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The personal and outspoken st\a‘r\y\
a history-making general, written in\\\
unique and intimate collaboration with
an author of international fame.

For some thirty years the name of

Curtis E. LeMay has been synonymous

' with our breath-taking, life-taking —

and life-giving—development of mili-

tary aviation. But only a few people

know the keen, devoted, imaginative

man behind his uniform’s facade. They

know that he worked continuously at

] his task as a four-star general, on ac-

ol tive duty, longer than any other four-

! star general in our history. They may

' have heard that as a boyish lieutenant

he was lead navigator on the first mass

| g intercontinental flight of bombers ever

flown. And the repercussions of Air

Force Chief of Staff LeMay’s testi-

mony before a Congressional commit-

tee, setting forth his belief in a mixed

weapons system rather than a slavish

reliance on missiles, are still echoing

in the Capitol. But who among the

millions of men who served under this

stern, demanding general, would sus-

pect that his love affair with the air

' began at the age of four, when he

| chased the first airplane he ever saw,
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down streets and across backyards of
Columbus, Ohio?

Misston with LEMAY is exactly that.
The reader will go the whole journey
with the outstanding airman of our
time. Together in a B-17 they will in-
tercept ships at sea—fly straight and
level into flak at St. Nazaire —lead in
person that historic attack on Regens-
burg — conceive that destructive, low-
level, incendiary mission over Tokyo —
be charged with the responsibility of
dropping atomic bombs on Hiroshima
and Nagasaki—head the Strategic Air
Command, and sharpen it into the
greatest guarantee for peace that the
world has seen. And finally, examine
and direct the wide complex world of a
Chief of Staff of the United States Air
Force, with that wisdom which comes
only from a lifetime crammed with ex-
perience and understanding.

No one could be better equipped
than MacKinlay Kantor, noted author
and the general’s close friend, to help
tell the story of Curt LeMay’s life. The
two men met literally under enemy fire
when Kantor was flying with the 305th
Bomb Group. A correspondent during
World War II and the Korean War,
Kantor received the Medal of Free-
dom for his frequent participation in
air combat. A writer of major stature,
the author of thirty-four books, he is
probably best known to the public for
Andersonville, which won the Pulitzer
Prize for Fiction in 1956.
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to Helen
and all other courageous Air Force wives who
have forever given comfort and strength to

their men



FOREWORD

T courLp be that I have put my name to some inaccuracies in this

book. I tried not to.

Possibly there exist some men with infallible memories but it so
happens that I have never met one. You hear a lot of talk about peo-
ple having what is termed total recall. In the interest of accuracy I
should amend this to read partial recall or pretty good recall.

Wherever it was possible, every statement regarding a date, a name,
an organization, a speed, a type of bomb, a delivery of explosive force—
Individuals, grades, times over target, hours and minutes of rendez-
vous, varieties of ordnance— Types and models of aircraft and mis-
siles— These have been checked with existing records in file, and with
data discovered in archives, and with data unearthed elsewhere.

To my satisfaction I was pleased to discover that my memory for
events of the past was better than I had thought it might be. For ex-
ample, I would say that something happened in 1933. Then we would
check and discover that actually it occurred in 1934. But I didn’t say
1923 or 1943 or 1953. If occasionally I was only one year off in recount-
ing details of a crowded military career extending well over thirty-
five years, I held this to be fortunate.

Offhand I would give the amount of dollars as $481,000,000. Con-
sulting the records, we’d find that correctly it was $491,000,000. Or I
would say, “It happened when I was flying an O-2-H,” and eventually
we would discover that I was flying an O-2-K. Still I think that this is
a pretty good batting average. I didn’t say $503,000,000, and I didn’t
say that the aircraft was a Keystone or a B-24.

In a complex recounting such as this (in which the reader will ac-
company me on varied flights and missions, and become familiar with
scores of different procedures, and encounter hundreds of individuals)
there exists an assemblage of detail which cannot be checked with
existing records because none is available. They have disappeared
down the labyrinthian corridors which extend back to each war and
each operation. Figuratively or literally they have been poured into
wastebaskets, bound into bales of wastepaper, stored or marketed; or
often made into a wastage beyond redemption or identification.

In such cases I have depended on my own recollection.

It is one man’s memory. Another man’s memory may offer a version
quite remote from mine, and even in some cases—minimal, I hope—a
contrary version.
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Remember, it has been a long time since many of the events related
herein occurred. Also the Air Force is a good place to learn about new
things because constantly there appear so many new things to learn
about. This mass and weight of fresh awareness can crush down upon
the structure of the past, and bend it out of shape in a person’s mind.

What I shall say without fear of challenge is not, “This is the way it
was,” but only, “This is the way I remember it.”

I have indeed bombed a number of specific targets. They were mili-
tary targets on which the attack was, in my opinion, justified morally.
I've tried to stay away from hospitals, prison camps, orphan asylums,
nunneries and dog kennels. I have sought to slaughter as few civilians
as possible.

Curtis E. LEMay
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BOOK I

Pre-Flight
. . . 1963

(1906 — 1928)
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HIRTY-0DD years ago I walked or ran to my military work in the
morning; later I rode a bicycle or a motorcycle, or sometimes
drove a car; during World War II there was a jeep or a staff car.

During World War II there wasn’t any such thing as a time to go on
duty in the morning. We were all part of the job, day or night. Time
didn’t mean anything, except for the way it was set forth in flimsies
of Instruction and Procedure. Then time meant everything.

On this Monday of 25 February, 1963, my limousine was picking me
up at the door of our quarters (Quarters Number 7, over at Fort Myer
on a Virginia hill above the Potomac). We lived at Fort Myer during
my latest days in the Pentagon, when I was Vice Chief of Staff and
finally Chief of Staff of the United States Air Force.

It is a red-brick gingerbready kind of place like so many ancient
Army posts. Structures on the old officers’ row at one-time Fort Crook,
Nebraska, later Offutt Air Force Base, looked a good deal like these
houses among the bare winter elms of Fort Myer, except that they were
smaller. Smaller also were more modern homes over at Bolling Air
Force Base across the river and farther south. That was the reason we
couldn’t live on an Air Force base nowadays: no adequate quarters at
Air Force bases in the Washington area.

A Chief of Staff has multiple social responsibilities and needs a large
house in order to fulfill them. Often I would have been just as glad not
to enjoy any social responsibilities. They can interfere with a man’s
work, and tire him out in a way that work never does—at least that’s
so in my case. I'd rather be active, doing almost any demanding inter-
esting thing in the world, than participating in social activities.

I would rather be flying and at the same time handling the controls.
One portion of my brain likes to run ahead or go back . . . and plan
for the future, construct a solid platform on accomplishments of the
past, and avoid those treacheries which might be built into the struc-
ture if one didn’t also review the mistakes of the past.

Most of all, I guess, I would rather be doing that than anything else:
commanding actively—in the field, as one might say—even with no
declared war in progress.

Next to that I'd rather be out hunting somewhere—maybe Africa or
Alaska, or in the Montana Rockies. Next, driving a sports car. Next,
maybe it would be fishing. Next— I don’t know. But not socializing . . .
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except with a few intimates, those with whom I can share a reverence
for the past, and an awareness of challenges to come.

So I walked out of the front door of our quarters (really a side door
leading down into a curving driveway with no porte-cochére built
over it). The driver was there and an aide was there. A sergeant
emerged from the house behind me, carrying a bag which I had to
take to the office.

Helen came out in her pretty flowered housecoat, to kiss me goodbye
as she always did when I was home and going to the Pentagon. She
kissed me just like that when we were second lieutenants on our initial
duty, after our marriage in 1934.

I got into the limousine and looked at the telephone directly in front
of me after I sat down. Briefly, flickeringly, like a dark flak-burst brush-
ing past the Plexiglas blister of a bomber, I wondered about command-
ers in the old days. They didn’t have telephones where people could
reach them in a split second from any point on the face of the Earth or
in the air above that Earth . . . or telephones in automobiles. In the
real old days they didn’t have any automobiles. But then they didn’t
have airplanes either. The course of History moved less rapidly then,
than it does now.

In other decades I had commanded a squad, a section, a single air-
craft, a single crew, and then later a squadron or a group; more than
that later on. In this February of 1963 I had responsibility for the eight
hundred and seventy-one thousand, five hundred and twenty-eight
officers, cadets and airmen of the United States Air Force.

But on my way to the Pentagon, and on this morning, there was no
leisure for me to be considering such items or cogitating about them.
So I didn’t ruminate. Just reviewed the testimony offered during two
intense days of the preceding week, and wondered if I had gone wrong
anywhere. Hoped that I hadn't.

We were asking for $363,700,000 to be restored to a procurement
law in order that we might accomplish properly the initial stages of
our program for a new reconnaissance strike aircraft, formerly the
B-70, and redesignated as the RS-7o.

. . . You can see the white tombstones of Arlington from our quar-
ters . . . see them in the winter when leaves are gone from the trees;
you can’t see them in the summer because of thick foliage. You drive
down the hill on the most direct route from Fort Myer to the Pentagon.
On your right hand along the last northerly ravine of the great ceme-
tery, the little white slabs are rigid in their ranks.

I recall being in Washington long before, back in 1934 when the
Air Corps had to take over the flying of the U.S. mail. That year a
friend of mine, long since vanished in a smashed aircraft, told me
about enjoying a picnic with girls and all, there at Arlington. He de-
scribed the tomb of the Unknown Soldier, and the Lee mansion, and
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the fighting top of the battleship Maine arranged as its own monu-
ment, and other historical sights. It all sounded interesting. As an eager
young man I thought that I should like to go there as soon as there
came an opportunity. History fascinates me and always has.

- - - My lieutenant friend told me that they all drifted over to those
hillsides north of the cemetery, to wander at will. The girls picked
violets; after that they sat down to enjoy sandwiches and deviled eggs
and soft drinks.

- - . Now that entire woodland and everything north of it, up to the
very edge of Fort Myer, is solid with graves. Fifty-two hundred and
sixteen funerals for one year alone. About as many funerals in a single
year as there are feet in a mile. . . . Fort Myer furnishes a continual
cadre for burial details, and has for a long time. That's where the cais-
sons, the gun-carriages are kept, and white gloves for the men to wear,
and blank cartridges which are fired in volleys over the graves.

Often the President of the United States and I had sat beside each
other during the two years since his inauguration. I suppose if on that
chilly February 25th morning some soothsayer had said grimly to me,
“Nine months from now, to the day, one of you two—either President
Kennedy or yourself—will be buried in Arlington—" I suppose if the
soothsayer had said that with all authority, and still refused to tell
whether it would be President Kennedy or General LeMay, probably
I would have thought that it would be myself. Not that I ever lost any
sleep over the possibility of lurking assassins; I'm sure the President
didn’t either, right up to the moment the bullets struck him. But I did
fly a lot, and always have, even after becoming Chief of Staff. The
President also flew frequently, as we know; but you might say that we
flew under somewhat different conditions.

It would have seemed weird and unforgettable to witness, in pre-
cognition, the vast weeping procession and the people watching it.

Occupied with no gloomy forebodings or even sentimental reflec-
tions on the dead already stowed in Arlington, we drove past, follow-
ing the swift sure route to the Pentagon down the river. Usually it is
more simple for those of us who approach by private limousine to go
around to the south, swing back to the north and go into the garage
area which is below the steps of the River Entrance.

. . . No time now for consideration of the Air Force at large, of Fort
Myer and Arlington with their history, of the President himself. Fact
is, I was engaged in a protracted struggle with the President’s ap-
pointee, Secretary McNamara of the Department of Defense. We were
diametrically opposed in policy. Our contention, easily recognizable
in 1962, had emerged again almost a year later in testimony before
the House Armed Services Committee.

I went into the Pentagon and stood before the blank elevator door
and felt for my key. (We get in by means of the key; no one without a
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key can operate that elevator.) The elevator can take you down to the
Command Post, far underneath the ground. That’s a bomb shelter
supposed to be proof against any violent explosion up above. But I
had no need to go down there at the moment, so I pressed the button
for Up.

The elevator brought me to the fourth floor and to my office suite
adjoining. Offices of all the Chiefs of Staff and Secretaries included in
the DOD (Department of Defense) lie in a given portion of the Penta-
gon, but on different floors. So this whole arrangement is as convenient
for one as for another.

