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December 8, 2020 
 
To Friends of Norman Lane, 
 
After the war, Owen Burgess had returned to his hometown of Brownsville, Tennessee—sixty miles from 
Memphis. He married Doris Rogers of Memphis that November of 1945, and the young couple first lived 
in an apartment in Jackson—about twenty-five miles east of Brownsville. Owen worked in Jackson with 
his uncle, Robert Owen, who was an independent cotton broker. The two men also did well in a second 
business, operating two movie theaters in Jackson and Brownsville. During this time, Doris and Owen 
became the proud parents of a baby daughter, Janice, born in January, 1947. In about 1949, another of 
Owen's uncles, John Owen, who lived in New York, purchased the Brownsville States-Graphic, the local 
weekly newspaper. As Owen wrote years later in his memoir: 
 
 He [John Owen] eventually talked me into moving to Brownsville and joining the paper's staff. 
 
When Owen Burgess died, in September, 1993, the Memphis Commercial Appeal paid tribute to the 
highly-respected newspaperman: 
 
 Mr. Burgess went to work for the States-Graphic in 1949. He was editor from 1962 until 
 retirement in 1984. 

NORMAN LANE JR. 
MEMORIAL PROJECT

“FOR THOSE WHO FIGHT FOR IT, LIFE HAS A 
FLAVOR THE PROTECTED NEVER KNOW.”

Al Claiborne, Ph.D., Chair 

5254 Shoal Creek Lane 

Winston-Salem, NC 27106 

Phone: 336.529.2105               

E-mail: alc@csb.wfu.edu         

 

Left, Lieutenants Hiram Skogmo, Alvin Jaspers, and Owen Burgess; center, Lt. Owen Burgess; right, Lt. Hiram 
Skogmo. Photos most likely taken during their training together in the US, February-June, 1943. 
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  A past president of the Tennessee Press Association in 1977, he was a former member of 
 the board of directors of the Tennessee Press Service. 

 
* * * 

 
But over most of the summer and early fall of 1943, twenty-seven-year-old 
Owen Burgess (photo, left), a Lieutenant in the Army Air Forces, was based at 
Framlingham, Suffolk County, England, where he served as the navigator for a 
B-17 Flying Fortress heavy bomber crew, with the 568th Bomb Squadron, 
390th Bomb Group. The same Brownsville States-Graphic that Owen Burgess 
would manage as editor from 1962 until 1984 reported in its October 22, 1943, 
issue:  
 
 His [Owen Burgess'] promotion to first lieutenancy came on July 13. He 
 had been overseas since July 10. 
 
But although Lt. Burgess had been navigator for the crew led by Lt. Hiram 
Skogmo, dating back to February, 1943, when their training together at Gowen 
Field, Idaho, appears to have begun, Owen wrote in his memoir: 

 
 I was transferred to the crew of J.C. Pedersen as the Colonel [LtCol. Edgar Wittan] wanted the 
 group navigator to fly with Skogmo who was a lead crew. 
 
Staff Sergeant Jack Fariss (photo, right, receiving Air Medal from Col. 
Edgar M. Wittan, 390th Bomb Group CO) was the ball turret gunner with 
the Skogmo crew; he, Skogmo, and six other crew members (see page 4) 
would be killed in action on December 11, 1943, when their B-17 was shot 
down by enemy aircraft on a mission to Emden, Germany. In September, 
2020, S/Sgt. Fariss' niece, Kathy Plourde, and David Armstrong of the 390th 
Bomb Group (Moller's Maulers) Facebook group provided three 
photographs of Owen Burgess, taken while he was still with the Skogmo 
crew. The three photos (page 1, top) include a group photo, with Lts. Hiram 
Skogmo (left, pilot), Alvin Jaspers (center, copilot), and Owen Burgess 
(right, navigator). The second and third photos are individual pictures of Lt. 
Burgess and Lt. Skogmo, respectively. All three photos were taken with the 
same building, which appears to be a frame barracks, in the background and 
may have been taken on the same day. The fourth photo of Lt. Burgess 
alone (photo, above) has a different background; however, in all three photos that he appears in, he seems 
to be carrying an envelope in his right hand and a movie camera in his left hand. It was noted in the 
August, 1943, history for the Group that: 
 
 The Nisson huts [at Framlingham, see photo, top of page 3, taken by Allan Jesko in June, 1977], 
 clustered here and there over a wide area, were far different from the frame barracks to which the 
 men were accustomed in the United States.  
 
This suggests that all four photos may have been taken during training in the US. 
 

* * * 
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Owen Burgess' personal memoir includes very 
few recollections of the period between his arrival 
at Framlingham in mid-July and his first combat 
mission on August 19. He does write that the men 
of the 390th "were inactive for several days after 
reaching our base, but did make a few 
familiarization flights around the area." But even 
before the 390th's first combat mission on August 
12, he and the other men got a palpable taste of 
what they were in for: 
 
 One day the other bomber groups based in 
 England, returned from a mission to the Rhine 

 Valley and several of the planes were shot up pretty bad, landed on our base. It was then that we 
 realized that we were not over there to go sight seeing. 
 
