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For Sonia, Ted, and Larry, and in memory of our Andy 
and all those who wore wings of gold

Praise for Gerald Astor’s  WINGS OF GOLD
“An important addition to the annals of aerial  combat in every naval theater of World War   II, Wings of Gold is a worthy tribute to the  courage and selflessness of naval aviators past  and present—and an exciting read.”
—Associated Press
“When Wings of Gold allows [aviators] to tell  their tales in their words, the reader has the  feeling of being there. . . . This volume is a   superb attempt to present the best passages  from those [oral] histories.”
—Smithsonian Air & Space
“A vigorous narrative . . . Astor is an historian  worth reading.”
—Pacific War Quarterly
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ONE
FIRST WINGS
Ed “Whitey” Feightner, who in 1940 was a student at Findlay College in Ohio and already held a civilian pilot’s license, remembered, “The war was coming along, and it was pretty obvious that I  was going to be drafted if I didn’t do something. I immediately  signed up in the Army Air Corps because I wanted to fly. But there  were so many people that I was going to have to wait about eight  months. One day, an SNJ [Navy air trainer] landed at the airport.  This guy gets out of it, goes into the hangar. And he comes out and  he’s dressed in a Navy white uniform. A car comes, a convertible,  and picks him up. This redhead is driving the car, and Mike Murphy  [an instructor, barnstormer, oil company pilot, and reserve army officer] looks at this and says, ‘Good God! How about you and Red [a  friend of Feightner] take a plane up to Grosse Ile and find out what  this Navy program is all about.’
“We flew up there and the Navy treated us royally. They took us  in and they showed us what the program was. They showed us Hell’s  Angels [a spectacular movie featuring Navy pilots from the 1930s]  and a little strip of this thing [Hell Divers] with Clark Gable and John  Wayne.” The pitch sold Feightner, who immediately enlisted.
David C. Richardson, as a youth in Mississippi during the early  1930s, was already oriented toward the Navy by his father’s assurance that a naval officer had an easy life. “When I was about thirteen, William ‘Stick’ Sutherland, a naval aviator, came to an Easter   party at our home. He was dressed in whites. He was a very good  looking man. I took one look at him and said, ‘That’s for me.’ ”
Like so many young men of the 1930s and early ’40s, Feightner  and Richardson were entranced by the excitement and the romance  of flight. The memory of Charles Lindbergh, the Lone Eagle, “Plucky,  Lucky Lindy,” who in 1927 flew solo from New York to Paris, remained  vibrant. Barnstormers, with white scarves, leather helmets, goggles  (the precursor of the sunglass look), wing walkers, air shows, and   air races exuded glamour and excitement. For five dollars, kids, like  Feightner, bought rides in rickety relics from World War I at small  airports or from cow pastures.
While films such as All Quiet on the Western Front depicted the  trench warfare of World War I in all its deadly misery, Hollywood  glamorized aerial combat in the 1927 classic Wings, followed by productions of  The Dawn Patrol and, as Feightner noted, burnished   the image of the naval aviator in Hell’s Angels. Magazines that spun  tales of World War I dogfights circulated briskly, and boys built  replicas of the earliest and latest airplanes out of balsa wood and tissue paper, powering them with twisted rubber bands or tiny, balky  gasoline engines.
While the Army Air Corps attracted its share of recruits for a  plunge into the wild blue yonder, the Navy, with its sparkling, brass-buttoned uniforms, aircraft carriers that promised seagoing adventures with voyages to exotic ports of call, and above all those golden  wings, beckoned most seductively.
The Navy became interested in donning wings well before 1903,  when at Kitty Hawk, North Carolina, the Wright brothers’ contraption lifted off the ground and wobbled through the air a few hundred feet. Assistant Secretary of the Navy Theodore Roosevelt, in  1898, had recommended to his superior that a pair of officers meet  with inventor Samuel P. Langley to discuss his plans for a flying machine with an eye to its possibilities as a weapon of war. In April of  that year, the officers so charged reported that there was definite potential in Langley’s ideas and suggested further investigation.
Ten years later, when the Wrights demonstrated their machine  for the U.S. Army, observers from the Navy were on hand. That led  to a recommendation that the Navy buy planes to be developed for  the service’s particular needs. Glenn Curtiss, an early manufacturer,  built several flying machines, and in 1910, stunt pilot Eugene B. Ely,  an employee of Curtiss, proposed to take off from a ship. He heard  many a discouraging word. Curtiss himself thought it a bad idea.   Wilbur Wright decried the attempt as too dangerous. The secretary  of the Navy refused to pay for such an experiment. It was noted that  Ely could not even swim.
In spite of the naysayers, Captain Washington I. Chambers, the  Navy’s first director of aviation, supported Ely. Private contributions  paid for a sloping eighty-three-foot-long platform built on the scout  cruiser  Birmingham, anchored at Hampton Roads, Virginia. The engine for the pusher-type Curtiss Hudson Flyer arrived aboard the  Birmingham only the morning of the appointed day. Ely and mechanics, however, managed to install the motor and ready the plane, which  had been salvaged from the wrecks of two other Curtiss aircraft.
“A strong wind was driving the rain in sheets,” reported the New  York Times correspondent. “His biplane rushed along the runway  and the test began. He failed to elevate his plane properly as the biplane left the runway and the rudder and propellers struck the water some yards from the ship. There was a heavy splash and Ely was  drenched.”
Nevertheless, the pilot recovered and the Hudson Flyer lifted  into the air. Originally, he had planned to travel fifty miles to the  Norfolk Navy Yard, but the squall interfered. He initially lost his  bearings and appeared headed out to sea before he changed course  to land on the beach.
The triumphant Ely, despite a bent propeller blade caused by the  near crash on takeoff, had demonstrated feasibility of airplanes in  the service of the Navy. Captain Chambers remarked that the feat  would have been easier had the Birmingham been moving. The authorities allowed that a plane might be used for “scouting purposes.” While some of the brass scorned the “stunt,” which required  dismantling of some of the cruiser’s guns, the Navy hedged its bets.  A month later, Lieutenant T. G. Ellyson became the first naval officer  assigned to undergo flight training at the Glenn Curtiss Aviation  Camp.
Meanwhile, Ely, with the backing of Chambers, pushed the envelope further. He volunteered to land aboard a ship, the cruiser  Pennsylvania , moored in San Francisco Bay. On January 18, 1911,  Ely took off from an Army airfield thirteen miles off and headed   for the cruiser. About fifty feet from the vessel, he cut his throttle  and glided toward the specially constructed platform on the stern.  The 1,000-pound plane touched down. As it rolled forward, hooks  mounted on the undercarriage grabbed at a series of twenty-two  ropes anchored by 500-pound sandbags. The final dozen lines snagged   the hooks and Ely stopped, using only 60 feet of the 120-foot ramp.  He did not require the use of a large canvas barrier erected at the  end to prevent a slide into the sea, nor did he need the pontoons attached to the aircraft to stay afloat.
The Pennsylvania skipper became an instant convert, burbling  about “the most important landing of a bird since the dove flew   back to the ark.” Following lunch, Ely took off from the ship and   returned to the airfield. The San Francisco Examiner immediately  grasped the significance of the round-trip. Its headline read, “Eugene Ely Revises World’s Naval Tactics.” And in England, a British  aviator, Lieutenant Charles R. Samson, added to the possibilities  when he launched himself from a moving ship, showing that planes  could be carried to battle sites. Samson also innovated the first   folding-wing aircraft, opening the way for convenient storage where  space was always at a premium.