I hadn’t spent the bulk of the years since World War II in reorganiz-
ing any vast business for the purpose of pulling it from the red side of
the ledger to the black. True, I had reorganized and built up a vast
business, the Strategic Air Command; but its mission was not to make
a profit for stockholders. Its mission was to serve as deterrent against
the enemy—a deterrent against nuclear warfare—a striking force so
efficient and so powerful that no enemy could, in justice to his own
present and future, attack us—through a sneak assault or any other
way.

I had not been in the financial and organizational side of the auto-
mobile business. I had been active in the airplane business, in crowd-
ing the maximum performance from all equipment and personnel I
commanded.

Thus it may be believed that Secretary McNamara and I would
hold different views on the matter of manned aircraft.

In the official report which came before the public in March, 1962,
it was noted that the House Committee had rewritten the Pentagon’s
major authorization bill in strong language.

Such language had not been used previously in any directive of
the sort.

To quote from the report: “It means exactly what it says; i.e., that
the Secretary of the Air Force, as an official of the executive branch, is
directed, ordered, mandated, and required to utilize the full amount
of the $491 million authority granted ‘to proceed with production plan-
ning and long leadtime procurement for an RS-70 weapon system.’”

Sounded good, but in the end it really didn’t mean a thing. President
Kennedy himself intervened before the whole project came to a vote
in the House. The President got the House to withdraw the language
which derived from this recommendation by the House Armed Ser-
vices Committee, and which would have made it mandatory for Secre-
tary Zuckert to go ahead with the RS-70 plans.

We were not only up against the President. We were up against his
Secretary of Defense as well-his appointee, Robert S. McNamara,
formerly of the Ford Motor Company. McNamara said flatly that funds
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authorized for the construction of further RS-70’s would not be used,
even if voted by the Congress.

Ethics and good soldiering demanded that I state my case to the
Secretary. If ruled against—as I was—I could appeal to the President.
I did this, and lost.

When a thing like that happens to you, good soldiering requires
further that you get to work and carry out their orders their way. Em-
phatically this was what I had done.

However, Congress has stern responsibilities in the Defense field. I
was required by law to give information to the Congress, and also my
opinions when these were requested. It was the only place where I,
as Air Force Chief of Staff, and as a subordinate of the Commander-in-
Chief, could oppose the Secretary of Defense and the President of the
United States after they had made their decision.

Secretary McNamara had his own beliefs and his own attitude.
These did not coincide with the beliefs and attitude of the majority
of the Joint Chiefs of Staff. All of us excepting a recent appointee, Gen-
eral Maxwell D. Taylor, were in favor of the RS-70 program as I recited
it in testimony before the Committee.

Other people might think it rather surprising that those traditional
rivals of the Air Force—the Navy and the Marine Corps—would agree
to our program; and that it would be supported by the Chief of Staff of
the Army as well.

Again, only an especial member of the JCS, brought from retire-
ment by the President to serve as his military advisor, and then ap-
pointed by him to the chairmanship of the JCS, was against us.

On the previous Thursday and Friday, hour after hour, the battle
had been waged in the Committee hearing. Testimony was rendered,
up until five-thirty on Thursday afternoon, and until four o’clock on
Friday afternoon. Now the testimony was in: it was Monday morning.
Within the matter of another hour or two the Committee would meet,
minus the presence of those of us who had appeared to give expert
testimony in our fields. And the Committee would vote.

I managed to go through routine motions at my office. An aide came
in with details of the day’s arrangements: where I should be, at what
time. The manuscript of my next talk at the War College was pre-
sented. . . . There were courtesies to be paid to a member of Con-
gress who for years had been a friend of the Air Force, and was soon
to be leaving the political scene. . . . The regular Monday session of
the JCS would be held early that afternoon. Here was a résumé of mat-
ters to be discussed. . . .

But it is strange how one can proceed with a given mechanical task
and at the same time entertain capable recollection of the problems
which have occupied him during recent days, and which still persist.
Such challenges surmount the ordinary activity of an office or a com-
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mand, and—thanks bel—do not appear every day in a commander’s
life.

If they did, there would be no more commanders. No one could ever
stand the strain.

This was really sweating it out. The Committee might finish deliber-
ations and put the matter to a vote by eleven o’clock or so.

I looked at my watch and kept pacing the floor.

It was as if I could hear the words of the Secretary of Defense, hear
him actually uttering his opposition.

. . . I submit to you that it would be a serious waste of this Nation’s
resources to proceed to deploy the RS-70 as the Air Force and its Chief
have proposed.

At even so early a stage of the game, I should like to make clear to
the reader of this book that I have never quarreled about civilian con-
trol per se.

We know in America that, under law and by tradition, we are com-
manded by civilians. We are a nation composed chiefly of civilians.
So we in the military, at the time I'm talking about, did not raise a
blanket objection to being overruled. Sincerely we wanted to play on
Secretary McNamara’s team.

What we did object to was the Secretary’s saying, “No,” to some-
thing the military wished to do, and giving a military reason for his
action. Palpably thus he and his coterie were setting themselves up as
military experts.

. . . If a Secretary of Defense says, “No. You cannot have this sys-
tem because we cannot afford it,” or if he says, “You cannot have it
because it should be deferred to await—" (certain economic develop-
ments, perhaps)—

If a Secretary of Defense confines his reasoning to the field of his
experience and understanding, we accept his decision.

But if he says, “You can’t have your system because my system is
best,” his attitude is resented deeply by those who have spent their
lives in the business of preparing for defensive warfare and/or wag-
ing defensive warfare.

A wise Secretary should abide by his knowledge of the political and
economic fields of national endeavor. It is incumbent upon him to do
so. (Although at least some of us military people are not complete
dummies in those fields either.)

But if a Secretary should point his finger at you, and say, “You dont
know what you're talking about!” his attitude would be met with bit-
terness. It would be resented in any other profession—legal, medical,
educational, religious—the same way.
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Ever since I first stood in a gawky Thin Cadet-Blue Line on the
Ohio State campus over forty years ago, I have sought to be as hon-
estly obedient a soldier and airman as I could be, Often the columnists
have given the public an image of a growling rebellious LeMay who
in fact never existed.

Here is what happened: In Congressional committee hearings, be-
hind closed doors and with no press representatives anywhere around,
I stated my views as sworn and required. If certain persons felt im-
pelled subsequently to reveal testimony which originally was unavail-
able to the public, I cannot accept the blame for this.

Now it was my own voice which I heard in memory.

Ever since I have been in the Air Force, there have been people who
said that the airplane could not penetrate. And they had arguments
to substantiate this. . . . We have operated our offensive systems
against all the air defenses of the world, and they can be penetrated.
And I think they always will be penetrated in the future.

I had gone on to give Classified testimony regarding our future
tactics, weapons, counter-measure systems and other aids which would
take our RS-70’s within striking distance of their targets—aids which
would help to get them in, and get them back out. And I had told the
Committee before I closed: I sometimes think that we have given the
defense systems too much credit.

I believed that the day of the manned bomber was far from done,
and was certain that the Chairman of the House Armed Services Com-
mittee agreed with me.

. . . I heard in my mind the voice of Congressman and Committee
Chairman Carl Vinson, the veteran Democrat from Georgia:

It is a deep and abiding belief of the Armed Services Committee
that manned systems should continue to be a major part of our mili-
tary force.

There is no doubt that our missiles, particularly our intercontinental
ballistic missiles, are a major part of our arsenal. Neither I nor the
Committee members would for a moment think of minimizing their
importance, or cutting back on the missile program.

But the Committee sees a growing tendency on the part of the De-
partment of Defense to place more and more emphasis on missiles, and
less and less on manned systems. This is a dangerous course and one
which the Committee intends to do everything in its power to stop.

So I went to the window and stood looking out at the cars and fig-
ures hurrying there, with winter hunting them still, and a spring un-
seen as yet, unwilling to melt and warm.

"+ . . Sweating it out. You could say that again.
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I kept thinking, “We ought to get the verdict today. God knows
whether my testimony had any pronounced effect on the Committee
at the hearing.”

I kept thinking of the time when I'd ordered a change in tactics
when we were going to hit St. Nazaire, late in 1942. It was the first time
in the Army Air Forces’ European Theater experience that a large
formation of heavy bombers had ever approached a target without
using evasive action in an attempt to avoid the enemy’s ground-to-air
shellfire.

I led that one, so I didn’t have to suffer and wonder, off somewhere
in the distance. I suffered and wondered right there, twenty-two thou-
sand feet above St. Nazaire.

... Or the time when, after anxiety I'd not wish to experience
again, I decided that our B-2g’s should attack Tokyo from an altitude
of five to seven thousand feet, instead of their customary twenty-five
or thirty thousand feet: just about five miles lower than the usual level
over the target. We might lose over three hundred aircraft and some
three thousand veteran personnel in this attack. It might go down in
history as LeMay’s Last Brainstorm.

But I didn’t think so. If I had, I wouldn’t have ordered the operation
to be flown as it was flown.

Trouble was: they wouldnt let me lead that one. I had to send
Tommy Power instead. I was relegated to walk the floor at 21st Bomber
Command headquarters. It was no fun, walking that floor.

Here’s what happened. We ordered three hundred and twenty-five
planes to that job, and eighty-six per cent of them attacked the pri-
mary target. We lost just four-and-three-tenths per cent of all the B-29’s
which were airborne. Sixteen hundred and sixty-five tons of incendiary
bombs went hissing down upon that city, and hot drafts from the re-
sulting furnace tossed some of our aircraft two thousand feet above
their original altitude. We burned up nearly sixteen square miles of
Tokyo.

To quote General Power (later he succeeded me as commander of
SAC, and was the man who led this operation in person): “It was the
greatest single disaster incurred by any enemy in military history. It
was greater than the combined damage of Hiroshima and Nagasaki.
There were more casualties than in any other military action in the
history of the world.”

So we had done that from low level, just as I thought we could. But
I had to remain on Guam. I owned too much knowledge of future
operations—atomic bomb, etc.—to be permitted to fly, the way I had
flown missions constantly before.

(Actually I preferred to fly in the left-hand seat. But I did fly a lot
of other positions, especially when still a colonel commanding the
3o5th Bomb Group. I flew as co-pilot on occasion; and then maybe
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the next mission I would take the flight engineer’s job . . . in addition
to his dials he had the top-turret guns. Sometimes I would go around
and visit the bombardier or navigator or radio operator, or one of the
gunners’ positions. It was my purpose in so doing to learn whether
there were any procedures which were being done wrong—whether
there were basic improvements which could be made in the perfor-
mance of the men flying these positions. I think it did a lot of good. I
was able to find places where the work could be improved by the in-
troduction of new practices. Discovered an interesting thing: the best
way to lead a mission was to stand between the pilot and co-pilot. You
got a good view there, and had no immediate manual task—nothing
to do in the aircraft you were flying in—nothing to do except control
the entire formation. )

It was not easy to stay home at the base at Guam on that gth-10th of
March, 1945, when Tokyo burned. I would rather have gone.

. . . Behind me one of the telephones calls me to alert. There are a
number of telephones in the private office. One of them is red; you can
guess about that one. There are others: direct lines leading here and
there. And the telephone which is ringing now— It will relay the re-
port of someone who stands near the Committee room.

I answer, and a voice says, “They’ve voted, sir.”

I look at my wristwatch. The hands stand at 1108 hours. It is likely
that the Committee session adjourned at eleven o’clock. The news is
coming in fast, good or bad, the way I wished it to.

. . . Asif it’s a gray grim November in 1942, at Chelveston, and one
by one crews with jingling chute harnesses are crowding through a
door, and flopping down on rough pine planks with Intelligence officers
leaning close. Interrogation . . . that’s a big deal. . . . How did we
do, how did we do? How soon can we see the strike photos? I'm stand-
ing there still wearing my Mae West and feeling the damp dirty raw
rim of coveralls along the back of my neck, and thinking: “So we went
straight in on the target, the way they’ve never done before. No evasive
action. . . . Yes, I know we lost some airplanes. But how many to
enemy fighters, and how many to defending batteries on the ground?
And what are our bombing results?” . . . Finally the reports are co-
ordinated, and they’re all I could have hoped for. Not one B-17 from
our 3o5th Bomb Group (H) has been knocked down by flak over St.
Nazaire. We tally some losses to enemy fighters only, which would
have occurred in the same ratio whether we’d used evasive action or
not. But the 305th, proceeding on our new straight run instead of weav-
ing all over the sky, has placed more than twice the bomb tonnage
squarely on the target that any other Group has placed that day.
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. . . I take my cigar out of my mouth and maybe I am gripping the
telephone more tightly than necessary. My own voice seems to crack
a little.

