional officer – a true quiet soul, could hammer out deals with the Mafia-controlled unions.  Wasn’t he an egghead?  Didn’t he get shot by a Mafia chieftain?

The secretary at Robertson’s group answered.  There was still a debilitating shortage of telephones and telephone lines at the not quite finished Pentagon, but as group leader, Robertson had a phone on his desk, and his secretary would connect him if he was in.

He was, the secretary answered and indeed Robertson was in and she announced, “Connecting”

Charlie Robertson, a veteran of a different kind of combat, breaking – or more politically correct, ‘settling’ - strikes at war plants, was intensely going over a pile of telegrams that his staff had sorted out from the continuous flood.  The staff routed telegrams from the Pacific Theater to the proper desk, usually in the Pacific Theater group, but the Japan Invasion Planning Group looked at all telegrams from the Pacific first, to make copies of the ones of interest to invasion planning and to rout the originals to the proper desk in the vast Pentagon.

The pile of telegrams on his desk was actually copies of the decoded sorting; each one set aside was of interest to Japan main island invasion planning.  Charlie was sorting them himself to make notes on then and send them to the right desks within his staff - most of them went to the analysis room where very often, a response telegram would be sent back to the originator asking for more clarification.

The telegrams from the Pacific Theater where the only tool that Charlie and the Pentagon, basically the Allies, had for invasion planning; he and his ‘boss’, General Somervell, boss of the ASF were helpless without the telegrams.  They were life to planning and saving lives.

Charlie had people on virtually every Allied ship and island in the Pacific who are actually analysts that went through all of their action reports and sent any relevant intel’ to the invasion planning group – via the ship’s wireless in code.  Picked up in Hawaii and code telegraphed to the Pentagon by undersea cable to San Diego and onto the USA telephone copper wire network.

It was critical to know exactly how the Japanese military operated so that Charlie's invasion planning group could get an accurate profile of how the Japanese would most probably protect their main island from an invasion of an overwhelming allied landing.  The outlook was already bleak. 

A bit irritated that he was not even halfway through the pile - he knew that the analysis group was waiting for the ones he was sorting for them.

Charlie had been in the military since he was 17 when he entered Texas A&M in 1927. After graduation in 1931 he was one of only two cadets they get positions in the Army Corps of Engineers.  They posted him to make a complete survey of the entire Rio Grand River.  It turned out to be a career maker.  That led to the choice posting in Galveston, until Pearl Harbor. And he met Mamie Lee along the river course at a church dance in Rio Hondo.

One week after the invasion of Pearl Harbor many of the graduates from the nation’s military schools including Texas A&M, were sent to the Pentagon.  When Charlie arrived from his posting in Galveston, where he was building jetties all along the coast; he was made a group leader under Eisenhower because he was one of the oldest and most experienced engineering graduate officers and already a Captain, scheduled to become a Major at year end – two weeks.  His IQ and performance scores put him right under Eisenhower, who soon recognized Charlie’s qualities as an expert negotiator who could work with the most unpleasant types and yet get his way.  Construction and building contractors.  Some Mafia.  Most all dishonest.  And insipid.

Ike handpicked Charlie and send him to OSS (now CIA or DIA Defense Intelligence Agency) ‘general’ training where he took off his new Major’s brass oak leaf and put his Captain’s bars back on where he trained with the cover that he was in the transportation corps, logistics engineer; assigned to war goods manufacturing plants to record output and capability.

Then Charlie was sent to negotiation school at Quantico - the artillery training camp was more than it looked.  It trained OSS operatives in many skills, code, covert activities, demolition, and in that list, negotiation, and interrogation with the enemy; and allies too.

Then he went to the FBI section at Quantico where he was briefed and trained in Mafia operations; particularly their incursion into unions to blackmail the military by staging strikes at war production plants.  The FBI and DIA had undercover operatives at the plants as union workers.  Their reports were building capability to not only break the strikes, but to break the Mafia and deny them blackmail payments from the companies to resume production of desperately needed war goods.  

Their blackmailing in strikes- stopping production of war goods, was costing the lives of soldiers and collateral damage to innocent citizens.  The Mafia was the enemy as surely as was the Nazis.  The unions were duped and caved in under pressure of family death threats.  Some of which were carried out as ‘examples’.