By 1912, a primitive catapult made it possible to launch a plane  from a ship without a takeoff platform and in 1914 the Navy had  created its own flying school at Pensacola. Navy flyers performed reconnaissance for Marine operations in Mexico near Vera Cruz during that country’s revolution. World War I introduced the airplane as  a serious weapon. While the land-based airmen specialized in reconnaissance and raids on ground forces, the naval service, relying  on seaplanes, concentrated on antisubmarine campaigns, striking  at U-boats and their bases. Occasionally, German pilots confronted  the small American contingent. In the U.S. Navy’s first air-to-air victory, Ensign Stephen Potter and his gunner shot down an enemy  seaplane off the German coast in April 1918, but six weeks later his  lone ship was jumped by seven foes over the North Sea and Potter was lost. Subsequently, Lieutenant David Ingalls, in a Sopwith  Camel, a British-manufactured plane, became the Navy’s first ace.  In 1917, the British introduced HMS Furious, the first aircraft carrier, whose planes carried out a successful raid on a Zeppelin base in  northern Germany. Unfortunately, the Furious lacked the means to  recover its aircraft on board. It was a one-shot weapon, which reduced its contribution considerably.
A year after World War I ended, the Navy drew plans to convert  a collier into its first aircraft carrier, named in honor of the prophet  of the 1890s, USS Langley. At the same time, the Army’s most fervent  advocate of airpower, Brigadier General Billy Mitchell, had already  begun his campaign to base American military strategy upon the  airplane. Assistant Secretary of the Navy Franklin D. Roosevelt even   invited Mitchell to meet with the Navy General Board to discuss future policy. Initially, the officers responded favorably, but those in  the upper echelons dampened the enthusiasm. There was a growing  suspicion that Mitchell intended to build an air force independent of  both the Army and the Navy.
In 1921, Billy Mitchell sought to demonstrate the airplane’s supremacy by bombing some captured German warships. The honors  for the first attack went to the Navy, whose two waves of planes blew  a German submarine to bits. The success raised some eyebrows, but  old-line military salts noted that a thin-hulled U-boat on the surface  could not compare with a thickly armored capital ship.
The next test, to find and sink the obsolete battlewagon Iowa ,  reddened Navy faces. Seaplanes could not locate the radio-controlled  ship before Army blimps found her. And then the flying boats dumped  eighty dummy bombs but scored a paltry two hits. While that discomfited the supporters of naval aviation, the seagoing traditionalists  insisted it proved that their ships were invulnerable to any bombing  attack.
Mitchell’s crews, however, demolished a German destroyer and  then the combined services, including the Marines, blasted a light  cruiser. But the key test was the battleship Ostfriesland at 27,000  tons, as heavy as any warship then afloat. In increasingly poor flying  weather, Navy and Marine flyers dropped 250-pounders that did little damage. Mitchell’s people, with 600-pound bombs, scored a  number of direct hits but apparently caused no critical destruction.  On the following day, a return visit with 1,100-pound bombs, observers saw that the Ostfriesland had, in fact, taken on considerable  water due to the previous attack. The renewed assault wrought further injury. For the coup de grâce Mitchell led a flight of eight bombers, each of which packed a 2,000-pound wallop. A series of near  misses plus a direct blow on the point of the bow doomed the ship,  and it turned on its side, then settled below the sea before the stunned  eyes of a number of admirals and civilian Navy officials.
The surface-ship establishment recovered enough to dismiss the  show, arguing that aircraft could never effectively target moving  ships that would fire back in their own defense. The seeds of a   rivalry, if not an internecine war, within the Navy between the aviation adherents and the big-gun, battleship-oriented were sown.
However, Admiral William A. Moffett, in charge of naval aviation but a determined opponent of an independent air force à la  Mitchell, said, “The lesson is that we must put planes on battleships   and get aircraft carriers quickly. We should have a minimum of  eight carriers. The department has recommended only two.” With  military appropriations curtailed, the service, in 1922, decided to redesign a pair of unfinished cruisers into the carriers Saratoga and  Lexington.
In 1923, Mitchell was granted a second opportunity to conduct  tests against naval vessels. The targets were the obsolete battleships  New Jersey  and Virginia. Some three hundred military and civilian  leaders, including the acting secretary of war, Dwight Davis; the  Army chief of staff, General John J. Pershing; Admiral William E.  Shoemaker; and the manufacturer and inventor of a new bombsight, Alexander De Seversky, boarded a naval transport, the St. Mihiel, to watch flights of heavily laden bombers pummel the pair of  ships, and within minutes both disappeared under the water.
According to Mitchell’s biographer Burke Davis, when Shoemaker read a report on the test he objected strenuously, “It’s true,  every bit of it, but my God, we can’t let this get out or it would ruin  the Navy.” Others downgraded the experiment, noting again that the  ships had been stationary and had offered no resistance, and that  their watertightness had been compromised by removal of compartment sealing doors. The traditionalists, sometimes known as  the black-shoe Navy (airmen wore brown ones) or the gun club,  dominated Navy policy and strategic concepts. They did not entirely  dismiss the value of aircraft but believed true strength lay in seagoing tonnage and inches of gun. The same sort of conflict wracked  the Army. Mitchell’s intemperate lobbying for his point of view  forced his retirement from active duty.
Gerald Bogan, born in 1894 on Michigan’s Mackinac Island and  a graduate of a Chicago high school, was a member of the U.S.  Naval Academy Class of 1916. During World War I he did convoy  duty, assigned posts in engineering and gunnery. “I never saw a submarine or destroyer,” he remarked. He volunteered for aviation duty  in 1925 because he found battleships “uninteresting” and “aviation  seemed the wave of the future.” Bogan recalled, “When I first went  into aviation, the black shoes had an adjective to describe aviators,  just as the southerner had to describe Yankees—Goddamned Yankees, Goddamned-aviators.”
Alfred M. Pride became one of the few early naval aviators who  never attended the academy. An engineering student at Tufts University in 1917, Pride had joined the naval reserve because of the imminence of war. Facing a chemistry test on April 7, 1917, the day   after the United States declared war on Germany, and certain he  would fail, Pride rode a trolley to the Charleston Navy Yard and volunteered for active duty. He remembered, “It never occurred to me  that I would be an aviator. But while on antisubmarine patrol in the  harbor around Miami I saw airplanes flying about. It seemed like a  good business to be in. I sat down at my father’s typewriter and  typed a letter from A. M. Pride, machinist’s mate, second class, to  somebody I’d heard about, the Chief of Naval Operations. I requested I be ordered to aviation duty.” To his astonishment, a reply  directed him to resubmit through the proper channels, and his request for flight training carried a stamp: “Approved.”
Awarded wings after ground instruction at Massachusetts Institute of Technology and flight training in Miami, Pride became part  of a team studying how to fly airplanes off large ships without disabling their guns. In 1919, Lieutenant Commander E. O. McDonnell,  using a British Sopwith Camel, took off from the turret platform of  the battleship Texas. Pride continued the experiments on the Arizona  with a fifty-two-foot-long wooden platform that could be assembled  quickly. “Until then,” he recalled, “our observation from battleships  was confined to the use of kite balloons. They obviously couldn’t  leave the ship.” Three years later, catapults on cruisers and battleships, using either compressed air or gunpowder, launched planes.  The ability to both scout and spot for capital ships increased the   potential of aircraft, confirming in the minds of many that there was  a place for naval aviation, as an adjunct to the main power of the  fleet.