“Well. How was the voter”

“Thirty-one to five.”

. . . Again it's an April morning twenty-nine months later (stra13gely
enough. Let the numerologists look into this one: instead of B-17's we
are using B-2g’s). The place is the limestone-and-coral isle of Guam
instead of a tired bomber base on the Bedfordshire-Northants border
in England. And I've been pounding that floor until my feet are ready
to crack at the ankles. But good news is beginning to mount up. . . .
Here comes Tommy Power—he’s stooged around for two hours after
completing his bomb run, taking pictures of the destruction of Tokyo.
We will examine those photos while they’re still wet. We have never
seriously wounded the largest city in the world before, but this time—

In a few hours, and operating from the seemingly suicidal altitude
of only five to seven thousand feet, we have burnt the belly out of
Tokyo. We know that we have shortened the war by many months.
Each of those fourteen crews who went down on that mission have
saved American lives, perhaps by the scores of thousands. We don’t
pause to shed any tears for uncounted hordes of Japanese who lie
charred in that acrid-smelling rubble. The smell of Pear]l Harbor fires
is too persistent in our own nostrils.

. . . I say, “Oh. Thirty-one to five. In whose favor?”

“In favor of the extension of the RS-70 program. In favor of the JCS
majority decision. In favor, sir, if you will, of your testimony.”

I say, “Oh,” again . . . then manage to thank the caller, and to con-
clude the conversation quickly.

It’s impossible to do anything else for a while except to go over and
look out through curtains at the cold Potomac and the distant domes of
public buildings beyond.

This is the second time that those Congressmen over on the Hill
have supported the expressed Air Force policies, as opposed to those
of McNamara. There rises a mighty warmth and I think a pardonable
exultation, in realizing that we have the confidence of our law-makers.

. . . Of course McNamara does not have to spend that RS-70 money
for that purpose, and has sworn he will not do so. Certain people in the
press, ardent Air Force advocates, have spoken and will speak again
of “the application of IBM reasoning instead of the application of ex-
perienced military advice.” I do not exactly concur in this. I don’t
think it’s wise to belittle one’s opponents.

Consciences of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, in majority, are clear. And
so will be the consciences of the Committee on Armed Services.

I can very nearly prophesy what they will say in their report to the
Congress. And I will be correct.
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“HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES. 88th Congress. 1st Session. Re-
port No. 62. . . . Mr. Vinson, from the Committee on Armed Services,
submitted the following REPORT (To accompany H.R. 2440)—

“ .. By no stretch of imagination would the Secretary’s program
develop a fighting machine. . . .

“The concern of the committee stems from the growing tendency on
the part of the Department of Defense to place more and more em-
phasis on the missiles and less and less on manned strategic systems.
The committee considers this to be a most dangerous course of action
and one with which it disagrees. . . .

“The current strategic bomber force provides . . . that essential ele-
ment of flexibility which spans the gap between limited war capabil-
ities and the pushbutton war of long-range missiles.

“It embraces that highly essential element—the judgment of man.”

2

I remEMBER the first airplane I ever saw. I'm not sure what kind of
airplane it was, nor am I certain about the date. It must have been
during the winter of 1910-11 or the year or two following. I couldn’t
have been much older than four or five. It was winter, because I had
a red stocking-cap on.

I was out in the garden alongside our home in west Columbus, Ohio.
That was a neighborhood of small houses, gray houses, brick stores on
the business corners were rather shabby. It wasnt by any means a
slum, but it wasn’t the rich side of town either.

Don’t know exactly what I was doing out in the garden—probably
some sort of little chore, like picking up sticks for kindling—something
of that sort,

Suddenly, in the air above me, appeared a flying-machine. It came
from nowhere. There it was, and I wanted to catch it. It would be a
wonderful thing to possess—that mysterious fabrication which was
chortling through the sky, its few cylinders popping in a way far dif-
ferent from any automobile or truck which went past our place. . . .
I can’t tell you whether the aircraft was military or civilian, although
I strongly suspect the latter. (Military aircraft were few and far be-
tween in those days. It was in 1911 that the first bomb was dropped
from an aircraft; it was in 1912 that a machine-gun was fired first from
one.

C})lildren can muster enormous strength in ideal and idea, in all their
effort to grasp the trophy they desire. And nobody was holding me
back, no one was standing close to say, “Look, you're just a little child.
That airplane is away up there in the air, and no matter how fast you
run you can’t keep up with it. You can’t reach high enough to seize
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it I just thought that I might be able to grab the airplane and have it
for my own, and possess it always. So I lit out after it.

. . Ran as fast as I could, across neighbors’ lawns, across gardens
and vacant lots, sometimes on the sidewalk, sometimes in the street.
But the airplane was getting ahead of me. Try as I might I kept falling
behind. It had been directly overhead; now it was far ahead, losing
its strange crate-shape in the smoke of midwinter, in a ragged horizon
of chimneys and roofs.

Then it was gone. Its wonderful sound and force and the freakish
illusion of the Thing, a Thing made of wood and metal, piercing the
air: those were gone too.

I set out for home in tears. I stamped resentfully along paths where
I had skimmed in glee when there still existed a chance of winning out,
of catching that critter in the air. It seemed to take seconds as I raced
seeking the prize, but it took hours to come back.

. . . I had lost something unique and in a way Divine. It was a god
or a spook, or a piece of a god or a spook, and I had never seen one
before. I wanted it, and hadn’t been able to catch it, and was filled with
a sense of exasperation and defeat.

Yet there was the thought of tomorrow. It just could be that another
one of those Things might throb through the air next day. Perhaps I
would be more fortunate in a future try.

I wanted not only the substance of the mysterious object, not only
that part I could have touched with my hands. I wished also in vague
yet unforgettable fashion for the drive and speed and energy of the
creature. Also I needed to understand and possess the reason and pur-
pose for this instrument—the Why of it as well as the What.

(I could not have spoken of these matters to anyone; yet they
formed and circled in my mind like misshapen small aircraft of my own
invention. )

Never have I been able to turn my back completely on the tender
and the trivial. Sometimes when younger I felt this to be a weakness
within myself, but not any longer. The very composition of human life
springs from tenderness and frequently from triviality as well. Thus
I have never erased from recollection the spectacle of that child in
Ohio, trying to chase the aircraft and have it for his own. He stayed
with me and sped beside me many times, later on, when it seemed
often that I was trying to catch up with something which moved faster
than I could run.

3

My motrER and father came from farm families in southern Ohio. My
father, Erving LeMay, was born in Union County near the village of
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Wadkins. Mother was born at Great Bend, down on the Ohio River in
Meigs County. They met when my father’s family bought a farm in
that same county, and moved down there.

Mom’s people, Carpenters and Boyds, had come across the river
from Virginia in the early days. Pop’s family was, as the name suggests,
of French ancestry. A few years ago some LeMay published, in French,
a book about the tribe bearing our name, and I have a copy now. In
fact, they were kind enough to put me in the book, where I appear
along with a great many fine-looking Canadian policemen and a great
many fine-looking French nuns.

Maybe my father heard about my mother soon after moving into
that neighborhood, before he even met her. He couldn’t have missed
because of the name. Names always seemed remarkably important in
our family. My grandfather Carpenter said he didn’t want his daughter
to have any ordinary name, so he named her Arizona . . . because he
had never heard of a girl named Arizona, and thought it a pretty name.
Through all her long life, Mom says, she has never encountered an-
other woman named Arizona. She’s met a couple of Zonas, that’s all.

Erving LeMay and Arizona Carpenter were married in Meigs
County on the 25th of November, 1gos5. Shortly thereafter they moved
to Columbus where Pop had been able to get a job on the railroad. He
felt drawn toward working with steel and iron, working with metal
tools and structures. But something happened: he lost his railroad job
early in the game. Then he took all sorts of work: odd jobs, carpentry,
house-painting. Like many men in his category and time, he was sub-
ject to whims and pressures of regional and national economy. Some-
times a construction job was there, sometimes it wasn’t; sometimes a
job wasn’t even there, but away off some place else. Then he had to go
find it.

During my early childhood we moved like nomads. We lived at four
different addresses in Columbus; we lived in a village called Lithopolis,
near Winchester; we lived in Pennsylvania, lived in Montana, lived in
California. The children kept coming along, but Pop never balked at
pulling up stakes and moving the whole caboodle of us almost over-
night if a better situation seemed to be promised.

I was the eldest, born on the 15th of November, 1906. Most women
had their babies at home in those days instead of at a hospital. I was
born in a cottage with a very steep roof which stood next door to a lit-
tle grocery store, at the corner of Atcheson and Twentieth Streets on
the middle-east side of Columbus. It is predominantly a colored sec-
tion nowadays but wasn’t then . . . it is still a calm area with lots of
trees. But we didn't live there long enough for me to grow up and en-
joy the peace and quiet and generally picturesque quality. Before my
brother Lloyd was born we had moved to Lithopolis. My first memories
are of that town and place. We must have lived there several years.
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. . . We had a screen door on the front of the house, and I owned a
puppy dog, and the dog tore the front screen. He loosened it at one of
the lower corners where it had been tacked firmly before, so there
was a flap of screen: the pup could go in and out through that flap. So
could I. Lloyd was just a tiny baby, but I was two and three and up-
wards, so I was able to get out and go places. I ran away all the time.

It wasn’t that I wasn’t well treated at home or that I didn’t receive
affection from my mother. Usually we had enough to eat, we had
things to play with. But still I wanted to run away. Something seemed
to tell me that I had to get up and go, and invariably I yielded to that
command. In after years my mother has said that my truancy bor-
dered on mania. Guess she was right. Clearly I can remember waiting
my chance and then dashing away the moment any opportunity of-
fered.

Once Mom was ailing for a while, and Pop treated her to a luxury
in the shape of a hired girl. (She was a full-grown woman, no mere
mother’s helper.) We weren’t used to having anyone like that around
the place, and I was more dedicated to running away than ever.

Nothing could be done about these demented flights of mine. I was
hell-bent on going and that’s all there was to it. I'd be found clear across
town; then I'd be brought home by well-intentioned neighbors or some-
times by the town marshal; then I'd be punished. Pop had a strong
hand and arm because of his steel work, and he could really paddle,
but it didn’t make any difference. Gone again next day.

. . . Mom and Pop were going downtown . . . and I recall that the
flap on the screen door had been boarded back into place. Pop had
done it himself, he was taking no chances. Also he had fixed a strong
hook on the door, very high up, where a child couldn’t reach. What
with the newly repaired screen and the new hook the folks thought my
journeyings were at an end—for the time being, anyway.

So they went to do their errands or go to church or pay bills or call
on somebody, or whatever it was they were going to do— They went
away, and I went to the door. The dog hadn’t been able to make any
headway against the repaired screen. I tried to reach the hook and
couldn’t.

The hired girl cautioned me. “I know all about you. Your folks told
me that you were apt to run away, and I'm not going to give you a
chance to do it.”

I said, “Please open the door.”

“No, I'm not going to open that door, and there’s no use asking me to.
You'll run away if I open the door, and I'm not going to—"

1 said, “Open the door.”

“Well, it won’t do you any good to ask me. And you can just yell or
scream all you want to, but that door stays hooked.”

Simultaneously I started a physical attack upon the screen, and a
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verbal attack upon the horrified domestic. I called her every name I
could think of, and already I had picked up some pretty good names.
(Little boys always learn those things first instead of something that
would serve them better.) Whatever epithets, profane or obscene,
had been circulating among the youth of Lithopolis—these I had picked
up. Now I used them to good advantage. Or bad.

At the same time I was tearing away, kicking my feet and striking
at the screen with my hands, and then hurling my body against it. I
went through with a crash. Can’t remember whether the dog came
along or not. But I was out and gone, with the wails of the temporary
housekeeper sounding behind me.

My folks came home to find that the hired girl had dragged down a
suitcase and was packing her things. She was in tears.

“I won't stay with that child another minute!” she cried. “No one has
ever talked to me like that before and no one can talk to me like that
now. No, I won't stay!” But she was a good woman and a great help to
my mother in a time of need, so Mom managed to persuade her not to
go, and she stayed for a while.

Eventually I was caught and dragged home, and got the licking of
my life.

But I still wanted to run away. I had to grow older and be burdened
with a lot of responsibilities, and begin to nourish ambition— I had to
do these things before I could manage to control my temper and dis-
cipline my activities.