Charlie snatched up the phone and before he snapped ‘Hello Captain Robertson here’, he put on his professional military officer ‘hat’ on and in his command voice answered “Captain Robertson”.

Charlie almost jumped with the voice on the other end - it was the very distinctive voice of Ike who had been his boss of the ASF ‘War Plans Division’ at the ‘State, War, and Navy Building’ until he left for Europe a few months ago.

Ike said, “Charlie, I need you here.”
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CHAPTER 2

CHANGING DIRECTION


[image: ]


Charlie was never nonplussed – or so it seemed; he was so disciplined through 13 years of military life and the OSS training that he habitually paused to consider what to say; mainly to stay professional, never off guard or shown unaware.  It was purposeful:

‘Always show you already knew...’

“Yesser General, what a pleasure.  We have missed you here...”

Ike sighed to himself; I have missed you.  A lot. Truly.

“Now what can I do for you; you need me where?”

“Charlie, cut orders and get on the next flight here; I need you.  Red tape is not my only problem.  I need innovation.  I need to cut through the BS.  I watched you for almost two years slicing up the Unions and the Mafia. That made you a Major.  I need you here.”

Charlie swallowed hard, unheard.  He tightened up.  

London.  His wife Mamie Lee and son Charles Lewis were with his sisters in Post, Texas.

Hell, how long will I not see them again.

“The Nazis are not the problem.  It is bureaucracy.  Red tape.  Egos.  Disorganization.  Sticking to the old ways.”  

Charlie imagined years of isolation with only old stale letters and a single monthly phone call. Impossible.

But Ike was Marshall’s guy now, main guy. 

Was this a chance to gain real recognition.  Path to General?

“I am dying here...”

Charlie had never seen Ike desperate.

“I am gonna cut you lose.  Find the bottlenecks.  Build a Critical Path Analysis Chart.  Attack the tasks at the top.

Sorry about Mamie Lee and your boy; this is bigger than us.  You know that Charlie.  We got hundreds of boys dying every day and we don’t seem to be making real headway.

We don’t even have a plan to get into France.”

Charlie was blanching.  

So, Europe is hopeless??

“They are killing our spies and resistance as fast as we can train them.

And half of our bombers don’t come back from each raid.  The bombs are hitting nothing.  All misses.

And we are on the ropes in Africa. Romel is kicking our teeth out.

And our supply ships are sunk before they get to England.

You aren’t saying anything?  Having egghead time?”

I was indeed thinking 100 miles an hour; “To cut to the chase, I would rather be in action with you than long term planning here over 156 men in an office.  Midway is assuring us victory in the Pacific; the job is to cut our losses and force a surrender at minimal cost of lives.  Looks like it’s going to cost many; their military code is to fight for honor; to the end.  

Somervill says, “...we will have to destroy every navy and army unit and even then they will never surrender.”  

“General, we will have to invade Japan’s homeland which is a fool’s errand.  We will have to have everything you have in Europe to invade Japan and probably never get a surrender.  Just totally defeat their military and simply take over and occupy.  No one will ever actually surrender.  War is like a game to gain honor and glory.  It reminds me of American Indians who fight only to count coup.  This Japanese honor code is like fencing but without the little balls on the foil pointie ends.  If they can’t win, they will fight for honor to the end.  Genocide.

Its bleak.”

Ike liked Charlie; he already was seeing breakthroughs wherever he could send his old Captain.  Well, he was a major, the Captain was an OSS dodge to make Charlie palatable to the war plants, the unions and the Mafia. 

A captain would always ‘have to refer to a higher power ‘and would not be expected to be the actual analyst or decision maker.  A nobody they would try to manipulate.  Middleman.

Ike would keep up the ruse with Charlie as a Captain with no medals on his chest - Charlie could really get in with Ike’s own staff and the Brits as ‘one of them’ and was no threat and one who had no real authority over them; the decision makers, real leaders, would see Captain Charlie as only a lesser staff analyst and not Ike’s Major.  Just an older college cadet. 

Ike was yet again pleased he sent Charlie for OSS training. 

This time the real enemy was his own staff and the Brit’s tight structure leading to nothing but inaction and mistakes.  Officers who held rank as social titles only and had no military proficiency.  

“Charlie can you still hear me?  Cut me a telegram with your arrival time and airport - I'll send a car for you.  Keep the captain's bars on and no metals and don't even bring the aiguillette.  