When the Langley went on active duty as the first U.S. carrier,  there was still no satisfactory method to arrest a plane once it  touched down on the flattop. Alfred Pride expanded on the methods  used by Ely in his flight to the Pennsylvania in 1911. He applied engineering theory based on the potential energy involved and in place  of sandbags substituted weights suspended in towers. When the  Saratoga and Lexington joined the fleet, Pride’s mechanics were   installed. Because the planes of the 1920s and early ’30s were relatively small and light in weight, one persistent problem was a tendency to skip over the wires. Said one veteran of the period, “We had  barriers, of course, before the angled deck, and that saved us. We  didn’t have brakes in those days. We only had tail skags [hooks],   and when we came on board the carrier they [installed] a wheel    instead of the skags so you wouldn’t tear the deck up.” Not until  1931 were brakes standard equipment, and about the same time the  first two-way voice radios became cockpit fixtures.
While these improvements added to the value of aircraft, to  widen their influence and roles, flyers from both the services  showed off their expertise. Robert B. Pirie, from the USNA Class of  ’26 and an aviator by 1929, recalled the public relations effort designed to enlist public support. “We went to the air races every year  at Cleveland. One squadron would go, and we had some other air  stunt teams. On the East Coast in 1930, we took all of the planes  from the Lexington and Saratoga and flew them to all the large cities,  New York, Boston, Philadelphia, Hartford, then stacked down over  Washington, Baltimore, Richmond. They all got a chance to look at  carrier airplanes. The public didn’t know much about carrier aviation. The Langley was the first carrier and then the Lexington and  Saratoga. We did the same thing on the West Coast, with San Francisco and at Seattle.”
Navy pilots put on exhibitions with aerial torpedoes and dive-bombing, a technique successfully demonstrated in 1926. Aside  from air races, the flyers challenged for speed and endurance  records. Aviation became part of the program for cadets at the Naval  Academy. They took at least one “familiarization” flight to acquaint  them with the view from above. The seaplanes used the nearby Severn River. Although there was no pilot training, the midshipmen  learned the rudiments of navigation. The resentment of the establishment, however, continued.
Chicago-born Dan Gallery, of the 1921 USNA Class (a three-year  accelerated course because of World War I made him an ensign in  1920), said, “My interest in aviation didn’t awaken until four or five  years after graduation. Previously, I had been an engineer on the  battleship Delaware and a destroyer before assignment to the Idaho.”  When he informed the executive officer he was headed for Pensacola, Gallery said the biblical response was “You’re giving up your  birthright for a mess of pottage.” Gallery echoed Bogan: “Goddamn-aviators was a hyphenated word.”
Fitzhugh Lee, whose father graduated from the U.S. Military  Academy in 1901, earned a presidential appointment to the USNA  from President Warren G. Harding. “I was thrilled with the idea of  going there and getting out of the army.” Following graduation, Lee  served aboard a battleship and then the newly commissioned aircraft carrier Lexington . “I became imbued with aviation through the  presence of the fighter squadron on the Lexington,” said Lee. During  Lee’s sojourn at Pensacola, one of his fellow students was an older  man, Captain William F. Halsey. “He was one of the senior officers  brought back for indoctrination training as a pilot and then given  their wings. This was not to make pilots out of them, but to give  them some flight indoctrination to better fit them for aviation commands. Although I admired and liked Halsey a lot, he was awfully  difficult to fly in formation with. When I read his biography subsequently, it [said] he was afraid to wear his glasses because he thought  he wouldn’t qualify for aviation if he did. Consequently, he couldn’t  read any of the numbers on the instrument panel. He didn’t know  how fast he was going, where he was going, nor his altitude.”
Among other senior officers engaged in the flight indoctrination  was the future chief of naval operations during World War II, Ernest J. King. Gerald Bogan, stationed as an instructor at Pensacola,  remembered, “King was a man who always flew an aircraft into   a landing faster than it needed to go. On occasion he ran out of field  at the end of his landing.”
After flight training Lee had joined Fighting Squadron Five,  known also as the Red Rippers. “They wore fancy red scarves that  waved in the wind, leather puttees, riding breeches, leather helmets  and goggles.” The studied appearance of those with wings of gold  had become a hallmark of naval aviation. That could only have inflamed the rancor of the seamen.
George Anderson, Lee’s USNA classmate, a Brooklyn native  born in 1906 and a graduate of a Jesuit high school, saw a notice in  the newspaper that Representative Ogden L. Mills could not find  anyone to nominate for the academy. He promptly moved to Mills’s  district and received an appointment to the Annapolis institution.  He recalled that it was after Lindbergh’s feat that the Navy offered  an aviation course upon graduation. He admitted that the extra  $124 a month had been an incentive but added, “It seemed to me  that aviation was the coming offensive arm of the Navy.”
However, there was a two-year wait to be served aboard ships  before one could apply for flight school. Furthermore, as with submariners, a candidate had to be unmarried to qualify. When Anderson, in 1929, received his orders to report to Pensacola, the skipper  of the ship to which he was assigned said, “You goddamned fool!  You’re going to fly on one of those goddamned airplanes! I hope    you break your neck.” Nine months later, having completed the  course in seaplanes, Anderson spent four years working on scouting  maneuvers.
During the late 1920s, naval aviation, in spite of the disdain from  powerful people, desperately needed more flyers to fulfill its needs.  One program offered an opportunity for officers to attend a preliminary flight school at San Diego to determine whether they qualified  for further instruction. Herbert Riley, a gunnery officer on the New  Mexico and a 1927 alumnus of the USNA, found his requests for the  training repeatedly rejected. “Three of us, all in the gunnery department,” said Riley, “were always to go to the next class.”
When their superior, William “Spike” Blandy, continued to postpone assignment of Riley and the others to the flight school for what  was known as “elimination training” (disqualifying men who showed  no aptitude for piloting an airplane) on the grounds that there were  important exercises involving the New Mexico’s guns, Riley and his  companions submitted official applications, Blandy wrote an unfavorable endorsement that was longer than Riley’s request. Blandy  obviously believed that battleship gunnery practice was far more important than the Navy’s needs for more aviators.
However, the policy of aviation elimination training superseded  the position taken by Blandy, and Riley attended a session at North  Island, San Diego. Having successfully soloed, Riley and one of his  two associates at North Island asked to be sent for the full course at  Pensacola. “When we went back to rejoin our ship, I can assure you  that Eddie Condra and I were the skunks at the garden party aboard  the New Mexico. We were given every weekend extra duty, every  dirty detail that any ensign could get on the New Mexico until the orders came through detaching us and sending us to flight training.”
One of Riley’s fellow alums from 1927, Arkansas son John  “Jimmy” Thach, likewise left a battleship post for the so-called  elimination course at North Island. Following five and a half hours  of instruction, his instructor sent him up by himself. On the landing  he bounced the ship rather hard, but his teacher announced, “Okay,  that’s fine. You’ve soloed, you’ve finished the course.” From that uncertain beginning, Jimmy Thach would go on to be one of the principal figures in naval aviation during World War II.
The posture of the black-shoe people actually only enhanced  David Richardson’s desire to fly. “It really came home to me out in  the fleet. In the attitudes and outlook of aviators there was an openness. With the surface commanders there was a tightly constrained   atmosphere that I liked not at all. The general demeanor of the aviation community appealed to me.”
