RECORDS UPDATE

J06ch BOME GROUT ASSOCTATION

[Please complete as much of thils ferm as you wish to, fold and mail as
per address on reverse side. Or, if obtained at & veunion, hand to
Rusa Strong)

LAST NAME: Consclmagno FIRST NAME: Joseph TITLE;
STREET ADDRESS: 751 Carla Dr TELEPHONE: (A13) 474 2986
CITY:Englewood STATE: PL ZIP: 34223

DATE JOTKED 306th ASSOCTATION:
BEEUNICHS ATTENDED: (Years) 85, BG6, 87

WIFE'S WaME: Patricia

LAST EMPLOYHENT: Director Mews Relations; Chryaler Corp (1975)

COLLEGE(S) ATTENDED: Tufte U DEGREE(S): AB DATE: 1939

SERIAL {f: 0724020 SQDN: 387 MOS: &

DATE ARR: BEZEFXEEE 7/42 CREW: Bierleffi/Stevart/McKee/Buckey/Fischer
Tunnell :

DATE DEPARTED: 4 /5 /473 HIGHEST RANK IN 306th: ., [

SERVICE RETIREMENT DATE: 1/6/45 RANK or GRADE:lst Lt

DECORATIONS WITH 306TH:
TOF SERVICE ASSTGHMENT AFTER 306TH:

SPECIAL ASSIGNMENTS WITH 306TH:

QUESTIONNATRE
CATERPILLAR CLUE = IRVIMG CHUTE COMPANY

MAME: Jogeph E Consolmagno

COMBAT JUMP DATE & MISSION: April 5, 1943 -Antwerp
HEIGHT WHEN BAILED OUT: 20,000

ANT FROBLEMS WITH PARACHUTE: No

306th Bombardment Group. SOD¥: 367kh



Russell A. Strong
2041 Hillsdale
Kalamazoo, M| 49007



A HISTORY OF THE 306th BOMBARDMENT GROUP - EIGHTH AIR FORCE
Russell A, Strong, Rt. 1, Scotch Meadows Dr. Laurinburg, NC 28352

-+ Name = dJoseph E Consolmagno

Address 890 North Lakeshore - Port Sanilac - Mich 48469

felephone (313) 622 8559 _ pate__ November 22 1976
L _ S e - former public relations director
Occupation Betire& ‘ “,-:Employer , P

) Lnﬁ?ﬁIér Corporation

" Address ‘___4:>,-~ A < TA.H@TéLephoneiv

Service Record

Before 301n1ng the’ 306th

"301st  April/May 1942 o
May/June 1942, . detached service to Hawaii for patrols
during and. following Battle of Midway s

After leavil th 306th eF” f'.“ - . .
er leaving the T o Stalag VIIA

POW April 5, 1943 - April 29, 1945 (bulag Luft-Stalag Luft III-/

' T Detached service, AF Stat, Control School, Harvard Bus. "School

s

July 1945 to terminal leave, Sept. 1945
306th Record:

Arrival Date July 1942 Squadron or other unit 367
MOS Navigator Combat Status
Eight

Missions Completed

Oct '42 to 1st Lt

Promotions

Decorationsj&ﬁME&plcs__pFC__olcs__SS__DSM__pSC__MH__SM

__PH__Battle Stars other

(OVER)



Other personal data:

Description of Air Missions:
(What wexre the highlights of your combat career? What was your
role? What heroics did you witness? What events were there of
which you have special knowledge?)

Flew missions with pilots Stewart, Buckey, Tunnell, McKee, Fischer

Original pilot was 1st Lt Arthur L Birleffi at 301st, Hawaii,
and Wendover. He was probably among the first casualties of
306th - July 1942 at Wendover - checking out other pilots

on: hight landings ‘when plane crashed on salt-flats- later

. Wword = unconfirmed - was that plane had been sabotaged and

- arrests had been made --- Henry Terry, also of301lst and 306th
and a close friend of Biff's may have more details.

Most of the flying officers of the 306th wound up at

Stalag Luft III. I made a return trip in May of this year

with 17 other former inmates - and did an article about it

which will appear in a future issue of the American Legion
Magazine. The first three -réws on the attached contact sheet
are from that visit. I'1l be happy to loan you the negatives

for any you can use --the building is a POW museum built on

the site of the camp - Photo #3, Row #3 is Major General Spivy

at the monument to the 50 RAF flyers killed after the Great Escape

Some 306ers were involved in the .digging and support activities

--Quentin Burgett and Bob Hermann, among them, I believe -- but

* tunnel was broken after “Americans had been moved to another
compound a d ¢

Add additional pages, if necessary



Fort Sanilac, NI
Joe Consolmasno fiddiass B90 N. Lakeshore LaL4Ag

Hame
Telephone 613) 622 8559
RS - Cipanch
MISSING AIRCRAFT REPORT oan ot fo | L E’}";' L "'""”‘5'3- C 5, )
Pilot Clarence Fisher  «#") LYl Abner

Plane # and Name

Engine planf - Antwerp
Mission Date ADPril 5 1943 Target

Cause of loss: AR fire * Fighter attack * Other, explain

Describe conditions in the plane as completely as you can:

Flak from emplacements at Ghent hit plane on w into tareet
knocking it out of formation. Fighters swarmsgy in, made %hrée or
four passes, causing damase on each paess. With engine fires out
of control, order was given to abandon plane --- all of crew
balled out safely, plane exploded bhafore hitting ground

How and where did you leave plahe? Bailed out about five mim miles w
agt
of Antwerp, drifted into city --- saw first group s drop bombs

while still in chute and format
Zuider Zee rmations leaving continent over the

What happened when you got on the ground? Drifted into a vard i&m at a facto
axfcf a guard had a gun at my head before I could get chute ﬂffu.hﬁﬂﬁ
driven from factory to local airfield stopped at a school where
injured Belgian kids were beins carried out - a Exaxy stray bomb

Did yw‘itm}}hﬁf sehpcdreqrmymfby - I stopped feeli like a hero an
can't Hﬁeil much enthusiasm for aerial bombing tggbhis day. ¢
~-Whole crew was picked up and held at airfield, inecluding pilot
Fischer who Was free for jJust long enoush to get 11::t.n ui?ilianpqlﬂthes
How were you treated, if captured? given by a civilian who immediately fled,

All in a matter of just a few minutes,

Aside from threats by first Gestapoc questioners which were not carried

out - as per earlier briefincs - Ge
to Geneva conventicn, i Tmans seemed to be trying to live up

Any additional details, reminiscences, letters, or documents of these events would be ap-
preciated. If you do send such materials, 1 will copy them and put them back in the mai

to you within 24 hours.

Do vou know the ore=ent. or WW I1. addrecese of anv 6F valir crew oar Aather INEHH nereanna] ?



By JOE CONSOLMAGNO

FTRHERE NEVER WAS a Fourth of
,& July quite like that ome in
1944—speeches befitting a Presi-
dential election year; a parade; a

band concert; an all-star game;
swimming races and track events; a
earnival midway. ’

But the American flag was no-
where in sight; there were no fire-
works; there were no women oOr
children; no oldsters. The only on-

lookers watched over gun sights and

through barbed wire.

It was the South Compound of
Siaag Luft III, a prisoner of war
-~ at Sagan, deep in the heart of
~uz. Germany. The celebrators were
dow.ied American airmen, ‘“krie-
gies,”—a Yank contraction of the
German word for war prisoner,
kriegsgefangene. Six-hundred miles

-,

to the west, the Allied invasion of -

Europe was not yet a month old. To
the east, the nearest Russian salient
was 400 miles distant. They were in
the eye of the hurricane, dead center
in the sturm und drang of World
War II in Europe.

A year earlier, there were only
250 American prisoners at Sagan,
but by 1944 their numbers were
swollen to nearly 2,000, as great air
battles raged over Europe.

Life at Stalag Luft III was not

PR '
ST ool e wimaed P
risoners greet liberators at camp near

as hard as it might have been—
Korea and Vietnam demonstrated
that. Most Germans lived up to the
Geneva Convention. They permitted
mail and personal parcels from home
and Red Cross food packages. Ath-
letic equipment, books, records and
musical instruments came from
neutral Switzerland under auspices
of the Red Cross and the YMCA.
Kriegies were allowed programs

in theater, sports and education..

Chicago TV personality Ray Rahner
and New York radio personage Ted
Brown were products of the kriegie
theater. Nicholas Katzenbach, U. S.
Attorney General in the Johnson
Administration, was a student in the
educational program.

Still iife at Stalag Luft III was
not a “Hogan’s Heroes” comedy.
There were no Colonel Klinks or
Sergeant Schultzes in the Stalag
Archipelago. Remember that Buchen-
wald, Dachau and Auschwitz were
also in that chain. Six weeks prior
to July 4, 1944, some 50 of 80 RAF
prisoners who had successfully tun-
neled out of the North Compound
were recaptured and executed. Late
in 1944, as the Third Reich began
to crumble, there was serious talk
of executing all captured airmen.

Horrors were shoved aside as the
Americans at Stalag Luft III ob-
served their nation’s 168th birthday.
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Ffankfurt in 1945

Individual messes—units of up to 12
men occupying a single room—cut
back on meager rations for weeks
ahead to set aside something extra
for one grand kriegie bash. Some
sacrificed all of their precious sygar
and raisins to a fermenting pot.of
stalag brew that offered brief' eu-
phoria in exchange for a long period
of nausea.

A skilled kriegie chef could do
wonders with Red Cross subsistence
issue—one can a week of corned
beef and Spam per man, some
crackers, powdered milk and concen-
trated chocolate bars. They produced
sauces and meat loaves, patties, pud-
dings and pies devised from little
more than imagination and stubboira

~N

will. One kriegie cook, Ralph “iGud"&"

Gaston, went into the gourme: food
business after the war, with a res-
taurant in Los Angeles. At Sagan
he had an added secret ingredient:
hunger.

The menu was only one of the
delights that Fourth of July. A
concrete-lined reservoir built for fire
protection served as a pool for
swimming races. Track events were
held on a path worn around the in-
side perimeter of the compound
where kriegies trudged daily for ex-
ercise or privacy. It skirted a low
wooden rail that kept the prisoners

‘away from the high double fence of

]
™~



barbed wire that enclosed the camp.

The track was the scene of a mag-
nificent hustle perpetrated by Wil-
liam C. Runner of Bridgeton, N.J,,
a jazz musician nicknamed Dusty.
Matters military meant very little to
Dusty. In England a year earlier, he
had a uniform tailored as a zoot
suit—trousers extremely full at’the
knees and pegged at the ankles,
blouse padded at the shoulders and
pinched at the waist, with its length
extended beyond the finger tips. Un-
til official wrath intervened, Dusty
was the only officer in the Army Alr
Force uniformed “with the reet pleat
and the drape shape.” _

He also was a superb athlete. In
high school and college he had com-
peted in track, cross-country and
swimming. Years of training on the
trumpet had given him a powerful
breathing apparatus. At Sagan, this
side of Dusty was known only to his
messmates. Starting with a seem-
ingly rash brag, Dusty permitted
himself to be goaded into accepting
a challenge to complete a three-mile
run around the perimeter in less
than 18 minutes. Once the bait was
taken, Dusty and his messmates
pledged their entire food allotments
in bets at heavy odds.

Dusty played the character to the
hilt, right through the first two laps.
But even as he staggered and
clowned to the jeers and jokes of the
unwary bettors, he had a careful ear
cocked for the time called out by
his messmates. On the last lap he
opened up his kick, suddenly con-
suming distance with the long,
powerful strides of a trackman.
Jeers turned to groans and even
shouts of outrage. Long before he
broke the tape, the sheep knew they
had been fleeced. Yet his finish, well
under the 18-minute limit, was
greeted with cheers from winners
and losers alike. As P, T. Barnum
observed, Americans love to be bam-
boozled—provided it's done with
style. And Dusty Runner had style.

His prime interest at Sagan was
his job as. leader of the camp
band, an aggregation of professional
musicians-turned-fliers who could
hold their own on any bandstand.
Dusty himself was a top-notch in-
strumentalist and an all-around en-
tartainer. His talents were lost with
his untimely death at war's end.

_The most popular athletic event of
the Fourth was the all-star softbali
game. Bill Crowley, later to become
director of public relations for the
Boston Red Sox, was catcher for the
losing team. The one-run loss still
rankles. His star pitcher was lured
away from his barracks team by a
bonus in D-bars. e
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“There was no reserve clause in
the South Compound,” Crowley re-
calls ruefully.

Dedicated camp politicians devoted
their holiday to seeking votes for
the upcoming election of a kriegie
congress that was timed to coincide
with the national election that pitted
Thomas E. Dewey against Franklin
Roosevelt. When organized later that
summer, the congress debated poli-
tical issues under the chairmanship
of Emmett Dedmon, who was to be-
come executive editer of the Chicago
Sun-Times. One action of the kriegie
congress was surprising. It defeated
a resolution favoring a peacetime
draft.

Politicking, however, was only a
diversion on the kriegie Fourth.
Holiday games of chance were more
popular. Variations of roulette were
set up, along with an endless variety
of card games. There was a dice
table and a rat race featuring real
rodents.

There was no official currency in
the camp. The pay of prisoners of
war,. designated by the Geneva Con-
vention to be borne by the holding
power, was merely a bookkeeping
entry in a master aceount. Cigar:
ettes were the medium of exchange
and chocolate bars were the bullion.

Throughout that Fourth of July
there was a great exchange of
wealth at the gaming tables. But the
majority of the newly-rich soon set-
tled back into their usual economic -
niche.

Social scientists might ponder the
phenomenon. All kriegies entered the
insulated society of Stalag Luft III
with no more material wealth than
the clothes on their backs. Screened
originally by rigid Air Force en-
trance requirements, all had about
the same level of education and all
were in the same age group. In the
camp, all were allotted equal living
quarters and the same rations of
food and clothing. All received ap-
proximately the same parcels from
home. Most were about in the same
physical condition. Yet in a short
time some emerged rich in kriegie
possessions and comforts. There was
a middle economic class. And there
were the poor. The distinctions were
subtle and the wealth was relative,
but both were real. ‘

(They were wiped out in January
1945 when the camp was evacuated
in the shadow of a Russian advance.
Individual wealth was reduced to
what a man could carry on his back
during a week’s forced march. Yet
before the war in Europe was over
three months later, the economic
classes reappeared at Stalag VIIA,
near Munich, with substantially.the
RIYPLITY e P S B
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same members in the rich, middle
and poor classes.)