Sometimes after I grew up I tried to explore the infantile motive
which had bossed me, and discover why my unruly addiction persisted
in the face of every obstacle, and with severe punishment following.

It seems to me now, as I attempt to recall how I felt so long ago, that
it was as if someone had told me of some complex and dangerous yet
still wholly attractive activity which was taking place somewhere be-
yond the horizon . . . just where, I did not know.

It was as if I went in search of a charm and a challenge of which no
one else was even aware. It was a mystery which cried for me to pene-
trate it.

There were a lot of actual difficulties in my life, certainly: I didn’t
have to go in search of imaginary ones.

Forever changing schools—that was a real complication. It meant a
different set of books; a different crew of teachers; a different assem-
blage of friends, rivals, or enemies. I'd just get all set at one school in
Columbus—say, when we lived on Dana Avenue or perhaps on Guild-
ford—and then, bang, we’d have to move out of town.

Being the eldest I was aware of this problem first and longest. New
children appeared in the LeMay household every few years. There
were seven in all, though one little boy died at birth. We survivors are
evenly divided as to sex. My sister Velma followed Lloyd by a few
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years, then there came Methyl; then Leonard, the third boy, some
years after that. Then there came the baby who was lost at birth, and
finally after some more years my youngest sister Pat. She was born when
I was in Ohio State University, when I was not yet twenty-two. 1906
until 1928—that’s a long span of childbearing for any woman. But Mom
was healthy and serene about the whole thing, and so she remains
serene today.

A while ago I mentioned this strange business about names in the
LeMay and Carpenter families. People think that I might have been
named after some relative or family friend, but such is not the case.
Monm just picked out the name Curtis, she drew it out of thin air. Also
friends have suggested many times that she must have been influenced
or particularly stirred by the writings of Ralph Waldo Emerson, and
in this way she gave me my middle name, Emerson.

Not at all. Mom says placidly that she just liked the sound of the
name Emerson.

As for my youngest sister, Pat, I named her myself.

Just to demonstrate how legends get built up in this world (family
legends or international, it's all the same) here is Mom’s account of the
naming of Sister Pat.

Mom declares that neither she nor my father had made up their
minds about what to call the baby, and none of the rest of the family
came forward with any ideas. According to her, I arrived home from
college classes and said, “I've got the baby’s name.”

“What is it to be?”

“Vernice Patericha.”

“Patericha? Don’t you mean Patricia?”

“Nope. Vernice Patericha.”

“Well, where did you get that name?”

“I just got it. Don’t you like it?”

“Yes,” everybody said—but some as if they doubted that they really
did like it. So, Mom relates, that remained the baby’s name.

Now for my version: I named her Patricia, and that was that. I don’t
remember anything about the Vernice Patericha nonsense, and dont
believe it ever happened that way.

4

THERE ARE many valuable forms of discipline in this world, but some
are complicated and not realized to be benefits at the time they occur.
First and foremost of course everyone will think of poverty, and
they’ll be right.
Trouble is, you can’t simulate poverty. If you grow up amid the con-
fused ignominy of the very poor and insecure, and if you are sufficiently
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tough in spite of this, poverty can prosper you. I have heard too many
people confess to an angry stimulation which such circumstances gave
them, and have observed too many cases myself, and have felt my own
case sufficiently, not to believe that this can be true—not invariably
true, but often.

But if you try to manufacture that situation for your own child, it
just can’t be done. It’s all a combination of position and a prank of Fate.
It either happens or it doesn’t happen. When people try deliberately
to fabricate such an existence for their young, they look just plain silly.
I know of such a case. Can't tell you the name of the family because
that might merely embarrass some people needlessly. But it happened
in the case of one of America’s richest families, in which there were
several sons. These boys were sent off to school, and the very wise peo-
ple in their home, those who controlled the purse-strings large and
small, thought that they would discipline the boys by cutting away
down on their pocket-money.

Maybe other boys in their class had from two to five dollars per week
pocket-money—somewhere in that ball park. These students from the
exorbitantly wealthy family were kept on twenty-five or fifty cents
apiece, per week. Result was that they never felt a part of the scheme
of things, never felt on a par with their schoolmates. The other kids
could go down to the corner, and trade sodas and Cokes and sand-
wiches and things like that; the rich boys had to stay back in their
dormitory, and make excuses. They just couldn’t hold up their end.

It would have been impossible to keep from these boys the knowl-
edge that when they were twenty-one or thirty or thirty-five, or what-
ever, they would inherit scores of millions of dollars apiece—come into
control of the whole works. But in the meantime, which was more to
the point, they were treated to a needless cruelty and crippling. In-
stead of feeling part of the world in any way, they were cut off from
it—far more by the fake poverty inflicted upon them than they would
have been if they had appeared in their normal natural role, as rich
sons of a rich family.

Seems to me that you can learn a lesson from this and carry it on into
about any other realm of human activity. It doesn’t do any good to fake
a thing, to fake an ill or a benefit. We have to face the facts the way
they are, not the way we wish they were. If we start with a false situa-
tion, then were getting off on the wrong foot to begin with. A clear
concise awareness of the exact condition, the exact problem which faces
an individual, is his best weapon for coping with it.

As I pointed out, we LeMays dwelt in a number of places during the
first years which I can remember; and suddenly we moved out West.
I was seven or eight when we made the change. Pop had lost his con-
struction job and we were in a pretty sorry situation at home. But Pop
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had a sister out West whose husband said that a job could be found
there in Montana. So away we went. This was about 1913 or 1914.

As I recall, I was perfectly ready for a big adventure, although this
sort of thing wasn’t particularly unusual, at least in a small way. For-
ever we had been moving from this house to that, just as Pop moved
from this job to that one. But on this particular journey we were going
faster and farther than we had ever gone before.

We had the usual day-coach-train-trip of that era, all the way from
Ohio to Montana: crowded straw suitcases, squashed and wrinkled
pillows, the lunches packed in shoe-boxes with as much food as pos-
sible taken from home to start with (and as little as possible to be pur-
chased along the way). There is a memory of people chewing peanuts
and children throwing shells around, and babies wailing; and the car
was either too hot or too cold; and the smell of a crushed banana when
somebody stepped upon it; and the whizzing air and sound of wheels
roaring up through the toilet when you sat upon it in that smelly lit-
tle jolting compartment at the end of the car . . . the news-butcher
coming through with a great big square basket filled with all sorts of
goodies: wonderful candies, and sacks of nuts, and fruits and bottles
. . . beautiful things which we children longed for, in vain.

Well, here was Montana, and the air was spicy silver, spicy blue and
very cold. We hadn’t known cold like that back East: a high dry splin-
tery cold which seemed to take your breath after you bit into it for a
while.

First off we occupied a tenant house on the ranch where my father
went to claim his promised job. But that didn’t last very long. I dont
know whether Pop got fired or quit; but anyway we made another
move. This time we children were put into a wagon and bundled up
as well as possible with straw and old quilts. We were headed for a
sportsmen’s club, of all places; but it was a sportsmen’s club for fishing
only. None of the sportsmen was around in the winter. The place was
away south of Butte City.

Never shall I forget that ride in the open wagon. A snowstorm lashed
us most of the time. It was a long way to travel, too: to a three-lake
string called the Nez Perce. When we ended up there we were twenty-
five miles from the nearest neighbor. So no more school for me, as there
had been during the period when we dwelt at the ranch.

I think the club people were looking for somebody to take charge of
the place, winter and summer. When it came to summer, my father,
with his construction background, needed technical help while hatch-
ing out the fish. But once you put the eggs in, and got them fertilized,
it was just a matter of keeping the water running over them at the
proper temperature, and waiting for eggs to hatch. Once they were
hatched out, you had to get the fish into the proper pond until they
were big enough to put into the stream.
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All in all this was a swell place for little boys to be, and I made the
most of it. I fished, winter and summer. At the start I learned that the
hatchery portion of our area was Off Limits: you didn’t go casting a
fly or dangling bait in those domains. But there were three lakes on
different levels, and a flume took water from the stream and fed into
the lakes. The region of the flume didn’t freeze in winter, so there was
always fishing, at least my style—eight-year-old style. The surrounding
steep wooded slopes were exciting and beautiful. This Montana ex-
perience strengthened the abiding love I've always had for the out-of-
doors: a desire to be in woods and immerse myself along with the wild
things, take my chances with them; and let them take their chances
with me.

I didn’t get to see any airplanes while we were in Montana. I saw
other great flying things—bald eagles from the crags, hawks which
soared over our valley; but the sight of a certain airplane and a certain
flyer—this was waiting for me in the next year to come, when we
walked into an extravaganza which none of us could ever have imag-
ined ourselves as being in.

Pop got a job in Emeryville, California, and the whole gang of us
were hauled away from the lonely fish hatchery just as fast as the
change could be made. Pop’s first Emeryville job was in a cannery.
Can’t remember what came next.

.« . I have a queer habit of making comparisons in my mind, trans-
lating other facts into Air Force facts, so to speak; and viewing other
things as I might look at them if they occurred within the Air establish-
ment. Thus I have been accused and still am accused of possessing a
single-track mind. Guess they’re right. Maybe it’s not a bad idea for
one in my kind of business.

Well, anyway. Suppose we had an Advance Warning and Control
Center, a remote little radar outfit stuck on an iceberg off in the Arctic
somewhere, and people never seeing anyone except the helicopter
which flew in to bring them supplies once in a while. If you took a kid
from an outfit like that and stuck him down suddenly in the middle
of Times Square on New Year’s Eve, it might be a comparable situation
to what befell us.

Because this was 1915. And in 1915 the year itself was synonymous,
in the United States of America, not with the European war but with
the Panama-Pacific International Exposition. That great Fair was held
in San Francisco to celebrate the completion of the Panama Canal.

(It's likely that if any fellow American had said that the day would
come, in less than half a century— The day would come when the
United States would agree not to fly its flag, even in our own Canal
Zone, unless the Panamanian flag floated beside it, on the same level—
We would have suspected that man to be a traitor. And we would
have called him a damn liar.)
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Our whole Country had been hearing about the Panama-Pacific Ex-
position for several years. A lot of money had been contributed by the
Government, and tax levies were voted in California. The vast sum
of seven and one-half million dollars was actually gotten together by
San Franciscans.

The papers said that the cost of the whole Exposition exceeded
fifty million dollars. That may be a commonplace figure, as mentioned
in the press nowadays; but it’s certainly not hay. Translated into buy-
ing terms of the modern dollar, it would probably represent enough
to put some newly emergent so-called republic in Darkest Africa on its
feet—for at least a week or so, until the Cavalry had to be sent for.

Nowadays you can'’t tell where Emeryville ends and Berkeley or
Oakland begins. But fifty years ago Emeryville was just a little place,
and children could run around and operate with perfect freedom, as if
they lived in a rural village somewhere.

. . . What was happening just across the Bay? Everything, every-
thing—lights, noise, fireworks, towers, palaces, bands and rockets and
explosions.

And something else was happening, something which seemed to
hold a peculiar fascination for me.

Coming from the utter isolation of the Nez Perce fish hatchery, away
up yonder, an isolation increased and intensified when winter fell, we
were absolutely dizzied by the spectacle taking place almost in our
front yard. The Exposition site covered six or seven hundred acres over
on the San Francisco waterfront, barely inside the Golden Gate. I can’t
believe that modern children, surfeited as they are with all the sights
and sounds which can be brought to them through the media of motion
pictures or television, could possibly be as thrilled by an exposure to
the New York World’s Fair as were we by the sight of everything going
on there at the Exposition. And we did get to visit it. People made their
way clear across our Continent or from other corners of the Earth to
see that thing; and we, dwelling in Emeryville, weren’t going to be
disappointed.

Furthermore there was a lot that could be seen for free. It didn’t
cost a fortune to go to the Exposition . . . the ferryboat ride over there,
and whatever admission may have been charged for people to just
walk around. I don’t remember too much about the Arch of the Rising
Sun or the Arch of the Setting Sun, or the Court of Abundance, or the
Court of the Four Seasons. (Sound like Japanese geisha houses.) And
there was the Court of the Flowers and the Court of Palms and the
Tower of Jewels, and I don’t know what all.