From another section of the 390th Bomb Group's August, 1943, history, titled "Maintenance And 
Supply": 
 
 A crash landing of two aircraft from other stations on our field the first day the group was at its 
 ETO base helped tremendously in the solution of the problem [absence of spare parts] -- 
 cannibalism kept the group in spare parts almost the entire month of August. 
 
The Air Force Historical Research Agency (AFHRA), as stated previously, maintains a number of 
archival documents on the history of the 390th Bomb Group. Much of this information is not included in 
The Story of the 390th Bombardment Group (H), published in 1947. One such document is titled, "390th 
Bombardment Group (H): History—August, 1943." "Station Bulletin" Number 26, published on August 
5, lists the following officer promotions: 
 
 1st Lt. Wade Hampton Sneed, Jr., O794590, effective 13 July 1943 . . . 
 1st Lt. Hiram Campbell Skogmo, O-450120, effective 13 July 1943 
 1st Lt. John Owen Burgess, O-673474, effective 13 July 1943 
 1st Lt. Merle Melton Cloud, O-670008, effective 13 July 1943 . . . 
 
Twenty-five years later, now writing as editor of the Brownsville States-Graphic for its issue of Friday, 
July 12, 1968, Owen Burgess would remember his three fallen brothers-in-arms: 
 
 Old memories flooded back, almost 
 to tears when the Colonel read the 
 orders of commendation .... "his 
 display of personal bravery and 
 devotion to duty". 
  We refer, of course, to the 
 awards ceremony when Pvt. Billy L. 
 Wright was honored posthumously at 
 the home of his parents, who live in 
 Stanton. 
  Our memories went back to 
 Hiram  C. Skogmo of Milwaukee, 
 Wade Hampton Sneed [left, in 
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 bottom photo, page 3] of Georgia and Merle C. Cloud [right, in bottom photo, page 3] of Rule, 
 Texas, and many many more comrades and friends of the 390th Bomb Group, whose families 
 surely experienced similar ceremonies a quarter of a century ago. . . . 
 
In a section on "Surveys & Commentaries," the Group's arrival in the ETO is chronicled: 
 
 The advance party, consisting of the group commanding officer, Lt Col Edgar M. Wittan; the 
 operations officer, Capt Ralph V. Hansel; the combat intelligence officer, Maj Ollie A. Davis; and 
 the communications officer, 1/Lt Clyde R. Scott, arrived in the ETO on 4 July, 1943. . . . 
 
On December 11, 1943, then-Major Hansel was flying as Command Pilot with the Skogmo crew, 
replacing Lt. Alvin Jaspers (see page 2) in the copilot's seat. The B-17 piloted by then-Captain Skogmo 
was attacked by enemy aircraft shortly after noon on a mission over Emden, Germany. From the Missing 
Air Crew Report, "What was thought to be a rocket exploded near the a/c [aircraft]. The Co-Pilot [Maj. 
Hansel] tried to climb out of Co-Pilot's window but was unsuccessful. . . . 6 or 7 chutes reported, of which 
3 chutes hit the water north east of Langeory Island [Langeoog (correct spelling) is one of the East Frisian 
Islands, off the coast of Germany in the southern North Sea]." Maj. Ralph Hansel's lifeless body was 
recovered from the North Sea about 2 p.m. that afternoon, by a German rescue ship.  
 
 The combat crews arrived in their B-17s in England on 17 July and reached Station 153 the 
 following day. The ground echelon, which crossed the ocean by ship, reached Liverpool on 27 
 July and arrived at the station on 28 July. 
 

In his memoir, Owen Burgess recalls, "We were flying 
individually and not as a group. At last we landed in Prestwick 
Scotland and in a day or two went to our combat base in 
Framlingham in East Anglia, England." 
 
 The fact that they were in the war zone was brought home to 
 the ground echelon as the men marched from the dock to the 
 railway station, past wrecked buildings and vacant lots where 
 obviously buildings had once been. . . . 
 
 The need for dispersal of aircraft and personnel was 
 recognized. This was forcefully emphasized when, on 23 
 August, a low-flying enemy aircraft dropped three bundles of 
 anti-personnel butterfly bombs on the field. They landed . . . 
 at 0330 hours -- where the engineering crew was working on 
 an aircraft.  
 
In General Orders dated July 14, LtCol. Edgar Wittan assumed 
command of AAF Station 153, Framlingham. "Off-Station 
Activities," as summarized in the August, 1943, history for the 
390th, pointed out the fact that "Bicycles were issued to many of 
the personnel, and many of those to whom they were not issued 
bought civilian cycles." Also, "It was found that the blacksmith in 
Hatcheson cut hair on the side; he soon developed a good 
barbering business . . ." With respect to those villages close to the 
airfield, as well as the cities of Ipswich and London: 
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 Wickham Market, Framlingham, Saxmundham and other villages 
 were well within half an hour's cycling time. A few minutes' walk in 
 several directions from the edges of the base brought one to a cluster 
 of buildings -- including a tavern. 
 