But sociological implications were :
of no concern that Fourth in 1944.

Over the wire in the North Com-
pound, RAF prisoners out for an
early turn on their perimeter paused
to watch and encourage the parade

- as it grew steadily with recruits

from each barracks. .

“Have a care!” called one English
officer. “The ruddy British are com-
ing!”

“The soanér the better!” waa the
reply.

Evening roll call was a sharp con-

-trast. Somehow every kriegie had

managed a fresh shave and clean,
pressed khakis. With Dusty Runner
leading the band, they marched out
in dress parade precision rare for
airmen. In the spirit of the occasion,
the Germans made no count, a once-
in-a-wartime omission.

A band concert followed dismissal
of the formation, featuring arrange- *
ments of the great swing bands.
RAF kriegies gathered on their side
of the wire to share the Fourth of
July congert. They had a special
friendship for the band. Once, re-
turning under guard from a rare
concert appearance at another
American compound, the band had
halted outside the North Compound.
and interrupted an RAF appell with
“God Save the King.” As a man, the
RAF prisoners turned to face the
music, standing at rigid attention
until the last note was sounded.

A verboten national symbol, the
American flag was nowhere in sight
on the kriegie Fourth. But it was
there, smuggled into the camp and
in the custody of one Lt. Fred
Gillogly, who today is a Chevrolet
dealer in Buffalo, N. Y. When the
tanks of the 14th Armored Division
rolled into Stalag VIIA to liberate
the kriegies on April 29, 1945, the
flag was there to greet them, flying
proudly over a barracks.

Following the evening concert on
the kriegie Fourth, the band broke
up into small combos to play at the
various parties that continued in
each barracks until lock-up. At
lights-out, Dusty’s trumpet had the
last say, sounding taps over the
silenced camp in tones of clear mili-
tary brass, tinged with a muddy
hint of the blues. The call echoed
and re-echoed and as the last notes
faded into the night a kriegie might
have imagined the faint rumble of
drums rolling taps all:the way back
to Valley Forge.

The more prosaic, however, said it
was ‘merely ‘the RAF paying a call
on Berlin. ‘- - o **  END
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N’mm Anterionn Flying Port-
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shobr 5250,000 pinne will 11¥ aguinat
Mitler sgadn becpuse, in one split
pocorsd, mo skert Briblsh Splillre
pilal mprovised A oadr slgn lans
glngn.

Byt for Fllght Lieutenant &, T,
JAndeews, fighter pitat af the Royal
AP PTarcs, the Flying Fosicess
watld hava crashed n the rough
English Chennel and these men
i its erew might not have been
hoge foday to Lol he story:
Llemternnnt James i, Stewart,
3. w¢gl ‘s gen from Mar=
rawhany, K., the pllot

iLdsuteoant William W, Digkey,
i, of Deverly, biass, o fordes
acoutmaster; co-pilot;

Lkul:-unt Josaph B Constls

a4, of Boston, & Tarmor
nuwmpmrmr-n. s -

Licttenanl James A. Croamer,
3_1:1. ol l.md.l'r.iﬂn Xy. bnmhu..

oF;

Sepgeant . I Limpn =, af
Sioux Clgy, s, radla up-aumn

EENTET

Sprpennl - Charbes J. Merrys
winthar, 22, of Sanfard, Fla., top
turoet gutiner;

Bergennt Raymand G, Schmeyer,
4. ol Fnst Greenvilie, Po., ball*
iurzel gunner;

Sargeant Thomas E blcMillan,
23, af Steubenvilke, O, Whist gun-
T, Rl

Serpeadd ook M. ‘n"hu:'l!r 1, of
Bluserges, Okls., (all gunner.
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hills, I8 hed dropped &3 aboub
128340 feot.
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Yow Rill; he sibd, and ")ual as he
paaghied tho erest of the hill Lo
“ﬁlﬂ:‘ his wings again nnd
deapped hila lannlng gearc to show
ma there wis o fizld bolow," |

The' atriggling boenber Just |
clenred ilie Wl and rodled oot s |-
runwoy diregtly in fronton o fiesd |
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befoce, Tha erew aprecd that their
olene  prooably  oould nob have
flowei 2hptler 1) varns,

Behnsoyer moceTed Ba anky in-
Jury. He had been cold on the way
ta Prance and had turned on the
henting sppoftiue ino ks clecirio
fiving sult, In e Opht and e
repurn home he Nad neglesied to
shut 1 off sod, wes alghidy




Actually, we had had a rehearsal for this rescue five weeks earlier,
when we crossed the Atlantic with the 306th, It had been a
stormy crossing and we lost a couple of planes - and one crew -
I believe. As we crossed the Irish coast, I tuned the RDF to
Prestwick radio and dozed off, A short time later, Stewart called
down that he wasn't happy with our direction.. it turned out y later,
that the beam we were following was coming from Brest., As we stooged
about with our last whisps of gas while I tried to gather my wits
and make sense out of the unfamiliar British maps, a twin-engine
BAF plane swooped in front of us, waggled his wings, then peeled
off.

On the second pass, Stew called down - "What the hell's that
guy doing?"

"I think he wants us to follow him," I guessed.

He d4id, and led us into a field on the Isle of Man.

So, we only had to be signalled once, over the Channel when
we were ready to ditch. We all knew what he meant. By this time
we were on the deck, and when the Spit lowered his wheels over a rise
on the coast - beyond which we couldn't see - we surmised the strip
was there, Forﬁﬂately it was, because we never could have gotten

around for a second try.

J. E. Consolmagno
890 North Lakeshore
Port Sanilac, Ml 48469
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PO Fonvth of Fuly

By JOE CONSOLMAGNO

HERE MEVER Was a Fourth of

July quite like that ome In
1844 —epeeches befitting a Presi-
dential election wear: a parade; a
band concert; anm  all-star game;
swimming races and track evenis; a
carnival midway,

But the American fag was no-
where In sight: there were no fire-
works; there were no wWomen of
children: no oldsters. The only on-
lookers watched over gun =ights and
through barbed wire,

It was the South Compound of
Stalag Luft IIT, a prisoner of war
camp at Sagan, deep in the heart of
Nazi Germany, The celebrators were
downed Americen airmen, “krie-
gles,"—a Yank contraction of the
German word for war prisoner,
kriegagefangene, Six-hundred miles
to the west, the Allied invasion of
Europe was not vet a month old. To
the east, the nearest RHussian salient
was 400 miles distant. They were in
the eve of the hurricane, dead center
in the sturm und drorg of World
War IT in Europe.

A wvear earlier, there were only
250 American prisoners at Sagan,
but by 1944 thelr numbers were
swollen to nearly 2,000, as great air
battles raged over Europe,

Life at Stalag Luft IIT was not

a3 hard az it might have been—
Korea and Vietnam demonstrated
that, Most Germans lived up to the
Geneva Conventlon, They permitted
mail and personal parcels from komse
and Hed Cross food packages. Athe
letic equipment, books, records and
musical  instruments came from
neutral Switzerland under suspices
of the Red Cross and the YMCA

Kriegies were allowed programs
In theater, sports and educatlon.
Chicago TV personglity Ray Rahner
and MNew York radio personage Ted
Brown were products of the kriegie
theater. Nicholas Katzenbach, U. 5
Attorney General in the Johnson
Administration, was a student in the
educational program.

Still life at Stalag Lufc TIT was
not B "Hogan's Heroes" comedy.
There were ng Oolonel Klinks or
Sergeant Schultzes in the Stalag
Archipelags, Remember that Buchen-
wald, Dachay and Auschwitz wera
also in that chain. Six weeks prior
to July 4, 1944 some 50 of 80 RAF
prisoners who had successfully tun-
neled out of the North Compound
were recaptured and executed. Late
in 1944, as the Third Reich began
to crumble, thers was serious talk
of executing all captured alrmen.

Horrors were shoved aside as the
Americans at Stalag Luft TIT ob-
sarved their nation's 16Bth birthday,
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Individual messas—units of up to 12
men aotupying a single room—cut
back on meeager rations for weeks
ahead to set aside something extra
for one grand krlegle hash., Some
sacrificed all of their precious sugar
and raising tn a fermenting pot of
stalag brew that offered brief eu-
phoria in exchange for a long period
of nauses.

A skilled kriegle chef could do
wonders with Red Cross subsistence
issue—one can a week of corned
beef and Spam per men, some
crackers, powdered millls and concen-
trated chocolate bars. They produced
eauceg and meat loaves, patbes, pud-
dings and  pies devised from little
more than imagination and stubborn
will, One kriegie cook, Ralph "Bud"”
Gaston, went intg the gourmst food
business after the war, with a res-
taurant in Los Angeles. At Sagen
he had an added secret ingredient:
hunger.

The menu was only one of the
delights that Fourth of July, A
concrete-lined reservoir built for fire
protection served as @ pool for
swimming races. Track eventis wers
held on a path worn around the in-
gside perimeter of the compound
where kriegies trudged daily for ex-
ercise or privecy, It skirted a low
wooden rail that kept the prisoners
away from the high dogble fence of
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barbed wire that enclosed the camp.

The track was the scene of a mag-
nificent hustle perpetrated by Wil-
liam C. Runner of Bridgeton, N.J.,
a jazz musician nicknamed Dusty.
Matters military meant very little to
Dusty. In England a year earlier, he
had a uniform tailored as a zoot
suit—trousers extremely full at the
_knees and pegged at the ankles,
blouse padded at the shoulders and
pinched at the waist, with its length
extended beyond the finger tips. Un-
til official wrath intervened, Dusty
was the only officer in the Army Air
Force uniformed “with the reet pleat
and the drape shape.”

He also was a superb athlete. In
high school and college he had com-

peted in track, cross-country and

swimming. Years of training on the
trumpet had given him a powerful
breathing apparatus. At Sagan, this
side of Dusty was known only to his
messmates. Starting with a seem-
ingly rash brag, Dusty permitted
himself to be goaded into accepting
a challenge t6 complete a three-mile
run around the perimeter in less
than 18 minutes. Once the bait was
taken, Dusty and his messmates
pledged their entire food allotments
in bets at heavy odds.

Dusty played the character to the
hilt, right through the first two laps.
But even as he staggered and
clowned to the jeers and jokes of the
unwary bettors, he had a careful ear
cocked for the time called out by
his messmates. On the last lap he
opened up his kick, suddenly con-
suming distance with the long,
powerful strides of a trackman.
Jeers turned to groans and even
shouts of outrage. Long before he
broke the tape, the sheep knew they
had been fleeced. Yet his finish, well
under the 18-minute limit, was
greeted with cheers from winners
and losers alike. As P. T. Barnum
observed, Americans love to be bam-
boozled—provided it's done with
style. And Dusty Runner had style.

His prime interest at Sagan was
his job as leader of the camp
band, an aggregation of professional
musicians-turned-fliers who could
hold their own on any bandstand.
Dusty himself was a top-notch in-
strumentalist and an all-around en-
.tertainer. His talents were lost with
his untimely death at war’s end.

The most popular athletic event of
the Fourth was the all-star softball
game. Bill Crowley, later to become
director of public relations for the
Boston Red Sox, was catcher for the
losing team. The one-run loss ‘still
rankles. His star pitcher was lured
away from his barracks team by a
bonus in D-bars.

‘“There was no reserve clause in
the South Compound,” Crowley re-
calls ruefully.

Dedicated camp politicians devoted
their holiday to seeking votes for
the upcoming election of a kriegie
congress that was timed to coincide
with the national election that pitted
Thomas E. Dewey against Franklin
Roosevelt. When organized later that
summer, the congress debated poli-
tical issues under the chairmanship
of Emmett Dedmon, who was to be-
come executive editor of the Chicago
Sun-Times. One action of the kriegie
congress was surprising. It defeated
a resolution favoring a peacetime
draft.

Politicking, however, was only a
diversion on the kriegie Fourth.
Holiday games of chance were more
popular. Variations of roulette were
set up, along with an endless variety
of card games. There was a dice

table and a rat race featuring real

rodents.

There was no official currency in
the camp. The pay of prisoners of
war, designated by the Geneva Con-
vention to be borne by the holding
power, was merely a bookkeeping
entry in a master account. Cigar-
ettes were the medium of exchange
and chocolate bars were the bullion.

Throughout that Fourth of July
there was a great exchange of
wealth at the gaming tables. But the
majority of the newly-rich soon set-
tled back into their usual economic
niche.

Social scientists might ponder the
phenomenon. All kriegies entered the
insulated society of Stalag Luft IIT
with no more material wealth than
the clothes on their backs. Screened
originally by rigid Air Force en-
trance requirements, all had about
the same level of education and all
were in the same age group. In the
camp, all were allotted equal living
quarters and the same rations of

_food and clothing. All received ap-

proximately the same parcels from
home. Most were about in the same
physical condition. Yet in a short
time some emerged rich in kriegie
possessions and comforts. There was
a middle economic class. And there
were the poor. The distinctions were
subtle and the wealth was relative,
but both were real.

(They were wiped out in January
1945 when the camp was evacuated
in the shadow of a Russian advance.
Individual wealth was reduced to
what a man could carry on his back
during a week’s forced march. Yet
before the war in Europe was over
three months later, the economic
classes reappeared at Stalag VIIA,
near Munich, with substantially the

same members in the rich, middle
and poor classes.)

But sociological implications were

of no concern that Fourth in 1944.
Over the wire in the North Com-
pound, RAF prisoners out for an
early turn on their perimeter paused
to watch and encourage the parade

“as it grew steadily with recruits

from each barracks.

“Have a care!” called one English
officer. “The ruddy British are com-
ing!”

