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“LET’S GET ’EM!”
About fifteen miles northwest of Bremen, I  spotted five Focke-Wulf 190s at two o’clock,  heading southwest at about fifteen thousand  feet. We were above them and up-sun, so they  didn’t see us. “Let’s get ’em!” I radioed to the  flight. “Everybody take one.” My plan was to  make one pass and keep going because we were  all getting low on fuel, especially Taylor. We  didn’t have enough for a prolonged dogfight.
Back up to full power, I started the dive toward the two 190s on the left. Perry went after  the three on the right. My speed built up considerably as I closed on the one at the left of the  formation. I started firing at about three hundred yards, closing to a hundred yards, firing all  the way from dead astern and slightly above.
He never knew what hit him. . . .
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High Flight
John Gillespie Magee Jr.
Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of earth
And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings;
Sunward I’ve climbed, and joined the tumbling mirth
Of sun-split clouds—and done a hundred things
You have not dreamed of—wheeled and soared and swung
High in the sunlit silence. Hov’ring there,
 I’ve chased the shouting wind along, and flung
My eager craft through footless halls of air.
Up, up the long, delirious burning blue 
I’ve topped the windswept heights with easy grace
 Where never lark, or even eagle flew.
And while with silent, lifting mind I’ve trod
The high untrespassed sanctity of space,

Put out my hand, and touched the face of God.

Foreword
“What did you do in the big war, Daddy?” My children  have never asked me that question, but if they ever get curious, they can find some of the answers in this book. Time  has made a few dents in my memory, so the details in my  accounts may be somewhat inaccurate, but they represent  the essentials as I recall them. To keep my memory on  track, I have relied heavily on these sources:
Historian Roger Freeman’s outstanding books on “The  Mighty Eighth” are invaluable sources of detailed and accurate information about the people, aircraft, weapons, and  airfields of the Eighth Air Force in England.
Bill Marshall’s book Angels, Bulldogs, and Dragons, a  diary-style account of all the missions flown by the 355th  Fighter Group, with statistics, summaries, and photographs.
The History of the 354th Fighter Squadron, the “official”  unit history, contains the required mission reports transmitted by the squadron intelligence section to higher headquarters, plus pilot encounter reports and a daily narrative of the  day-to-day activities. Captain Burton R. Sims, who went  overseas with our squadron as a combat intelligence officer  and took on an added duty as the fighter group’s public information officer (PIO), wrote most of it. Burt had been a  sportswriter and picture editor of the  Los Angeles Examiner  at age twenty-two. When Burt was transferred to Eighth Air  Force headquarters on February 1, 1945, Capt. Mike Glantz,  squadron intelligence officer, took over the duties of 354th  historian.
Without the narratives, the history is a dry recitation of   statistics; with them, it reads like a story. Instead of a roster  of pilots, we have a cast of characters.
One bit of trivia: As a second lieutenant, I flew “tail-end  Charlie” (the last plane in the group formation) on the  group’s first combat mission; I led the group on its last mission of the war, as a major.
The business of shooting down airplanes is, to my mind,  sometimes a bit overrated. In some instances, there was no  aerial combat involved. I know there were many victories  gained in the course of exciting dogfights, and I had a few of  those, but my guess is that for every one of them, there were  at least three in which the victim was a sitting duck—  unaware he was being attacked. That worked both ways.  Sometimes we shot down one of them; sometimes they shot  down one of us. Either way, it was a deadly game.
This is not to denigrate the exploits of those pilots who  excelled at the game. We had a few of those in the 354th  Fighter Squadron: Henry Brown, Ace Graham, Bert  Marshall, and Clay Kinnard come easily to mind. Walter  Koraleski would certainly have been in that group had he  not been forced to bail out over Holland when his engine  failed. They were the hunters who were usually a thousand  yards ahead of the rest of us, chasing enemy aircraft. There  were other leaders, not quite at that level, who knew what  had to be done and how to do it. The squadron was rich in  leadership talent.
Strafing was a different ball game.
In his introduction to Angels, Bulldogs, and Dragons,  Bill Marshall makes the point that destroying enemy planes  on the ground was usually accomplished at considerable  risk. He refers to it as “perhaps the most dangerous fighter  mission of all.” Strafing heavily defended airfields in the  heart of Germany exacted a much greater toll than did aerial  combat. Of the twenty-one aces of the 355th Fighter Group,  six were shot down by flak while strafing, not one in aerial  combat. All German airfields were heavily defended, and  the attacking fighters had to cross a level, wide-open expanse in a straight line to the targets, making it easier for   German gunners to track their targets. The minimum-altitude, high-speed attacks left no room for error. There  was always the element of luck—or fate. In a strafing attack, you could be sure of one thing: A lot of people would  be doing their best to kill you.
World War II was the pivotal, formative event of my life.  Looking back, I’m amazed at how little I knew about the  world around me, how naive I was about the war, its causes,  and its consequences. I wasn’t a gung-ho, let’s-go-kill-Nazis-and-Japs type, but I was convinced that Hitler had to  be stopped, and I considered it my duty to serve. In the  deeper recesses of my mind, I understood that killing would  be involved in the performance of that duty; and even now,  the fact that I did kill people is sometimes troubling. Killing  people who were intent on killing me—or my comrades—  does not upset me. What is troubling is the fate of innocent  civilians who happened to be in the way of errant bombs I  dropped, or the .50-caliber bullets I sprayed around marshaling yards and other targets. War is hell!
Gilford, New Hampshire
February 2002
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Prologue
The idea that I might someday fly an airplane never entered my mind until my second year at St. Anselm College,  just outside Manchester, New Hampshire. I had never built  a model airplane or even read an aviation magazine; I  wasn’t interested in the occasional barnstormers who came  to the local airport. I had never yearned to “slip the surly  bonds of earth,” as Pilot Officer McGee later put it in his  classic poem “High Flight.” It never occurred to me.
As early as November 1938, President Roosevelt recognized the probability that the United States would sooner or  later become involved in Europe’s war. Perhaps disturbed  by reports of German airpower, and notably by the assessment of that airpower by Charles Lindbergh, Roosevelt  pushed through Congress the Civilian Pilot Training  Program (CPTP) to provide a source of trained pilots for future military requirements.
The CPTP was offered to colleges and universities, with  government funding, throughout the United States. St.  Anselm College accepted the program—maybe it helped  pay the bills in otherwise lean years—but soon ran into a  problem: getting students to sign up for it.