Two things stick out in my mind. One was the business of having
our pictures taken. There is a photograph included in this book which
shows us in our Exposition elegance. It was taken in front of one of
those special sets which the photographer had for the purpose. This
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was a novelty, getting a fancy picture from a professional photogra-
pher, and even being aware of it while it happened. . . . There had
been a little kodaking in our neighborhood, back in Columbus. I re-
member that a man brought a little donkey around, and he would get
children to sit on this donkey, and he’'d take their pictures for so much
a throw. I was lucky and got in on that, and I liked sitting on the don-
key. But here at the Exposition we were embalmed for posterity in
front of a set showing the actual Exposition buildings. And more than
that: if you look close you can see a couple of airplanes.

. . . The aviator’s name was Lincoln Beachy, and his was the first
aircraft T had seen since I went chasing after that flying-machine in
Ohio. From the week the Fair opened in San Francisco, this “aeronaut”
had been shoving his biplane through skies above the Golden Gate. We
heard with awe that he was paid one thousand dollars per week to
make those fantastic loops and Dutch rolls. (This was in a time when
an experienced schoolmarm would have to teach for a year and a half
to earn a thousand dollars.)

But it wasn’t the dough that excited me the most. It was the sight of
that plane, the appealing gush of its engine—the energy and beauty of
the brute. Any realization of what the handsome young pilot (he was
twenty-seven or twenty-eight) had done, was enough to set your spine
a-tingling. He was the first flyer to circle the Nations Capitol in a
heavier-than-air machine. He looped and rolled above Niagara Falls.
True, he had brought death and injury into one idolatrous throng who
gaped at him: he'd lost control of his aer-o-plane for a fatal moment.
Repeatedly, too, he had been censured for buzzing only ten feet above
the heads of other crowds.

But, according to the San Francisco Chronicle, Lincoln Beachy “re-
sented being called a ‘fool-flyer” and said that his feats were merely to
demonstrate the capability and practicability of the aeroplane.”

Maybe so. Although sometimes he flew while dressed as a woman.
His publicity didn’t diminish as the result of such antics. And, only the
previous autumn, he allowed himself to be clad in Stanford crimson,
and had bombed the U of C football field and fans, over at Berkeley—
bombing with a football, of course.

Professional cut-up or not, he was a skilled flyer. Many years after-
ward I saw a lot of fighter-pilot types who had the same kind of eyes,
same sort of grin.

You have to remember, too, the ancient adage about “there are old
pilots, and there are bold pilots, but there are no old bold pilots.”

There was a bright Thursday in March when Beachy climbed into
a new yellow-and-silver Taube and cranked up its eighty-hp Gnome
engine—or motor, as it was called then. The engine was a monovalve,
the aircraft a monoplane. Everything went fine during preliminary
flights in the machine. But Glenn Martin—he’d built the biplane which
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Lincoln Beachy flew during previous exhibitions—said darkly that the
Taube was too flimsy for the demands which stunts put upon it. Only
a single set of stay-wires, etc.

Without the pilot strapped in the seat, old Yellow-and-Silver
weighed in at 525 pounds. Or so the accounts stated.

He took her up to five thousand, next Sunday afternoon, and pro-
ceeded to tear the wings off of her when he was still about three thou-
sand feet above the Bay.

Beachy barely missed a couple of Naval ships when he hit. He went
in between them. He was still in one piece when they pulled him up
from the mud a couple of hours later. Some of the doctors said he was
dead on impact, others thought that he had died of drowning.

Net results were the same in either case.

It seemed strange to us boys in Emeryville, who had looked up and
seen Beachy overhead so many times. I remember thinking about it,
and looking up again, and wondering. I wondered a little where he
had gone; but mostly I wondered how he felt when he was alive and
flying.

A human being can take only about so much excitement at a time,
or even in a given lifetime; then it begins to pall on him. We could
take about only so much San Francisco Exposition, and I could take
about only so much Lincoln Beachy. Then we had to revert to the nor-
mal practices of ordinary folks in a small community.

Here was where I earned my first money—I mean where I first hired
myself out with whatever skills I could possess or demonstrate, in or-
der to earn a wage or reap a profit.

Don’t know how I got to be a good shot; but one way or another I'd
gotten to be one. I guess it started with bows and arrows, and throwing
darts and things like that when we were little. Then of course there
were BB guns circulating around. But what occupied my interest now
was the existence of the BB caps. These were a form of .22 ammuni-
tion which is manufactured still. They are smaller and less powerful
than .22 shorts, but actually are fired by a powder charge, and there
is a tiny bullet attached to this infinitesimal cartridge. I don’t remem-
ber the cost of these things in 1913, but it seemed like an awful Iot.
Could have been fifteen or twenty cents a box.

There was an old lady who lived down our street a little way. She
had a cat, and the cat was agéd and infirm, but also fat and hungry;
the cat liked to eat sparrows. This old lady hired me to shoot English
sparrows for the cat. I was shooting for the pot, so to speak—at least
the cat’s pot. The rifle actually didn’t belong to me. It was a beat-up
single-shot .22 which was brought into the crowd of neighborhood lit-
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tle boys by some other fellow, and kind of shared by all of us. The pro-
ceeds had to be shared too, and I considered this an imposition. I did
the shooting and paid for my ammunition, but still I had to divvy up
a certain proportion of my spoils. This was because I didnt own the
rifle involved. It was a pretty good lesson, too. Everybody ought to
own his own weapons and not depend on others to furnish them.

I got five cents for every sparrow, and I could shoot a lot of spar-
rows with the ammunition contained in a box of .22 BB caps. My el-
derly patron was in funds, at least when measured by nickels; she
never tried to make me shoot on credit. Only trouble was, the cat’s
appetite couldn’t quite keep up with my willingness and ability to
supply the English sparrows. A lot of the time I had to sit around and
cool my heels, waiting for Puss to get hungry again.

I resolved that I must acquire a .22 of my own, just as soon as hu-
manly possible. Did, too.

Whatever vein of economic ore it was that Pop had been mining in
Emeryville— Whatever it was, it played out the next year, and we
trekked back East. There was a brief stop in Columbus again; then we
moved to New Brighton, Pennsylvania. Thats in the industrial region
at the west end of the State, not far northwest of Pittsburgh.

New Brighton stands out in my mind because that was the first place
where I ever went into business, not just on my own but working for
someone else. I wasn’t any longer in the Tomcat Poultry Supply busi-
ness or whatever you want to call my Emeryville activity. I didn’t have
to figure out how many cat-er-idges I was going to use. (That's what
we all called them, instead of cartridges: cat-er-idges. Funny thing— I
always say cat-er-idge even today, unless I stop and think. Sometimes
a man can be more concerned with getting the deed done, whatever it
is, than in trying to pronounce cartridge the right way. Main thing
about a cartridge anyway isn’t how to pronounce it; it's how it will
work. Most people can pronounce them, but not everyone can shoot a
qualifying score.)

My New Brighton job was the usual boy’s thing: paper route. We
must have lived there some two years and I had that route all the time.
The First World War was banging and thundering, off somewhere in
the East; but I was too small, it didn’t mean much to me. Probably if
I'd been a teen-ager I would have thought about running away to war;
but at eleven or twelve I was just too young. They didn’t need any
drummer boys, and furthermore I couldn’t drum. I kept on delivering
papers until after the end of the war.

That came with the hullabaloo common to the occasion, common to
America on that day. It was November 11th, 1918, and nobody worked,
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of course. Everything was pandemonium in New Brighton and all the
way back up the river to Pittsburgh. I dont remember everything
that happened that day, but I do remember the main event: an im-
promptu parade through the heart of town. I was on a truck along with
my father and Lloyd, and a lot of other boys and workmen. Some of
the older men had sons over in France, so they were especially ex-
cited. Even if we LeMays didn’t have anyone at the Front, we grew
pretty excited too.

Everybody had old dishpans or tin cans of some sort, and we beat
on those crude drums with railroad spikes or whatever we could grab.
Made quite a noise . . . with all the people in the trucks beating and
yelling, and lots of citizens trooping alongside, making the same sort
of sounds. “Wheeee,” kids were yelling, “the war’s over! The Kaiser’s
licked!” Then folks alongside, or maybe girls riding on nearby trucks,
would break into some popular songs of the time, like Over There or
one of the Liberty Bond songs. “The war is over . . . war is over! The
Kaiser’s licked!” Then we’d pound on our dishpans again.

That was the way I spent Armistice Day, 1918.

It was a little different as World War II roared to its close, in 1945.
Then I was commanding all the Superforts in the Pacific, including the
ones which dropped the atomic bombs.

5

WEe RETURNED to Columbus in 1919. Within the year we moved into a
house at 511 Welch Avenue. This is the place where we lived longest,
of all the time spent in the Ohio capital. The house is still there, look-
ing not too unlike it did forty-odd years ago. It is a narrow building,
high-roofed and covered with a shingle trim. The last time I saw it it
was white above and red below; but that might have been changed.

Lloyd and I occupied the back room on the second story, and later
Leonard moved in with us, on another bed. Lloyd and I fought all the
time. It wasn't a very harmonious roomful.

That block was sedate in those days and still is: small families going
about their own business, and children playing from yard to yard.
There were steps which led up from the sidewalk to our yard, with a
concrete curb or embankment along the front, and then a few more
steps to the porch itself. Four doors away to the east is Ann Street, with
a huge empty cindery lot beyond, four blocks long. Ran all the way
from Newell up to Markinson. Years and years ago, folks said, that
area was dedicated as a park. As late as 1964 the City Fathers hadn’t
yet gotten around to making a park out of it.

At the other end of the Welch Avenue block, toward the west, is
Parsons Avenue with many shops and much traffic.
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While we halted temporarily in residence on Mound Street, before
coming to Welch, I sold newspapers at the corner of Mound and High.
This job lasted several months, and then I acquired a route. I had to
earn money for school, that’s all there was to it. I had to buy books and
clothing: by this time I was in the seventh or eighth grade, and our
family was feeling the pinch of so many children in school. So I went
to the Columbus Dispatch office and applied. Maybe I wore the man’s
resistance down by coming back again and again. When a route came
open I got it.

There were three papers in town: Ohio State Journal, Columbus Dis-
patch, Columbus Citizen. So I didn’t dare content myself with selling
or lugging just one paper. Had to keep my eyes open and see if there
might not be a better opportunity on one of the others.

By the time I got into high school in 1920 I was at work for the Citi-
zen instead of the Dispatch. You might say that I was a junior execu-
tive. It was a good job, a demanding and exacting one. I bought the
papers wholesale, in bulk, and I distributed them to each of the car-
riers. On Saturday, when the carriers made their collections, they paid
me for their papers; then I had to go to the office and settle my ac-
counts. I guess there were maybe between two and three thousand
customers on those routes which I served. I don’t know what the circu-
lation of the newspaper was, but the population of Columbus at that
time was close to a quarter of a million.

Of course a responsibility like this kept me on the jump. There wasn’t
much chance for extracurricular activities. I couldn’t play on any
team or have much to do with school clubs. Each day at four o’clock
I had to be on hand, waiting for those big bundles of papers to be
dumped down on the sidewalk; then I divided them up, counting out
the proper number to each carrier boy.

At this age I was proud to buy my own clothes and school things,
and pay all my own expenses otherwise. Sometimes I was able to give
money to Mom as well. I kept thinking about college, but didn’t get
far enough ahead financially to save up very much. Then in the sum-
mers, while still small, I worked at whatever sort of jobs I could find.

I shouldn't like to give the impression that I worked every moment
when I wasn’t studying. Few boys could or should do that. But outside
activities were limited by the number of hours I could spend at them.

We weren’t very active church people, although we called ourselves
Methodists, and I went to the Methodist Sunday School. But a great
excitement blossomed after we had moved back to Columbus from
New Brighton, while I was still in junior high. I joined the Boy Scouts
of America.

Our troop met in a church—not our Methodist one, but a Lutheran
church. That was up north of Welch, much closer to the business dis-
trict, a block away from the courthouse on Mound Street.
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On the whole it was a good troop, although if we advanced in grade
or accomplishment we had to do it on our own: there wasn't much of
a program for tests, merit badges, things like that. Everybody thought
well of the Scoutmaster: he was conscientious and, I'm sure, did his
best. He worked right up to the boundary of his limitations; that’s all
you can ask of anyone. His name was Oscar Grumlich.

Like any eager participant I had ambitions to be an Eagle Scout,
with a whole sash of merit badges draped across my body. But in fact
I didn’t quite make Star Scout. I think I had all the merit badges I
needed except one, but this was a slow accumulation, because of the
scanty amount of time I could spend. Oh, we did have a lot of fun out
of doors; I joined in it whenever I was able. There were overnight
hikes, trips up the Olentangy River or along the Scioto. After I got
through with the demands of my paper route sub-station, I could pack
up a bedroll at home and hurry to join the other boys in the woods.