 Framlingham, with its ancient castle [photos, page 4, taken by Allan 
 Jesko in June, 1977], was the first great near-by attraction. Ipswich, 
 a city of about 80,000, was only 20 miles away -- one could get 
 there in an hour or less by bus, hitch-hike or train from Wickham 
 Market. London itself was easily available for a 48 hour pass 
 destination. 
 
Of the small collection of Owen Burgess photographs that I have, courtesy 
of Janice Burgess Harsh, there is only one (photo, left, Owen is standing) 
that was taken while he was apparently off the base he was assigned to at 
the time. However, David Armstrong (see page 2) has reviewed the photo 
and believes it was taken during training, noting the winged propeller 
devices on Owen's cap and on that of his friend. Their jackets, including the 
winged propeller insignia on the right sleeves, identify Owen and his friend 

as Air Corps aviation cadets. Owen was based at Kelly Field, San Antonio (preflight school), and Garner 
Field, Uvalde, Texas (primary flight school), over much of 1942. 
 
But as Owen Burgess had written, of his assignment to Framlingham and the ETO, "We were not over 
there to go sight-seeing." Clear evidence of this is described under "Training": 
 
 Training never ends in the ETO. The tour of operations for this theater is, in the autumn of 1943, 
 25 combat operations. The combat crews continue training in many branches until their last 
 mission is completed. . . . 
 
 Practice missions were flown whenever possible in the ETO before the group became operational, 
 and after entering combat on days when because of the weather . . . combat missions were 
 impossible, practice missions were flown. . . . 
 
 Officers and men were from time to time sent to various schools off the base, for periods ranging 
 from two days to a month, to learn the established or the newly developed techniques of their 
 sections. 
 

* * * 
 
Although Owen Burgess' memoir does not elaborate on his time at Framlingham, prior to the Pedersen 
crew's first combat mission on August 19—or on his first thirteen missions (August 19 through October 
4), for that matter—his recollections of his time as a POW are recorded in considerable detail. In 
describing his first days at Stalag Luft III, near present-day Zagan, Poland, sometime in November, 1943, 
he mentions: 
 
 There we were reunited with a few old group mates and military school friends who had been shot 
 down earlier. There were also quite a few RAF people confined in this camp. Among the old 
 friends and members of my group were Johnny Winant [photo, top of page 6] and some of his 
 crew who had been shot down on the Regensburg raid [see below] I think. Johnny's father was 
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 Ambassador to England at the time. He later went to Russia [Ambassador 
 Winant returned to New Hampshire in 1946 and died there in November, 
 1947]. 
 
1stLt. John G. Winant Jr. has been mentioned previously, in a similar context. 
His father, John Gilbert Winant, was the US Ambassador to Britain when his 
son's B-17, Tech Supply, from the 568th Bomb Squadron, 390th Bomb Group, 
was shot down on the October 10 Münster mission. The senior Winant had been 
appointed as Ambassador to the Court of St. James by President Franklin 
Roosevelt, in February, 1941. In a historical note, Winant replaced Joseph P. 
Kennedy—father of John, Robert, and Ted—but there is more to the story. The 
biographical sketch maintained online by the John F. Kennedy Presidential 
Library states: 
 
 When war broke out [in Europe] in 1939, Kennedy's [Joseph Kennedy's] 
 firm and outspoken commitment to US neutrality put him increasingly at 
 odds with the British Government, and eventually his own. Kennedy 
 ultimately resigned in November 1940. 
 

But Robert Caro, in The Years of Lyndon Johnson: The Passage of Power, adds detail to the story: 
 
 Johnson [Lyndon Johnson] had indeed been in Roosevelt's [the President's] office the day Joe 
 Kennedy's plane arrived from England—Johnson had told the story many times; "For decades," 
 Hugh Sidey [noted Time magazine "chronicler of the American presidency"] would write, 
 "evenings in the capital were enriched with stories like the one about Franklin Roosevelt coaxing 
 Ambassador Kennedy [down to Washington] and then with great relish firing him," a story which 
 of course made Joe Kennedy look foolish. 
 
Caro adds: 
 
 The trick had worked; Kennedy made a very effective radio broadcast supporting Roosevelt, and 
 then, the day after the election [the 1940 US presidential election was held on November 5], his 
 resignation was announced. 
 
Admired by Winston Churchill, Ambassador Winant served in Britain until 1946. His son was returned to 
US military control in Austria on May 7, 1945, and later attended Balliol College, Oxford University, 
from which he graduated in 1947. 
 
John Gilbert Winant Jr. was born in New York City and was attending Princeton University as a twenty-
one-year-old sophomore when he enlisted in the Army Air Forces. His promotion to 1stLt. had been 
announced in September, 1943. His aircraft, Tech Supply, was shot down on the October 10 Münster 
mission. Both moderate flak and intense fighter opposition were reported in the vicinity where Tech 
Supply went down; the Missing Air Crew Report includes a brief summary, based on interviews with 
three airmen who witnessed the incident: 
 
 Seemed as if rocket hit ship and it blew up. Observed five chutes open. One man also seemed to 
 make a free jump. 
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Eight 390th aircraft were lost that day, including Miss Fortune, which was being commanded by 1stLt. 
Wade Sneed, two days after her primary crew (James Pedersen, pilot, Owen Burgess, navigator, et al.) 
had been shot down over Bremen in a different aircraft.  
 