“The sooner the better!” was the
reply.

Evening roll call was a sharp con-
trast. Somehow every kriegie had
managed a fresh shave and clean,
pressed khakis. With Dusty Runner
leading the band, they marched out
in dress parade precision rare for
airmen. In the spirit of the occasion,
the Germans made no count, a once-
in-a-wartime omission.

A band concert followed dismissal
of the formation, featuring arrange-
ments of the great swing bands.
RAF kriegies gathered on their side
of the wire to share the Fourth of
July concert. They had a special
friendship for the band. Once, re-
turning under guard from a rare
concert appearance at another
American compound, the band had
halted outside the North Compound
and interrupted an RAF appell with
“God Save the King.” As a man, the
RAF prisoners turned to face the
music, standing at rigid attention
until the last note was .sounded.

A verboten national symbol, the
American flag was nowhere in sight
on the kriegie Fourth. But it was
there, smuggled into the camp and
in the custody of one Lt. Fred
Gillogly, who today is a Chevrolet
dealer in Buffalo, N. Y. When the
tanks of the 14th Armored Division
rolled into Stalag VIIA to liberate
the kriegies on April 29, 1945, the
flag was there to greet them, flying
proudly over a barracks.

Following the evening concert on
the kriegie Fourth, the band broke
up into small combos to play at the
various parties that continued in
each barracks until lock-up. At
lights-out, Dusty’s trumpet had the
last say, sounding taps over the
silenced camp in tones of clear mili-
tary brass, tinged with a muddy
hint of the blues. The call echoed
and re-echoed and as the last notes
faded into the night a kriegie might
have imagined the faint rumble of
drums rolling taps all the way back
to Valley Forge.

The more prosaic, however, said it
was merely the RAF paying a call
on Berlin. END
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By JOE CONSOLMAGNO

T FRANKFURT am Main, modern
A apartment bulldings have oblit-
erated the prisoner of war reception
center that was Dulag Luft. At
Segan, in former German tervitory
ceded to Poland, a stark menument
and POW museum memorialize Sta-
lag Luft III. At Moosburg, near
Munich, Stelag VIIA barracks are
now homes and shops in a lower
middle-class neighborhood,

It was all so strange to 18 ex-
kriegies—former POW's—who made
g pilgrimage owver the Stalag route
traveled by thousands of Allied air-
men shot down over the European-
Morth African theater and taken
prisoner during World War IL

I was navigator on a B-17 Flying
Fortress that went down April 5,
1843, over Aniwerp,

Cur former POW proup flew io
Warsaw, where a personable young
man from Orbiz, the Polish natlonal
tourist agency, greeted us. Orbis Is
the Polish counterpart to the better
known Soviet Intourist organization
that guides and watches over visitors
to the USSH. He was to stay with

Palish girl scouts stand at attention a& POW museum-manumant at Sagan

gur group until we left the country
five days later at the East German
border. We were alio met by our
American tour guide and organizer,
Mrzs, Wanda Rudzinski of Mineola,
HM.YX., a childhood war refuges Irom
Paland.

That night in Warsaw, some 40 of
us—ex-POWE, wives and friends—
held a repcquaintance dinner at the
Forum Hotel, s modern, western
type of operation,

Maj, Gen. Delmar Spivey, TTSAF,
Ret., who as a colonel had been
zenior American officer at the West
Compound of Stalag Luft I, clearad
up o mystery that had puzzled us
since the surmmer af "44 when an Air
Force brigadier general suddenly
turtved up as a prisoner In our camp.

We heard that prior to our entry
inte the war he had been alr attaché
in Berlinn We also heard that the
plane from which he parachuted had
returned safely to England, We were
convinced he had been dropped to
deal in a political peace settlement.

Mot =0, zaid Spivey. The brigadier
had merely been out sesking points
toward an Alr Medal, a common
pastime among headguarters hrazs,
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particularly when the risks seemed
not too great, His plane was hit, the
pllat jettizoned punners and passens
ger, then headed for England with
hiz lightened load.

Memories of World War IT are still
very much alive in Warsaw, Scat-
tered along the bustling sidewalks of
a rebuilt, modern city are remnants
of war-destroved  buildings—often
left standing a=z memorials to free
dom fighters. From the outset in
1238, when It was crushed between
German - and then Russian attacks
from west and east, Poland suffered
massive casualties from both ene-
migs. At war's end, it counted 6 mil-
lion dead, 800,000 In Warsaw alone.
Warsaw had been virtually leveled
in viclous Nazi retaliation for an
abortive uprising in the fall of 1044,
(While the Nazis smashed the city,
the Russian army sat on the out-
skirts, walting for the destruction fo
be completed before resuming its
advance to “liberate” the rubble.)

Tragedy of such catastrophic pro-
portions cannot be erased in a single
generation. Moreover, perpetuating
the war memory ls obviously official
policy of the Soviet satellite govern-




Former POWs and families tour stalags, sbove and bob. right, Maj. Gen, Dalmar T, Spivey, USAF, Ret., top right, at monument in Paland

ment sitting in Warsaw, though the
accusing  finger i always pointed
wast, toward Germany,

A Might te the former German
city of Breslau, now Wroclaw, an
overnight stay there, and a 9(-mile
bus drive through the countryside of
Lirerer Silesia took uws to Sagen on a
gray, misty morning.

Set back from the road stands a
POW museum and monument.
Barbed wire iz embedded in its stark,
cement facade, The statue shows a
fallen prisomer, a recumbent, éma-
ciated giani, curled up on his side.
British and American prizoners were
spared starvation by Red Cross food
parcels from home; but no such good
fortune  was  permitted prisoners
taken on the Hussian front and mil-
lions of eonceniration camp victims,

Schoolchildren were lined up along
the walkway 1o this grim monumesnt,
walting o preet us. But frvst we had
to satisfy the demands of protocol.
We drove Into toen, where we wers
greeted at the ancient city hall by
the mayor of Sagan, representatives
of the state, the military, the Come-
munisi Party and other dignitaries.
Pepsi-Cola flowed freelv—it s ap-

parently the national soft drink. The

inevitable toasts were drunk in
champagne. A television crew Inter-
wiewred General Spivey. He interested
them because he had been a witness
at the Nuremburg war erime trials.

“What did wyou testify against the

Nazi war criminals?" was the frst
guestion. It was the last, oo,

“T was a wiiness for the defense
answered Spivey,

The TV crew packed up their cam-
era and left. They were not inter-
ezted in hearing sbout 8 Waffen 55
officer who refused to carey out Hit-
ler's orders in the wening days of
the Third Reich to execute all POW
Niers.

After the clty hall, we were shown
to the library at Sagan's 12th cen-
tury menastery, where the German
astronomer Johannes Kepler had
onte studied, and the chapel, where
Hungarisn composer Franz Liszt
once plaved the organ. As we entered
the aged chape], that zsame organ
filledd the vaulted chamber with the
rich, reverberating tones of the “Ave
Maria." The group's chatter had been
diminishing all morning and now
subsided completely, These were
somber moments, Our thoughts were
on the grim past.

The POW museum and monument
are built on the spot once occupled
by the “Hommandatur,” the com-
mand headquarters for the prison
camps at Sagan. Mothing else re-
maing of Stalag Luft ITI, only an
empty field and a scrub forest,

Echoolglrls presented each of us
with a single, symbalic rose, and as
a recorded “Star-Spangled Banner™
thundered from the public address
system, we proceeded through the

children’s honor guard towerd the
POW monument, Suddenly, it all
rushed back in a wave—~GE53 days of
my youth spent in that open feld
beyond the monument. Barbed wire
and barracks and long-forgotien
fares meteriallzed, then disappeared
agdin in the misting, drizzling rain.

The final notes of the anthem
sounded as we reached the monu-
ment, The young people’'s drum corps
picked up a tattoo that rolled oon-
tinuously while the peneral placed a
wreath by the fipure of the fallen
prisoner.

We visited the muoseum for & few
moments, The photos and exhibits
under glass were at once familiar
and unreal. Then we moved on to an
earlier POW monument. In a wonded
area where part of Stalag Luft IIT
once stood was a clearing where
kriegies had built & memorial to 50
RAF prisoners execuied after the
Great Escape of 1944 and had
ereched grave markers for the other
airmen who had been killed or died
in the camp. We left our roses there,
Our misgion to Poland was ever, On
the way out of the Stalag area, our
hosts pointed to another clearing
where a mazs prave had been dis-
covered several wvears after the war.
It had been concealed under a newly-
planted forest and contained, they
said, some 30,000 bodies, The roads
through the woods carried other
memaories.
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At 21:00 hours on the bitter cold
night of January 27, 1945, an order
came down from the Kommandatur
to evacuate Stalag Luft III. Sounds
of battle a scarce 20 kilometers to
the east were borne into camp on
freezing winds. By midnight, a long,
winding line of 10,000 prisoners and
their guards staggered along a snow-
covered road like a wounded snake,
writhing in an agony of cold; lashed
by bitter, blizzard winds. At day-
break, the long line had splintered
into several shorter ones. The por-
tion that had been the West Com-
pound found brief shelter in and
around a little village church at Hal-
brau, now renamed Ilowa.

Now, leaving Sagan, our bus fol-
lowed that route of the West Com-
pound’s march into Ilowa. There, in
an upstairs dining room of a new
restaurant, we sat down with our
Polish hosts to a lavish banquet of
countless courses and endless toasts
in vodka, brandy and cola drinks.

It fell my lot to offer the -last
toast.

“May we always have the wisdom
to know who our friends are,” I said.

The route of our winter march in
1945 wound 45 miles overland to
Spremberg, now in East Germany.
There we had been loaded into 40-
and-eight box cars, 50 to a car, for
a torturous three-day rail trip to
Stalag VIIA at Moosburg. Our tour-
ist bus was refused permission to
follow that route into Germany.
Soviet satellite or not, the East Ger-
man Democratic Republic wants no
part of war memories. Not that war,
at any rate. It grudgingly allowed
us to cross its border at Frankfurt
am der Oder, provided we drive right
through to Berlin without a stop,
not even for lunch.

At West Berlin we were joined for
drinks and dinner by Hermann
Glimnitz, a former master sergeant
in the Luftwaffe, who had been the
ranking non-commissioned officer in
the security detail at Stalag Luft ITI.
He was so good at his job that all
escape activity halted whenever he
set foot in a compound. Tunnelers,
tailors, forgers all closed up shop
until he was safely outside the gate.
Ramrod straight at 78, he remains
very much the old soldier, still re-
spected by his former adversaries.

And on that Berlin morning 31
years later, Oberfeldwebel Glimnitz
assembled his last appel—roll call—
of the prisoners of Stalag Luft III,
at the entrance of the Hilton Hotel
to present each a souvenir of his city
and to bid them farewell as they de-
parted for Moosburg.

“You people are crazy; you are
absolutely crazy!” exclaimed Mrs.

Rudzinski, our war-refugee guide.

How do you explain a Hermann'

Glimnitz to a non-soldier?

How do you explain a Luftwaffe
pilot who willed his prized war dec-
orations to the kriegie he had shot
down 20 years earlier? The recipient
was Col. Cy Widen, USAF, Ret., now
living in Colorado Springs, CO.

Cy was a lieutenant when we were
fellow POWs.

Since Dulag Luft was buried with-
out trace by the postwar building
boom, Frankfurt am Main. was
merely a pass-through point for our
group. We also might never have
found the remains of Stalag VIIA
without the aid of former Major
Doctor Simoleit, who had been ad-
jutant to the Luftwaffe commander

he could not understand why we
wanted to make this visit.

“There is nothing there,” he as-
serted.

That night our guest at a beer
hall in Munich was a man we called
“Popeye” when he was chief ferret
at Sagan, poking about for tunnels
beneath the prison barracks. After
his men had discovered and foiled
our 99th escape tunnel, they bought
a barrel of beer to tap in celebration
when they found the 100th. But they
missed the next one—Tunnel Harry.
It brought escape to 80 prisoners,
death to 50 and freedom to three.

Once, a long-time British prisoner
in the North Compound, irritated to
the breaking point by the rat-like

'scraping of a ferret beneath his cell,

at Stalag Luft III. As our volunteer
guide, he led us to the neighborhood
on the outskirts of Moosburg where
the camp once stood. Even then, it
took careful study of the nondescript
buildings to pick out the former bar-
racks in their civilian disguise as
modest homes, apartments and busi-
ness. places. There was no hint of
the moment when General Patton’s
tanks burst through to liberate us
on April 29, 1945.

Outside Munich, we also made a
sorrowful visit to Dachau’s notorious
death camp, partially preserved as
witness and warning to future gen-
erations. Our German bus driver,
who carried in his wallet snapshots
of his grandchildren and of the pan-
zer tank he had driven to within
binocular-range of Moscow, claimed
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drilled a hole in the floor, then sat
in ambush, mallet in hand. Lured by.
the light streaming down into his
domain, one unfortunate ferret poked
an exploratory finger up into the
hole. The mallet struck, the ferret
finger was in splints for weeks, and
the assailant spent a month in soul-
satisfying solitary confinement.
Now puffed and in his eighties,
chief ferret Popeye brought the jam-
packed Munich beer hall to silence
when he rose at his table and in his
old soldier’s voice sang “Lili Mar-
lene.” His American hosts led the
house in a standing ovation.
-Somehow I kept hearing, over and
over again, the sentence I first heard
33 years ago, when a German pointed
a gun at my head. “For you the war
is over.” END
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25 March 1980

Dear Joe:

I want to thank you and your wife for your warm and savory
hospitality. It certainly beats Holiday Inn!

I had a good trip the rest of the way, visiting in Largo
with Jack Lambert, who became a squadron commander long after
you had departed the group.

Then in Washington I was able to see a later addition, Manny
Klette, who became a 91st group squadron commander after
having flown a tour with the 306th, and then fashioned a
distinguished career in the Air Force, in private research,
and in governmental service.

A1l in all, it was a lot of fun, and a bit wearing. But, I'd
do it again soon.