During my freshman year, Father Houde, the college  proctor (proctor defined as “a university official appointed  from the academic staff to see that undergraduates observe  the regulations”), tried to recruit me into the program. He  was about six feet, four inches tall, with a stern demeanor  and an unsmiling face. In his black garments he was an intimidating figure. I was only seventeen and the minimum   entry age was eighteen, so I was able to decline with thanks,  hoping he’d forget I existed.
He didn’t. He collared me the following year shortly after my eighteenth birthday, and I signed up for the 1941  program but my heart wasn’t in it. I just wanted Father  Houde off my back.
Ground school started in mid-June 1941 at Howard  Hartman’s Flight School at Nashua Municipal Airport,  about two miles from home. The instructor was Henry  Gosselin, predictably nicknamed “Goose.”
We studied air navigation, meteorology, theory of flight,  aircraft engines, and civil air regulations. Just as we were  beginning to wonder if we’d ever get into an airplane,  ground school ended and flight training began.
There were ten of us in the class. Goose was flight instructor for half the class; George Harmon had the other  half, which included me. He wasn’t much older than I, in his  early twenties. He and Goose had both logged about three  hundred hours of flying time, but there the similarity ended.  Goose was a roly-poly five-feet-five with an ever-present  smile and good nature; nothing seemed to bother him.  George was a slender five-feet-ten, pleasant, but more reserved and serious.
July 8—my first flight. “This is a Piper Cub J-3,” George  announced. “It has a Franklin engine that delivers 60 horsepower—not much, but enough to get us off the ground, we  hope.” He wasn’t exactly boosting my confidence. He  showed me what to look for in a preflight inspection, then  motioned me into the backseat and showed me how to  buckle and adjust the seat belt.
The engine-start procedure was simple: magneto switches  on, yell “Contact,” somebody spins the propeller, and the  engine sputters to life. He taxied to the end of the runway.  This was an orientation flight; I wasn’t expected to do anything. He increased power to check the magnetos. “Just  checking the mags!” he yelled. I was still a bit apprehensive—I had never been higher off the ground than in an ill-fated skiing episode. He released the brakes and pushed the  throttle on full. The Cub lurched forward. I felt the tail section raise a little; we picked up speed, then lifted easily off  the runway.
I cannot describe my feelings of the moment when that  small Piper Cub lifted off the ground. We were no longer a  part of the earth below—we were in our own detached  world. I had “slipped the surly bonds of earth,” and it was  love at first flight. The course of my life had been  changed.
I flew thirty-two of the next forty-two days, sometimes  two or three times a day, and by August 22 I had logged  forty hours of flight time. I was hooked on flying, and I had  earned my private pilot license, certificate 98293-41.
The CPTP included a secondary program—forty hours  of advanced flying training in a Waco UPF-7 at Pete  Goldsmith’s Flight School at Nashua Municipal Airport. I  needed no urging from Father Houde.
The Waco UPF-7 was an open-cockpit biplane that  looked like a holdover from World War I. It had a  Continental engine that produced 220 horsepower, cruised  at 105 miles per hour, and had a maximum level-flight  speed of 125 miles per hour. My instructor was Al Hirsch, a  ham-fisted pilot from nearby Pelham, the town of my birth.  He was just under six feet tall, heavyset, with a round, jovial  face under a fast-receding hairline. About forty, he looked  and spoke like an old New England farmer, but he knew  how to fly that UPF-7, and he knew how to teach flying.
Al sat in the front cockpit. He shouted at me through the  gosport, a simple rubber tube about half an inch in diameter  that ran between the cockpits. At his end was a cone, similar  to the relief tube cones in later fighter planes. In the rear  cockpit, the tube divided into two branches, one for each  earflap of my cloth helmet. It was a one-way communication system: He yelled into the cone and I tried to figure out  what he was saying. When I knew what he said, I nodded  my head; he could see me in his rearview mirror. He called  it his profanity strainer, but the strainer worked only when I   was doing things right. When I really screwed up, he stuck  the cone into the slipstream to wake me up.
Al is high on my list of unforgettable people, and the  UPF-7 is high on my list of favorite airplanes. Unlike the  Piper Cub, it was rugged enough to withstand the aerobatics  that were part of the flight training program. It was great for  loops, slow rolls, snap rolls, Immelmans, lazy eights, Cuban  eights, hammerhead stalls, and even an “outside spin,”  which, once experienced, I was never tempted to try again.  The course started on October 19, when much of New  Hampshire was at peak foliage, turning the landscape below  us into an artist’s easel of red, gold, brown, and green mingled with the deep blue of the lakes. It was the first time I’d  seen it from the air—right side up and upside down.
As autumn phased into winter, the panorama changed to  a dreary dull brown, and then a brilliant white with the first  snowfall. We bundled up in bulky fleece-lined leather pants  and jackets, put on fleece-lined helmets, and enjoyed every  minute of it, no matter which way was up.
It was warm for December, in the sixty-degree range.  The dinner table had been cleared (dinner was always at  noon, supper in the evening), and everyone had settled  down to the usual Sunday routine. Dad was reading the  Sunday paper; Mom was knitting or sewing. The radio was  on, but no one was paying much attention to it. I was getting  ready to go to Freddie Doucet’s house to listen to records  and talk about any number of things. Freddie had been my  best friend since high school days; we shared a passion for  music. By then I played a little bit of guitar, saxophone, and  clarinet—all by ear and none of them well. Freddie didn’t  play a musical instrument, but he had a large collection of  78-rpm records that we loved to listen to.
“We interrupt this program to bring you this special bulletin. The Japanese have bombed Pearl Harbor! We repeat:  The Japanese have bombed Pearl Harbor, our naval base in  Hawaii. We’ll provide details as they become available.”
Our first reaction was disbelief. Was this another War of   the Worlds scare like the one that Orson Welles had produced a few years back, or was it real? As more details became available, it was apparent that this was no hoax—we  were in a war.
Later that afternoon, Freddie and I talked about how the  war would affect our future. It never occurred to us that the  United States might lose the war. Most people had no idea  of the serious losses our navy had suffered at Pearl Harbor.  “How long do you think it’ll take for us to beat ’em?” asked  Freddie. Then, answering his own question, “It shouldn’t  take us more than a year.”
Three years later, Freddie was killed in the snows of the  Battle of the Bulge.
Now that we were at war, the flight training took on a  new meaning. It was still fun, but Al and I were aware that  flying was a wartime skill.