* * * 
 
But in August—two months before the Münster mission, referred to in The Story of the 390th 
Bombardment Group (H) as "the blackest day in the Group's history"—the Public Relations Office at 
Framlingham was looking for stories that might help the morale of the men on the base, nearly all of 
whom were away from the US, for what was undoubtedly the first time in their lives. The same stories 
might help morale back at home as well, especially for those families waiting anxiously for word of their 
husbands, fathers, sons, and brothers serving with the 390th. Then too, a story might find its way onto an 
influential desk in the nation's capital, reinforcing the official reports that would promote the interests of 
the 390th and the many other units of the Eighth Air Force, and even the Army Air Forces itself. 
Ambassador Winant had had a distinguished political career prior to the war; he had served three terms as 
governor of New Hampshire when President Roosevelt appointed him as the first chairman of the Social 
Security Board. In 1939, the President had chosen Winant as director of the International Labor 
Organization in Geneva. Now, two-and-a-half years into his appointment as Ambassador to Britain, a 
story on 1stLt. John Winant Jr., flying (or soon to be) missions from his base in England in support of the 
Allied campaign against Adolf Hitler, might also find favor with the British Government and especially 
with the senior Winant's friend and admirer, Winston Churchill. An excerpt of the story that resulted is 
reproduced below. 
 

* * * 
 
A USAAF BOMBER STATION, ENGLAND, AUG. 
 
 It requires nearly a year to mold an American combat crew and place it in active tactical operation. 
 
 John G. Winant, Jr., 21 years old, son of America's ambassador to Britain, left Princeton 
University in 1942 to become an air cadet with the Army Air Force. At an almost identical time nine other 

men were entering 
training for aerial 
careers. The Air 
Force, in its vast 
training program, had 
important plans for 
these men. 
 
 Today . . . Lt. 
Winant and his crew 
[photo, left] are in 
England, flying with a 
typical American 
bomber group. . . . 
"Wittan's Wallopers" 
it calls itself, in honor 
of an energetic 
commander, Lt. Col. 
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Edgar M. Wittan, of Portage, Pa. But the story is far ahead of its beginning. . . . 
 
 The Air Force gave young Winant the best pilot training in the world and it equipped a co-pilot, a 
navigator, a bombardier, two engineers, two radio operators and two armorers with similar skill before it 
introduced them [The "Staff and Original Crews of 568th Bombardment Squadron (H)" cited earlier lists 
the codes for the assignments for each member of the Winant crew. The position codes for the four 
officers (P, CP, N, and B) are easy to understand. The individual codes for the six enlisted men are not so 
straightforward: AEG, ROG, AAEG, AROG, AG, and AAG. Fortunately, as described on pages 9-10, 
each enlisted member of the Winant crew is also identified, in the August, 1943, history of the 390th 
Bomb Group, by his aircraft position. Combining both sets of information, Weidemann, Aerial Engineer 
Gunner (AEG) = Engineer-Top Turret Gunner; Hurles, Radio Operator Gunner (ROG) = Radio Operator; 
Swope, Assistant Aerial Engineer Gunner (AAEG) = Waist Gunner; Fjosne, Assistant Radio Operator 
Gunner (AROG) = Ball Turret Gunner; Wirtz, Armorer Gunner (AG) = Waist Gunner; and Malone, 
Assistant Armorer Gunner (AAG) = Tail Gunner]. 
 
 Then, one day in early April, Lt. Winant arrived at the Ephrata Army Air base, Washington. He 
was eager to win a crew assignment and enter the initial phase of combat training. But the Air Force was a 

jump ahead of the new pilot and a full crew was already waiting 
for him. 
 
 If the crew was ever aflutter at having the son of a chief 
American diplomat as its pilot, it has never indicated as much. It 
has taken the tall, handsome young pilot for what he is, in their 
words "a fine flyer and a hell'uva swell guy." 
 
 Together, these men began to fly, study and work. Missions 
at all hours, on a moments call, prepared them for combat 
routine. Long hours of ground school, in which they absorbed 
the things essential to their success as a flying and fighting team. 
 
 About two weeks after the crew had first met, it was enroute 
to Geiger Field, Washington, for its combat assignment. It was at 
Geiger Field, that the crew joined a squadron in Col. Wittan's 
group. The training continued at an intensified pace. In second 
phase work, the crew went to high altitude for the first time. 
From then on in to the completion of training in the states, all 
training was designed to acquaint the men with actual conditions 
under which they would operate in combat . . . long navigation 
missions, consistent bombing runs and aerial gunnery four and 
five miles above the earth. 
 
 But all too soon the dull training days were past and the crew 
pointed the nose of its new "iron horse" across the Atlantic to 
England from where the greatest aerial offensive of the war is 
being launched on Germany. 
 