Noel Gayler, upon graduation from the USNA in 1935, served  five years on battleships and destroyers. While he was intrigued by  the notion of flight, he said his decision to apply to Pensacola  stemmed from an urge to have more responsibility and the sense  that life in the surface fleet was “a pretty static society.” By the time  he attended flight school he was senior to his fellow novices.
Gayler also recalled a most congenial atmosphere. “Everytime  we went into a port, the entire city would turn themselves out, I  mean even big cities like San Francisco. We’d be guests of the city,  and the debs would send invitations to the officers and the men  would be entertained. They’d declare Fleet Week, with celebrations  and visitors all over the place. In the peace time armed services . . .  there just weren’t that many of us, which made a difference. Then  there was a social cachet about being a naval officer that was not inconsiderable. You were automatically of a social elite, wherever you  went.”
During the 1930s, military aviation drew increased interest because of the Great Depression. Young men saw a life in uniform as  a career in an era of huge unemployment, and applications for the  armed services academies swelled. David McCampbell, Alabama-bred and son of a West Palm Beach, Florida, hardware store owner,  saw the family business plunge into bankruptcy. He entered Annapolis in 1929, but when he graduated in 1933, the Navy could  fund only the top half of the class with commissions. He accepted an  honorable discharge but a year later was recalled. And the 50 percent extra over base pay for aviation led him to pursue the wings of  gold.
Willard Eder was born in a one-room log cabin on his father’s  homestead in Buffalo, Wyoming. His father was a civil engineer and  part-time farmer and rancher. He graduated from the University of  Wyoming in 1938 with an Army ROTC second lieutenant’s commission in the infantry. “I needed a job. At the time, the Army Air Corps,  and Army Infantry were feuding,” said Eder. “My reserve Army C.O.  recommended the Navy rather than the Air Corps for a job.” Eder  signed up with the Navy, and in May 1940 he joined Fighting Squadron Three, commanded by Jimmy Thach.
As in Eder’s case, Jim Billo, born in Portland, Oregon, turned   to military aviation because of the economy. He attended the University of Portland and Oregon State, studying engineering. “I got   started in aviation in ’39 when I couldn’t get a full-time summer job  and began civilian pilot training. I took two courses during school  and got a commercial license. I received an appointment to West  Point but turned it down to go to Pensacola for flight training.”  Graduated as a naval officer in November 1941, Billo remarked,  “About a week later I got a good job offer, about December seventh.”
Bill Anderson was two years into a chemical engineering course  at the University of Rhode Island when the naval aviation recruiting  team visited the school. “They put on a good show, promised us  wings of gold, and furthermore if you did your four years of service  you would get the large sum of five hundred dollars for each year in  the Navy when you went back to college.”
During the early 1930s, the airmen delighted in embarrassing  their black-shoe rivals. Fitzhugh Lee, with the Red Rippers of Fighting Squadron Five, recalled maneuvers in which the carrier-launched  planes attacked Pearl Harbor and the Panama Canal. “In both of  these fleet problems it was pretty well shown that the defenses of these  places were not equal to the potential of the carrier forces in destroying them.”
Truman J. Hedding, USNA 1924 and an airman by 1926, as a pilot with Fighting Squadron Six, participated in the war games  aimed at the Panama Canal and Hawaii. Flying off the Saratoga in  1932, he recalled, “We attacked Pearl Harbor in almost the identical  way the Japanese did on the 7th of December, 1941. We came in  from the north and made our attacks.
“We had no running lights on the planes; we had no radio. We  decided we wanted to make a dawn attack on Pearl Harbor. We all  had flashlights and we would flash them over our right shoulders so  we could rendezvous in the dark. But we didn’t rendezvous until  practically over Diamond Head at dawn.” The chagrin of the victims, however, had no influence upon the stances taken to defend  American outposts.
During the 1930s, the Great Depression put the armed services  on a near-starvation diet. The military, as David McCampbell’s experience indicated, could not even absorb the graduating classes of  their academies. Able to retain only a modest number of recruits for  such highly skilled activities as pilot training, the Navy washed out  all but the topmost candidates. Floyd Thorn, a Baptist minister’s son  who grew up in Oklahoma and Texas, left Baylor University in 1938  after three years to attend the flight school at Pensacola. He chose to   enlist because “any idiot could see we were getting into war. Somebody was going to have to knock down that clown [Nazi dictator  Adolf Hitler].” He added, “If you graduated from Pensacola, you  were a cinch for anywhere you wanted to get a job. The airlines  would hire you in a minute.”
The catch was that because of the tight budget, the Navy would  graduate only 10 to 12 percent of the class at Pensacola. “They didn’t  graduate us as ensigns,” recalled Thorn, who had entered flight  school with a leg up—he already held a commercial license. “They  didn’t have any vacancies so they sent us to the fleet as cadets, with  our wings.” Initially designated as a mine warfare officer (without  the commission), Thorn joined VP-44, a PBY patrol squadron.
While the factions continued to quarrel over the role of airpower, there was no mistaking the drift of the world toward another  large conflict. Although the Great Depression crimped America’s  pocketbook, defense-minded officials championed larger and larger  budgets for the armed services. Along with fighting ships and submarines, the Navy drew appropriations to expand its aviation in  terms of carriers, planes, and pilots.
The Ranger (CV 4) had joined the fleet in 1931. CVs 5 and 6, the  Yorktown and the Enterprise, followed. In 1940, CV 7, the  Wasp, was  commissioned. That same year the Navy’s first escort carrier, CV(E),  the Long Island, a converted cargo ship, went to sea. In 1941, with  the launching of the Hornet, the Navy achieved the level of eight carriers proposed by Admiral Moffett in 1921 after Billy Mitchell’s first  exhibition.
During the 1930s, the fighter aircraft gradually switched from  biplanes to single-wing, all-metal machines. In 1941, the Navy was  beginning to phase out the F2A Brewster Buffalo in favor of the  sturdier Grumman F4F Wildcat as its basic fighter. Aside from superior protection for the pilot, the Wildcat possessed self-sealing  fuel tanks. Its four .50-caliber machine guns provided heavyweight  punches.
The SBD Douglas Dauntless had been adopted as the dive-bomber and the twin-engine PBY Consolidated Catalina and PBM  Martin Mariner served as long-range patrol planes with limited offensive capability and a role in antisubmarine warfare. Battleships  and cruisers could catapult the SOC float plane for scouting and  gunnery spotting. The weakest item was the torpedo bomber, the  Douglas Devastator, an agonizingly slow-moving machine. Aware of   deficiencies in the air fleet, naval aviation experts had begun work  on plans and prototypes for better fighters, dive-bombers, and torpedo bombers.
A. B. “Chick” Smith, whose forebears had participated in the  American Revolution and whose family was deeply engaged in the textile industry, grew up in small-town North Carolina. When he entered the University of North Carolina in 1938, he enrolled in reserve  officers’ training with the Marine Corps. “I participated in mock battle exercises where my training platoons were attacked by Marine  fighter aircraft. I concluded that the attacking pilots had a better  deal than I did on the ground.”
Smith and his contemporaries at Chapel Hill, unlike Americans  at some other institutions of higher learning and elsewhere in the  country, followed world events closely. “Political discussion were hot  and heavy, very pro-Roosevelt, and sympathetic to England. In one  such discussion, some fraternity brothers and I decided we would  call the secretary of state to express our views. Mr. [Cordell] Hull   actually accepted our call.” (A highly unlikely possibility in post–  World War II eras.)