The training schedule included two cross-country flights  in Pete Goldsmith’s pride and joy, his Stinson 105. Al went  with me on the first one and checked me out on the  Stinson’s controls, gauges, and instruments. Each cross-country flight consisted of three legs, with landings at different airports at the end of each leg. I had to do all the flight  planning, get flight clearance, and do all radio calls on each  leg. This was a side-by-side enclosed cockpit, so Al didn’t  have to yell at me to give me instructions. It was a comfortable, enjoyable day.
The second cross-country was solo. The weather was  generally fair all around the cross-country route: Nashua to  Concord to Fitchburg, Massachusetts, and back to Nashua.  Total flight time was three hours. The flight was uneventful  until I approached Nashua Municipal Airport. The wind had  become strong and gusty, and was a direct crosswind for a  landing on the runway. I was in radio contact with Pete and  Al, in the control tower. They told me to land into the wind,  at a right angle to the runway, and to be aware of the very  gusty conditions.
This meant landing across the shortest part of the airfield,   over the chain-link boundary fence and directly toward the  main hangar. Al told me later that Pete was really worried  that I would smash up his pride and joy, and he kept reassuring Pete that I could handle it with no problem. He probably  had his fingers crossed.
Unaware that this was a big problem, I landed the plane  with little difficulty. Goldsmith was so relieved, he almost  hugged me when I got out. Al just stood there with a huge  grin on his face.
My final test flight of the secondary CPTP was on  December 31, 1941. Three weeks later, I left St. Anselm  College and enlisted as a flying cadet in the Army Air  Corps.

Flight Training
On January 21, 1942, I raised my right hand at the army  recruiting center in Manchester, New Hampshire, and was  inducted into the U.S. Army Air Corps as a flying cadet. I  didn’t look closely at the “Agreement to Serve” I signed. I  agreed to serve for “the duration of the war plus six  months,” but I also agreed that I would not marry while still  a cadet. According to my pre-induction physical, I was 5  feet, 7 inches tall and weighed 135 pounds.
The finality of what I had done was beginning to sink in.  I was alone, and for the first time in my life, cut off from the  security of home and family—and I was scared.
Within two hours, I was on my way to Maxwell Field in  Montgomery, Alabama, along with Clarence (Bo)  Beauregard from Marlborough, New Hampshire; Maurice  (Moe) Cashman from Franklin, New Hampshire; Jim  Owens from Haverhill, Massachusetts; and Henry J. (Hank)  Pascho from Somerville, Massachusetts. At twenty-six, Bo  was the oldest of the group; at nineteen, I was the youngest.
We didn’t get to know each other until after we changed  trains in Washington, D.C., and found ourselves in adjoining berths on the Seaboard Atlantic Railroad headed south.  We had two small compartments, each with pull-down  bunks and enough room to sit around and socialize before  bedtime.
We were playing cards early that evening in one of the  compartments when someone suggested that we might be  able to get a bottle of whiskey from the porter. “I’ll see what  I can do at the next station,” he promised. After the next   stop, we had a rather expensive bottle of rotgut whiskey and  a bottle of ginger ale to help chase it down.
I was out of my element. I was not a drinker. I hadn’t had  anything stronger than a glass of wine in my life. But I was  now in the army. And army people drank liquor. So I had a  few whiskeys and ginger ale, and soon the small compartment became a more pleasant place. I was no longer with  strangers, no longer scared; I was among friends!
We played poker, for small stakes because none of us  had much money, but we were in the army now, and our  perception was that army people drank whiskey and played  poker. I did not win any money that night, but I did learn  three valuable lessons: Never drink whiskey when you play  poker, never play poker with people who really know how  to play the game, and there’s no such thing as “a friendly little game of poker.”
About noon on January 23, the porter came through the  cars announcing that we were approaching Montgomery,  Alabama. We gathered our luggage and stood by the exit as  the train lurched to a stop. As we stepped down, a tall,  rugged-looking sergeant directed us to a waiting army bus.  We were surprised that about thirty other cadets were on the  same train. With more than thirty cadets and their luggage,  the bus to Maxwell Field was full.
We didn’t quite get to Maxwell Field. The bus stopped in  front of an old, shabby-looking two-story building. “This is  where you get off,” said the sergeant. “Welcome to the Old  Mill.”
The Old Mill was an old textile mill, condemned as unsafe and closed—until the crunch of hundreds of cadets exceeded the capacity of Maxwell Field to absorb them. This  was a “temporary” facility: two floors with roughly fifty  cadets on each floor, in two-tiered bunks. We were issued  sheets and blankets, and a bunk number: A was bottom  bunk, B was top. Bo and I shared the same bunk number; he  chose top.
In the next few days, we were subjected to a number of  indignities: extra-short haircuts; clothing that didn’t fit and   had to be reissued; immunization shots to prevent smallpox,  tetanus, typhoid, and yellow fever; and the ever-present drill  sergeants who marched us to and from the mess hall at  Maxwell Field three times a day. “Why can’t you civilians  understand what a column is? Don’t you know how to stay  in ranks? Do you really expect to be cadets?”
We learned. In a few weeks, we could march to and from  the mess hall at Maxwell Field, about a quarter of a mile  away, in some semblance of order but never to the satisfaction of the drill sergeant. We sent our civilian clothes back  home: “You won’t be needing those for a while,” the  sergeant told us.
Then came the lectures: military customs and laws, navigation, meteorology, aircraft recognition, and the like. What  I remember most was the physical fitness routine. Every  day, we had calisthenics: hop-straddle exercises and push-ups and all kinds of traditional drills designed to drain energy from young studs to make them more amenable to  discipline. The ultimate routine was what we called the  Burma Road, a tortuous two-mile run through the woods  and swamps surrounding Maxwell Field, led by a physical  fitness nut who set the pace while another brought up the  rear to discourage stragglers. There were streams to jump  over and hills to climb, but the worst part was the stretch  along the edge of the golf course where we could see  women playing golf in the distance. They looked young and  attractive from our vantage point, but it may have been a  blessing that we never saw them up close. We could dream.
At the end of the third week, we were given “open post”  (permission to leave the base) while at the Old Mill. We  went into town and I drank two “Zombies,” strong rum  drinks popular at the time. I have no recollection of getting  back to the Old Mill that night; Bo guided me to my bunk. I  do recall that the old building rocked and swayed and even  did a few aerobatic routines that buildings are not designed  to do, and I was sicker than I had ever been before. The next  morning’s calisthenics were brutal.