 But let's take a brief glance at the personalities, who 
compose "our" crew. . . . 
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 Like most army bomber pilots, Lt. Winant wanted an assignment to a pursuit squadron on 
finishing training, but now that he's taken a crew and a Fortress under his wing, he wouldn't change for 
"anything," he says. His crew is agreed that on infrequent occasions Pilot Winant forgets he's flying a 
giant bomber and goes in for hedge-hopping, showing a weakness for chasing cows. But to Pilot Winant, 
that comes conveniently in the category of "evasive action." 
 
 Always "good for a $10 touch," as the enlisted men of the crew say, Lt. Winant has one chief 
desire -- that his crew ranks with the best in the group. "That's what our aim is," he's constantly reminding 
his crew. 
 
 The entire crew continually chides the lieutenant about a "pretty Swiss girl," but he too shows the 
marks of a diplomat by replying that he has "nothing to say." 
 
 Lt. Winant's running mate, his co-pilot, is 2nd Lt. Donald C. Arns [top, in photo on page 8], 21, of 
Algona, Ia. A devoted husband, he spends much of his leisure time writing his wife, Mrs. Shirley M. 
Arns, 615 E. Lucas Street, Algona. A lineotype operator in a newspaper office before his enlistment, Lt. 
Arns has plans to operate his own paper after the war. He was widely known in the area of his hometown, 
Cresco, Ia., when he was a high school track star. 
 
 2nd Lt. Robert W. Tredinnick [middle, in photo, page 8], 25 years old, of North Caldwell, N.J., 
who wins the plaudits of the crew for his navigation, left a job as a sales clerk to become a student of the 
stars and sun. Lt. Tredinnick's favorite pastime is heckling "Massah Dickey," the crew's bombardier. 
 
 "Massah Dickey" is husky, easy going 2nd Lt. Richard F. Walker [bottom, in photo, page 8], 21, 
of Albany, Georgia. His rich Southern accent has won him his nickname.  
 
 "Strictly a home boy" by personal definition, Lt. Walker modestly admits that he's a pretty sharp 
bombardier. The crew reluctantly is forced to substantiate his claims. 
 

  
 To S/Sgt Walt E. Weidemann [left, in photo above], 30, of Amsterdam, N.Y., the crew's engineer 
[Engineer-Top Turret Gunner, ETTG, see page 8], the "Garden of Eden" was actually located in the 
Hudson Valley. S/Sgt Weidemann speaks poetically of upper New York State. "Mom" remains his "best 
girl," he announces faithfully. His right-hand man, assistant engineer [Waist Gunner, WG], is Texan, 
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Alonzo P. Swope [right, in photo on page 9], 21, a native of Harlingen, on the Mexican border. At one 
time, Sgt Swope was the "youngest" salesman for the Nehi Beverage Company in the U.S. 
 

 
 Radio operator [RO] on the Winant crew is S/Sgt Paul E. "Pop" Hurles [left, in photo above], 34 
years old, of Columbus, O., who will observe the 11th anniversary of his marriage on August 20. His 
crew hopes to make the day a "red letter" day for him. Mrs. Hurles lives at 730 Frebis Street, Columbus. 
A "strong, silent Norwegian" is what the crew says of the assistant radio operator [Ball Turret Gunner, 
BTG], S/Sgt Elmer Fjosne [right, in photo above], who also operates the ball turret guns. S/Sgt Fjosne, 
20, a farmer in civilian life, is from Cornell, Wisconsin. 
 
 Only previous service man on the crew is tail gunner [TG], S/Sgt Frank V. Malone [left, in photo 
below, and right, receiving Air Medal from Col. Edgar M. Wittan], 26, of Hones Bath, S.C., who spent 
two years, 1936 and 37 with the army engineers at Schofield Barracks, Hawaii. Father of a four-year old 
son, S/Sgt Malone was formerly with Eastern Airlines as a glider inspector. His wife, Mrs. Ella Louise 
Malone lives at 195 Louisiana Street, Hones Bath. 
 
 The crew's armorer gunner [WG], S/Sgt Robert W. Wirtz [center, in photo below], 22, of 
Baltimore, Md. also joined the ranks of the crew's married men, when he was wed on his leave shortly 
before heading overseas. His wife, Mrs. Mary Louise Wirtz is making her home at 36 York Road, 
Baltimore. He was previously engaged as a silverware designer in Baltimore.  
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According to a November, 1943, story published in the Baltimore Evening Sun, S/Sgt. Wirtz had 
graduated from the Baltimore Boys' Vocational School, where he had studied sign painting. Working with 
the photographs shown on pages 8-10, which were taken at Framlingham for the crew members at their 
stations aboard Tech Supply, S/Sgt. Wirtz sketched portraits of each crew member, including himself, "at 
work." He completed the portraits on Saturday, October 9, 1943—the day before the Münster mission.  
 

* * * 
 
Captain James Pedersen and Lieutenants Hiram Skogmo, Wade Sneed, and John Winant all commanded 
"original crews" of the 568th Bomb Squadron. Another original crew of the 568th was led by Lt. David 
Parry (photo below, right), who would complete his tour of twenty-five combat missions—the only one of 
these five crew leaders to do so—on December 13, 1943. The September, 1943, Group history included a 
poem, "It Is The Responsibility Of The Airplane Commander," by 1stLt. Parry, which had "aroused a 
great deal of favorable commentary": 
        
 If enlisted men meander 
 And indulge in rape or slander  
 It's their airplane commander 
  They defame; 
 If his officers are lazy, 
 Alcoholically hazy 
 And in fact a little crazy, 
  He's to blame.  
 