His bias in favor of the British led Smith to a Navy cockpit. “At  the end of my third year [1940–1941] a fraternity brother and I decided to help England by answering the call for naval aviation cadets.  After some difficulty in getting out of the Marine Corps (with the  help of my congressman) I found myself in flight class in Jacksonville, Florida. In February 1942, I received my wings of gold. I  was twenty years old.”
Jim Pearce, who grew up in Detroit, scented war. “I attended  General Motors Institute in Flint, Michigan, where I studied mechanical engineering. After two years at GMI, in the spring of 1941,  I sort of smelled a war coming and enlisted in the Navy’s V-2 program to become a naval aviator. The war in Europe was well under  way, and I saw no way the U.S. was going to stay out of it for long.”
Both the Navy (Marines included) and the Army benefited enormously when Congress passed the Aviation Cadet Act of 1935, with  appropriations targeted to radically expand the pool of reserve pilots for armed forces. This opened the avenue taken by Willard Eder.  Additional funds for this purpose were approved during the period  of 1936–1938. The Naval Reserve Act of June 1939 fixed the maximum number of reserve pilots at 6,000, who were enrolled in what  was designated the V-5 program. Whitey Feightner was among those   who entered through V-5. A second boost for aviation came from the  1938 Civilian Pilot Training Act, which would enlist 10,000 aviation-minded students at 460 colleges and provide ground and flight instruction to civilians. That was the avenue used by Jim Billo to get  his wings. Alex Vraciu—the son of immigrants from Romania, who  spent a year of his early schooling in the old country—while a student at DePauw University, Indiana, in 1940, his senior year entered  CPT. “My instructor was a naval reserve pilot. They were starting to  draft people and I had a low draft number and having CPT I declared myself for the navy.”
To support the influx of pilots and planes, the service added  schools for mechanics, radio technicians, ordnance experts, photographers, and parachute riggers. In February 1941, a program to  produce engineering officers opened shop, recruiting civilians as  commissioned specialists.
President Franklin D. Roosevelt had urged a crash growth of aviation. He had set a goal of 15,000 naval aircraft as of December 31,  1941. In June of that year there were only 3,600, and at the end of  the year, some three weeks after the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor,  the usable total added up to 5,000. The figure covered not only combat planes but also trainers, transports, and utility machines.
With Europe already at war and Japan extending its reach into  China, the tension between the United States and the Nipponese  during 1940–1941 created the need to hurry the preparations for a  conflict. Overseas American bases from the Philippines to Hawaii  saw rapid increases in manpower and the machines of war. Intelligence sources monitored movements of the Japanese fleet, and air  reconnaissance sought to pinpoint any shifts of significance. By December 1941, Patrol Wings 1 and 2, four squadrons of PBYs, operated out of Ford Island and Kaneohe on Oahu in the Hawaiian  Islands. Short of spare planes, spare engines, spare parts, qualified  men, and overhaul and repair facilities, they prowled the vast waters  surrounding the islands on a limited basis. Army aircraft provided  supplementary patrols, with a charter that covered up to twenty  miles offshore. Navy combat aircraft were attached to the carriers.  Responsibility for the implausible event of a raid on Hawaii lay with  land-based Army and Marine squadrons.
Military flying was always a young man’s game, and in 1941 the  flyers were naturally junior officers, not privy to the high-level geopolitical interplay of world leaders. Their sources of information were   largely the media of the day and scuttlebutt, the rumors inevitable  to the armed services. They were hardly unaware of international  tensions, but there was little sophistication to their understanding.  For all of the excitement and the romance, those with golden wings  played almost no role when the might of the Japanese crashed down  first on the fleet at anchor in Pearl Harbor and then on the Far Eastern outpost in the Philippines.
John J. Hyland, Jr., from the USNA Class of 1934, a pilot with  Patrol Squadron 26 stationed in Hawaii throughout 1940, said, “I  don’t recall any of the people seriously talking about a potential war  with Japan and actually sitting down and preparing for it. I don’t remember anyone ever studying a target folder or looking at the geography of Japan or talking about where their strengths were.”
Assigned in 1941 to the Philippines, Hyland noted, “There was  more of a sense of urgency in the Philippines because the Navy had  evacuated dependents. But we had a number of alerts and we all  thought it was crying wolf once too often. Right up to the day before  the war started, we were not convinced that anything was going to  come of it. At the officers’ club, the night before Pearl Harbor, I  made a little speech [saying] it was silly to imagine that Japan was  going to attack the United States. It simply didn’t make sense for a  country with their strength to attack a huge country like the U.S.”
Noel Gayler recalled, “The naval theory of the day was that of  the fleet in being. The decisive encounter was to be between the battle lines. The destroyers were ancillary to that. The aircraft were  very much ancillary to that. Even the very terminology—Aircraft  Scouting Force—relegated aircraft to scouting.” As a young fighter  pilot he had participated in the two successive simulated attacks on  Pearl Harbor. “We always came in from the south, rather than from  the northeast as the Japanese did. [His memory of the direction of  the mock attacks differs from that of Truman Hedding.] We almost  always achieved surprise, even though it was a scheduled exercise.  We almost had no difficulty penetrating to the ships, in spite of the  fact that the Army Air Force were, first with their Seversky P-36s  and then with their P-40s always there as a defending force. We  fighters would tangle with them. We’d go around in a Dagwood [aerial dogfight] with the Army Air people but in the meantime, the torpedo planes and the dive bombers would go about their business  beating up the ships.
“I thought that the higher command would see these things and  take appropriate action more or less automatically. It didn’t occur    to me that what seemed to me to be obvious would be obvious to  people with a different mind-set.
“I think that far more than either failures of intelligence or failures of awareness or the ins and outs of whether President Roosevelt did or did not want war with Japan, to me the 90 percent  explanation of how something like Pearl Harbor could happen devolved from the mind-set of the commanders, all of whom had been  brought up in the big-gun Navy, all of whom were identifying with  battleships and believed that they were the decisive instrument, all  of whom believed almost as a matter of faith that battleships were  essentially invulnerable to air attack.
“I don’t think any of them actually imagined that an air attack  could be more than a raid. That was the terminology—air raids. The  image of ‘raid’ suggests something that may be a nuisance, but that’s  it. I think it was that failure of imagination. When an officer has  spent his career mastering one technology and then becomes a very  senior person, he’d have to be a little bit more than human if he didn’t  have some reluctance to give away that and enter another technology that people vastly junior to him were the masters of.” Old sea  dogs, apparently, were of no different stripe than other ancients.
Whatever the talk that dominated the senior officers’ messes, according to Gayler, the discussions in his junior officers’ wardroom  showed an interest in politics and a conviction that war with Japan  was coming. David Richardson, with Fighting Squadron Five aboard  the Yorktown, said there was a sense of the imminence of war. However, he ruefully remembered, “We did not have great respect for the  Japanese, which was our mistake.”

TWO
WAR BEGINS
In the early hours of December 7, 1941, as the Japanese armada  steamed from the north, roughly the same course described by  Truman Hedding, to within 275 miles of Hawaii, few of those who  wore the wings of gold were on hand to greet the visitors. The carriers that housed the fighter units were busy elsewhere. The Saratoga,  with Fighting Squadron Three, was completing an overhaul in San  Diego. The Lexington had ferried a Marine scout-bomber squadron  to Midway and was 425 miles southeast of that outpost. The Enterprise , part of a thirteen-ship task force, had completed a mission of  delivering a Marine squadron to reinforce Wake Island.