In late February we were assigned to Craig Field in   Selma, Alabama. Finally, we thought, we were being assigned to primary flying school. We were wrong. At Craig  Field, we were, as we called it, in “cold storage” until openings for primary flight training became available. There was  no Old Mill at Craig Field. We were in cadet barracks, four  to a room with adjoining bathroom facilities shared with the  four cadets next door.
The routine was the same: Morse code, aircraft recognition, calisthenics, close-order drill, obstacle course, the  “Burma Road” torture trail, and all the classroom lectures  we had almost memorized by then.
On our second weekend, we were given open post and  ordered to return by midnight. Bo and I found a small dingy  bar in Selma. He ordered a rye and ginger. Still a neophyte  at the drinking game, I ordered the same. I was three months  shy of my twentieth birthday, but that didn’t bother the bar-tender. I suppose he figured that anyone in uniform was old  enough to drink. We had a few more. Bo had to help me  home again.
The weeks dragged by. Craig Field was an advanced flying school, so we saw AT-6 advanced trainers taking off  and landing, but we never got near the flight line. It was a  frustrating and monotonous time.
We were in Class 42-K, scheduled to graduate in  December 1942. When May rolled around, we figured that  Class 42-K would be leaving for primary flight school soon.  We were right. There was a problem, however. There were  too many cadets in cold storage and not enough slots in primary flying schools. So half of the cadet corps went on to  primary flight schools in the Southeast Training Command;  the rest—including me—were reassigned to class 43-A and  given a thirty-day furlough, whether we wanted one or not.
So four months after becoming a “flying” cadet, I was  back home, without once having left the ground, except in  the hop-straddle exercises of daily calisthenics. It was nice  being home, of course, and I was treated like a hero even  though I had done nothing approaching heroic.
The thirty days passed at a snail’s pace, and finally I  headed back to Maxwell Field for assignment to my first  flying school.
Primary 
Special Order 48 read, “The following named aviation  cadets are transferred to AAFTD Embry-Riddle Company,  Dorr Field, Arcadia, Florida,” followed by the names of 240  cadets. We left Montgomery via troop train on July 5 and  arrived at Arcadia at 10:00 A.M. the next day. This was not  an express train. We were tired and hot by the time we were  loaded onto the army trucks for the trip to Dorr Field, about  five miles east of Arcadia. This was cattle country; there  was not a hill to be seen on any horizon.
Though technically an Army Air Forces Training  Detachment, Dorr Field was an Embry-Riddle civilian flight  school supervised by the Army Air Forces. All the flight instructors were civilians, but USAAF lieutenants were stationed there for the express purpose of weeding out the  unfit. We called them the washboard; they gave the flight  checks at the end of each training phase. If you had trouble  on your first flight check, you were given one more, by a  different lieutenant. If he didn’t like the way you flew either, you washed out. Most of the cadets who washed out  were reassigned to navigator or bombardier training.
Cadet quarters were in rectangles, four quarters to a side.  Each quarter had eight cadets, four in each room connected  by one bathroom to the next room. There were thirty-two  cadets on each side of the rectangle.
As usual, quarters were assigned alphabetically, so I was  in a room with Bob Damico, Vic DeSoto, and Carmen  Felice. Carmen was one of those people who look like they  need a shave one hour after they’ve shaved. He was also one  of those cadets who seemed to be marching out of step even  when they weren’t. For some reason, when his feet were in  step, his head wasn’t, so his head was always bobbing up   when the rest of the heads were bobbing down. “Keep in  step, Felice!” the drill instructors yelled.
“Yes, sir!” he would respond, though he was convinced  that he was in step.
Vic DeSoto was from Tarrytown, New York, and his accent sounded typical Brooklyn to the rest of us. He was  short, probably close to the lower limit for acceptance in the  Cadet Corps, and stocky. He was a worrier. He didn’t have  much confidence that he could get past primary flight  school. He was well liked, and when his own worst scenario  came true and he washed out, we were all sorry to see him  leave.
Bob Damico was the quintessential character. Always  good-natured and upbeat, he was the constant provider of  funny stories, pranks, and good cheer. It didn’t take long for  his reputation to reach the upperclassmen, and he soon became one of their favorite targets.
Hazing of incoming cadets by upperclassmen was a tradition in the prewar flying cadet program. It consisted   entirely of drill-instructor-style, in-your-face shouted commands and comments designed to humiliate and demean the  lowly incoming cadets. Physical abuse was never permitted—upperclassmen were even required to ask permission  to touch another cadet—but underclassmen were expected  to obey all reasonable commands of their tormentors. The  favorite expression was “Hit a brace, Mister!” A brace was  an exaggerated position of attention. The victim was then  subjected to verbal abuse and commands such as “Suck that  gut in, Mister!” and “Get those shoulders back! Keep your  head up, Mister!” and “Don’t look at me, Mister! Eyes  straight ahead!” An underclassman had to hold that position  until he appeared to be on the verge of fainting, at which  time the upperclassman barked, “At ease, Mister!”
In primary flight school, hazing by upperclassmen was  not officially permitted, but was not discouraged either.  After the evening meal, they were allowed to roam the quarters of newly assigned cadets, making life miserable with  their overbearing orders and comments. Hazing time was   limited to one hour, however, because everyone needed  time to study or just relax.
Bob Damico was a favorite target, which was not good  for the rest of us, because he always came up with a funny  remark that started us giggling, and that brought down the  feigned wrath of the upperclassmen, who also had great difficulty in trying to keep from laughing. One evening when  he heard upperclassmen coming, Bob squeezed into one of  the clothes lockers. He was in his underwear, but it was still  a tight fit. “Close the door,” he told us, “and tell them I’m  not here.” As expected, three upperclassmen came into the  room, looking for Damico. After putting the rest of us in a  brace, they demanded to know where he was. We maintained a stony silence.
After about five minutes of badgering, we still hadn’t  given him away, but he was quite uncomfortable in the  locker and started squirming to ease the strain. They heard  him. One of them walked to the locker and yelled, “Are you  in there, Damico?”
In a high falsetto, Bob replied, “Ain’t nobody in here but  us clothes.”
That broke us all up, even the upperclassmen, who  quickly recovered their composure and laced into us with  renewed vigor. It was mid-July and hot. They left him in  that locker for about ten more minutes. When he finally was  released, he could hardly stand at attention, much less in a  brace. The upperclassmen roasted him a bit, then departed.  After all, they enjoyed him too much to make him really  angry.