 If they don't salute their betters,
 If they fail to pay their debtors, 
 Or write censorable letters 
  Or get stewed; 
 If they come back late from passes, 
 Or decline to go to classes, 
 You can bet it's not their asses 
  That are chewed.  
 
 For the pilot has his uses; 
 He's the one who makes excuses, 
 Answers charges, takes abuses 
  For them all; 
 Though a flyer of acumen 
 He's considered less than human 
 If he cannot keep his crewman 
  On the ball. 
 
 When a gunner's finger freezes 
 Or the navigator sneezes 
 Or unprintable diseases 
  Ground the crew, 
 It's the pilot's fault they're dying 
 (If they aren't they should be flying) 
 And don't argue for you're lying 
  In your shoes! 
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 He must make them practice ditching 
 And put up with all their bitching 
 While it's murder that he's itching 
  To commit; 
 He must teach them not to stutter, 
 Keep their minds out of the gutter,        
 And not listen when they mutter, 
  "Chickenshit." 
 
 If returning from a sortie, 
 When the gas is down to forty 
 And the plane's three engines short he  
  Brings them down; 
 Is the crew more understanding? 
 Sympathetic? Less demanding? 
 No; they criticize his landing 
  With a frown. 
 
 Yes, it's certainly tough titty 
 For the hero of this ditty, 
 But don't waste your tears or pity 
  On the fool; 
 For although he's nurse and mother 
 To Joe Blow and Joe Blow's brother, 
 He'd trade places with no other, 
  The dull tool. 
 
The Dull Tool (left, in photo on page 13),  
aircraft serial number 42-30289, ferried Lt.  
David Parry and his crew (right, in photo,  
page 13) into combat, in the skies over  
Germany and occupied Europe, on fifteen of  
their twenty-five missions. 
 
  * * * 
 
T/Sgt. Carl Carnes (photo at right, middle-
left) was Engineer-Top Turret Gunner with 
the original crew led by Lt. Parry. Lt. John 
Knight (photo at right, top-right) was the 
original Bombardier with the Parry crew. For 
reasons unknown, neither man completed his 
combat tour of twenty-five missions on that 
December 13 mission to Kiel. For Lt. 
Knight, this was his twenty-fourth mission, 
with one remaining in order to complete his 
tour. T/Sgt. Carnes needed six more 
missions. One week after the Kiel mission, both men flew, with different 390th crews in different aircraft, 
on a mission to Bremen. Both men were killed in action that day, five days before Christmas. For 1stLt. 
Knight, it was to have been the twenty-fifth and final mission of his combat tour. 

The crew led by 1stLt. David Parry included: top, 2ndLt. Philip 
Holman (N), and 1stLt. John Knight (B); middle, T/Sgts. Carl 
Carnes (ETTG), and Millard Reynolds (RO); and bottom, 
S/Sgts. William Mays (WG) and James Purnell (WG). Lt. 
Robert Brown (CP) and S/Sgts. Frederick Oppelt (BTG) and 
Orville Fulkerson (TG) are not pictured.  
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* * * 

 
Eighteen months ago, I received an e-mail message from Mrs. Barbara Hammond of Challis, Idaho. Her 
late husband Johnny (1923-2005) had been a lifelong resident there. He had attended Challis schools,  
graduating from Challis High School in 1941. The year before Mr. Hammond graduated from high 
school, the 1940 US census recorded a population of 620 residents for Challis, which is the seat of Custer 
County. One of Mr. Hammond's school friends there was his cousin Frank Grubb—two years older. Now, 
in August, 1943, S/Sgt. Frank Grubb was stationed at Framlingham as a Waist Gunner for the B-17 crew 
led by Capt. James Pedersen. In that message from May, 2019, Barbara Hammond added: 
 
 My late husband was a cousin and a classmate of Frank, they were very close and hunted together. 
 I do have the family history on the Grubb family as Pearl was related. They had a very hard life 
 and lost children through accidents. . . . I knew John and George and their mother Pearl. I always 
 felt sorry for Pearl as she had such a hard life and so many losses. 
 
Pearl Adams had married Dell Grubb in Challis in 1909, when she was only sixteen years old. Her first 
child, Edward, and her fourth child, Eleanor, both died in 1918 in two accidents linked by a single tragedy 
that occurred on July 30 of that year. Edward was eight years old, and his sister was only three, at the time 
of their deaths. Pearl's third son, Albert, had preceded his brother and sister in death at age three, and her 
daughter Lynette, born in 1930, died in an accident at age nine. Of her seven children, only three boys had 
survived into their twenties—John, born in 1911, George, born in 1919, and Frank. Frank Grubb had been 
born in Hollister, California, on April 28, 1921; he was about seven years old when the family moved 
back to Idaho. From the 1940 census report, George and Frank were still living with their parents in a 
farm residence the family apparently rented in Challis. Their father Dell was working twelve hours a day, 
seven days a week, as a farm laborer. Frank had done farm work with his father over the summer break 
between school terms in 1939. The combined total income earned by Dell Grubb and his two sons over 
that year was $1,260. The census report indicates that Frank had completed four years of high school, but 
Mrs. Hammond, in a later 2019 message, stated that, "Frank started school here but did not finish his 
senior year."  
 