On its return voyage, bad weather delayed by a day the refueling  of the Big E’s destroyer screen. When the morning of December 7  dawned, instead of being moored at Pearl Harbor, the carrier was  plowing through the water some 250 miles west. All hands anticipated liberty in Honolulu and the airmen expected to get an early  start. Pilots and crews from Scouting Six supplemented by a trio  from Bombing Six manned their eighteen SBDs at 6:15 A.M. and  revved their engines for a combat air patrol that would culminate in  a landing at the Ford Island base on Oahu. These SBDs were early  versions of the Dauntless. They lacked self-sealing fuel tanks and   armor to protect the cockpit. Their weaponry was a .30-caliber machine gun for the radioman or passenger in the rear and a pair of   either .30s or .50s forward. None of the planes carried bombs.
About 6:30 A.M., a lookout aboard the supply ship Antares spotted a small submarine barely a mile from Pearl Harbor. The  Antares  notified the nearby destroyer Ward, which quickly bore down on the  interloper. Meanwhile, Ensign William P. Tanner of VP-14 (part of  Patrol Wing 1), flying a PBY-5 on the routine morning surveillance  of the waters around the islands, saw the destroyer swiftly bearing  down upon the sub now in a dive. Tanner loosed a pair of smoke  bombs to pinpoint the undersea vessel’s location. When the Ward  opened fire with deck guns and followed up with depth charges,  Tanner, although uncertain whether the target was not American,  chimed in with his own depth bombs. His attack was the first from  the air by the Navy against the Japanese. Tanner radioed a description of the incident to his headquarters at the Kanoehe Naval Air  Station.
When Tanner’s message finally passed through channels to Commander Logan Ramsay, the CO for Patrol Wings 1 and 2, stationed  in the islands, he drew up a search plan. But without authorization  to set things in motion and dispatch his fleet of PBYs, Ramsay could  only wait for the upper echelons to react. Catalina flying boats lay  quietly at the moorings or in hangars and on the fields at Kanoehe  and Ford Island. On the Enterprise, Air Group Commander Howard L.  “Brigham” Young lifted off the deck at 6:18, and the last SBD rose into  the air at 6:29. At about 6:00 A.M., due north of Hawaii, the Japanese  fleet, which had closed to within 250 miles of Oahu, had dispatched  the first wave of the 181 Japanese planes.
The earliest of the marauders swooped down upon the ships,  parked Army and Marine planes, airfields, hangars, and barracks. At  Kaneohe, four PBYs, separated from one another by about 1,000  yards, rode at anchor in the bay. Service crews in launches were being ferried out to the Catalinas when the first wave swept over the  base. Machine guns sprayed the small craft in the water along with  the airplanes. Within seconds, flames engulfed the quartet of planes  and the four small boats were shattered. Dead and wounded lay in  the water while other men struggled to swim to shore.
Arthur W. Price, an aviation metalsmith assigned to VP-14, one  of the squadrons in Patrol Wing 1, said, “We had 36 airplanes at Kaneohe that morning, brand-new. Three were in the air. That left 33  at the base and we lost 33. We had two anchored in the bay that  were sunk, strafed, and the others were up in the hangar or on the  ramp. They were all burned, bombed.”
James Ogden, an enlisted man in 1928 who earned an appointment to the Naval Academy in 1929 and completed flight training in   1936, was with VP-23, stationed at Ford Island, just across the water from where the huge battleships were anchored. Ogden was in  the shower at the Bachelor Officers’ Quarters shortly before 8:00 A.M.  “In the shower I didn’t hear very much but when I got out, airplanes  were flying around and I thought the stupid doggone Army aviators  didn’t know enough to stay in bed on Sunday morning. There were  some loud noises and vibration on the island and I went to the window with a towel around me. A bunch of black smoke was coming  up from down near our hangars. They did have a trash dump there  and I said it was very, very peculiar to be burning stuff on Sunday  morning.
“I looked over towards Barbers Point and Ewa [site of the Marine airfield] and here was a TBD [U.S. Navy torpedo bomber]  steaming up. I said, ‘Good God, that guy’s going against the course  rules,’ because we were all supposed to steer out that way but not  come back that way. It kept coming, approaching Pearl City where  the Pan Am [Pan American World Airways] docks were and the  plane had a torpedo. Then he turned and headed right for me. He  dropped the torpedo and I was in a three-ring circus, watching that  torpedo track coming across. About the same time this guy ducked  up over the Utah [a battleship] and banked by my window about 50  feet away. I could practically see the configuration of his eyes.  [What] struck me was the great big round meatballs on each one of  those wings. I was surprised. I decided it wasn’t a TBD and I noticed  that the Utah had received its calling card.”
Ogden said that after he dressed, someone offered a ride to the  ramp. “When I got to the squadron hangar, there was obviously  much confusion. Most of our planes which were out in the open  were damaged or destroyed. There was one plane, which I assumed  had been in our undamaged hangar that was being prepared for  flight. Our skipper Massie Hughes showed up. With his pants over  his pajamas, he had dashed to wing headquarters for instruction.  There he had been given a search sector from a plan drawn up by  Logan Ramsay.
“Massie saw me and the plane ready to go and said, ‘Come on,  Jimmy, I’ve got this search sector so we’ll go out and look for them.  Pick yourself a crew.’ I was looking for another pilot and some   people to man the guns who could hit something. Fortunately, I was  the gunnery officer so didn’t have much trouble picking Swede  [Theodore S.] Thueson [then an enlisted flyer] for the third pilot and   bow gun position and a couple of sharpshooters for the waist gun  positions.
“Normally, the skipper [Massie] would have been at the controls  but for some reason protocol was bypassed and I made the takeoff  and landing, and most if not all of the flying that day. As soon as the  beaching gear was off, there was no thought of wind direction,  channel or warmup—the throttles went on full and we headed general toward Middle Loch. I did notice some heavy timbers that  caused me to do some juggling to avoid hitting them with my wingtip floats. It was not our regular channel but I could see far enough  ahead that I knew I could get off. I took off for Barbers Point at such  a level that if the tail gunner wanted to, he could have cut cane all  the way.”
It was roughly a half hour since the enemy had struck when Ogden got his ship off the ground. “There seemed to be a lull. I did not  see any fighters making their strafing runs. I assume they were  otherwise occupied. We were at the opposite side of Ford Island  from any torpedo planes or dive bombers. They wouldn’t have bothered with me anyway, because they had something else to shoot at.”
He dismissed any assertions that his had been the first Navy  plane to take off. “There were people taking off in anything [utility  planes, trainers] that was available. People were getting up in anything that they could throw a rock out of.” Indeed, there were tales  of men who flew noncombat aircraft, carrying a rifle as a means of  defense. Some of the big ships, such as the cruiser Northampton,  catapulted a pair of planes into the air. Ogden, following orders, flew  out to sea in a vain search to locate the enemy fleet. He came upon  the Enterprise, but he believed its crew recognized a PBY as a  friendly and thus took no action.
Like others with families in the islands, he admitted to an initial  high anxiety: “When you’re sitting out there and you have a Japanese maid at home and a young bride and a year-old child, you start  wondering what’s going on back there. Then you . . . wonder who’s  in charge back at Ford Island. Nobody tells you anything and then  you start wondering suppose we find this group. What then? I guess  [we’d] be able to get off the plain language dispatch before we get  shot down, but if we do, is anybody going to hear it? And if they hear  it, what in the hell can they do about it?