Hope to see you another year when I get to Florida.

tnclosed are your records, and I do appreciate the loan of
them. Each little piece adds to my lore on the 306th, and 1
hope that a lot of the good parts come through in the book.

Sincerely yours,

Russell A. Strong



‘ ) JOSEPH E. CONSOLMAGNO
/ i 890 N. Lakeshore Road
. PORT SANILAC, MICH. 48469

(313) 622-8559

April 23, 1977

Dear Russ:

Here are a couple of pieces I did last year that might
be of some use in your 306th research. Bud Gaston and Fred Gillogly
were also 306ers..they're referred to in the 4th of July piece.

Bud starred in one historic moment at Thurleigh. Stepping
out of the barracks one day he was confronted with an approaching
entourage surrounding George VI on a surprise visit., With the
group at his heels, Bud stepped back into the open door and heralded
the King of Great Britain and Ireland, Emperor of India, Monarch
of the Realm, and Defender of the Faith: "Hey, fellows! Here's
the fucking King of England!"

regards

A @»//gw/ |

Y



JOSEPH E. CONSOLMAGNO

P.0. BOX 283
ENGLEWOOD, FLORIDA 33533
(813) 474-2088

Russell Strong 2-8-80
2041 Hillsdale
Kalamazoo MI 49007

Dear Russ:

The excellent summary in the latest Echoes noted a plane
lost in crash landing at Manston on return from the 9 Oct 42 raid
on Lille. Enclosed is the story on the incident from the Associated
Press as it appeared in one of the Boston papers.

The plane was not crash landed; Stew brought it in neatly.
It was so badly shot up, however, that I don't think it was repairable
under the circumstances. I was under the impression that it had
been cannibalized to keep other planes flying.

Personal item: my address is changed from Port Sanilac,
MI, to: 751 Carla Dr, Englewood, FL 33533. Would you be so kind
as to have the record changed for me?

Second item: if you need any help in writing, rewrite,
editing or reporting, I'll be happy to donate my services.

Keep up the good work.

best regards,

—



JOSEPH E. CONSOLMAGNO

P.0. BOX 283
ENGLEWOOD, FLORIDA 33533
(813) 474-2988

Feb. 12 1980

Russel A. Strong
2041 Hillsdale
Kalamazoo, MI 49007

Dear Russ:

The enclosed orders reflect some of the prenatal history of
the306th. With the Battle of Midway brewing, eight crews and planes
each were pulled out of the 301lst at Spokane and the 303rd at Boise and
sent to Hawaii under the command of Lt. Arthur Birleffi.

After about a month of flying patrols out of the islands, the
crews were sent back to the States, most - if not all - for assignment
to the 306th at Wendover. The 28 May 42 orders list the crews involved
from the 301st. More than 10% of the 306th original combat crewmen are
on these lists.

About Biff Birleffi: he and part of his crew were killed in
a crash at Wendover while he was checking out a couple of other pilots,
whose names I don't remember. Later, in England, Warren Terry - I believe
it was - told me the plane had been sabotaged and a civilian alien arrested
as a suspect. If this is true, then the 306th's first combat casualties
actually occurred at Wendover.

regards




JOSEPH E. CONSOLMAGNO

P.0. BOX 283
ENGLEWOOD, FLORIDA 33533
(813) 474-2986

Russell Strong
2041 Hillsdale
Kalamazoo, MI 49007

Dear Russ:

That wedding photo of Warren Terry (Henry?)..the other officer is
Hugh Toland, Terry's bombardier. (Didn't you visit Toland's family in
Philadelphia?)

I have your note about copy for Echoes. The Muse hasn't struck
yet...but I did have a couple of articles on the 306th resort in
Germany ---Stalag Luft III in the American Leglon Magazine, and they're
not stingy about reprint permission.

Incidentally, Ed Pipp did a series for the Detroit News on his trip
back to Sagan which predated mine by about a year. And it's a much better
piece than mine on the same subject. I'm sure the News would yield reprint
rights.

Good luck with the history.

Regards,

Feb 22 1981



JOSEPH E. CONSOLMAGNO

P.0. BOX 283
ENGLEWOOD, FLORIDA 33533
(813) 474-2988

Russell Strong
2041 Hillsdale
Kalamazoo, MI 49007

Dear Russ:

In the interest of added information:

The uncaptioned photo of the B-17 '"Man O' War' in the April, 1983, Echoes,
first appeared in a London newspaper on November 10, 1942. Ironically, the plane
was lost with its entire crew on the preceding day at Saint Nazaire. It was Jimmie

Stewart's plane. Stewart was from Marrowbone, Kentucky, and the bombardier, James
Creamer, was from Louisville, hence the choice of a Derby great as a namesake.

Regards,

May 8, 1983 f/CL*L.
(




JOSEPH E. CONSOLMAGNO

P.0. BOX 283
ENGLEWOOD, FLORIDA 33533
(813) 474-2986

Dear Russ:
Many thanks for the photo of Man 0' War. It means a lot to me.

Perhaps you have heard from the Belgian writer who is working on
a book about the disaster at Mostel on the Antwerp raid of April 5, 1943.
His name is Achiel Rely. He sent me a copy of an article he did on it
for a publication called "After The Battle," quite detailed with extensive
photos. He quotes heavily from your book - even 1ists where it can be
ordered in England, so I assume you have seen the piece. If not, I'll
be happy to pull a copy for you.

At any rate, he asked me for my There-I-Was story for his book.
Under all of the circumstances, it's the kind of request I'd pretend
I never received, if I were my own PR counsel. But I can't start copping
out now, at this late date. And so, the enclosed, a copy of my reply.

By your count, some 900 of the 306th guys could tell this story,
with variations here and there. As representative of the lot, perhaps
this might be of some use for the archives, or whatever other purpose
might be served.

Best wishes.

Mr. Russell A Strong
2041 Hillsdale
Kalamazoo, MI 49007

Feb. 13 1985



JOSEPH E. CONSOLMAGNO

P.0. BOX 283
ENGLEWOOD, FLORIDA 33533
(813) 474-2986

Reg Robinson, Chairman
1984 Reunion Committee
306th Bomb Group Assn

PO Box 16917

Fort Worth, TX 76162

Dear Robbie:

I note from the July Echoes that the Committee wants to
identify the ex-POWs who will be attending the October reunion.

I see three Clay Pigeons on the list who were kriegies:
Al LaChasse, who bills himself as the First Pigeon, having been
shot down on that first mission, Lille, October 9th, 1942; Bob
Herman , March 6, 1943,at Lorient, and myself, April 5, 1943, at
Antwerp. We were together at Stalag Luft III, Sagan,until
January,1945, and Stalag VIIA, Mooseburg, until we were liberated
April 29, 1945,

Regards,

Sept 1 1984



Stalag Luft 111
40th Reunion
Denver, Colorado

May 2 - 4, 1985

Depr Russ:

It was good seeing you, if only for a brief
visit, at Colorado Springs .

Enclosed is another letter from friend Rely
in Belgium and some additional information he dug up
concerning the Antwerp April 5, 1943, mission. I 'm
sending it along in case you den't already have this
stuff,

And 1 haven't forgotten my promise to write
something about my opus Tunnel Bierstein., We're still
digging out here from the seven weeks of neglect we
left behind to go travelling this summer, but we're
beginning to see daylight now and 1 should be able
to get to it in the next couple of days or so.

Bast

A -
(fee ﬁﬁ%
p
4

Sept 17 1985
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JOSEPH E. CONSOLMAGNO
Puh, BOKE 283

ENOGLEWODD, FLORDA 33533
fHL1) 4T4-ZURE

Hi, Buss:
Attached, per your request.

Perhaps, in your

capacity as historian, you could obtain a print of

the AP photo enclosed, from the Free Press or the
bureau.

AP. It came from the AP's Denver

when you've finighed with it.

Sept 21, 1985
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I would appreciate return of the other photo

Best regards,



Dear Russ:

Many thanks for the photo of my crew. It's quite
a jolt seeing these guys again as I always remembered
them.

The date of the photo is significant---four days
before they bought it at St. Nazaire. And it's difficult
to realize that was only four months after our first
pilot, Biff Birleffi, was killed at Wendover. But those
days were so concentrated that every month was a
year long.

Incidentally, Pat has just finished reading your
book from cover to cover. She was particularly impressed
by your ability to sustain interest and avoid repetitiveness
in recounting what was essentially a constantly recurring
series of events.

Take care, Old Buddy. See you in Dayton.

Best,

e & —

June 28 1986






Pelish girl scouts stand at attention at POW museum-monuament-at Sagan

By JOE CONSOLMAGNO

T FRANEPURT am Maln, modern
ﬁ_ apariment buildings have oblit-
vrated the prisoner of war reseption
center thal was Dulag Loft. At
Sigan, in former German tercitory
ceded to Poland, o stark monument
and POV museum memorialize Sia-
lag Lufi TI0, oAb Motshure, near
Murich, Stalag VIIA barracks are

now  homes and - shops inoa Iower
middie-class neighborhood.
I waes all oo giringe (o 18 px-

Rriggios—Fformer POW's—who mare
a pilgrimage over the Stalag roule
traveled by thousands of Allied d@ir-
men shol down over the European-
MNorth  African theater amd faken
prisoner during World War 11,

[ g mavigator on & B-17T Flying
Foriress that went down April 5,
0%, Gwer Armiwerp

Dup former POW group Aew to
Warsaw, where & personable young
man fram Orbiz, the Polish national
lourist agency, greetel s Orhis s
the Polish counferpart to the better
kmirn. Soviet Tntourist organization
that guldes and watches oser visitors
lo the USSR, He was to stay with

our proup until we left the country
five dovs: [ater at the East German
border. We were alsa mel by our
American tour puide and organizer,
Mre: Wanda Rudzinskl of  hlimeals,

WY, o childbood war refures {Tom
Perlavnad,
Thai nlght in Warsaw, some 40 of

us—ox=-POWa, wihras and Triends
hald a ‘reacquaintance dinper at the
Forum Hotel, § modern, wesiern
type of operation

Maj Gen Delmar Spivey, LESAT,
Ret.. whio as a olonel had  been
senior Americsn offlcer ar the Wies
Compound of Stalae Lult I, elesred
up one mystery thigt hadl pugeled s
aimee the summer of 44 when an Air
Forre - brigadier generval  suddeniy
turned Up 88 8 prisones in our camp.

We heard that prior to our eniry
inin the war he hail been xir aitache
in Berlin. YWe alzo. heard that the
plane from which he parachuted had
refurned eafely to England, We wero
convinesd he had been dropped (o
deal in o palithen)l peace seiilemeant,

sqnb so, said Spivey. The brigedier
had merely been out seeking points
toward an  Alr Medal, 5 oormwom
pastime among hesdguariors brass,
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particulacly when the rizks seemed
ok too great,. His plane was hit, the
pllot Jettisoned gunners wid passen-
gir, then hoaded Tor Epeland with
his Hghtened foad,

Memories of Workd War 1T are still
very much alive in Warsaw, Scat-
qeedl alopg tho bustling sidewalksof
# rebuilt, modern cliy are remmmngs
of  war-destroves  buildines—ofien
Wb standing. as memorvials o froe-
dom Hghters, From the ooiset o
1839 when it was erushed- betweon
Lertmniin cand  then Husslan artacks
from west and eaxd, Poland saffered
masgive csualties from both enes
mies. AT wars end, il counted & mil-
Hom dead, BO0,00D in Warsaw nlone.
Warsaw had been virloslly “levelad
in wviciius Naei retalistion for an
abortive uprising in the fall of 1844
i While the Mazis smashed the ey,
the Rissian army sit on the oui-
akirts, wailing for the destracion bo
he completed before resuming it
ddviipee fo “Hberate” the robhle)

Tragedy of such catastrophle prn-
portions cannot be srgsed. in o single
generation.  Nareover, |'_|r\-|'|'_|r_-r|j;j|i.||;,:
the wat memory 18 obviously official
poliey of the Soviet satellite povern-




FENM Fage u,

Tﬁf Mﬂﬂ Who Could See Tomorrow

.! 18 set out to male a gy rvey of fhe
West Corst defenses,

Those defenses which did exist
near some af the larger cities wene
pot edequate. Lea noled that the
hesivy coastal guns sll poinked ses-
ward and could nol be irdined on
forees approaching from lamd. (This
was - fatal flaw o the 1242 British
lefanse of Singapaio.)

Lea putlinad all of his findings et
then wrote Gen: Adna H. Chaffee, &
formoer chief-of-siall, and Lold Bim ol
his fears. The petived general was
impressad by Les's jdeas and tried 1o
get him 4 heacing In the netion's
top military councils, bot higherank-
ing officers dismissed “the vaporings
sl @ prnatear.”

Cheffes persistid and fmally suc-
capded in orgamizing war games.

The games opened with Eea ma-
neuvering his theoretical forees on &
hupe map. Striking withioul warn-
ing, he attncked and defeated delemnd-
ing Naval units. He sent his “troops"
ashiore on widefended beaches,

Regulay Army ¢omimandaers began
o move desperately to new defensive
positigng, bt as the umpires began
o teily the resultz; 1f became ap:
parent that Homer Lea, indeed, had
“Aefeated" the defepding army and
had captured the entire West Coast
[ Seattle tor San 1hego,

Les pulled it his mateiials to-
petier and. began his  book,  “Thed
Valor of Lgnorance.”