Frank had enlisted in the Army in Salt Lake City on June 11, 1942. His record confirms that, as Mrs. 
Hammond had indicated, Frank had completed only three years of high school. The enlistment record also 
gives his permanent residence as Bingham County, not Custer County, Idaho. We know that Private 
Frank Grubb had undergone basic training with the Army Air Forces at Sheppard Field, Texas, but his 
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name does not appear in other service-related documents, until he is listed as a Waist Gunner with the 
original crew led by Captain James Pedersen, 568th Bomb Squadron, 390th Bomb Group. It is reasonable 
to conclude, based on the information in an earlier story from this series, that Sgt. Grubb had reported to 
Geiger Field with the crew led by 2ndLt. Edward Peterson on April 13, 1943. His rank as of that July has 
been confirmed as S/Sgt., and it is likely that he had achieved this rank as early as May, if not sooner. 
 

* * * 
 

 
As received from the 390th Memorial Museum in 2017, the crew photograph for Miss Fortune, led by 
Capt. James Pedersen, identifies the two airmen standing behind 1stLt. Owen Burgess (photo above, 
center) as: left, "Robert C. Redding, Waist" and right, "Frank (nmi) Grubb, Waist." However, the 390th 
crew photographs received from the museum are frequently in error. Over the past year Mrs. Barbara 
Hammond and Mr. Phil Cohen have provided authentic photos of both men. In the photo above (left), 
Frank Grubb appears in a school class photo from 1940-1941. Frank is standing behind three young 
women, in the center. In the same photo above (right), Sgt. Robert Redding is pictured in a file photo that 
appeared in an October, 1943, issue of the Camden (NJ) Morning Post. Comparison of the three photos 
provides convincing evidence that S/Sgt. Grubb appears at the left in the crew photo, while S/Sgt. 
Redding appears at the right. As the crew photo was taken at Framlingham, it was most likely taken in 
July or August, 1943. It is the only photograph of Frank Grubb, taken during his sixteen months in the 
service, known to exist. 
 

* * * 
 
Three articles in the weekly Challis Messenger, published over the period July 7 to October 6, 1943, tell 
us more about Frank Grubb: 
 
 from the Challis Messenger issue of Wednesday, July 7, 1943 . . . 
 
 —Mr. and Mrs. Dell Grubb and 
 two sons John and Frank left town 
 Saturday for Blackfoot. John and 
 Frank were on furloughs from the 
 army and Mrs. Grubb came with 
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 them from Blackfoot for a few day's 
 visit in this vicinity. 
   
That Saturday was July 3, 1943. Blackfoot is the seat of Bingham County, which Frank had given as his 
permanent residence at enlistment. The note refers to Frank's pre-deployment leave from Smoky Hill 
Army Air Field, Salina, Kansas. As indicated on page 4, "The combat crews arrived in their B-17s in 
England on 17 July and reached Station 153 the following day." 
 
Much more valuable is a letter (photo below, right), written by S/Sgt. Frank Grubb from Framlingham 
and dated Wednesday, August 11, 1943. Although S/Sgt. Grubb, 1stLt. Owen Burgess, and the crew led 
by Capt. James Pedersen would not fly their first combat mission until August 19, the 390th Bomb Group 
would send its first crews into combat in the skies over Bonn, Germany, on August 12—the day after 
Frank's letter was written. Mrs. Henry Nichols, who also went by the nickname, Nonie, was a sister of 
Belle Hallaran Adams, Frank's maternal grandmother. Mrs. Nichols' husband, Henry, went by the 
nickname, Nick. The "forts" referred to in the last paragraph of Frank's letter are the B-17 Flying 
Fortresses that will carry S/Sgt. Grubb and his fellow airmen into battle over Germany and occupied 
Europe: 
 
 from the Challis Messenger issue of Wednesday, August 25, 1943 . . . 
 

LETTERS FROM 
CHALLIS SOLDIERS 

_____ 
  
 The following letter was received  
 by Mrs. Henry Nichols from her  
 nephew, Frank Grubb, who is now lo- 
 cated somewhere in England. Frank  
 spent a few days of his furlough in  
 Challis a few weeks ago just prior to  
 his going overseas: 
 
   "August 11, 1943    
 "Dear Aunt: 
 "How are you making it since I  
 left? I have come a long ways since  
 then and am just somewhere in Eng- 
 land. It is quite strange in some ways,  
 but I am getting used to it now. 
 "I haven't been to town very much  
 so I can't tell you too much about it.  
 The girls I have met seem to be O. K.,  
 a little backward to us though. 
 "How is everyone back home? Has  
 anything special taken place since I  
 left? How is Nick making it? 
 "Say, could you do me a big favor  
 and send me the Challis paper every  
 week? If you can't, have someone  
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 else send it. We don't have many  
 papers or magazines over here. I sure  
 would like to see what is going on at  
 home. I will pay you back double  
 when I get back home. 
 "Well, Aunt Nonie there sure isn't  
 much to write about. We can't write  
 much on anything except that I feel  
 O. K. an [sic] haven't any complaints. Just  
 see the forts are doing fine. Well read  
 the papers and tell me the news about  
 everyone. This is all I can think of to  
 write so will close until I hear from  
 you. 
  "Love from your nephew, 
    "FRANK GRUBB 
 "P. S.—Please send the paper and  
 white [sic] soon." 
 