“I knew that the Enterprise was not in a position . . . to launch  even if we found out where [the enemy fleet] was. Even if we found   [them] they weren’t going to send any planes until they found out  where they were going to go. By that time they would be to hell and  gone, and so what? It gave you cause to think, ‘Why am I doing this  in the first place? Suppose I do what I’m supposed to do?’ But we  didn’t close our eyes. It [locating the Japanese] might have been a  historical thing but it could have been a personal catastrophe.” Ogden was absolutely correct. Had he found them, the condition of the  Hawaii-based aircraft and ships would have precluded any response.  And the Enterprise was not only too far away, but it would have been  overwhelmed by the superior Japanese forces.
Floyd Thorn, whose VP-44 was also stationed at Ford Island,  said he was sharing a room at the Moana Hotel with a young  woman when they heard a rumbling sound. “I knew it was bombing,  so we went down to the lobby to try to get back to the base. She had  to get back to the hospital. I started off with a bad taste in my mouth  when the cab driver wanted $100 to take me to the train. He saw the  business end of my .45 pistol. If I would have had the time I would  have marched him to the brig. But he took us to the train. We got on  a flatcar and rode to the [end]. She got off and headed for Hickam  Field, and I tried to get to Ford Island. But there were no boats—fire  everywhere and oil.
“We got into the water and started swimming [the distance was  about a quarter of a mile]. There were three of us from the  squadron. As the skipper said later, that made it collective stupidity.  But we were trying to get to our squadron office. Our planes were  burning. Our standing orders were that if anything started we were  to get to our squadron headquarters . . . to report for duty under any  circumstances. A chief saw us [in the water] and sent a motor  whaleboat to pick us up. We got to the island about the time the second pass came over, the tail end of it.”
While the planes burned, civilians from the families of some of  the Navy personnel tried to aid the wounded, who lay in rows on   the ground. A dozen pilots from VP-44 reached their Ford Island  headquarters, but with no aircraft to fly and the barracks destroyed,  they were all taken by launch and then railroad into Honolulu.  Thorn would again spend the night in the Moana Hotel.
A few Army fighters managed to get off the ground to engage the  enemy. But there was little air resistance to the attack. Meanwhile,  the SBDs from the Enterprise, having fanned out for their patrol, now  strung out in no particular formation, approached the islands. In  the rear cockpits of some of the planes, the radiomen picked up the   Honolulu broadcasts of popular music. Vice Admiral William F.  Halsey, Jr., commander of the task force and aboard the Enterprise,  was having breakfast with his flag secretary, Lieutenant H. Douglas  Moulton, when the telephone rang. Moulton answered it, then turned  to Halsey and said the staff duty officer had just received a message  informing him of an air raid on Pearl Harbor.
According to Robert J. Cressman and Michael Wenger in their  book  Stout Hearts and Steady Nerves, Halsey responded, “My God!  They’re shooting at our own planes. Get the word to Kimmel [Admiral Husband E., commander of the Pacific Fleet and stationed in  Hawaii].” Because of the requirement for radio silence from Halsey’s  task force, no signal had been sent to alert Hawaii to the arrival   of the aircraft from Scouting Six. Halsey’s confusion vanished moments later, when a second communication announced, “Air raid on  Pearl Harbor. This is no drill.”
Ignorant of what had occurred, the hapless flyers from the Enterprise  now blundered into the midst of the furious assault upon the  ships, planes, and airfields. At about 8:30, Commander Young, the  leader of the group, and his wingman, Ensign Perry Teaff, passed  over the Barbers Point landmark. Both noticed a group of planes  wheeling in a column over the Marine base at Ewa. The Americans  thought these must be Army fighters practicing maneuvers. The  Navy pilots avoided them and descended toward Ford Island. Even  more curious, puffs of black smoke from exploding antiaircraft  shells dappled the skies.
Suddenly, a single fighter veered off and took a run at Teaff. The  ensign figured an Army pilot wanted to play and obligingly offered  no evasive action. The Mitsubishi A6M2, the famed Zero, opened  fire with its 7.7-mm machine guns. At a range of only seventy-five  feet, the bullets ripped through the horizontal stabilizer and grazed  the wings and fuselage. Somehow, neither Teaff nor Radioman  Third Class Edgar Jinks was hit. As the now clearly identified foe returned for a second assault, Teaff, aware this was a genuine threat,  executed a sharp right turn. Meanwhile, Jinks unlimbered his .30-caliber machine gun and retaliated with a burst.
The Zero retreated but now focused on Young and his Dauntless.  The air group commander yanked his SBD into violent gyrations, attempting to escape the enemy. According to Strong Hearts and  Steady Nerves , Young yelled into the intercom to his passenger, Lieutenant Commander Bromfield B. Nichol, a staff officer carrying reports on the Wake Island situation, “For Christ’s sake, Brom, get the   gun out!” Unfortunately, Nichol had probably not worked with a  free gun in a rear cockpit during the fifteen years since he had won  his wings at Pensacola. For all of his frantic fumbling, he could not  get the .30-caliber operational. Young controlled the fixed forward  guns, but they were of no use against the quick-darting Zero.
Young and Teaff, believing they would never make it back to the  carrier, now desperately tried to touch down on the Ford Island  field. While they were momentarily free of their Japanese tormentors, they encountered a blistering barrage of antiaircraft fire from  friendly forces who regarded anything in the sky as malevolent.
Young vainly tried to dissuade the gunners with recognition signals but he endured tracers all the way across Oahu. Not until the  plane rolled to a stop at Ford Island did the firing cease. Nichols  later recalled, “[We] went through the damndest amount of antiaircraft fire . . . that I have ever seen.” Teaff, unable to land on his first  pass, slipped through a second withering round of ground fire and  joined his commander on the field. Both planes had been struck  several times.
Others from the early-morning combat patrol were not so fortunate. Marines at Ewa saw an American plane collide with one of  their Japanese tormentors. Flaming wreckage from both ships fell  to the ground. SBD pilot John Vogt and radioman Sid Pierce did not  survive the crash. Radios on the Enterprise  picked up fragments of  conversations. They heard a frantic message from the Dauntless piloted by Ensign Manny Gonzalez: “This is 6-B-3, an American plane.  Do not shoot.” Then followed an order to his radioman, Leonard  Kozelek: “Stand by to get out the rubber boat.” That was the final  transmission from Gonzalez. A later action report from the Japanese carrier Shokaku described an encounter between an enemy  two-seater and six Vals—dive-bombers—that blasted the American  plane. Gonzalez and Kozelek disappeared.
Lieutenant Clarence Dickinson, with his radioman, William  Miller, and their wingman, Ensign John McCarthy, with Mitchell  Cohn in the rear seat, like the ill-fated John Vogt, neared Ewa.  Miller, Dickinson’s rear-seat companion, was on the final lap of his  enlistment, and this would be his last flight before returning to the  States and discharge. He had remarked to Dickinson that he was the  only enlisted man in the squadron who had never suffered a water  landing. As Miller climbed into the plane, he said, “I hope you won’t  get me wet today, sir.”
When the pair sighted Ewa, Dickinson noticed splashes offshore,   probably incorrectly fused antiaircraft shells. Figuring these must  have been fired in error by a coast artillery unit, he remarked to  Miller, “Tomorrow, the Army will certainly catch hell for that.”