Long before, I had saved money to buy the coveted .22 rifle. Used
to go down the railroad tracks. I liked to plink tin cans, and gradually
progressed into a somewhat better shot than I was even when I served
as the Great White Hunter of English sparrows. There was a good
place down the Chesapeake & Ohio tracks, where there was a kind of
dump with plenty of target material lying around. It was safe, too:
only about a hundred yards from the river. There lifted a railroad
embankment behind you and a steep bank in front, so no danger about
ricochets. You could shoot down over the bank and know where your
bullets were going.

Later on, my father gave me another gun. But I couldn’t use it—too
high-powered. I would never say that Pop was the most practical man
on Earth. He had presented me with a 30-caliber rifle. It was beautiful,
it was new, it was expensive; and I just about fainted when I saw it.
It took a 30-40 cartridge. That was the Army cartridge used during the
Spanish-American War. My new gun was a Winchester, Model g5: a
sporting rifle, lever action.

I still have it.

Those were the regular go-caliber slug bullets, same cartridge used
by the Krag. Pop gave it to me for a birthday present, and where on
Earth was I going to shoot a rifle like that? I needed it about like I
needed a hole in the head. It was only after I got out of college and
into the Air Corps that I ever went hunting with it. There were some
farms where I could go; I remember lugging the big rifle down there,
but on extremely rare occasions. Members of the Scout Council at the
Mound Street Lutheran church were a very solid group of typical Co-
lumbus southside Germans . . . some of them owned farms, and we
Scouts had been marshaled to various of these farms for overnight
hikes or Sunday tests and adventures in groves and ravines. I managed
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to presume on this acquaintanceship and tote my gun out to one of
those farms. But, as I say, very very rarely indeed.

Ammunition was fearfully expensive. At that stage of the game I
would rather have saved my money for constructive purposes. Nor did
I confine my labors to the paper route solely. There were other things
to be done and other things to be acquired. I saved money, bought a
second-hand bicycle; then I was really equipped to earn more money.
I delivered telegrams for both Western Union and Postal Telegraph.

Remember, the Columbus Citizen didn’t come out until about four
p-m. There were all those hours which could be put to a productive use
on Saturdays. Also, after I had distributed my papers on weekdays.

. . . I worked for some gal uptown, a woman who ran a delivery
service. She had a contract with various department stores, to deliver
their packages, and so the store packages would come in quantity to
this woman’s depot. There were a number of us delivery boys who had
routes going out in every direction. We were equipped with those huge
canvas bags which go over the wearer’s neck (head sticks out at the
top, and you have a big pouch in front and a big pouch behind. You
can carry more packages on a bicycle that way than you might think).
Of course you had to be on your guard and ride your bike carefully, or
you'd take a spill and smear up the packages and yourself too.

We got paid by the package. The more packages the merrier.

I had an extra job as well, delivering for some candy manufacturers.
These people owned a little place: sort of a Fanny Farmer shop, with
their store out in front and the manufacturing room at the rear. There
were about half a dozen employees there, all making candy like crazy.
It smelled awfully good. I would deliver candy to the drug stores and
confectionery shops which retailed it all over town.

. . . If you were a high school boy and wanted to fool around with
some kind of radio set, this was one way of getting your materials. I
certainly liked to mess with a crystal set. In those days most kids my
age were going through the same stage. I grew even more ambitious:
I started to build one of those variable coupler things, but in the end
it was too expensive. Still, I could swing a crystal set financially. Some
of my high school friends built a lot bigger sets. We all shared informa-
tion and experiences, and it was stimulating.

I remember when the first vacuum tube came out. One of the boys
was the proud possessor of one of those vacuum tubes. Was he a big
shot in the community! Imagine—he could build a radio set with a
vacuum tube in it!

I envied him, so did others. But there wasn’t any use in sitting around
being eaten up with envy. I took what I had, the tiny set I'd already
built, and tried to see how far I could reach out and snare a radio sta-
tion. Did all right, too, just fooling around with that thing at night. I
preferred the crystal set to going out and hanging around drug stores,
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or maybe chasing girls. The girl stuff cost money—sodas, sandwiches
and all—and I thought my personal cash would be better expended in
some other direction—something really valuable, say, like a crystal set.
I got KDKA in Pittsburgh and WLW in Cincinnati. Those were the big
things you really worked for.

But just the same I couldnt go hog wild and break out in a com-
plete rash of radio sets. I had to ration my time. There was too much
work to be done in the outside world, in order to either keep myself
and others, or to advance myself. Also I had to ration my expenditures.
When the man stands there asking for his rent, or when the grocer
hesitates about putting that latest basket of groceries on the bill, then
you'd better be ready to come up with cash in hand. Very early in life
I was convinced bitterly of this necessity.

Out in a long-ago 1914 Montana winter my father was perfectly
willing to sit with his socked feet up against the shiny stove fender,
while the frost snapped and crackled outside. The larder was a vague
mystery which Pop didn’t bother to penetrate. He figured that some-
how, from somewhere, Mom would be able to conjure up a meal out
of thin air. Often he was right.

But it seemed to me, even when I was only eight or so, that if a job
needed doing it had better be done, and the sooner the better. (I sup-
pose a lot of shiny-eyed Liberals and permissive philosophers of these
middle 1g60’s would consider this an alarming concept, perhaps dan-
gerous to the National leisure . . . in a day when labor unions howl
for a twenty-hour week, and God knows what fringe benefits besides. )

. . . Fish were out in one of those three Nez Perce lakes beyond the
house, and there was only one way to transfer them to Mom’s skillet.
Of course trout wouldn’t take flies in the winter; so I'd grab a scrap of
raw meat, impale it on a hook, and go out through the cold and let that
hook down into open water where that flume ran into the lake and
didn’t freeze. Quite a few large trout used to change their residence
from the lake to the top of the LeMay kitchen stove by such means.
I remember catching one that was so big I had quite a time dragging
him up to the house through the snow.

The family would look up—more or less approvingly, I guess—and
Pop would move his feet to a new spot on the stove fender. But I didn’t
stay for long; just got warm for a few minutes, and then hustled back
to try to catch another fish.

As I say, there wasnt much opportunity for happy little tinkerings
and workshop experiments when I was young. I've tried to make up
for that since I grew older. I can accumulate the raw materials more
readily nowadays but it’s still a question of finding the time. Oh, often
I've rebuilt guns or fishing tackle; and sometimes have constructed
some of my favorite sports equipment from the ground up. I like to
load all my own ammunition: seems more dependable that way. If
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ever a round should misfire at a crucial moment, I'd have myself to
blame, not some anonymous factory employee up in New Haven or
Bridgeport. And, like most sports car enthusiasts, I've torn down plenty
of automobile engines, and then rebuilt them to suit myself.

Several years ago I did manage to put together a stereophonic sys-
tem, in consoles rigged up from existing cupboards, etc. I'm quite
proud of this. It takes hi-fi tapes, electric organ—everything could or
can be fed through this machine. I rigged amplifier cabinets at various
other points in our high-ceiled old-fashioned quarters. Made for a good
balance of sound, and a faithful projection of whatever musical impulse
was desired.

My wife might tell you that I can build anything and everything. Not
true. I haven't tried to build everything—yet. The next-to-the-last win-
ter I was on the job as Chief of Staff, I did fabricate for us a color TV
set, right from scratch. Helen says that I built it in two months, work-
ing on whatever evenings and Sundays I could grab. I think it took a
little longer than that. Works real well.

6

In Corummus, in the early 1920, South High School was in a building
now known as Barrett Junior High, at the southeast corner of Deshler
Avenue and Bruck Street. That’s a few blocks west of the more mod-
ern South High School, on Ann Street.

My class graduated in 1924, so it was only the last year of our high
school careers that we spent in the new building. To the majority of
Americans of approximately my generation, and who grew up in
medium-sized or large American cities, our old South High School
building would appear perfectly familiar. It was built in 1goo, and
looks just like the ones built in the Eighties and Nineties: steep stair-
ways, lofty ceilings, a fanlight above big front doors.

It is a common human experience to have enjoyed, during school
years, the companionship and encouragement of some particular
teacher—maybe a science teacher or a faculty advisor, or a librarian
who discerned an ambition in the young person and tried to direct
and nurture it. Folks who have such incidents in their backgrounds
are fortunate. I don’t remember anything of that sort occurring to me.
I don’t recall coming into contact with any individual on the faculty
who waved a flag of inspiration. Chances are that there were people
of that sort right there in the classrooms—teachers whom I met every
day in the school year. But it never occurred to me to ask anyone to
be my encourager or sponsor, and I don’t recollect that anybody ever
volunteered.

Same thing at home. There was a kind of general air of laissez faire:
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one LeMay didn’t butt into another LeMay’s business. If he did, there
was trouble. . . . I was able to give money to my mother at times when
she needed it; and there were occasions when she did the same thing
with me. She used to go out to work all by her lonesome, when con-
ditions were bad, when Pop was out of a job. Then Mom would go out
and do housework.

But she didn’t burn a candle in the window for me and crouch be-
hind it, muttering incantations about her boy going to college or else.
At home the attitude which prevailed was, “Well, if Curt wants to do
something like that, let him go ahead.” There was never any resistance
nor, on the other hand, any fervent cheers being raised. I don’t think
anyone gave it much thought or cared whether I would get through,
or flunk out, or what. The notion seemed to be rather, “As long as he is
doing all right, O.K., go ahead. Commendable achievement,” etc.

I did more reading in high school—outside reading—than I ever had
time to do in college, or later after I joined the Air Corps. I enjoyed
historical novels very much indeed—also biographies of men and
women who had led explorative and eventful lives; and books of
travel. Once again, there were probably eager souls who were just dy-
ing to advise an earnest reader, and would have done so if I had had
enough sense to ask for advice; but I never did. I just went ahead on
my own, either to the school library at South High, or else to the Co-
lumbus Public Library. You could take books out of the school library
(which it seems you cannot do in some schools) and take them home.
Also I was glad to have a card at the Public Library, and used it.

. . . Would have been less than human if I hadn’t had a sense of
being more or less cut off from normal life. There’s a lot of social ac-
tivity in high school and college, very thrilling to the young . . . kids
going out on dates, planning parties and stuff. But I had to spend my
extracurricular hours earning money to maintain myself at the time,
and also to store up whatever cracked little nest-egg I could for the
years ahead. There may have been nights when I looked up into the
darkness and held to the opinion that I was carrying a load which not
many other people were carrying., Usually however I was too tired to
lie there and grieve about what I was missing out on: I'd go to sleep
instead, and get the benefit of needed rest. I felt, “It would be nice if
I could do these things, too, like some of the others. But such activities
are not for me.”

. . . It’s just that I knew sometimes when boys and girls were ar-
ranging a party or a picnic or some such merrymaking. I became aware
that they were saying in effect, “Shall we invite Curt? Hell no. No use
inviting him because he has to work.”

When I was invited I would go if I could. I wasn’t essentially a lone
wolf, nor was I a social outcast.

There were other students who had to work. Maybe some of them



PRE-FLIGHT 33

worked longer hours than I did, outside school. If so, I didn’t happen
to know any of those.

All T can say now is that I would have appreciated having had some
time to participate in activities . . . going out for teams, joining clubs
and things. And the boy-and-girl stuff, too.

During the summer, a couple of years, I worked at structural iron-
work. I joined the union and got on with the business of being an ap-
prentice.

In that capacity the main thing was to stay out of the way, and help
the rest of the people as much as you could. You were supposed to be
learning the trade; and just about anything you could do to make your-
self useful was welcomed. Normally you carried tools around, and
watched; and you kept your eyes and ears open and your mouth shut.
Anybody wanted anything, you'd be there on deck to get it for them.
I wasn’t exactly hot-and-bothered at any prospect of spending my life
in structural ironwork; but this wasn’t a bad job. And it did help me out
later, when I got into something more advanced.

It was during one of those summers— I think it was a Sunday after-
noon, with no work to be done, when I first got off the ground.

Another fellow and I pooled our resources. We put in two dollars
and fifty cents apiece. The barnstorming pilot had said, “Five dollars
for five minutes.” The aircraft was a Waco three-seater, so we both
could go (after we talked it up to the pilot a little bit). Ordinarily he
just wanted to take one passenger. I guess he was as eager to get that
five dollars as we were to have the ride.