The hazing rankled, especially in view of the fact that the  upperclassmen were only about one month ahead of us in  the training schedule. Some of them were washing out of  the cadet program at the time they gave us grief. We put up  with it, believing we had no other choice. A month later,  when we were upperclassmen, a few of our classmates took  up the practice, but most of us felt it was silly and we left  the new cadets alone. Hazing was officially prohibited  shortly thereafter.
Bob and I became close friends. Felice washed out soon  after DeSoto did, so Bob and I had the room to ourselves.  We spent our off-post time together, but there was little to  do in Arcadia on weekends.
Neither of us had any difficulty with the flying program.  The primary trainer was the Stearman PT-17, exactly the  same as the PT-13 except that the PT-17 had a Continental  engine rather than the Lycoming engine in the PT-13. It was  also nearly identical in appearance and performance to the  Waco UPF-7 that I had flown during secondary CPTP back  in New Hampshire. I had more than forty hours in the   UPF-7, and there were no maneuvers in primary that I  hadn’t done before, so I had no difficulty completing the flying phase in the PT-17. The washout rate was nearly 50 percent, most of them in Phase One, during which the student  was expected to solo.
The most unusual and dramatic washout occurred when a  cadet, flying alone shortly after his first solo, flew his airplane directly into the roof of a barn while on final approach  for landing. The barn was at least a hundred yards to the left  of the glide path for landing, but he seemingly made no effort to avoid it. The airplane was severely damaged, but he  escaped with only a few bumps and bruises. It was his last  flight in the cadet program.
N.K. McCoy, a slender southern gentleman in his early  thirties, was my instructor. Lieutenant John Folan was the  check pilot who flew with us at the end of each training  phase. I was nervous on the first checkride, but gradually I  realized that he was not a threat to me. He was just doing his  job, probably wishing he were somewhere else.
We had the usual close order drill and calisthenics routines, except that there was no “Burma Road” in Florida: no  hills, no woods, and no streams to leap over. We had an obstacle course that served the same purpose. And, of course,  we had ground school subjects to absorb and memorize,  with periodic written exams supposedly “just as important”  as the flying phase. No one believed that.
I wrote a weekly letter to my mother, but with the flying  schedule, ground school, calisthenics, and close order drill,  we had very little time to be homesick.
At the end of August we graduated after nine weeks and  sixty hours of flying the PT-17; we were ready for the next  phase of our training, Basic Flight School. Bob and I  scanned the assignment orders. We were both assigned to  Shaw Field in Sumter, South Carolina.

Basic 
Shaw Field was strictly army—no civilian instructors.  Our barracks were wooden two-story buildings overlooking  the parade ground, which looked like an overgrown paved  parking lot. There were two cadets to each room. My roommate was John Gregor, from McAdoo, Pennsylvania, a few  miles south of Hazleton. We were different in nearly every  respect. He was a bit shorter than I, but stockier and more  muscular; he was neat and meticulous in everything he did,  I tended to be careless; his footlocker was always just right,  with everything in its place; mine was more likely to be  haphazard. One might say that we had different priorities.  He liked everything tidy and orderly; I liked everything a bit  loose and comfortable.
On the first day of duty, I expected to go to the flight line  to get acquainted with the BT-13, our basic trainer. Instead,  we were given a long, narrow package wrapped in crinoline—a stiff fabric made of flax and horsehair. Inside was a  Springfield rifle, coated with Cosmoline, a thick, heavy  grease, presumably designed to preserve the rifle for centuries. We were told where to find gasoline and rags, and ordered to restore this rifle to its pristine condition before the  next morning. “Did I get on the wrong bus?” I asked John.  “I thought this was a flight school!”
Cleaning a rifle preserved in Cosmoline is a long and  dirty job, but by the next morning we were all proud temporary owners of a rather heavy, and clean, Springfield rifle.   We were not expected to fire it—just keep it clean and carry  it. We even learned a little of the manual of arms, which  taught us how to do all kinds of things with a rifle that had  absolutely nothing to do with flying airplanes but plenty to  do with order and discipline.
There were the usual routines: calisthenics, close order  drill, and lectures on everything from military customs and  courtesy to VD—the dreaded venereal diseases the flight  surgeons warned us about and showed us graphic movies of  its consequences. About every two weeks, we were lined up  for “short arm” inspection, when the flight surgeon passed  along a line of cadets with pants and shorts down around  our knees. As he passed slowly along the line each cadet  was expected to “milk” his penis, which meant to squeeze it  forward. A milky discharge indicated gonorrhea, which resulted in immediate expulsion from the cadet corps and several monstrous shots of penicillin.
The obstacle courses and Burma Roads looked just like  the ones we had at Maxwell and Craig, and the physical fitness zealots who herded us around them resembled those  we had come to know.
There was one big difference. At Dorr Field, we were expected to keep our quarters neat and orderly, and were regularly inspected to ensure that they were. Discrepancies were  dealt with on the spot. Shaw Field had a demerit system.  Each cadet was designated CQ (charge of quarters) for one  week; then his roommate took over CQ duties the following  week. The CQ was responsible for the cleanliness and general condition of the room. Each discrepancy was one demerit charged to the CQ of the week. A cadet accumulating  more than a specified number of demerits had to walk  “tours” around the parade ground on Saturday afternoon,  shouldering a rifle, one hour for each demerit over the allowable limit, with a ten-minute rest between tours.
Each Saturday morning, a lieutenant wearing white  gloves and a fixed scowl, accompanied by a sergeant taking  notes, came through the cadet quarters and inspected each  room. He checked beds, footlockers, and desks, then ran a   finger or two along each shelf, ridge, cabinet, window  ledge, and any other location likely to accumulate dust. If  anything was out of place, or if his glove became the least  bit dusty, it meant at least one demerit for the room CQ, no  matter where the dust came from.
When John was CQ, our room passed inspection with  few if any demerits, so we were both allowed open post that  weekend. When I was CQ, the lieutenant always found dust  on his white glove, and I spent many of those Saturday afternoons walking tours on the parade ground while John  went to town by himself. I sometimes suspected that the  lieutenant, when he came to our room on those Saturdays  when I was CQ, muttered to the sergeant, “Give me the  dusty gloves.”