He contrasied the American Army
of 50000 with the well-armed Japa-
mesa Army of more than one million
min, the over-aged American Aeet
with the modern, fester and move
heavily armed Japanese [leer,

Ther he outlined the steps by
which Japan, feeling thwarted in itz
Pacific ambitlons by the Ulnitled
States, would procesd to asserl its
power. First would be the. surprize
attack on the 1.5 fleet which would
im elffeet destroy American seapower.
Declarations. of war are a thing of
the past, he sald. The Japanese would
then attack the Pacific fslands. In
the Philippinesg, the Japanese waoild
land- at Lingayen: Gull and Podillo
Bight (exactly where theyv did in
Diecembar 1941 ) and would move 1m
a pincers on Manila, The city would
{all to the Japanese in threa weelks
CArtually it held out for 36 days)
The ' remaining Amerlean foroes
would: f811 back 1o Corregidor -and
other  fortifled  positions  around
Manila where 1hey would bhe starved
into sureender. Landings on Hawall,
defended “al thal tlme by only &
kattallon of Americans, eoulid be ef-

fected sasily, Lea said, Most experts
now agree thal if the Japaness had
moved boldly right on the heels of
Fear| Harbor in 1541, they ool
have capiured the Hawaiian 1slands,

When "The Valor of Ignorahce”
wais o published i $804, 4f creited
something §ess than B sen=ation jn
the United States. Most military men
dismizsed |f as pure fantasy. The
general public paid it nd atbentlon
[ eold 2000 copies in the Linited

States. In Japan, however, 1 was
made  compulsory reading at the

Japsrnese military and naval acade-
miles, CGermany made i compuolsory
for all stafl and feld grade officers

Kaiser Wilhelm was so impaessed
that be dnvited Lea toowigil Lermany
and observie army . moneavers. Les
alen vislted England st Uhe joing an-
vitaten of Field Marshal Lord Rob
erts and Lord Kitchener.

Lea peturned o the United Stales
with the definite fesling that En-
gland and Germany were. an the
brink of acollision, He wrode o second
book, "The Day of the Saxon,” in
whirh he predicted & war between
ihe two. It would be 3 war, he pre-

“_j-':-:'ll:d' that neither one would restfy
g i g LA e
AR POWErs.

India, he said, would be lost o
Britain. If 1 waz not invaded b
Russie i would become independont,
e said. Britain also would
Eararpl, its Middle E#al mandates aird
iis African colonies,

IT in irs war with England. Ger
many also sought Lo altsck Kiksa,
Lea sgid, the Germans woald sielles
the same fate Mapoleon did and loss
g heavily i men and matesiel Thit
thy would e forced to withdraw

Tf wee wicwr Warld War 1 and World
War II 22 one conflicl—amnd histori-
ans are moving in this directon——ae
can see how aecurale was Lea's vlew
of the ginkdl silgalicn

He apparently felt that the [orodes
of pracilicism and ienlEtinmisTn W
2o strong in the pleg rhod
this eountry would not intesvens in
& European conflict, Indeed, i Ger-
many kad nob gone to such exoess L
its submarine warlace early by World
War I, we milzht nol have dong so

Homer Lea disd fn 1912, He lved
ber mee Bup Yat Sen gain poswer in
China. Death denled him the oppor-
tunity fo see the United Stafes rally
to defeat aggresanr natlons in twe
World Wars—iles B, Denlian

Loge

The great war book-of our time
for every fighting man to treasure

“The most sfirring, lucid
account of Waorld War ll
| have ever read."” :
—JOSEPH HELLER, |»
author of Celch-22

Belive all the drama of
WL i i Bt by thie
author of From Hare o
=tesnity and tha finest col-
laction of combat an ever
assembled; over 180 fuil-
cofar and black-and-white
ittssirations by Tom Lea,
Bilf Mawidin, George (Sad
Sack”) Baker, others, Orig-
inzlly peblished al 25—
niow in & quality peperback
edition for ONLY §7.95.

Al booksioras, or sand check
or maney ordis tor 5785100
BALLANTINE BOODKS, Salas
Depl-BW, 201 E. 50 86, N.YC
10022 fAdd 755 for malling,
amd sales fax it gppicabs, |
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Former POWs and families tour skalags, above

ment sitting in Warsaw, though ihe
arcusing  fnger 8 alwavs paodnted
wist, bnarinrd Gormeamy,

A flight to the former German
cily of Areslan, pow Wroclaw, an
overnight stay there, and a S0-mile
s drive through the couRtryside of
Lararar Silesia took us to Sagan on @
Sray, ISty morning.

St back from the road stands a
POW  musenm  and monument.
Rartest wire iy cmbedded i ite Sk,
vement facade. The simtue shows @
fallen prizoner, a recumbent, ema-
cigted giant; curled up: on his side
Britieh 'and Amertean prisoners were
spared starvation by Hed Cross Pood
pareels from home: bal nosuch gopd
fortune was permitited prisoners
taken on the Russian front and mil-
lions of concentration camp vickims,

Eohoolehildren were lined up aiong
the walkwiry to this grim monumaent.
waiting o zreet s But Arst we had
o =Atisly the demands of o ertoenl.
We drove into town, where we went
precied gt the ancienl ¢ity hall by
the mayvor of Ssgan, representatives
of the slale, the rmillbey, The -
mumnist Fariy and other dignitaries,
Pepei-doda  Howesd freely—I11 i8 ap-
parently the national soft drinlk, The
inevitehle foasts were drunk in
champagne A -Delevision ey inter-
viewad Zensral Spivey. He interesled
ihem because he had been 2 witness
at the Muremburg war crime rials

"What did ¥ou ety agains the

Iazl war criminals?"” was the first
quesiion, 11 was the last, too.

T was o wilhess for the delénge,”
answerad Spivey.

The TV oraw packed up their carm
era and left. They were nob inter-
ested in hearlhg about a YWallen 55
officer who refu=sad to carry out Hit-
lay's orders In the waning deys of
the Third Reich to execute all POV
fliars,

Alter the oty hall, v were shown
tor the library at Sapan’s 12(h cen-
tury monastery, where the German
asironomer . Johannes Eepler had
ance studied, and the chapel, whers
Hungarian COmpSeT Frang  Lasel
once playved e organ. As we antered
the ased chapel, that same organ
Alled the vaulted chamber with the
rich; rewerierating tones of the " Ave
Maria."” The group’s chatter had boen
diminlshing &l mornlng and now
suhsicksd  oompletely.  These  were
somber moment=s: Cur thoughts wene
on the grim pasl.

The POW mussum and monurment
are built on the spot oneg oocwpied
by the “"Kommandatur,"” the com-
marnd  headgquariers [or the prison
cemps at Sagan. Nothing else Te-
maing of Stalag Lafr 111 onky an
empty feld and a scrab forest,

Schoolgirls presanted each of us
with & single, symbolle rose, and as
a recordsd “Star-Spangled Banper"
thundered from 1he publie address
systemn, we procesded through the

children’s hopor guard toward the
POV mmonumenl, Suckilendy, it all
rizhed back in a waye—i53 dievs of
my vouth epent in that open: field
bevond Lhe monumenl. Rarhed wire
and barracks and long-forgotten
[agaa rr|."|'1'|'E:'1|i:.-:r_*|_1. Lhen disappenred
again in the misting, drizzling rain.

The final notes of the anthem
sounded  as wie reached the mang-
ment. The young pecple's doum corps
picked up a tattoo that rolled con-
timuously while the peneral placed &
wregath by the figure of the fallen
PrEiSOneT,

We wisited the museum for a fow
momenis, The photos and exhiblis
under glass were af onee familisr
and unreal. Then we moved on 1o &8n
sarlier PFOW monument. In a woocled
area where pari of Btalag Luft TII
stood. was @& clearing | Whers
kriegles had built a memorial to 56
RAF prizoners executed sfier the
Gresd Bscape of 1944 and  had
crecied] grave markers for the other
airmen who had been killed or died
in the camp, We lett our roseg thers,
Thar missinn to Poland was over. Un
the way ouf of the Stalag Brea, our
hosts [_lr:i|1l_r_'r_l to anoiber chEarving
where a mass grave had been dis-
covered several yvears after the war,
Tt had been comeealind under & mewly-
plantad forest and contained, they
sadd, om0 0K bodies. The rords
through the woods ecarried other
ImmOries,

ape
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Al 21:00 hours on the hitter cold
nipht of -January 2T, 1945, an order
came down from the Kommandator
to evacuate Stelag Luft IT1. Sounds
of battle a searee 20 kilometers Lo
{he “east were borng inle camp om
freexing winds, By midnight, & long,
winding. ling of 10,00 prisoners and
{helr guards stagpered along & snow-
povered road Hke a wounded srske,
writhing in an-agony of enld; lashed
by Bitter, bllzzavd winds, At day-
break, the long Hewe had splintered
into several shorter ones. The por-
tion that had been the West Cormi-
pound, found  brief  shelier in and
around a litle village church at Hal-
hraw, now renamead Tlowa

Mow, leaving Sagam our b fol-
lpweid that route of the West Com-
pound’s march into Ilows. There, in
an upstairs- dining room of ‘A naw
restparinl, wie sl down with our
Polish hosts tooa lavish banguet of
pounllEss colrses and endiess |oasis
in wodka, briandy andl eola drinks.

It fell ey lot tooofféer the last
toast,

“May we always have the wWisdom
ter kmow who our friendsare,” T said,

Thie routé of our winter march in
1845 wound 45 miles overland o
Spremberg, now i East Germany.
Thiere we had been loaded into 40-
and-eight box carg, 50 to. @ car, for
a tortarous throee-day pafl Irip (o
Stalagz VIIA it Mooshurg: Our toir-
{st bus was refused permission to
follow  that route ngo  Germany.
Soviet =alellite or nwot, the East Ger-
fman Democratic Republic wants no
part of war memories. Mot that war,
af -amy rate. It grudgingly allowed
ug fio cross ifs border &t Frankfurt
arn dep Chler, provided we drive Tight
theough o Berlin without a =top,
mat even for lunch,

Al Wesl Berlin we were joined for
drink=  and dinmer: by Flermann
Himnliz, & [ormer master sergeant
in the Luftwaffe, who had been the
ranking non-commissioned officer in
the security detail at Stalag Lufr 111,
He was so pood at hiz o job thet all
escrpe activity halted whepnever he
=i fool in a compound. Tuneelers;
tailors, forgers all closed up shaop
until he was safely guislde the gate.
Rumrad straight at T8, he remaing
viery much the old! soldier, still re-
gpected by his former adversries

And on thal Berlin morning 31
yoears later, Oherfelifivebel Glimnits
assembled: his last appel—roll call—
of the prisoners of Stalag Lfe 171,
at the entranee of the Hilton Hotel
to present each a souveniv of his city
and o, bid them farewell 5g thesy de-
parted for Mooshurg,

Yol ‘people Are orazy) yono are
absolutaly  frazy!™  exclaimed  Drs.

Rudzinski, our war-refuges guide.

How do wou explain a Hermann
Glimnllz 1o 8 non-soldier?

How do you explain 4 Loftwaffe
pilot wha willed his prized war dec-
arations 1o the kriegie he had shol
down 20 vencs earlier? The reclpient
waz Col. Cy Widen, USAF, Ret., now
living In Colorado Springs, O,

Cy wiz a Heulenant when we ware
fellow POWs,

Since Dulag Lalt was huried with-
out irace by the postwar building
boom, Franklurt am Manm was
merely a pass=through poist for our
group, We alsp - mighl never have
found i(he remaing of Stalag VITA
without the aid of “[ormer Najor
Doctor Simolelt, whi had been ad-
jutant to the Loftwallo eommmarnde

R ey T

he could not understand whywe="
wanted to maks this visit.

“There is pothing there" he as-
sarted,

Thet nlght our puest af @ bér
hadl in Munich was a men we callerd
“Popeve’’ when ke was chief ferret
at SBagan, poking about for funnels
beneath the prison barracks. After
hiz men had discovered and folled
o B0fh pscape tummel, they bouaghi
& barrel.of heer to lap in celebration
when they found the 100ch. But thay
missed e pexe ans—Tunnel Harry,
It hrought escape 1o B prsGhers,
death to 50 and freedom to three

Onen, a long-time British prisoner
in the North Compound, irrilated Lo
the breaking point by the rat-like
seraping of a ferret beneath his cell,

e Y

ey

T e T e L
- R T iR

Arrows trace route of POW's ‘odyssay” through W1 camgs

at Stalag Luft IIL As our wvolinteer
guide, he led us 1o the neighborhoes)
on the outskiris of Moosbure where
the camp once stood, Even then, it
took careful stody of the pondescript
buildings to pick oot the former har-
racks In thelr civilian dispuise as
muocest homes, apartments and busi-
ness plages, There was noo hint of
the moment when General Patton's
tanks Burst theough to lberale ug
o April 28, 10485,

Clatside: Munich, we also made a
sorrowiul vislt to Dachau's fnolarious
dieath camp, partially preserved as
witness and warning 1o fufure gen-
erations.  Our Gorman bus  driver,
who carcied In his wallel snapekiobs
af his prandehildren and of the pan-
rar tenk he hed driven to within
I]itml’.“‘u]:’ll'rr."lrlgl_- of hWoscow, claimed
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drilled & hole in the floor, then sl
ir ambush, mallet in hand. Lored by
the lght sireaming down into his
domein, one nnfortunate ferrat pokerdl
Aar Exprfﬂrﬂl-:rry finper up, into the
hole. The mallet strock, the Tereel
finger was in splings for weaks, and
tha aseailant speni a month in soul
aatislying #olilary confinament,
Now puffed and in hiz cighiies,
¢hief Terrot Popeye brought 1he jam-
packed Munlch beer ball (o silenoe
when he rose at his teble and in his
old soldier's wolce sang "Lill Mar-
lene." His American Fosts el the
howze inoa standing ovation.
Somehow. 1 kapt hearving, over amid
over again, the sentence I ficst heard
A3 vears ago, when a German pointed
a gun 8t my head. “For yoo thewar
is ower. Emp

,.ri-
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JOSEPH E. CONSOLMAGNO

PO, BOX 283
ENGLEWDOD, FLORIDA sk
|H191 4T4-2888

Reumni Y G Y R R O i a
. : eumion LT-'#;&E?;;EE:;M 'r'éﬁq”'m"":‘;‘wnﬁ
HERE'S TUST 500 MUCH sentimental e L ATTLArasl, MLk AR