* * * 
 
Frank Grubb, then twenty-two years old, was the youngest son of Pearl and Dell Grubb of Challis and 
Blackfoot, Idaho. Pearl and Dell had lost four of their seven children, all between the ages of three and 
nine, to tragic accidents in 1913, 1918, and 1939. In 1940, fifty-seven-year-old Dell Grubb was working 
eighty-four hours a week as a farm laborer. As Mrs. Barbara Hammond had written in 2019, "I always felt 
sorry for Pearl as she had such a hard life and so many losses." 
 
Frank had written that letter to his great-aunt, Mrs. Henry Nichols, on Wednesday, August 11, 1943. In 
another twenty-one months the war in Europe would be over, but it would rapidly transition into the early 
years (1945-1952) of the Cold War. The Allies would accept the formal surrender of Imperial Japan in 
September, 1945, but five years later American servicemen would be called on again to fight, and die, in 
Korea. The Coffelt Database gives July 8, 1959, as the date for the first deaths of US military personnel in 
South Vietnam, due to hostile action. A decade after the Persian Gulf War, American families would 
again be called on to sacrifice their hopes, dreams, and futures for missions in faraway lands—first in 
Afghanistan, and then in Iraq. And this account of major US military operations does not include smaller, 
unsuccessful missions in Iran (1980), Lebanon (1983), and Somalia (1993), all of which would claim the 
lives of American servicemen. More than seventy years would pass, from the time that S/Sgt. Frank 
Grubb had written that letter—seven decades which saw generations of Americans sent into harm's way, 
in much the same way that Frank Grubb, the son of a farm laborer from Idaho, had been sent in 1943. . . .  
 
And after those seventy-plus years had passed, in October, 2016, a Memorial Service was held one 
Sunday morning at Quantico to remember one cohort of Marine Corps junior officers who had given their 
lives in Vietnam over 1967-1969. The principal speaker was retired General Terrence R. Dake, USMC. 
As a junior officer, Gen. Dake had flown combat helicopters in Vietnam. Twenty years later, in the Gulf 
War, he served as Assistant Chief of Staff, Operations, for an entire Marine Aircraft Wing.  
 
Gen. Dake's speech from that Sunday morning in the early fall of 2016 can be viewed at 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KZ1RQ21g0B4. The following text was excerpted from his remarks:  
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 Today we are here to honor the men who did not return. And I think of their lives . . . I have five 
 grandchildren. Those men, their lives were cut short in the bloom, when they were still young and 
 vibrant, and active, and able. They never got to see what their children became and grew up. They 
 never got to hold a grandchild, and feel the love that spans generations. But they did live at a time, 
 and gave their lives at a time, that I speak about . . . which seems to be one of the most memorable 
 in our lives. And theirs was cut short at that very time—and captured forever in my mind, in the 
 way they were then. As we think about them, and we look at the pictures that we have, we see 
 them as they were, back in the 1960s, in their 20s. So in some ways capturing them then makes me 
 feel better, knowing that they are forever young.  
  
 You know, I'm a man of faith. I believe there is a God, and I believe there is a Heaven. And I think 
 that in that Heaven, there's a place where only the Bravest may lie down. And it's going to be at 
 that place that we will find our comrades when we meet our Maker. And I look forward to that . . . 
 I want to see them . . . I want to see them forever young as they are, and to remember them . . . 
 with the fun that we had. Today we celebrate their lives, and we honor them, and we think about 
 them. There is a song . . . we're going to in fact have it sung later today, but I thought that the 
 words capture better than any the emotions that surround this type of a ceremony. It's taken from 
 "The Mansions of the Lord," and it says: 
 
  To fallen Warriors let us sing 
  Where no rockets fly, no bullets wing 
  Our broken Brothers let us bring 
   To the Mansions of the Lord. 
 
  No more weeping, no more fight 
  No friends bleeding through the night 
  Just divine Embrace and eternal Light 
   In the Mansions of the Lord. 
 
  Where no Mothers cry, and no children weep 
  We shall stand and guard till the Angels sleep 
  On through the Ages let us keep 
   The Mansions of the Lord. 
 
 So in my mind, as we look this day, and we honor those men, I believe they are in the Mansions of 
 the Lord. And I pray that they look down upon us and our efforts to recognize them and to revere 
 them, and to honor their memory . . . that this is about. I think they would be pleased . . .   
 

* * * 
 

(continued, page 18) . . . 
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Godspeed,  
Frank 
Grubb . . . 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