Powered by a Pratt & Whitney R-985 engine generating  450 horsepower, the Vultee BT-13 “Valiant” (we called it  the Vultee Vibrator) was heavier, faster, and more complex  than the PT-17. It was an all-metal, low-wing monoplane  with a greenhouse cockpit enclosure and a sliding canopy  for each pilot. It had a two-position variable-pitch propeller,  a fixed landing gear, landing flaps, and a two-way radio that  had to be hand-cranked to the desired frequency. The radio  was on tower frequency for nearly all of our flights, but it  also had a function switch for the intercom between the  front seat and backseat.
Five cadets were assigned to each instructor, most of  whom were recently graduated second lieutenants and unhappy with their lot in life. My instructor was Lieutenant  Gulley, about five feet, ten inches tall, slender, and obviously displeased with his assignment. He probably saw himself trapped in Training Command while the war was going  on without him. About halfway through basic, he was transferred, and I imagine he was much happier. Royal Air Force  Pilot Officer Benham replaced him. Benham was a recent  graduate of the Army Air Forces flight training program,  and was assigned to instructor duty as part of an agreement  between the United States and Great Britain whereby some   of the graduating RAF officers stayed behind as instructors  for about six months.
Soft-spoken and invariably polite and sensitive, Benham,  five feet, four inches tall, was not the typical hard-nosed instructor. He was an excellent pilot and teacher. He not only  told us what he expected, he also showed us what he meant.  He never raised his voice nor criticized a cadet in the presence of others. He was a gentleman, and he expected his  students to be gentlemen.
The seventy-hour flight program was a transition from  the fundamentals of flying learned in Primary to the more  demanding requirements of military flying. It was also the  point at which a career decision was made about a cadet’s  future assignment—whether he would go to single-engine  or twin-engine advanced flying school, thence to fighters or  bombers.
We reviewed the basic maneuvers learned in Primary,  then went on to formation flying, instrument flying, night  flying, and point-to-point cross-country flying—all while  getting used to a heavier, more powerful, and faster airplane.
Flying close to another airplane made me a little nervous  at first, but soon it became second nature. I tucked my wing  just inside Benham’s wing and was quite comfortable as  long as he was flying straight and level. Then he made level  turns, then climbing turns, then diving turns until I was  comfortable with those. One memorable afternoon, I was  tucked in tight on his right wing as he dove to pick up speed  and pulled up into a loop. When we bottomed out of the  loop, I had learned that in a tight formation, the only thing  that mattered was maintaining position relative to the lead  aircraft, no matter what the lead aircraft did. Later, while  climbing through solid overcasts in England, I used that lesson well.
Instrument flying was another matter. We didn’t have the  sophisticated instrumentation available in later aircraft. We  had two basic instruments: the turn-and-bank indicator   (needle and ball) and the airspeed indicator. Here’s how  they worked.
If the needle was centered, the aircraft was not turning. If  it was off to the right, the aircraft was turning right; off to  the left, the aircraft was turning left. Rudder pedals were  used to stop the turning action. If the ball was centered, the  wings were level. If it was off to the right, the right wing  was lower; off to the left, the left wing was lower. The control column—the stick—was moved laterally to keep the  ball centered. The airspeed indicator told us if we were accelerating or decelerating. If airspeed was increasing, the  aircraft was diving; if decreasing, the aircraft was climbing.  Forward or backward movement of the stick stabilized the  speed. The sequence was drilled into our heads: Center the  needle—center the ball—adjust the airspeed.
We were taught to rely primarily on those two instruments.  “Needle, ball, and airspeed!” was shouted into our earphones  enough times that it became an automatic response.
There was a good reason for this. Other instruments used  for flying through clouds and fog, the artificial horizon and  gyrocompass, were based on the gyroscopic principles of  rigidity in space and precession. Once the limits imposed by  the principle of rigidity in space were exceeded, as in aerobatics or unusual flight conditions, these instruments precessed, or “tumbled,” and became totally unreliable. The  needle, ball, and airspeed instruments were not gyroscope-based and therefore never tumbled. There were other instruments in the cockpit of the BT-13—altimeter, rate-of-climb  indicator, artificial horizon, and engine instruments—but  the “needle, ball, and airspeed” were smack in the middle of  the instrument panel.
We learned instrument flying two ways: in the Link  Trainer and in the air. Link Trainers were primitive flight  simulators used to teach proper procedures of instrument  flight, including the use of radio ranges. The trainer was a  boxlike affair with stubby wings and tail to give it a superficial resemblance to an airplane. Though firmly attached to  the floor, the small “airplane” duplicated the pitch and roll   of actual flight but was not designed to do loops and rolls.  When the pilot was seated in the cockpit, a hinged cover  was lowered around his head and shoulders, shutting out  everything but his cockpit instruments.
At a nearby control unit, an operator was in radio contact  with the pilot. The operator simulated the actual ground-to-air transmissions and controlled the radio range signals that  enabled the pilot to “fly the beam” to an airport. The pilot  then flew the prescribed landing pattern to a letdown and a  landing. The operator could follow the progress of the airplane by watching an electronic “bug” that left a trail of red  ink on a map, recording the flight path of the trainer. After  each flight, the pilot and the operator studied the red-line  course to critique the mission.
It didn’t feel like an airplane—though the operator could  introduce rough, turbulent air, making the little box bounce  up and down—but it was useful for learning the correct air-to-ground radio procedures, use of navigational aids, and  basic instrument flying techniques. And it was safe! To my  knowledge, no Link Trainer ever crashed and burned.
Then came night flying. “The aircraft,” Pilot Officer  Benham informed us, “does not know, nor does it care, if it  is daylight or midnight. So it flies exactly the same way all  the time.” That sounded reasonable, but we weren’t entirely  convinced. Whether the aircraft knew or not, we did.
Our first night flight was really a dusk flight. We took off  in the daylight just before sunset, milled around in our assigned zone until it was dark at ground level—it was still light  at 5,000 feet—then entered the landing pattern and landed.  Gradually we became more comfortable with night flights  and began to enjoy the view of the city lights of Sumter and  the scattered lights of small villages and farmhouses.
We were ready for our next challenge, night cross-country flights that involved planning every little detail—  weather, headings, distances, ground speed, estimated times  to checkpoints, and all required radio calls. Benham flew  the first one with us; on the second, we were on our own.   We spent the whole afternoon running among the flight  planning room, the weather station, and the map room.  None of us wanted to be “the dumb-ass cadet who gets lost”  and has to land somewhere else.
Somehow we all made it.