You know why.  Your cover is you're an analyst for one of my majors.

Tell Mamie Lee you're on assignment, uh, for General Somervell, not me, but don't tell her you're over here.  All your letters will forward through your office in the Pentagon.

Oh, your pay will stay at Major level and you will continue to get the OSS combat pay.”

“One last thing, when you get on the plane, put on your Wings.”

I guess I grunted...

“For me Charlie.”

Oh yea, one more time into the breach..

“What was that?”

“Roger General, see you soon”

Oops, field telephone etiquette, not Bell System etiquette. 

“Very Soon”

“Yesser”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 3

ACROSS THE WATER
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I hung up and went directly to the center of our offices, I called all my analysts in, swore them to secrecy yet again (everyone was at Top Secret rating and OSS rating, nothing was higher than OSS,) jumped up on a desk and told everyone to Get Cracking, they had one week to figure out how to win the war in Europe.  “How to make Germany surrender is the task.”

I did not have to say, “no kidding.”  In the world of everything in the Pentagon was top secret, nothing surprised any longer.

The Dolittle raid on Tokyo had been months ago, but a lot of that planning came out of General Somervell’s ASF group before I got here. And they planned a lot of Midway also. I inherited that group.  Talk about high expectations.

Talk about feelings of inadequacy!

And realizing that Ike was sticking his neck out that I was the best to lead Somervell’s group. Ike’s successor when he left the Pentagon (name classified) was throwing things when I left; Ike had a new enemy. I guess I left a hole.  Was I not replaceable?  Remarkable.

My predecessor (name classified) here at Japan Invasion Planning had been sent into the field, some say to China and Burma, on a very very high-level mission. It was said that he got on the plane with a Chinese language teacher.  Not an interpreter. 

Then I went straight to General Somervell’s office, and it was obvious that he had been talking to Ike probably numerous times.  “Ike got the OK to take you from General Marshal and that settled it.  No time to be pissed off Charlie.”  Anyway, I had just gotten to Somervell’s group, just as it moved offices to the new Pentagon, so my loss was not so terrible.  

General (Somervell) said in a quasi-humorous tone, maybe sarcastic, that Ike “promised to return Robertson when I am finished with Him.”  “When Germany surrendered”.  “Then you can have my Captain back, along with my current cast of thousands of analysts from the European theater.”

I took from my desk what I needed, mainly the (top secret) Pentagon phone directory with all the global field addresses (hidden in my valise along with the Army issue 1910 .45 automatic I had since Texas A&M; trotted to Operations on floor 1 near the entrance to pick up orders (already signed by Somervell himself,) then took a jeep (yes indoors) to motor pool and flashed my orders to get a ride to officers housing, packed my duffle, then off to Bolling (air) Field, to the airbase operations HQ, to get the next plane to London.  Now it gets complicated:

After hours of flashing the general’s signature they found some ferry flights they were taking new B17s from the Boeing factory in Seattle, WA, Douglas in Long Beach, California and Lockheed/Vega in Burbank, California.  Refueling stops through Maine onto Greenland and Iceland and on to far eastern England, then to a mustering airfield far from London bombings.  Where there was a train station. With one train a day to London to Allied Force Headquarters (AFHQ) set up in August 1942 to plan the invasion of Africa, which Ike later moved to Gibraltar. 

The airbases in Presque Isle, Maine, and Dow Field, in Bangor were an all-day / two drive from DC; like 20 hours on US-1 and US-20, which wound through towns, many stoplights, and were often poorly paved and maintained barely two-lane roads at 35–45 mph.  In wartime, they were impassible in snowstorms for days.

I put on my wings while the airman who was trying to help me find flights watched.  Out of my bag I pulled a bottle of single malt whiskey from the General’s stash, and I clanked it on the desk.  I handed the airman my flight logbook, license, and rating certificates.

What do you have that flies??

“uh”

Come on airman, you gotta’ have airworthy planes here that you don’t need for a while.  You gotta’ have a LOT that are not fit for use in combat and a lot more too old to even be trainers.

“...well...” he eyed the whiskey, and in a flash like the strike of a cobra, the bottle disappeared into his desk.  Like a magic trick.

He turned to his typewriter and typed up four forms that he handed to me.