Couldn’t have been more so, though.

The place was called Norton Field. It's not where Port Columbus is,
the regular commercial airport there— It wasnt quite so far out east
of town, and was on the other side of Broad Street. That’s a region of
subdivisions and supermarkets now. But in those days there was still
enough grass for an old Waco three-seater to get up and get down
again. We had walked around the biplane admiringly for quite a while,
before I got up enough nerve to approach the pilot with our propo-
sition.

There were two seats in front, side by side, and the pilot sat in the
third seat behind us.

It was all over so quickly that I was more or less bewildered. There
was this business of Switches Off and Contact and the prop being
pushed around; then suddenly the grind and roar and sputter as it
caught. Next thing, we were taxiing and then bumping on takeoff . . .
the ground went away as if it had sunk in an elevator. We were buck-
ing in some drafts, and I was trying to feel and look and hear all at
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once, and making a bad job of all three things. Then I was seeing fa-
miliar places all squeezed into a more miniature form, and seeing
them from such an angle that they didn’t look familiar at all; yet I could
recognize them. Then they all started going off at a different angle,
and then they came back and lay ahead of us and under us once again,
and grew larger . . . we were bumping on grass. My two dollars and
a half: gone and done. So was my first airplane ride.

I remember thinking afterward, planning: “Some day I'm going to
go up in an airplane . . . I'll be flying it. I'll just ride around wherever
I want to go—fly wherever I please, stay up as long as I want to, and
just have fun. Have a joyride in an airplane.”

Come to think of it, don’t believe I've ever realized that joyride am-
bition yet. Every time we got airborne I've always had something that
I had to do, and was kept busy doing it.

It was the fall of 1924. Can’t recall how much I had to plank down
for tuition in order to get started at Ohio State, but I had saved enough
at least for that. Also you had a matriculation fee, and then there were
various other fees, depending on the courses you were taking. It varied
back and forth. I think I figured out that six hundred and fifty dollars
a year would see me through school. So I didn’t have the six hundred
and fifty to start, but thought I could get hold of the rest of it from time
to time. I would work while I went to school, and work summers, too,
just as I had before.

My first ambition was to get a degree in civil engineering.

Initially T lived at home, but then the family left. They moved to
Youngstown. Pop’s new job had a long-term aspect, so the folks all
went up there—at least the ones who were still at home. I had joined
an engineering fraternity, Theta Tau. I felt rather bemused with the
idea that I was now a fraternity man; but principally it was an engi-
neering fraternity, not a social one. Still, they did have a house and you
could live at the house. Cost me a little more than it would have cost
to live at home, but it wasn’t prohibitive.

I thought that belonging to Theta Tau would be a part of my educa-
tion, and was worth the investment. Couldn’t have been more correct.
I got a great deal out of it. All the rest of the members were fledgling
engineers, and we were able to study together. Some of the upper
classmen were especially generous with their advice and direction.
They had a habit of bringing in occasional lecturers to speak to us at
our meetings. It was a real professional program.

Aside from that, there was the obvious value of the social side . . .
not much socially, as I pointed out; but the small contact there was
what I needed more than anything else. Actually, having been of such
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single purpose during my four years of high school, I had never at-
tended a dance until I got initiated into the fraternity at college. It was
one of the things I had to do; and they were so right in compelling me
to do this.

They said, “LeMay, you will have to go down to a dance studio this
afternoon, and take a dancing lesson, and go to the big dance which
is being held here at college this very evening.”

Well, I'd never done anything like this before; but now was the
time. If ever I was going to accumulate a degree as Bachelor of Civil
Engineering, one route to that degree was through the tender offices
of Theta Tau. So it never occurred to me to rebel; I did exactly as di-
rected. I went to that dance studio, took the single dancing lesson, and
put in my required appearance at the dance that night. Got by all
right, too.

First week on the campus, I'd joined the ROTC. It all looked pretty
good to me. I couldn’t see anything wrong with a Government’s or a
university’s requiring young men to have a little military training.
This whole concept about “millions of patriotic Americans springing to
arms overnight,” on which a lot of tradition and a lot of flim-flam had
been nourished, didn’t seem very sound. It was only six or seven years
since America had had a hell of a time enlisting a few million men and
training them so that they would be any good at the Front. If it hap-
pened suddenly that a lot of Americans were needed to serve their
Country again, it seemed reasonable that they’d make a better job of
it if they had a little training to begin with.

That was the way I felt. There were others on the campus who
didn’t feel the same way.

Their war cry, if you can call it that, was Ban Military Training.
There used to be a group like that in almost every college or university
town in those days. Inevitably they included among them a few ex-
Servicemen who cherished unpleasant memories of slogging through
the mud, being bullied by a cruel Chief Petty Officer, or getting bad
food in the mess at Ft. Gila Monster, New Mexico. Then too there were
the intellectuals, the inveterate pacifists, dreamers and idealists. . . .

(I number now among my intimate friends a man who is entitled to
wear a pretty good gong or two among his ribbons. He admits that he
was an ardent member of a pacifist group elsewhere in the Middle
West, about the same time that the Columbus pacifists were getting
into our hair there at Ohio State.)

Also there was a fellow student named Milton Caniff, better known
in the present day as the creator of Steve Canyon and all his pals. Mil-
lions of Servicemen will remember his Male Call in publications during
World War II. But back in the Nineteen-twenties the future cartoonist
was a hireling of those who believed firmly that the soft answer turned
away wrath, and that the nation which did not have a loaded shotgun
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behind the door had better prospects for Peace than the nation which
did.

The pacifists engaged Milt to paint anti-military-training posters.
Paid him five bucks a throw. Like myself Milt was working his way
through school, and a good old-fashioned long-dimensioned green five-
dollar bill with an Indian on it looked prettier to him than any repro-
duction of Leonardo’s. He declared recently that he would have been
willing to design posters defaming Heaven and the state of the angels,
in order to get caught up on his rent and tuition and board bill.

Not that he was keen on the ROTC. Claims that it was in an abys-
mally run-down condition on our campus. Caniff calls to mind the time
when no less a person than Phil Cochran came scooting into formation
in a pair of black-and-white sports shoes. Guess this was after I left
college. I never met Phil Cochran until years later, at Langley.

I don’t buy this—about the bad state of the ROTC, etc. Our instructor
was one First Lieutenant Chester Horn—slim, bow-legged—totally bald
at thirty-five—a real artillery type and a very fine officer.

One night the lieutenant saved the pacifists from getting beaten up,
and saved some of the rest of us from making damn fools of ourselves.

The pacifists were having a meeting, and we Scabbard and Blade
boys held an indignation meeting of our own. I don’t recall exactly
who our chief rabble-rouser was; I know it wasn’t me; I never did
care much about making speeches (although I've had to make a lot of
them. Occupational hazard).

Well, we got all steamed up, and finally the chief Hotspur among
us cried, “Let’s go over there and clean out that gang of pacifists!”

Away we went, fiery-eyed and bushy-tailed. Halfway across the
campus our advance elements skidded to a sudden halt, and the rest
pushed forward to see what was holding them up. The holder-upper
was Lieutenant Horn, fortuitously encountered at that moment.

“Where on Earth,” he asked, “are you gentlemen going?”

We blurted out our determination to pulverize the anti-military-
training boys, since we counted them as Public Enemies of the yellow-
est stripe.

Our lieutenant grinned through the darkness, and proceeded to lec-
ture us.

“You may or may not be correct in this,” he said. “But let me tell you
something: History is a great leveler, and Time wields a pretty well-
honed smoothing-plane. In other words, everyone gets whittled down
to his proper size eventually. Now, if you adherents to, and loyal par-
ticipants in, the ROTC program of our college are wrong in your be-
lief, Time will emphasize that—not only to you but to everybody else.

“On the other hand, if these other people are wrong, that will be
proved as well.

“But if you go over there tonight and start a brawl, don’t you see
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what you'll be doing to yourselves and to your cause? You'll merely
be making martyrs out of those pacifists. The public who might support
you conceivably in your attitude, will turn against you. Those other
guys will be the heroes, not you. And you will have only yourselves to
blame.”

. . . Horn’s words had fallen on pretty receptive ears. We went slink-
ing off in this direction and that, by twos and threes. The mob was
broken up effectively and never formed again.

I see by the papers, however, that Steve Canyon is still in good
health, and busy as an Air Force bee. Also I'm glad of the fact that the
ROTC program is still around.

Far as ROTC is concerned, I did get to shoot a little in college—small
bore on the target range. We had some of that sort of training. I fid-
dled around and thought I'd go out for the rifle team, but I wasn't quite
up to caliber. (Pun unintentional.) Might have been, if I had had the
leisure in which to practice. But every time I started, I needed to rush
off to work in a few minutes. There just wasn’t any opportunity.

.. . I had wangled a job at the Buckeye Steel Casting Company.
Jobs were relatively hard to find. A friend who worked down there
for the Buckeye told me that the employment manager had worked
his own way through college, and was extremely sympathetic with
people who were trying to do the same thing. That was all I needed.
I moseyed down there to the employment office, and went in and saw
the manager. Told him I needed a job, that I was going to Ohio State,
and how about it?

There wasn’t any job open at the moment, but the first time there
was I went to work. Thirty-five bucks a week. That was a lot of dough
in those days. '

Six afternoons a week I went to work at five o’clock p.m., setting
cores in the foundry. Usually I finished up about two or three a.m.
Yes, it was hard work, but I liked it. Only trouble was that I needed
more sleep than I was able to manage.

Most people don’t know much about foundries. Well, in a foundry
you have a mold; this particular company was making truck-frames at
the time, for railroad cars—the heavy portion underneath the car,
which the wheels are attached to. These frames are all cast. They'd
have a big mold, which they’d put a frame over, and then you packed
molding sand in there with air hammers; then you'd roll it over, and
that would leave these mold frames—just one big mold. Then you had
to set sand cores in there, so when you poured the metal around it, the
frame would be formed. The core was an insert into the mold.
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Maybe this explanation won’t make much sense to anyone, except
those who already know about such things. Guess it doesn’t really
matter.

What matters in my story is that I went to school at nine every morn-
ing like Robert Louis Stevenson’s “arrant sleepyhead.” I was just dead
on my toes. My nine o’clock class was entitled, “Railroad Curves.” This
embraced engineering (had nothing whatsoever to do with blondes
riding the Chesapeake & Ohio). The class was taught by Professor
Wall. He was a fraternity brother of mine, too; but that didn’t prevent
him from flunking me. Which he did. Two semesters in a row.

Didn’t seem to be much I could do about this. By sleeping in one
class I managed to stay awake through the rest of the day and be fit
for work at night. It was just that little margin of sleep which I needed;
and slumber would claim me, willy-nilly, Professor Wall or no Professor
Wall. But, by golly, I needed that thirty-five bucks a week, and as long
as I could keep my job down at the Buckeye, I intended to hang onto it.

My program required a little expenditure, but it was in a good cause;
so I became a plutocrat. With an automobile. I put aside twelve dollars
and fifty cents for the purpose, and hunted around for somebody who
wanted to be a fifty-per-cent pardner in the car enterprise—someone
who had another twelve-and-a-half which I didn’t have. I knew of a
pretty good car which could be bought for twenty-five dollars.

I found the partner, and we made the buy. He could use it daytimes
and Sundays; I used it from late afternoon until classtime in the
morning,.

Having an automobile available cut down a lot on the time which
I spent traveling back and forth. Ohio State University is away out in
the north end of town and Buckeye Steel Casting was away down at
the south end. Moment I got out of school in the afternoon, I jumped
into my half-owned 1918 Ford touring car, an old Model-T: crank job,
magneto, battery (old-timers will remember this one). I leaped into
the car and high-tailed it down there, to get into my work clothes and
go to work. When I finished, perhaps at three o’clock in the morning,
I'd drive back home and collapse in bed for maybe four hours before
I had to get up, grab a bite of breakfast, do some hurried studying, and
rush to that nine o’clock class—and, damn it, go to sleep once more
under the appraising gaze of Professor Wall.