-'nf.ar.am Yol CAn carry through life,
Uiy not much for rennins.  ANy-
one who has reached the axe of &0

muiﬂ_&agsilvsﬁ:ndmareﬂnfﬁgdwn made me feel belter absout myseil.
just sitting around, remembering. Looking out at the crumbling Te-
1 returned to-an ald U.5. Eighth mains of the ofd TURWEYS ai the air-
Air Force Base near Bedford, Eng-  ficld, 1 was hawnted by fnshes of
land, though, Decallse members of memary. Tn Aptil 1943 1 was here
(he 36th Bomb Group ?;amhm ing whenthe bombers came back from a
2 reunion and 1 flew with them on raid deep in Germany and one pilol
one of the first 1.5, bombing raids radioed that he ol have to make
on Nazi Germany 1f Februury 1943 4 emeygency landing. He had only
Irssentnmnnmthmmqlmmcuﬁ- 1w engines lefl and his hydrauslic
ly, and with great pride. sy stem was pone. He counldn'l let the
R hus been over 40 yiEard now wheels down and thepe was sommc:
since ihese men fAew their Tour- {hing even  Worss. The ball-turret
engine B-17 Flying Fortresses oul  BUAnEr Wis rapped in the plastic
of Bedford. They'te men We fike bubble that hune beneath the belly
1o think are typical AmETiCans, wut of the bomber.
they're betier than typical. They 1e Later | walked with the crewnen
ial, A ot of Warld War 11 air- whe survived that jandting. Their
men were. fyiend in the ball turret
It was a terrible wat for them, al-  calm, they said. They had talked O
thoueh during this. reunion They him. He knew what they had 10 do
1o recall a lot of the good He understeod. The B-17 alamimed
things aboul it It would have been down on is helly—and on the ball
oo sad if they hadni—hecause S0 qurpet with their compade trupped
many Were killed. One gvening jnstde i
they'd be siting arpund ralking. Last evening | had a drink a1 & bar
WOTTYIng, playing cards and writing  where some of the men airending the
tetters home. The next avening, i reunion had gathered, and o SLITE-
there had been 8 bombing i s fpaking weathor-heaten an CRIME
hat day, ihe bed next Lo theirsor the  Over and quietly said he'd like Lo buy
one next 10 that—and maybe both— ™= a drink. HE'S o Mehraska farmer
rriight be empy, jts former ool O Hehadhemmutnn gunner o0
pant, their pal, deat ¥ OVEl
Ad 4 VOung reporter fof the ATIIY Wilheimshayen. We had been hit
newspaper. The Stars i Seripas, 1 thatday apd 1 wits 8 perrifyine g,
was in & Sirange position. came 1o but it made 3 oo sLOTY For M.
this bese often when {he bombeis we  lnughed and tn.!'ﬂ«ed topethet
went out, and when phiy returmed— and e paid for the dririk. As we hilts
if they returned—1 talked to- the ed our glasses in 4 mutual toast, 1

¢ what had hapPpeTirC noticed  that two rg on his
Then 1'd wrile & aften fell vight hand W 1t aften Hap
ushi nulhelnmn&ufmnm | pened 10 who stck
was having the fime of m fifie as 8 hEiT Buns wihil ﬂw:irhandst‘mw il
newa.papermﬂﬂandmey were fight- the sub-ierd |empertures of the
ine and dyIng. Thut's how 1 carne 3 gnners' Lorrels. And he was by
fly with them o wilhelmshaven- T ing med drink: ainu-;
i

Reader's pigest March 1985
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POWs forgive,
but don’t forget,
their Nazi jailer

By GARY BLONSTON
Frae Press Weslern Burenu

DENVER — Biil Nance clutches Hermiann Glem-
nitz with = hearty, ollman's handshake and booms:
“This guy throw me in solitary four times."

“Ah," says Glemnitz with a paternal smile in his
eyes, “you deserved it

Lot it be said, hare at this warrlors' reunion, where
the-tiquor and the-staries and occasionally the tears
flow, that neither of them thought it was very funny at
thi timi, four decadss apo when Mance was & shot-
dowm  American bombér pilot end Glemnitz was
sergeant of the guards in Stakag Luft HT.

BUT NOW, on the 40th eoniversary of the
prisoners’ [iberation by Gen. George Patton’s advanc-
ing army, a8 B00 former inmates of the camp gather to
remember the days when they were frightened college
kids turned Imprisoned combat pilots, Nance can joke
with the reunlan's special guest. their cherlshed guard,
(ilemnitz,

Sea POWS, Page 94
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JOSEPH E. CONSOLMAGNO

731 Canla Dn
Englewoed, FL3I4225
(B1T3Y 474 29B8

Russell Strong
2041 Hillsdale
Ealamazoo, MI 49007

Dear Ru=zs:

I am sending the following letter toc all
officers and directors of the 306th Assn. Please
believe me, there's nothing personal in this.

I just do not believe an asscciation such as
curs should have a paid secretacy. I'd feel

that way even if I were stuck with the {igim
AEhEFE

Despite my warm perscnal regard and admiration
for Russ Strong; I feel I must agree with John
Ryan in strongly opposing a monthly stipend
to Russ out of the treasury of the 306th Bomb
Group Association.

I sincerely hope that even if the proposal
is sprung as a surprise on the general membership,
it will be allowed tc get a fair hearing, pro
and con, in open meeting at the forthcoming
reunion.

Fraternally,

Aug 13, 1987



Joe Consclmagno
Press Information
Ex-POWs of Stalag Luft III
751 Carla Dr
Englewood, FL 33533
(813) 474 2986
May 1, 1987

MEMO TO THE EDITOR:

More than 1,000 former prisoners of war, their wives and friends,
will meet in Seattle May 21-24 for the 42nd Anniversary Reunion of
the ex-prisoners of war of Stalag Luft III.

The former airmen were casualties of the great air battles that
raged over Eurcpe and North Africa from 1942 to 1945. Parachuting
or crash-landing in enemy-occupied territory, they were captured
and held at the German Luftwaffe prison camp at Sagan, Upper Silesia,
in territory ceded to Poland after the war. The camp was the site
of the massive breakout and executions related in the book and movie,
"The Great Escape.”

The reunion will be the first meeting the group has ever held
on the West Coast.

Among those scheduled te attend are:

Bram van der Stok, one of only thres "Great Escape'
tunnellers to make it safely back to Allied hands. (Fifty
of the recaptured escapees were summarily executed on
Hitler's direct orders.)

David M. Jones, a flight commander on the Doolittla Tokyo
raid of April, 1942, who escaped from China to be shot

down at Tunis a few months later.

Albert P Clark, a fighter pilot shot down in France flying

a Spitfire on assignment with the RAF. He directed escape
activities at the American South Compound at Stalag

Luft II1. A retired Lieutenant General, he served as Superintendent
of the Air Force Academy from 1970 to 1974.

Jerry Sage, an 055 operative and protege of Wild Bill
Donovan, capturad behind enemy lines in North Africa.
He escaped executlon by posing as a shot-down airman
and eventually escaped to return to Allied hands through
the Russian lines.

Hermann Glemnitz, a German pilot in World War I and

genior non—-commissioned officer in charge of security for
the Germans at the Sagan POW camp during WWIL.

(MORE)



Henri Soderberg, neutral nation (Sweden) International
YMCA representative to prisoners of war in Germany and

England.

Rev. Murdo "Padre" MacDonald, a British paratrooper
captured behind enemy lines in North Africa. He served

as Protestant Chaplain at the American compounds at Sagan.
Following the war he was head of the School of Theology
at the University of Glasgow.

Eric Orsini,

historian of the 14th Armored Division which

fought through to liberate the Bavarian prison camp to
which most of the Sagan prisoners had been moved just
before Stalag Luft III was overrun by Russian troops.
He is currently Deputy Assistant Secretary of the Army.

Press Contacts

(From May 17, 1987, all contacts listed below may be reached at the
reunion headquarters hotel, Red Lion Inn, Seattle/Tacoma Airport:

Telephone (206) 246 8600)

Joe Consolmagno
Press Information
751 Carla Drive
Englewood FL 33533
Tel:(813) 474 2986

Jim Keeffe

Press Information

444 140th Ave NE
Bellevue, WA 98005
(206) 747 4444

Bob Weinberg
Association President
2229 Rock Creek Dr
Kerrville, TX 78028
(512) 257 4643

Alex MacArthur

Press Information

2400 Spring Creek Road
Algonquin, IL 60102
Tel: (312) 658 8200

Dick Kimball
Reunion Chairman
17105 Woodcrest Dr
Bothell, WA 98011
(206) 488 2832



JE CONSOLMAGNO 751 Carla Dr Englewood FL 34223

Former Priﬁofners of War
0
Qtalag Tuft TIT

Dear Don:

From the tenor of the 306+h meetling and the
reception of the Strong resolution, your proposal
proved to be In no wey dlvisive, after all - or
even debatable. When it came to & vote, | didn't
hear & single dissent from the back of the hali;
I'm sure you dldn't elther, up front.

While the reception was obviously moved by
an appreclation for Russ and his work, | think
1+ was also due to the reasonableness of the wording
of the resolutlon and your skill iIn presenting
1+,

14+'s always a pleasure to see a real pro
at work.

Regards,

Sept 28, 1987



-_

367th, J68th, 360k, d23d Squadrons, and service organizations
Thurleigh, Bedfordshire, England = September 1842-Apri| 1845

306TH BGMBA_.I;{DMEHT GROUP ASSOCIATION

Eragdent

Bonpld B, Ross
H936 Exsex Slreel
Omaha, HE GBE114

Wice Prestan
Willkam F. Houlinan
13470 Tyler Rosd
Beliavilbg, M1 48111

Spermlary

Auszzal| &, Strong
2041 Hillsgoale
Kalarmazos, M 49007

Treagurar

G, Dale Briscoe

11025 ‘Whisper Valle
San Antonio, TX F'EIE;J:I
Qirsgiors

Bobert E. Crane

Box 21
Portland. CT 06480

G, Kelih Jacksan

14515 Briar Hills Plvwy.

Suite 100
Houston, TE TTOFT

Gerald 0. Botler
5O07 Walnut Hillg D
Austin, TE TEF23

Robert J, Starrynski
5263 Morik Long Ave
Chicaga. IL 60530

Fasl Proziden!s

Aalgh E. Bordner

131 East Aufumn Lane
Easi Peoria, IL §1611

John L Ryan
21Ewells Dr. NE

Albugquergiee, WM BF123

— AL WA S FIAST a——F RET OVER GERMANY cos—

Octobar 1, 1987 P.O. Box 307

Omaha, HE 6&B101
402y 221-4647

Dear Joe,

Thanks for your letter of September 28. I appreciate your
kind thoughts. We were all pleased the way the business
meeting worked out.

I think we are going to move forward now and strengthen

our organization substantially. The new projects Russ

has in mind are going to be well received by the membership.

I lock forward to seeing you in Las Vegas,

Sincerely,

boneld R. BRoss

mg

Mr. J. E. Consolmagno
751 Carla Drive
Englewood, FL 34223

bo: Russ Strong w/copy of Consclmagno letter



Former Pri sofners of War
0
Stalad fuft TIT

J

Dear Russ:

I'm delighted to read that
you've made back issues of Echoes
available on microfiche.

Enclosed is my $5 check
for the set.

Hope all continues well

with you. Do you still have plans
of getting down this way?

Regards,

E;;&g: st
2/18/88 %ﬂﬂf



Joseph E Consolmagno
751 Carla Dr
Englewvood, FL 34223
(813) 474 2986

Dear Russ:

In the event you haven't received it, too, I've just
gotten a note from the Casey family to the effect that
Bill Casey died on March 17, 1968. He had just turned 68
on March 12. Interment was at the National Cemetary at
St. Augustine.

Bill was part of the Hamilton Field contingent that
was assigned to the 306th in June, 1942, following our
return from the Pacific, at the time of the Battle of Midway.
In all, there were 16 crews in that contingent, pulled
from the 30l1lst and the 303rd Groups. Bill was the first
person I met when we both reported to the 301st on Easter,
1942 --- a fun-filled year before we were shot down. (He
lasted ten days longer than I did.)

I hope all goes well with you.

Regards,

May 8, 1988



Former Prisofners of War
0
Stalad Iuft TIT

JE CONSOLMAGNO : 751 CARLA DRIVE : ENGLEWOOD FL 34223 : 813-474-2986

Oct 6 1988

Dear Russ:

I have received the Durand book. Reading
the early chapters and looking over his sources,
I would say that a more authentic history
of Stalag Luft III can never be written.

I'm aiming at a November 1 deadline

to get the review and book back to you.
Sorry, we won't be at Las Vegas this time.

Regards,

el



/D/YF’
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BHRETEN—
Stalag Lurt 11/: The Secrel Slory

/O Louisiane Stale Universitly Press, 1988

, ewedlly Joe Consolmaano
e W’%

: ' /Z) \q/ i
by Arthur A Dursnd (7{
Ay

‘NEW-BOOK SHEDS NEW LIOHT
ON-LIFEAT-STALAG LUFT il

"'ﬁ One by one, seventeen hundred air crew men of the 306th had to face the eye of the

nwdle,hdefined by historian Arthur A . Durand as "that indescribably small window between life
and death that virtually all downed fliers had to squeeze through on their brutel journey from
cockpit to prison camp.” |

! It wes a trying and lonely passage. As Durand notes, "Airmen came out of the sky one

-

by one and usually faced their captors the same way, adding 8 significant dimension to an already

traumatic experience.”

Fliers shot down late in the war faced the real danger of lynchings and mob actions, often

" condoned and abetted by the German authorities as their cities were being pounded into rubble.

At least 165 of the downed airmen learned about the horrors of concentration camps from stints
at Buchenwald before being routed to Stalag Luft 11| and other Luftwaffe &mps.

Nine hundred of the 306th casualties made it through the needle. Among them most of
the officers and some of the NCOs wound up at Staleg Luft |11, a POW camp run by the Luftwaffe
at Sagan in Silesia, 90 miles southeast of Berlin.

l #Stalag Luft 111; The Secret Std@ recently—published by the Louisiana State-University:

h

Press, is the result of an exhaustive study of the Sagan camp undertaken by Durand.