Ground school was the usual fare: meteorology; navigation; radio procedures; theory of flight; infantry drill (with  rifles); aircraft engine systems; and, of course, twenty hours  of Morse code. The only part of the Morse code I ever used  after my cadet days was dit-dah for A and dah-dit for N  when flying radio navigation beams. I could have learned  that in ten minutes or less.
At about the halfway point in our training, one of my sisters  sent me a photograph of herself, taken by a professional photographer, showing her leaning on a split rail fence with the  wind blowing gently in her hair. She was eighteen and quite attractive. I left the photo on my desk, where John happened to  see it one day. “Wow!” he exclaimed, “Is that your girlfriend?”
“No,” I said with a laugh, “just my sister.”
“Wow!” he said again. “Do you think if I wrote to her,  she’d write back?”
“She probably would.”
John did write to her and she did reply, and that was the  beginning of a lifelong relationship. They married a year after the war ended and raised a lot of lovely children and  grandchildren. Just call me Cupid.
We had checked into Shaw Field on September 7, and  our basic training ended the first week of November. By the  sixth, the assignment orders were posted on the bulletin  board. We gathered around anxiously. What would it be,  bombers or fighters? Most of the cadets I knew wanted desperately to go to single-engine advanced training, as I did.  John and I took a long look, then began to jump up and down  with joy, shaking hands all around and grinning ear to ear.  We were going to Spence Field—single-engine advanced!
Bob Damico also was going to single-engine advanced  training, but not at Spence. We spent a lot of time together  that last weekend. On November 9, we went our separate  ways, promising to write and keep in touch. We corresponded sporadically for a short time, but our paths did not  cross again until many years later.
John and I boarded the bus to Moultrie, Georgia.

Advanced 
With Primary and Basic behind us, there was one last  hurdle between us and those coveted silver wings: advanced  flying school. The North American AT-6 was the most sophisticated airplane we had encountered so far, with a 750-horsepower engine, variable-pitch propeller, retractable  landing gear, and a .30-caliber machine gun. Our training  would include advanced aerobatics and formation flying, instrument flying, night navigation flights, simulated combat,  and live firing at the Eglin Field ground and aerial gunnery  ranges in Florida.
Ground instruction was intensified: meteorology, air  navigation, aircraft recognition, Morse code, aircraft  propulsion systems (hydraulic, electrical, fuel, and the like),  and all the military customs and standards of behavior designed to mold us into officers and gentlemen. In our spare  time we had close-order drill with rifles and strenuous physical fitness training to keep us from getting bored. I had no  trouble getting to sleep at night.
There were the usual two-story barracks. Assignments to  rooms and flights were alphabetical. There were four cadets  to a room, sharing latrine and shower facilities with four  other cadets in the adjoining room. Sometimes it got hectic.  I shared a room on the second floor with Joseph Troy  Folkes, William Jackson Ford, and Sammie Vincent  Florance. That’s right: Sammie—not Sam or Samuel—from  Texas. John Gregor, my roommate in Basic, was a few  doors down the hall.
Our instructor was RAF Pilot Officer Kenneth Locke, a  recent graduate of the Army Air Corps flight program. He  was eager to get back to the RAF in England but had one  more class to instruct: ours. He was close to 6 feet tall,  about 180 pounds of rugged muscle.
Locke had no trouble with Folkes, Ford, and Fortier, but  Sam Florance was different. Sam was twenty-one, almost as  tall as Locke, but slim and wiry at about 170 pounds. It  would be fair to say that Sam and Pilot Officer Locke did  not speak the same language. Sam spoke Texan; Locke  spoke British. From the first day, it was clear that those two  would find little common ground.
There were cultural differences besides the language barrier. Sam was raised on a farm in rural Texas, and a grin was  never far from his face. Locke was from an upper-middle-class village in south-central England; he seldom smiled. He  didn’t smoke. Sam didn’t smoke, either, but he did  chew tobacco, a habit that Locke considered loathsome. Sam was  gregarious, with that easy familiarity typical of most  Texans; Locke was reserved and proper—a typical English  gentleman.
Skeet shooting was designed to teach us deflection shooting—trying to hit a moving target by “leading” it, trying to  visualize its trajectory and aiming ahead of it. It was our  first day on the skeet range. I had never fired a 12-gauge  shotgun in my life, and I was nervous. The only instruction  we were given was, “Hold the butt of the shotgun tight  against your shoulder” to minimize the recoil force.
The skeet range had eight stations spaced in a semicircle  between a “high house” on the left and a “low house” on the  right. Each station presented a different angle of deflection,  hence a different challenge. The small saucer-shaped clay  pigeon targets were propelled high from the left or low from  the right. For the “doubles” phase, clay pigeons were projected from both houses simultaneously, and the challenge  was to “kill” both birds before they flew beyond the boundary stakes.
“Pull!” I yelled. The clay pigeon shot out of the high  house. I was on station 1, so it was an easy shot—straightaway, little deflection. I fired; the clay pigeon disappeared  in a puff of black dust, and my shoulder felt like it had been  hit by a baseball bat. I had forgotten the caveat, had held the  gun loosely against my shoulder, and it had kicked me hard.
“Mark!” This time the pigeon came from the low house,  heading in my direction, a more difficult shot. I missed. Sam  snorted, “Ain’t you Yankees ever shot a gun before?” I  hadn’t, but he had hunted birds since he was big enough to  hold a shotgun, so he didn’t miss those clay pigeons often.  By the end of our training I had become reasonably proficient at killing the clay pigeons, and I knew how to hold a  shotgun.
Locke was even worse at skeet shooting than his  “Yankee” cadets. He was painfully aware that Sam and  most of his other students were better at this than he was. He  had a good day at the skeet range when he hit half the pigeons. It was his turn. “Pull!” It was that easy, straightaway  shot, and Locke missed.
Sam laughed and said, “The only way you’ll kill that bird  is to chase it behind the low house and club it with the butt.”  We snickered.
Locke’s face reddened. He stared at Sam for a few seconds; then, carefully laying the shotgun against the low  house, he walked slowly to where Sam was standing. For a  split second, I thought he was going to hit him. That same  thought must have occurred to Sam; he backed off a step.
“I shall not tolerate such remarks from you!” Locke said  in a low, menacing voice.
Sam had intended his remark to be funny, not insulting,  so he was taken aback by Locke’s reaction. Snapping to attention, he said, “I’m sorry, sir!”
Locke turned to the rest of us. “Do I make myself clear?”