Indications of something askew increased. Smoke boiled up, all  but obscuring the Ewa field. A towering cloud stood above the harbor area known as “Battleship Row.” Black puffs of antiaircraft fire  triggered greater alarm. As a precaution, Dickinson and McCarthy  climbed to 4,000 feet. It was not nearly enough. Overhead, five Zeros, fighter cover for those working over Ewa and other installations,  pounced on the two Americans. A 3,000-foot dive could not shake  the pursuit. They poured bullets and shells into McCarthy’s SBD,  and it began to burn. Unable to shake them or recover, McCarthy  wrenched open the canopy and bailed out. The stricken plane, with  Mitchell Cohn wounded, dead, or unable to free himself from the rear  seat, hurtled to the ground. McCarthy landed in a tree. He broke his  leg climbing down.
The Japanese now savaged Dickinson’s plane. While radioman  Miller tried to deter them with his puny .30-caliber machine gun, the  enemy overwhelmed the Dauntless. Already wounded twice, his ammunition all gone, Miller screamed in agony as pilot Dickinson got  off a burst when an enemy ship crossed in front of him. Fire ate into  Dickinson’s left fuel tanks; control cables did not respond. As the  plane began to spin, Dickinson yelled for Miller to bail out. The pilot himself then tumbled from the cockpit. Dickinson reached the  ground safely, but his radioman perished.
A different but equally dismal experience befell Ensign Edward  Deacon as he and wingman Ensign Wilbur Roberts approached  Oahu around 8:20. With some astonishment, they viewed a flock   of some thirty green-painted planes only 100 feet above the sea.  Cressman and Wenger wrote that Roberts remarked on the dubious insignia, the red meatballs on the wings. He recalled thinking that it was stupid for the Army “to paint their planes like that   for war games—someone might take them for Japanese.” Although  they were only some 400 yards apart, the American and Japanese  flights acted as if this were routine, and both continued on their own  courses.
A few minutes later, Deacon and Roberts saw smoke rising from  Pearl Harbor as well as geysers erupting in the water. As they puzzled over the strange phenomena, Deacon’s radioman, Audrey Coslett, tried to raise the tower at Ford Island for landing instructions.  He heard a babble of voices that made no sense. But then Coslett   and Donald Jones, the backseat occupant for Roberts, both listened  to the ominous transmission from the doomed Manny Gonzalez.
In the two aircraft, the free guns were quickly mounted and  loaded while the fixed ones were charged. Seeing smoke from burning planes at Ewa and some twenty Japanese planes headed for  them, Deacon and Roberts changed their plans and flew toward the  big Army base, Hickam Field. The course carried them directly over  an Army post and the Fleet Machine Gun School, where triggertwitchy Marines and GIs brought to bear anything that would fire  on the two low-flying aircraft. A battery of the coast artillery eagerly  focused upon the Navy planes. The ground forces spewed metal and  lead from Browning automatic rifles, .30-caliber, bolt-action, single-shot Springfield ’03s, .50- and .30-caliber machine guns, 20-mm antiaircraft guns, and even three-inch shells.
To add to the peril, a pair of Zeros assayed a pass at Deacon,   but the friendlies on the ground inflicted the real damage. Bullets  ripped into Deacon’s plane, inflicting a serious wound in Coslett’s  shoulder and neck. Deacon’s left thigh was grazed; his parachute  straps were severed. The Dauntless lurched, then plunged toward  the water as the engine quit. Furious that his own side had brought  him down, Deacon controlled the crash well enough to make a  wheels-up landing in the shallows beside Hickam. He then bandaged the wounded radioman, broke out the raft, and assisted  Coslett into it. As the pilot paddled toward the shore, soldiers directed sporadic rounds his way, but fortunately they missed. Seeing  the white star insignia on the downed plane, an Army crash boat set  out toward them. But even as it took them aboard and headed for  the dock, troops on land fired at that craft before it finally reached  the safety of the shore.
Although gasoline was leaking from his left wing, Roberts set  down at Hickam with his seriously damaged Dauntless. However,  neither the pilot nor radioman Jones had been injured. The pair, in  fact, were able to repair their plane sufficiently for it to fly again.
Seven of the contingent that the Enterprise had launched that  morning escaped injury. Scouting Six’s executive, Lieutenant Wilmer  Earl Gallaher, had gathered a half-dozen SBDs and led them to  where they would be somewhat out of harm’s way. During a lull, he  tried to bring them in at Ewa, but after they touched down, the Marines asked them to leave, arguing that they would be strafed by the  next wave. Back in the air, three of the SBDs waded through the ack-ack at Ford Island and set down there. The other four elected to try  Ewa again, and this time they were given refuge, their planes rearmed and refueled.
Unlike Jim Ogden, Tom Moorer, a member of the Class of ’33  and assigned to VP-23, was scheduled to fly a routine patrol the  morning of December 7. “I was leaving home when I saw the Japanese planes. My co-pilot was with me. We rushed out as fast as we  could. We arrived while the first wave was striking Hickam Field  and Pearl Harbor. We managed to commandeer a boat and went immediately to the location of our squadron on Ford Island. We arrived  right in the middle of the activity that was laid on by the first wave.
“I had a grandstand view. I saw the torpedo attack on the battleships just a couple of hundred yards away. I saw both the Pennsylvania  and the Nevada get hit. The Cassan and the Downes, two  destroyers, were in drydock and I saw them get hit. I had a good view  of many Japanese planes falling. About the time the first wave was  through, the second wave arrived. At this time the defenses were  much better organized, particularly the gun crews on the battleships and cruisers and destroyers. There were many planes shot  down by the antiaircraft. It was so thick you could walk out on the  parking area and scoop shrapnel up with your hands. It was just like  snow around here, almost.
“[We felt] very helpless because we didn’t have any aircraft that  we could operate. Everyone wanted to retaliate. Our planes were out  on the parking area and many, or most of them, for that matter, were  shot up quite severely. Before they could take off,” said Moorer, “it  was mandatory that we make a very careful inspection to make certain that there was no damage to hydraulic lines or control wires,  things of that kind.” For most of the day, he busied himself with  helping repair planes.
“Finally when we reported that we had a couple of planes flyable, Admiral Kimmel felt that the most likely sector or area in  which we would find the Japanese was southwest [the enemy as it  retreated was to the north]. In other words they would be going  back to Kwajalein or Truk, somewhere like that.”
Moorer’s usual PBY happened to have been less damaged than  others, and the practice was to fly one’s own airplane. “It was an  eerie experience to take off because there was about half an inch of  fuel oil on the water from those battleships which had been struck  with torpedoes and were still burning and smoking as we went by,   trying to get flying speed with all these ships just off the wing tips. It  was difficult [because] as soon as we hit a wave generated by the  boats—there were hundreds of boats going back and forth with the  wounded—oil splashed up on the windshield and I never did see  anything until I was well clear of the island. It was a 100 percent instrument takeoff.
“I headed right for the hills and had to make a 180 degree turn  and go out to sea. We managed to get some gasoline and get out and  clean off the windshields on the outside. You couldn’t do that with  modern airplanes because you’d be going too fast. But in those days  you could stand up in the slipstream of those machines and get  away with it.” Moorer completed his flight, an eighteen-hour patrol,  without incident but also without finding the Japanese fleet.
According to Jim Ogden, he spent in the neighborhood of twelve  hours prowling the skies while searching for the enemy. During this  period he heard not a word over his radio. “We came back around  8:30 in the evening. It was black as the inside of a cow. When we got  to Barbers Point, it was raining
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