This is not just another old soldier's story, with hardships and heroics magnified by the

-'..
¢



Stalag Lurt /! “Review : 2

passage of time . It is & serious work that had its beginnings some 1S years ago as a doctoral
dissertation by a military scholar. Born in 1944, Colonel Durand is not of the same
generation as the people and events he is examining. Consequently, he has no ax to grind, no
personal justifications to make.

(Ms to several popular books and movies based on the camp, some aspects of the
5talag Luft |11 story have become well-know@ particularly events surrounding the Great
Escape of March, 1944, and the subseguent murder of 50 of the escapees. With meticulous
accuracy, Durand covers the familiar terrain of the mundane daily routine of the kriegies, 8s
the POWSs were known, as well as their persistent escape attempts. But he also covers other
aspects that will be new even to many former kriegies.

@k reveals that covert activities went beyond the much-publicized escape efforts.
After forty years, it is now declassified information that military intelligence picked up by
captured airmen en route to POW camps was secretly transmitted to Allied Intelligence encoded

in personal letters from Stalag Luft I1l. Information and instructions were sent into the camp
by the same method.
l Some 40 prisoners in the South Compound and an unspecified number in the ather
\\—-—-—v

compounds were engaged in the operation.  Clearly falling within the legal definition of
espionage, Durand points out, the activity carried with it risks beyond those encountered in
escape efforts, which were a soldier’s recognized duty acknowledged under the Geneva
Convention.

(, (For security reasons, the kriegie participants rarely knew who else was doing covert
correspondence. | knew Don Eldredge of the 367th was involved because he recruited me for
the activity shortly after my arrival at the camp. And | learned that Fred Gillogly of the 368th
was another one of us only when we were being flown together from Paris to Washington for
debriefing shortly after liberation.)

@r Air Force Academy Superintendent, Lt. General A.P. Clark, who spoke at the



Stelag Lurt /1] " Review ‘ 3

306th’'s Colorado Springs reunion, figures prominently in the Segan story. Then a lieutenant
colonel and shot-down Spitfire pilot, Clark directed American clandestine operations et Sagan
that by his count involved 60 to 70 percent of the prisoners.

! But what was probably Clark's most significant and lasting contribution to the lives of

x\\/—__
the Luftwaeffe kriegies was not of the stuff that I1ieds are written. He redesigned the latrine

system.
Dysentery and impetigo were rempent when Clark arrived in the Eest Compound in the -
summer of 1942. Drawing on memories of visits to Civilian Conservation Corps camps with
his father, an Army doctor, Clark set about correcting the primitive aborts that were the
source of the epidemic. His model was adopted by the Luftwaffe for all of its POW camps.

‘ in the complex structure of German prison camps thet st one time held as many as six
million persons, the six camps that the Luftwsffe administered for downed Western airmen
came closest to adhering to provisions of the Geneva Convention for the humane treatment of
prisoners of war. Camp administretors and prisoners alike give credit for this fact to the
express direction of Luftwaffe commander-in-chief and World War | ace, Hermann Goering,
who was elsewhere completely steeped in the full catalog of Nazi crimes.

". As 8 sidelight, author Durand notes thet one of the earliest treaties on the treatment of

prisoners of war by nations not at wer with each other was reached between Prussie and the
United States in 1785. 1t was prompted on the Americen side by il1-treatment of its
Revolutionary soldiers captured by the British. During World War | it was the only effective
sgreement between the United States and Germany for the treatment of POWs. 4

( Under the command of a traditionsel military men, Luftweffe Colonel Friedrich Yon

—
Lindeiner, Staleg Luft |11 was probably the most favored of the Luftwaffe camps. Food parcels
provided by the International Red Cross sustained life and health of the prisoners above the bere

subsistence level of German rations. There was never the slightest evidence of pilfering of the



Slalag Lurt 111~ Review , 4

Red Cross stores at this camp despite the desperate food shortages the Germans themselves were

suffering.

{, In one of the majdr anomalies of the war, while the German war machine was looting

N——
food supplies and starving all of its conquered lands, it was providing minesweepers to clear the
Baltic Sea ahead of the Swedish ships transporting Red Cross food for the prisoners.

( Books, athletic equipment, and musical instruments provided by the International YMCA
were put to good use by the prisoners. They organized bands, sports teams, theaters, and
extensive educational programs to sustain physical and psychological fitness.

! “The prisoners in Staleg Luft |11 made such excellent use of the limited diversions
available to them that many people gained erroneous impressions about the camp, impressions
that obscured the dismal and unplessant realities of life in a prisoner of war camp,” Durand
notes. “In terms of what a prisoner of war camp is supposed to offer captives, as specified in
the Geneva Convention of 1929, Stalag Luft |1| was only the norm and not the exception.”

( In the 23 months of Yon Lindeiner's tenure there were 262 escape attempts and 100
tunnels dug frdm thecamp. He paida bi{ter price for trying to go by the book in running Stalag
Luft I1l. He was arrested by the German authorities the day after the Great Escape, and
received a one year sentence from a court martial. After the war he spent two years in a
British prison camp .

[ The mass escape that was Yon Lindeiner’s downfall was the final straw that gave victory
" to Heinrich Himmler, commander of the SS and Gestapo, who had been waging an unrelenting
struggle to wrest control of the prison camps away from the Luftwaffe. In the summer of 1944
the whole German POW apparatus was placed under his Waffen-35. Fortunately, the change
came too late in the war to have much adverse effect on the kriegies.

[ Durand's chapter on the evacuation of Stalag Luft |11 before a Russian advance reads like
something out of Tolstoy. Kriegies from the South Compound, which included most of the
306th officers, led the American exodus at 11:00 PM on the night of January 27, 1945. As



‘Stalag Lurt /11~ Review S

they set out they saw flames over in the North Compound consume RAF Barrscks 104 from
which the Oreat Escape was tunneled nine months earlier.

( The South Compound seems to have suffered the most on the forced march in driving
snow and sub-zero temperatures, eccording to Durand. Noting thet the Geneva Convention
specifies that prisoners of war are not to march more than 12.5 miles a day, Durand records
that the men of South walked 34.5 miles in 27 hours, with one 4-hour stop, arriving at
Moskau at 2:20 AM on January 29. Ahead of them, they had another day's march of 15.5 miles
to Spremberg, where they were jammed into 40 & 8 boxcars for the final leg of their journey
to Stalag YIIA, outside Munich.

\\DT;S history of Stalag Luft 11| draws from official records of the Allied and German
governments, as well as those of the neutral protecting power, the International Red Cross and
YMCA, whose representatives made frequent visits to the camp throughout thewar. The
author also had access to published and unpublished memoirs, diaries, and manuscripts of key
participants among the Allies, Germans, and neutral powers. He was editor of the memoirs of
Colonel Yon Lindeiner.

( His extensive personal interviews and correspondence included the senior American

N—
officers of each compound and many former kriegies. Al LaChasse, the 306th’ s earliest POW
and self-styled “First Pigeon” from the 367th, is cited as one source for the early history of
the compounds..

\\B%gf the thoroughness of Durand's research, the completeness of his
‘ documentation and his access to key eye-witnesses, many of whom are no longer around, there

probably can never be a more accurate and complete story of Stalag Luft I11 than this sccount.

-30-



Joa Consoimogno
7561 Cara Drive
o FL 34323
B13) 474 2986

Russell A Strong
5323 Cheval Pl
Charlotte, NC 28205-4937
10 June 1991
Drear Buss:

For the Former Prisoners of War of Stalag Luft II1, T have been putting
together a book of first-person "shoot-down” accounts of some of our mem-
bers. [ have already completed the selection, editing, and formatting phase
and am now in the process of locating and selecting photographs, and T won-
der if T could impose on your good offices for some help.

Of the 65 stories | have, nine are from the 306th:
Eldredge, La Pallice, 18 November 42

Ryan, Herman, Lorient, & March 43

Consolmagno, Crouch, Seelos, Antwerp, 5 April 43
Sorden, Bremen, 8 Oct 43

Dowden, Schweinfurt, 14 Oct 43

Vaughter, Schweinfurt, 14 Oct 43

Do your files contain any photos of these people or missions that youo
would be willing to loan me to copy - with credits - for this book?

I've got a date at the Academy next month for a photo search {General
Clark and Duane Reed got me into this project in the first place). But I would
appreciate any assistance you could give me on these specifics.

Best regards

-




13 June 1991

Dear Joe:

I gave your project a good effort and couldn't come up
with much.

But perhaps some of these can be of use.

I tried to find a picture of a plane that figured in at
least one of the missions, but couldn't come up with
them.

The mess hall ceiling has some good dates and places
on it that might tie in with several stories.

Ryan is the only identifiable person for whom I have a
decent picture.

Return them when you can.

All the best,



Joe Consoimagno
751 Carla Drive
Englewood, FL 34223
(813) 474 2986

Russell A Strong
5323 Cheval Pl
Charlotte, NC 28205-4937
19 June 91
Dear Russ:

Many thanks for your quick response to my
request for photos. Would that my authors were
SO0 prompt !

I'1l hold on to these until I return from
my photo foray to the Academy next month, to see
what I have to work with.

Best regards

a2




Yoe Consolmagno
751 Carla Drive
Englewood, FL 34223
(813) 474 2986

Aug 1, 1991

Russell A Strong
5323 Cheval P1
Charlotte, NC 28205-4937

Dear Russ:

In checking my files for the book I am preparing for
the Former Prisoners of War of Stalag Luft III, I find I
haven’t received your permission to use a quote from your
book in my own shoot-down account (essentially the same
account as the one I did for Echoes a couple of years
ago.)

The quote I would like to use:

sThe raid on the Erla Works was a disaster! The
fighters not only downed four 306th planes, but they also
diverted the attack so that most of the 8th AF bombs fell
on the tiny Belgian town of Mortsel where 943 people were
killed and 1300 injured. Only five bombs hit the Erla
works; they did, nevertheless, cause extensive damage.”

“First Over Germany”, Russell Strong
Hunter Publishing Co., 1982

I'd appreciate hearing from you.

Best regards

1ssi/ov|/granted‘ k (//
| //ﬂ‘///w Oﬁ@ -

A ust 1991 e w—‘-‘/_,,.,r

——



Chack the torm balow:
Mame Jﬂ??ﬁh & Cﬂ'yﬁﬂfﬁfﬁﬁﬂﬁﬂ

addess _J &/ CARIpz  DPrivs
City, State and Zip Code Eyﬁé‘”ﬂﬁc{; FL  By2z3 -22/%

Telephane #, with the correct area code f?f 3y 7Y Aygb

Can you give us the four-number addition to your zip code? |Look on one of
your utilty bifls for this, i you can't remember it),

On that streel address, please designale whether it is 51, Ave. Blwd, Road,
ele. Rural routes AND box numbers need to be spelled out. In the alpha listing
of the Directory, be sure your unit designation is correct, That's the one that counts.
(If you were placed in the wrong listing under organizations, don't woery abaut
i We plan to get it right this time.)

Other data we will siore away for possible later use:

Wile's first name ﬁ*—?‘ﬂi’n;; ,}q—
Yourbinhdate _ APAL 7, 7L %
Social Security # 2/ Tl ofe (=

Retirement date/place of employment/job title qu;f_ {- e

LHH\;#EH Ccﬂ'.ﬂFa ) E};;Fﬁ‘dfa.-q NMEw S Keilnlien s

Send the above to Russell A, Strang
2323 Cheval Placa
Charlofte, MC 28205-4937
T04/568-0153
367th
June
20 Aprll 1924
AT0-12-T2T72
January 1288/ Westarn Michigan University’ Senior Development
Officer & Diractor of Research for the WMU Foundation




1992 England Trip

Reunion Sets Big Schedule
For Thurleigh and London

Fifty years ago next September, the
306th Bomb Group flew into history, with
its arrival in England for combat duty with

the U:S. 8thAF. That signal event in ~

aviation lore will be recalled once again
in August when the men of the 306th,
their spouses families and friends will
join in a reunion visit to Bedford, the old
base at Thurleigh, Madingley cemetery
at Cambridge, and to the venerable city
of London.

Specific details of the trip were
included in the mailing of the October
issue of Echoes, having been an-
nounced in detail earlier that month
during the Group’s reunion at Pittsburgh.
When the festivities were over in the
steel city, people left for home with the
six-page folder in their hands.

The October issue of Echoes an-
nounced that the program was open to
all friends of the 306th, and the folder

Two options are being offered for
those participating in the main trip: A.
being to spend two nights in Bedford,
at either the"Swan or Moat House hotels,
which lie across the Ouse River from
each other at the bridge; or, #2. to spend
four nights at Bedford and the remainder
in London. Group A will go on to London
after the visit to Duxford, a WWII airfield
that served both the RAF and USAAF
and which has been restored as a WWIl
field.

As an added fillip, the travel descrip-
tion includes two extended week-long
trips following the activities in Bedford
and London: One will go north to
Scotland by bus, offerirg a good 166K ™
atthe North Country, staying three nights
in fascinating Edinburgh, and will stop
among other places at Oxford, Stratford,
Coventry, Harrogate, Carlisle, Chester,
Cheltenham (with a brief excursion into



Joe Consolmagno
751 Carla Drive
Englewood, FL 34223
(813) 474 2986

Russell A Strong
5323 Cheval P1
Charlotte, NC 28205-4937

March, 1992
Dear Russ:

Under separate cover, I am sending you an author's copy of
Through the Eye of the Needle in appreciation and thanks to you for
the photos your provided for this project.

The original manuscripts and related correspondence that
served as the basis for the collection have been turned over to the
Library of the Air Force Academy, where they will serve as valuable
reference materials for scholars, writers, and students of this period
of air history.

Distribution of the book is planned for military schools,
survival training units, and libraries of colleges and universities that
conduct major Air Force ROTC programs. In addition, the book will
be a special gift to individuals and couples registering at our reunion
in Saint Louis this spring.

Until the remaining supply is exhausted, copies will be on sale
by mail and at the reunion for $16.95 each, with quantity discounts of
25% for 5 to 10 copies and 33% for 10 copies and over.

Again [ want to express my sincere thanks to you for your
contribution to this book.