“Take yer pick of anythin’ behind the Civilian hangars.  Hand the orange form to any crew chief to put in a good battery and fuel it and check it out.  You are ‘ferrying it to Maine to train sub hunters.’  Just, uh, choose one that might be used as such.  Or could be.  

These planes are just gonna be scrapped for aluminum anyway.”  

I hopped in a jeep in front of HQ and drove to see the flock of old birds.

Whatta’ lovely bunch of coconuts they were.  I stopped looking.  Rather than spend all day wondering what was flyable, I drove over to the main maintenance hangar, found the senior crew chief, waved Somervell’s signed orders and the papers that the whisky / snake-reflexes airman had typed up and pointed to my wings.

“Find me something that will fly to Maine and not kill me.  My wife would come up here and give you hell.”

He just looked at me for a long time and finally, typed up a number of forms and put them in my logbook, then he went over to a shelf, picked up a battery and beckoned to me; we got in a fuel truck and drove out to a beautiful 1935 Beechcraft bright red biplane.  It was practically new. 

[image: convert uploaded image to black-and-white, remove all text and crowd, and prepare a clean version suitable for book illustration]

“The Colonel who owned this is never coming back. Nobody here is gonna fly it.  It will give them bored boys in Maine something fun to fly around on days off.  Away to take some leave when the roads are all snowed over like now.”

For an hour I sat in the jeep with the heater on max reading and trying to memorize the manual and the check list while he and his crew of five meticulously went over the airplane, started it and ran it up.

I looked at the papers he had typed up.  

One was the title to the aircraft in my name with my pilot’s license and Post, Texas address.

I was sitting there staring at it when he came over to the Jeep and over the roar of the engine idling said “If you make it through the war, fly it back to Post.  That way your wife won't come alookin’ for me.

I need all these planes off the base. You did me a favor too.  Everyone fightin’ over this one.  Your Somervell orders trumped everyone else. I made a photocopy of it.”

He grabbed my bag and threw it in the plane, stood by the open door and saluted me.  “Don’t forget me Captn’.  Don’t ever.”

I never did forget Gary Hitchock. I brought him to England when I REALLY needed him. 

I climbed in and radioed the tower with my orders number and flight plan.  

That Beechcraft Model 17 ‘Staggerwing’ was beyond words. Higher performance than most military aircraft in service. It was powered by a radial piston engine—the Pratt & Whitney R-985 Wasp Junior - a 9-cylinder air-cooled radial producing about 400 horsepower.  200 MPH cruise.  In comfort and luxury.

The Beech’ was so far beyond the Curtiss JN-4 ‘Jenny’, the Wichita-built Travel Air 2000/4000 biplanes and the Waco biplane trainers that A&M had 10 years ago that those could hardly be called ‘airplanes.’

I again read the Beech’ manual cover to cover and memorized the takeoff and landing check lists.  No copilot.

I taxied to the runway, not a lot different from the trainers, just bigger and heavier.

The tower gave permission, and I slowly pressed the throttle forward to take off power which was not red-line or max.  

Yikes, it took off like a rocket, 400 horsepower and only load was full fuel and me.  We shot down the runway and as soon as the wheels left the ground I kept the nose down until I got to ‘best climb speed.’  Flaps up.  12,000 feet in no time.  Throttled back to cruise speed, trimmed the tabs so it was flying straight and level without touching it, then I pushed the autopilot button.  Turned the heater up to full; the warm air bathed my feet and legs.

It just purred.  Weather was smooth at 12,000 and I had to turn the AM radio up loud to stay awake.  I sang songs and prayed loud.  Wished I had some caffeine, all I has was the canteen. Opened the window and stuck my head out.  Freezing air, quick wake up.  No one to talk to.  No navigator, but I had good maps, good company, radio direction finder and daylight left. 

Three hours later my Beechcraft, by the power of Somervell’s signature, and the grace of God, was in an old hangar at Naval Air Station in Presque Isle, Maine, and I was due at 3 AM to be in the ready room for the next flight out of new B17s from Boeing that was to arrive at dusk this day.  

I found the base officer over the crew chiefs and waved Somervell’s signature.  “You wanna’ keep duty here and not a war zone?  Keep that Beechcraft airworthy ready for General Somervell or Ike to fly it to DC.”  I handed him all the cash I had and my watch for expenses. “What’s your name?”