We were all standing at attention. “Yes, sir!” we answered in unison. We were not about to do anything stupid  so close to graduation.
“Today, we start our simulated combat training,” Pilot  Officer Locke said. “Here’s the way it works: I take off with  one of you on my right wing, and we climb to ten thousand  feet. I’ll then alert you by saying, ‘ready . . . now!’ At that  point, we both start a sharp turn; I shall turn left, you turn  right. Then you’re on your own. Any questions?”
“Sir, do we have to stay in that turn?” asked Sam, who  had been treating Locke with almost obsequious respect  since the skeet range episode.
“You can do anything you like,” replied Locke, “but the  idea is to get behind the other aircraft in a shooting position  and stay there. There is a gun camera in the left wing, and  when you press the trigger on the stick, the camera will take  pictures. Does everyone understand?” We nodded.
“Very well. Florance, you shall be first. Don’t forget to  turn the gun camera switch on.” He smiled and added, “By  the way, the guns aren’t loaded.”
“I won’t forget, sir,” replied Sam. He was grinning from  ear to ear.
From Sam’s description later, the “battle” went something like this: Sam started his hard right turn, then pulled  up into a steep climb to a near-stall, kicked left rudder, and  wound up behind Locke, who had continued his left turn.  Sam was way out of shooting range, but gradually cut inside  the turn, and after a few minutes of maneuvering was about  two hundred yards behind Locke, taking pictures. Locke  tried everything he knew to dislodge him—to no avail; Sam  stuck like glue. Sam told us that he thought Locke had lost  sight of him after starting his turn and by the time he figured  out where Sam was, it was too late. Locke had taught us all  well how to stay in a trail position during aerobatics.
Finally, Locke waggled his wings to signal Sam into  close formation on his wing, and they returned to base.  “Well done, Florance,” he said at the debriefing after the  flight, but his heart wasn’t in it. He decided to skip that part  of the training schedule for the rest of us. He also saw no  reason to review the gun-camera film with Sam.
It occurred to me then that the RAF instructors—recent   graduates of the same training program that we were in—  did not have much more flying experience than we did.  They were about the same age as the average cadet and subject to the same human frailties. None had operational combat experience. They were “instructors” only by virtue of  the fact that they had graduated a few months ahead of us.  We still had plenty to learn, but so did they.
In early December 1942, Class 43-A was loaded onto a  troop train and transported to Eglin Field in Florida. Several  satellite bases were scattered throughout its large confines.  We were delivered to field number five, which consisted of  one thirty-five-hundred-foot runway, six or seven two-story  barracks, a mess hall, and not much else.
The AT-6 was not exactly a combat airplane. It had an  optical gunsight that projected a ring and bead onto the  windshield, and provisions for two .30-caliber machine  guns: one in the right wing, and one mounted on the fuselage just aft of the engine cowling, forward of the front  cockpit, and a little to the right of center. Only the fuselage  gun was installed. It was synchronized to fire through the  propeller and had a capacity of two hundred rounds. Only  once during our stay at field number five did a cadet manage  to put a hole through a propeller blade.
Ground targets were large white square panels with the  standard bull’s-eye painted on them. There were about ten  targets in a line, each with a large number painted on top.  Each pilot had a specific target number assigned. This  seemed a fair system for scoring, but there was the inevitable claim of the low-scoring pilot that he had fired at  the wrong target, adding to the score of the pilot on his right  or left.
Locke’s students did quite well in that phase. He led a  few gunnery flights, but we weren’t informed of his scores.
The aerial gunnery phase was much more complicated.  We had hours of lectures and instructions on the art of deflection shooting, and warnings about breaking away from   the firing pass before shooting down the tow plane. We did  all our aerial gunnery over the Gulf of Mexico. The tow  plane pulled a canvas target—ten feet by forty feet—in a  specified pattern: about twenty miles east to west, then it  turned to a reciprocal course of the same distance.
Since we usually flew in flights of four; the ammunition  from each plane was marked with a different-colored paint  to distinguish each pilot’s score. If I had red-painted ammo,  my target hits had red fringes. At the end of the gunnery  mission the tow plane dropped the target near the runway  and we all rushed over to count holes.
Gunnery instructors lectured us on the mathematics of  deflection shooting and led our flights on some firing runs.  Pilot Officer Locke led our flight the rest of the time. He  scored reasonably well, as did the rest of us—except Sam.  He was by far the best marksman of our group. This may  have been another source of friction between Locke and  Sam, though none of it surfaced.
Christmas Day was one of those damp, raw days that are  not uncommon on the Florida panhandle. There was no  scheduled flying activity. Buses transported cadets to  church services in the morning. By early afternoon we were  all getting itchy. Then someone produced a football.
Eglin Field was a huge sprawling sandbox. There may  have been grassy lawns at the main base facilities, but not  where we were. It didn’t matter. Soon we had two teams.  Toemarks in the sand indicated where the sidelines and goal  lines were, and there were very few rules. This wasn’t touch  or flag football; this was hard-nosed tackle football—a  group of energetic, bored, restless young men blowing off  steam.
Pilot Officer Locke wandered onto the scene. Sam, of  course, was right in the middle of the action. Locke knew  little about American football, but he had played rugby. He  surveyed the scene for a few minutes and then asked if he  could play. “Sure!” came the reply from several players.  Locke was wearing sweatpants, a T-shirt, and sneakers. He   quickly joined the team I was on, playing opposite Sam’s  team. I saw a broad smile on Locke’s face as we resumed  play.
Sam was quarterback for his team. Almost as soon as he  got the ball from center, Locke smashed through the line  and nailed Sam with a hard tackle. “Whew!” said Sam.  “You sure hit hard!” Locke helped him up and smiled at  him. On the next play, Sam handed off to another player  who was trying to run around end. Sam was standing there  watching when Locke hit him with another hard tackle.  “Hey,” yelled Sam, “I didn’t have the ball!”
“Sorry,” said Locke, “I guess I thought I was playing  rugby.” He helped Sam to his feet and smiled.
Sam had a rough afternoon. It seemed that no matter  what he did, he found himself on the receiving end of a jarring block or another hard tackle by Locke. On the other  hand, Pilot Officer Locke was having the most enjoyable afternoon of his brief stint as our flight instructor.
When we returned to Spence Field, I learned that I was  one of the dozen or so cadets selected to fly the P-39 fighters. There were only three of them at Spence, and each  flight instructor was allowed to pick one student for this extracurricular
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