Best personal regards




26 March 1992

Dear Joe:

Finished your opus last night, and I really got a kick out
of reading it.

It made me happier than ever that I never had to take that
long step out the nose escape hatch. One cannot imagine what
some of the men went through and survived.

As I said in my review in the April issue of Echoes, the only
thing wrong with the book is that most of the stories could
have been a lot longer. Fortunately, the longer ones you used
were usually the best written. I turned the page on a number
of them and wished there had been more said.

I think the one that really got me was the one where both the
navigator and the pilot each lost a leg, and met early on af-
ter reaching the ground.

Now, will it be possible for me to use at least two of the
stories in upcoming issues of Echoes? I have never done anything
with Keith Conley or Myron Sorden, and might pick up another one
or two, With proper credit, plus mention of how to get copies,
it would also give you some more adverfising.

Thanks for doin g another great job on the behalf of those guys
who sat out the war in Stalag Luft III!

Allmthe best,

PS: Got to Florida for 10 days a while back. June's brother
has a condo in Bellaire Beach. He retired as vice chairman of
USX, so feels no pain in the bank account. We didn't life a
finger or spend a dime all the time we were there.



Joe Consolmagnao
751 Carla Drive
Englewood, AL 34223
{813 474 2984

February 49, 1994

Busscll Strong
5323 Cheval Place
Charlotte, NC 28205

Dear Russ:
This might be of some small help in your pilot feature of February, 94.

When Gerry Clymer took the bunk next to mine at Thurleigh, he told me he was
a transfer from the RCAF.

I was under the impression that Biff Birletfi was a classmate of Warren Terry, but
that doesn’t seem to be borne out by their serial numbers, Terry's was 0-375352 and
Biff's was 0-24109, Mote that Biff's number has one digit less than those we're familiar
with. It shows up that way in two different orders that [ have. 1l does make him an
early bird.

I nole you have Birleffi listed with the 35%th. 1 was his navigator at Wendover
(and before) and James Stewart was his copilot. We were in the 367th.

Best regﬂrds



seph & Consolmagno
75/ Cander Dcve

Enplocoood, Tt 34225
(241 474 295

July 7, 1995
Russell A Strong
5323 Cheval P1
Charlotte, NC 28205-4937

Dear Russ:

Thanks very much for the phone message about Joe Goeppner. We were
together on the Birleffi crew when we went from the 301st to Hawaii and back to
Wendover to join the 306th. I don’t remember if he made it to the Stewart crew
after Biff was killed. But I think I can almost see the guy to this day.

We billed our 50th anniversary kriegie reunion as our last bash and spent about
three quarters of a million on it. Enclosed is a copy of our latest Klarion which has a
rundown on the 50th and our return to the camps in Germany a couple of weeks
earlier.

Hope all continues well with you.

Take care.




Lepors . Yas o

By Joe Consolmagno

There were only sporadic bursts of flak from the emplacements at Ghent as
our' B-17 passed that city on our way in to Antwerp, harmless black puffs
at first. By then our escort of Spitfires had been replaced by FW-190s.
Just beyond Ghent we took a direct hit from flak in one of our engines and
dropped out of the formation into the vacuum between the 306th Bomb Group
the 91st, which was next in line behind us.

We were immediately attackes by waves of FWs, coming at us in twos and threes.
We took hits on each assault amid a shattering din of flailing engines,
explosions, plane-shuddering impacts and our own clattering guns. In our
violent evasive action, the belft of .50 caliber bullets feeding into my
weapon kept buckling, jamming the gun, always it seemed just when an attacker
was flying straight into my sights, his wings abalaze with his own gunfire.

In a momentary respite between attacks, I decided it was time to attach my
chestpack parachute 0 the harness I was wearing. After a third--or fourth
or fifth—-- attack, a voice on intercom called that engine fires were out of
control.

Acknowledging this last in a series of disastrous reports, pilot Clarence
Fischer replied calmly, "OK--bail out." The bailout alarm jangled.

I ripped out the intercom wires and oxygen tube that had made me an organic
part of the dying aircraft, and quickly scrambled back to the crawlspace
between the nose and the cockpit. I pulled the emergency release lever on
the forward escape hatch. Nothing happened.

As if he were talking to me, I could hear Bill Gise telling his there-I-was
story upon returning to base weeks after being shot down at Lille (ed.note:
9 Oct 42 on Group's first mission). "I was surprised that the hatch didn't
drop off," he said. "It was stuck in place by the slipstream."

"So I rared back and kicked it ouf," he said.
I followed suit, even as his words flashed through my mind.

Looking down through the opening at the earth some four miles:below, I fought
back a sudden spin of vertigo.

Gise's words continued flashing. '""My first impulse was to ease out and hang
there before dropping. But I knew that would only splat me up against the
belly. So I grabbed the rip cord and dove out head first."

I hooked the thumb of my left hand through the rip cord ring, not being able

to reach it with my right hand across the bulky chestpack. On the periphery of
my vision I caught sight of the flight engineer dropping down from the cockpit
into the crawlspace, as I tumbled out through the hatch.

I pulled the ripcord as soon as I hit the slipstream; I wanted time to feed
the chute out manually if something didn't work. A giant hand seemed to yank me
back by the scruff of the neck as the chute streamed open. The jolt snapped off
one of my flight boots. Scrounged from the RAF, my flight boots were an envied
possession because they were insulated and wired for heat, the only boots of
that kind in the squadron.
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"On 5 April 43, a 17 year old gir, Gisella Vercauteren, heard the drone of the
coming air armada and left her work in the wooden shoe factory of her parents
to see what was coming. When the aircraft were overhead someone pointed to:
one of them which showed a flash and started smoking. A little later parachutes
opened.

"While they were still following the chutes, a neighbor came running with a boot.
He saw it coming down in a field close to the one he was working on. It was a
strange boot by local standards. It was brown (or grey) and there was sheepskin
inside which made the finder go looking for the other one. He sure could use them!

"One puzzling point was a wire attached to the boot. (Electric heating?)

However, the boot was the attraction in a local pub where it was shown in secrecy,
as the people feared the Germans would confiscate their booty. In the early
seventies the owner died. The boot was now in the attic and every time the hatch
was opened, one was confronted with the boot, which stood right before it as a
memento."

-Letter from Jean Dillen

Belgian aviation researcher

23 Nov 86

Freed of the thunderous death throes of the B-17, I was suddenly engulfed in an
eerie silence, broken only by the hissing of air escaping through the vent at the
top of the parachute and my own labored breathing in the rarefied ‘air. I watched
our plane descending steeply below me and about a mile off, trailing smoke and
fire from both wings, but still flying level as it dropped off its line of
parachutes. I tried to count them, but lost track.

"My information tells me that your aircraft was under attack by Hauptmann Galland,
brother of General Inspector of the Luftwaffe, Adolph Galland. First there came
a series of 4 or 5 parachutes from the burning aircraft which was -till going
toward the target. Galland made another pass and then the rest of the crew came
out. The aircraft made a few loopings and hit the ground."

-Letter from Jean Dillen, 21 Jul 86

Other bomb groups droned by overh4ad in a stretched-out parade, until finally I
was alone again, miles high and gasping for air. I ripped off my useless oxygen
mask, dropped it between my legs and watched it slowly spin into the nothingness
below me.

The sound of a single engined aircraft came into range before I saw it-—an FW-190.
I braced to feel the shock of gunfire. But the enemy didn't fire. He circled me
so closely that I could see his oxygen-masked face, and he waved. I waved back.
It didn't seem ' .appropriate to be impolite.

Major Wilhelm-Ferdinand Galland was killed in action on 17 August 1943 during an
attack ib US bombers iver the.St. Trond/Liege area, Belgium. He was shot down by
escorting Thunderbolts.

~Letter from Achille Rely

Belgian historian, 4 Apr 93

The German left me and went on to the other chutes in a line spread out far
ahead of and below me, circling each one as he came to it. I was still miles
above the open country, being borne by the winds toward Antwerp, which I could
identify by the forts described to us that morning at the navigators' briefing.

I watched our flights of bombers, from the lead group to the last, drop their
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bombs and make the turn back toward the fingers of the North Sea that reach
through the bordering ialands of Belgium and The Netherlands.

The parachute drop from 20,000 feet seemed interminable, but eventually I was
breathing more easily in the richer atmosphere nearing ground level. At length

I realized that I was not going to land in open country, as I had hoped. I was
drifting rapidly toard the stricken city and the black palls of smoke now rising
from it.

As 1 approached the Schelde River on the city's outskirts, I had a momentary hope
of hitting the parachute quick-release and droping into the water to attempt
evading capture. But; to my good fortune, I was baffled for a moment by the

turn direction of the release button of the British-made chute. As I fumbled
withithe contraption, I noticed that I was passing over a ship berthed on the
near shore, perhaps 200 feet below me. I was too far for a free fall.

Nearing the ground my forward motion seemed to be at an incredible speed. A

factory building loomed up ahead of me, and I tried to anticipate what I would
do if I were swept into its towering walls. I had a quick flash of a newspaper
photo I had seen of a German parachutist dangling from a tall factory chimney.

As T dropped I raced by clsuters of people, white faces peering up at me. Several
raised their hands in what I took to be the V-for-Victory salute. I saluted back
with the V.

"On April 5 no alarm was sounded at all and the first sign of trouble was a
tremendous explosion across the river. As we started to run towards the sand
pits, small items started to rain donw on us and later we found large quantities
of empty shells and pieces of the bandoleers that held them.

"Obviosuly the plane had started to break up as it came screaming toward us.
After it passed over our heads at about 1,000 feet pieces started coming off.
I saw what could have been a tail piece and wing piece or wing section. It
pulled up due to excessive speed, stalled and turned on its back. I believe it
went all the way around when it finally went in.

"As we stood there, a plane suddenly came across at no more than 200 feet. I
recognized it as a Focke-Wulf 190, probably checking the kill. While still
shaking from the last scare, we saw some friends pointing at a chustist, who
turned out to be you.

"I have told Jean Dillen that when you came close enough for me to see you
rather well, :I:noticed you were missing a boot. But I also noticed that you
seemed to be pulling on the other one and I naturally thought you expected a
water landing in the Schelde River, had managed to get ride of one boot and
were now trying to drop the other one.
— Letter from Henry Siegers,
Belgian Shipyard worker in 1943
12 July 86

I struck the ground, hard, landing on my one boot and collapsing in a heap
against a pile of rails, my chute draping over it. In the instant it took me to
recover and attempt to release my chute, there was a German soldier standing
over me, holding a pistaol at my head. I thought it funny for an instant that
the man holding the gun should be the one who was shaking. But I raised my hands,
slowly. I didn't want him to get any more nervous than he already was.
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"All witnesses remember you wearing one boot, your face flushing red while the
German arresting you looked very pale. He was a fireman of the Wehrmacht, not
used to wage war."

= Letter from Achille Rely, 7 Nov 85

Almost immediately we were joined by the plant manager, a Belgian.
"Ete-vous blesse?'" he asked.
"No, I'm all right,"” I answered.
"Englander?" he asked.
"American,”" I replied. He seemed surprised.

I removed my chute, he helped me to my feet, and a German soldier frisked me
for weapons. I had none.

The manager walked with me toward the office, a German with a rifle at the ready
behind us. As we passed groups of civilians--men and women--a furtive hand would
frequently shoot up from among them ub the V-salute. There were scattered calls
of "Vive 1'Amerique!" all along our way. Each time I responded with the V-
salute, the guard nudged me with his rifle.

As we walked, the manager spoke to me quietly and rapidly, informing me in
English that except for the plant guards there were few Germans in this section
of the city.

"According to witnesses, you dropped into the middle of the Cockerill
Shipbuilding Yards situated 'at.... Hoboken nearby the Schelde River, southwest
of Antwerp. He was very much involved with the Belgian underground resistance.
In fact, he helped me on my way through Belgium after my escape from Stalag
Luft III.

-Letter from Bob Vanderstok,

RAF escapee in the '"Great Escape'

24 April 91

A short time after landing, I found myself sitting in a reception office looking

out the window at the Nazi flag and feeling that I was really on a stage set back ..:=
home, trying to remember my lines. A distraught young woman was speaking tearfully
to a blond uniformed girl at the desk. The girl said something I couldn't hear

and directed the woman's attention to me with sheer hatred. The woman turned a
piteous glance toward me. I knew it had something to do with the bombing, and I
stared at the floor.

And there is one memory that refuses to dim with passing years. I was squeezed
into the back seat of a little car. There was a German guard beside the driver in
the front seat, and another next to me in the back. We were in another section of
town and we came to an area where fire hoses were stretched across the street.
There was debris and rubble all around. Out of a smouldering building, obviously
a school, a man emerged carrying:the limp form of a child in his arms.

"What do you say to that?" asked the guard up front. "These are your friends,
your allies."

There was no possible answer, and yet evenappalled silence was inadequate.

"My mother's boss lost his 5 year old daughter in the school you passed with the
German escort. In all 35 kids were killed. Yet this fellow knew that the bombing
of the school was one of the unavoidable horrors that make war the stupid thing
it is. Never, at least not while my mother heard it, did he blame the U S Air
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Foree for his misfortume."
= Lette from Henry 2legers, 2 July B&

8t. Glles Frison in Brussels was my last stop in Belplum. From the truck to Ehe
railroad station en route to Dulag Luft, T CAught a fleeting glimpse of a one-
word headline, framed in a black border, at a kiosk along the wavy—"MORTSEL."

"The rald on the Erla Works was a disaster! The fighters mot only downed four
6th planes, but they also diverted the attack so that most of the ®th AF
bombg fell on the tinv Belgian town of Mortsel where 943 people were killed and
1200 injured. Only five bombs hit the Erla works; they did, neverthelessz, cause

extensive damage."
~"First Over Germany", Russell Strong
1982

Among the dead were 209 children in three schools that were hitc by bombs.



A couple of items on planes' nanmes:

| Officers: Stewart, Dickey, Creel(?) s Creamer
all lost.
Lil Abner F 367 down U4-5<473
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