He just swallowed.  Hard. “Henry Fonda, sir.”  

The actor?
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CHAPTER 4

CROSSING THE WATER
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I slept great in officer’s quarters, such as they were in Maine, and at 3 AM Fonda rousted me up; I showered, selected a mild breakfast and climbed in a CROWDED new B17.  (The actor?)

[image: A group of people standing next to an airplane
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It was full of mail bags and urgent miscellaneous blivits and flotsam and jetsam.  And sitting on the mail bags; 14 officers and noncoms of all ranks and services and nationalities.

B 17s didn’t go by ship—they were flown across the Atlantic in stages, using the North Atlantic ferry route through Newfoundland, Greenland, and Iceland. This was a dangerous but essential lifeline that delivered thousands of bombers to England, enabling the U.S. daylight bombing campaign against Germany. The female ferry pilot climbed aboard and saw my startled face.

“Your General Somervell orders got you the least crowded and lightest airplane.

And you got the most senior woman pilot.  Name is Sandra Aris.” She eyed my wings still pinned on my tunic.  “I need a copilot. You are it. Anyway, you get to log a lot of second seat airtime in a B17.”

I started to protest but I did not – I owned that Beechcraft now and the only pilot hours I had logged were at Texas A&M in a trainer.  I did finish my instrument rating and multi engine ground school but never flew multi engine.  Now was my chance?  

She saw me busy puzzling...

“This new lady is a baker’s dozen bonus aircraft; not scheduled to be built this month but it was.  Lotsa folks, Rosey and all, worked extra hours to build this ‘extra’ ’17.  No crew trained to fly it.  All the new airplanes are desperately needed and there is no crew coming out of training designated for this tail number. No option but to ferry it.  As a spare airplane to replace those heavily damaged or for a crew that lost theirs. So, they chose the most experienced ’17 ferry pilot.  Moi.”

I saw her eyeing my unique lapel button and realized that I should not be showing it.

[image: A gold circular object with a logo on it
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The unique pin was only for Ike’s, now Somervell’s, Army Service Forces (ASF) Strategic Planning Group; and some, like me, were OSS.  The pin was a tattletale for others in the group and those ‘in the know’. A ‘recognition’ pin.  And a badge of office.  And a pass through doors and halls restricted to most.  A pass to Ike’s and Marshall’s inner offices.  Even FDR.

As soon as she turned her back I pocketed the pin, and decided not to replace it with the ‘public’ ASF version of the pin: 

[image: WW2 WWII Military US Army Service Command Patch Type Crest DUI DI Collar Pin - Picture 1 of 2][image: ]

same as my uniform shoulder patch:

[image: Managing World War: The Army Service Forces and General Somervell’s ...]

She immediately explained weight and balance to all the passengers and moved them to the spaced-out mailbag lumpy easy chairs to over the wing.  Now it was crowded.

“When we get up to cruising altitude, that is where it is cold, you can spread out - but no one beyond the waist gun ports.  And yes, you can take a spin in the ball turret, no one over 5’10” or over 160 pounds.  You will get stuck.”

[image: Inside the cockpit of a plane
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I followed Sandra up to the cockpit, she stepped in before me and dropped into the right seat, the copilot seat - she waved me into the pilot seat: “I saw that pin. You're fixin’ to log a lot of pilot time in a brand new B17.  Smell the paint?  This plane did not exist one week ago.  Just 55,000 components, not counting rivets, fasteners, and wiring. If you include every bolt, screw, and rivet, the total climbs into the hundreds of thousands.  All in boxes and on shelves last week.  Remarkable.”

She jumped up out of the seat and pulled on my arm.  “Come here, I wanna’ show you somethin’.  Somethin’ you gotta’ share with our boys ‘over there’.”

I whined something unintelligible, wiggled and wrenched my way out of the tight seat and followed her out the small hatch and we walked around to one of the engines - where she pointed out one of the screws:

So what, a screw...

[image: A close up of a screw
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It said ‘VICTORY’ on it.

So this was indeed a special plane, made late at night, probably unpaid overtime.  A Bonus aircraft to end the killing sooner.  A killing machine to force the murders to their knees; to stop the killing.  Was life nutz or what.  The devil is surely clever.  Reading The Screwtape Letters made me understand that.  I followed her back to the cockpit, strapped in, again, and put on my
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