He may have flunked me those two semesters because of my snores.
But I didn't fail in anything else, and before the year was done I got
another few dollars ahead, and I bought my car partner out. Now I
owned the vehicle all by myself. I felt as my radio-minded boy friend
might have felt, years before, when he waved that vacuum tube before
our eyes. The 1918 Ford touring car looked like a competition Ferrari
to me then. Still does, in recollection.
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Professor Wall may not have thought that I was an enthusiastic
devotee of higher education because I used his class for my morning
bedroom. But I encouraged my brothers and sisters, insofar as I was
able, urging them to continue in school at all costs. I provided every
sort of assistance which could be managed, though my purse wasn’t
very hefty. The smaller children stayed in school; but Lloyd quit and
went to work about this time, and Velma married and moved into a
home of her own. As I say, part of my college home life was with the
family on Welch Street, the rest up there at the fraternity house.

The job with the Buckeye Foundry wasn’t the only thing I did dur-
ing those years. One summer I worked for a surveyor. I got this job
partly on the strength of my civil engineering course at the college,
and partly on strength of the experience I had had down there with
Buckeye. It was a good job and I enjoyed it. By this time I understood
enough about the business to be able to be on the transit as much as
my boss needed me to be. Also I got a thrill out of working out the
calculations. This wasn’t just school theory, it was real surveying.

I worked also as general flunky to a contractor. Did a few design
jobs for him. He was a kind of fly-by-night type, but still this additional
experience was beneficial.

There had been vague aspirations toward the military, even while I
was in high school. . . .

But let me put something straight now. For years a rumor has cir-
culated to the effect that I tried to get into West Point but was turned
down. That is incorrect. I never did take the examination for the Acad-
emy, or come close to taking it.

During high school years, whenever I thought about West Point, I
thought automatically of a congressman. I didn’t know our local con-
gressman, and didn’t know anyone who did know him. Now I realize
that the sensible thing would have been to go and see him anyway, and
apply. I just didn’t have sense enough. Probably I thought that a real
live congressman would bite my nose off, if I so much as stuck my nose
inside the door of his office.

While this was going round and around in my head, I discovered
that they had ROTC at Ohio State. Well, maybe this is just as good a
way. So I dropped the whole West Point notion and aimed for Ohio
State.

I had that yearning for airplanes right from the start. With me it was
flying first and being in the Service second. You had to go into the
Service to really learn how to fly. Weren’t any civilian flying schools
around, at least not in the Columbus vicinity, or any place else that I
knew of.
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During college years came the Lindbergh flight, followed closely by
all those other transatlantic crossings or attempts: Chamberlin, the
German baron with his monocle, the Irishman who went along for the
ride, Amelia Earhart, all the rest. There were people who made it all
the way across, people who went down in the drink, people who were
rescued by ships at sea. Newspapers and magazines reeked with pic-
tures of airplanes and pilots.

That’s one of the reasons why, when I concluded my fourth year in
1928, there were already three thousand applications for the United
States Air Corps flying school. And they were only taking a hundred
or so in each class. Seemed like I wasn’t the only one: a lot of other
boys were getting itchy in the place where their future wings might
grow.

(I have no way of knowing if any of those others chased the first air-
plane they ever saw, and tried to catch it. Very sentimental, I suppose,
to consider that . . . but sentiment can be stirred up with other in-
gredients to make a valuable addiction. )

I watched and listened. When it came to the Army it seemed to me
that reports in the papers were awfully meager. I would have appreci-
ated reading more about the Army Air Service than I was able to read.
The summer after I was a sophomore the Air Corps Act was passed by
Congress. This law abolished the term “Air Service,” changing it to the
new designation; and put into the works an expansion program, strik-
ing out for new equipment and more trained personnel.

Things like this I read and absorbed to some degree, but they were
impersonal: I didn't realize yet that I would ever become a part of
them. For instance, I saw that a certain Major Carl A. Spaatz had flown
from Bolling Field, in the District of Columbia, out to Rockwell Field
in southern California. Vaguely I was fascinated . . . I read and re-
read the newspaper account. But my crystal ball wasn’t working at
the moment. I had no idea that I would ever serve directly under
Tooey Spaatz, or that he would become eventually the first Chief of
Staft of the United States Air Force—once it achieved its autonomy as
a separate Service—and that in time I would be the fifth Chief of Staff.
There weren’t any gypsy fortune-tellers around. If there had been I
doubt that I would have wasted any money on them.

I just knew that I felt more determined than ever to fly. And in order
to fly I was going to have to get into the Army.

. . . They roared directly across Columbus—six United States Army
de Havillands. I gunned my Model-T right along after them, looking
up whenever I was able, and getting a line on where they were going.
If you are going to chase airplanes, I recommend a Ford rather than
shank’s mare.

The traffic in our Ohio capital thirty-five or forty years ago wasn’t
as hefty as it is now. Of course there were no throughways or free-
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ways; but it was possible to trail those olive drab airplanes to their
temporary lair without bowling over any pedestrians or smacking into
any other cars. The Army flyers were going to spend the night with us.
There wasn’t too much soaring around in the dark in those days.

A big pasture stretched alongside the main highway west of town,
and that’s where the planes settled down.

A few of my ROTC brothers were present. We students hung on the
outskirts, yet also clung as close to the Army people as we could,
watching every move they made, every gesture . . . listening to every
word. We tried not to get in their way too much. There were just about
a million questions I wanted to ask any of those intent serious-faced
young men, whenever one walked near. Yet I was tongue-tied.
Couldn’t have asked them the first question, let alone the hundredth.

We did hear this: we heard what time they were going to take off
in the morning.

I stayed there until the last dog was hung.

Next morning at the appointed time there was a pretty good-sized
crowd out there—cars parked all along the fence. Word had gotten
around. Army flyers were a novelty in our neck of the woods.

. . . So they warmed up their engines; so they packed up their few
duds, and climbed aboard, and took off. Every time I closed my eyes
for a long while afterward all I could see were leather flying helmets
and goggles; all I could hear was the sound of those Liberty engines.
One after another they went bumping away; one after another clouds
of dry grass and dust and leaves and gum-papers and Lucky Strike
wrappings blew in the wind.

Then they were gone, lifting, circling, pressing farther and farther
into the west. Cars along the fence began to start up, and people
backed out and drove off to Columbus or to their farms close by.

I stood watching the airplanes. No one had told me then that it was
considered bad luck to watch an airplane completely out of sight. I
strained my eyes as long as I could.

My corporeal body remained there on the ground, and eventually
went back and cranked up the Ford, and went off to work—whatever
job it was that I had at the moment, and was behind-hand in getting
to. But that was the corporeal portion: the rest of me buzzed along
with those DH’s, away off in the sky somewhere. I wasnt good for
much until I disciplined that astral body and spanked it back into my
carcass again.

Licutenant Chester Horn, our military instructor, told me about the
Honor Graduates. No one was quite sure what priority they’d have in
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the struggle to enter flight training, but it was a hope. I was glad that
I'd gnawed the bone of ROTC work from the start.

But it turned out that there just weren’t any vacancies in the Army
for ROTC Honor Graduates. So no appointments could be made after
1 finished up the school year, in 1928.

I didn’t graduate from anything except ROTC. There was that less-
than-a-quarter’s work to be made up in engineering (due to my own
private course in “Advanced Slumbering” under Professor Wall) be-
fore I would receive my regular degree. But I explored every avenue
of information, in order to learn ahead of time whether or not that
appointment to the Army might be managed. In May I found out that
it was No Soap. The next best thing to do, then, was to become a flying
cadet; and just how I was going to wangle that I didn’t know.

The line of reasoning ran something like this: I had completed my
four years of ROTC, and was an Honor Graduate, but wouldn’ re-
ceive a degree in engineering until I went back and finished up those
fifteen hours. I was the proud possessor of a Reserve commission dated
14 June, 1928, but could receive no Regular Army commission until
Heaven knew when.

Reserve officers were down about seventh in priority, when it came
to getting into flying school.

. . . But look, what was this? National Guard was second on the
priority list. It was right behind the Regular establishment. The first
priority, after Regular officers, was for enlisted men in the Air Corps.
But here was the National Guard in second place.

No longer was I the timid high school boy who didn’t apply for West
Point because he didn’t know any congressmen. I was experienced and
wise in the ways of our local military—at least I thought so. The com-
mander of the Sixty-second Field Artillery Brigade, Ohio National
Guard, was a nice old brigadier-general named Bush. He had gra-
ciously submitted to the rather dull ordeal of being initiated into our
Scabbard and Blade Society, up at college. His office was right across
from the State House, so I scooted down there. By this time, with my
long-cherished-Honor-Graduate-Regular-Army-commission dreams all
tangling in wreckage around my feet, I was becoming pretty frustrated.
Never did take kindly to frustration. Don’t yet.

General Bush sat comfortably before his roll-top desk. I thought
that he was just about as elderly as God, and just about as militarily
sophisticated as Napoleon or the Iron Duke.

I managed to get the words out. “Sir, I would like to enlist in one of
your batteries, in case you have a vacancy.”

He looked me over slowly. “Why all the eagerness to enlist in one of
my batteries, son?”

Seemed like it was best to come to the point without any stalling
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around. “Sir, the reason I want to— I want to get up on the eligibility
list, to get into the Air Corps flying school.”

General Bush smiled. “Well, that’s putting it pretty bluntly. But,
after all, the hours when people rush in here and express themselves
as being in a perfect frenzy to enlist in one of my National Guard bat-
teries— Those are few and far between. Tell me this: weren’t you in
the senior class which graduated from Ohio State in June? Didn’t you
receive a Reserve commission?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Didn’t you get a commission in the Field Artillery?”

“Yes, sir. But still in the Reserves. And the Reserves are seventh on
the priority list for the United States Army Air Corps flying school.
The National Guard is second in priority.”

“I guess,” said General Bush, “that there’s some method in every mad-
ness. I've got a vacancy on my staff right now— I need an ammunition
officer. Why don’t you take that?”

“Sir, I should—should feel honored. But actually I'd be perfectly
satisfied just to enlist, in order to get up on the priority list. Because
I'm—" It all came out with my last blast of breath. “—determined to go
to flying school.”

He said, “All right. We'll fix it up.”

There was now a kind of mist in front of my eyes; but through that
mist I could see General Bush slowly pulling down the top of his old-
fashioned desk. I remember following the sound as the little round
pieces went smoothly down through the twin curved grooves. He
reached for his campaign hat.

“Come on.”

We walked across the street, stopping every now and then, waiting
for a car to pass or turn. We walked into the State House; and I was
commissioned in the Ohio National Guard as a Second Lieutenant,
Field Artillery.

Talk about red tape. I had to resign my Reserve commission in order
to accept the National Guard commission. In no time at all I got another
Reserve commission back, as a result of having this National Guard
commission. And, again, if finally I was accepted as a flying cadet, due
of course to the new priority established, I would have to resign my
National Guard commission.

Let me jump ahead chronologically, just for a moment, and recite
that it was only because of old General Bush that I didn’t take the full
step. He didn’t know very much about flying or flying schools; but he
knew what he had heard and what he had read, and he was wise in the
ways of the Service.

“Look, son, you might go down there and wash out. They wash ‘em
out like flies. I have a suggestion: why don’t you just take leave—go
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on leave from the National Guard for three months or so? And see
whether you make it or not?”

Good advice. I took it when the time came. In fact, when the time
came, and after I was in flying school, I was always extending my leave
by three months, time after time. It was technically proper, although
it does sound rather weird.

My application as a National Guard officer applying for admission
to the Army Air Corps flying school went in just as fast as it could be
processed. Then ensued the deadly business of waiting.

I was working, of course, so I could keep soul and body together
without any trouble. But nothing happened, and nothing happened,
and nothing happened. I was realizing for the first time how Washing-
ton in general, and the War Department in particular, could seem like
a great hopper into which you fed material; and someone back there
was stubbornly slow about turning the cranks; maybe they turned
them, but nothing came out. Whenever I could grab a few moments
I went over and hung hopelessly around Norton Field. That was the
place where the other boy and I had paid two-and-a-half apiece, in
order to have our five minute journey in an aircraft.

By this time there was a new Reserve station at Norton. They had
one Regular Air Corps officer and a few airplanes. Several Reserve of-
ficers in the area, who were so qualified, flew there. It had become a
sort of Reserve training establishment.

One of these Reserve officers took pity on me, so I got off the ground
for the second time. He gave me a ride after he found out that I was
hell-bent on going to flying school. Actually the ride was about half
an hour long, and I was considerably set up. I thought that this would
be invaluable when, if ever, I got out to March Field.

Of course it wasn’t any help at all. As soon as you made the first turn

on your first trip, out there at March, you were lost, lost, lost, just like
everybody else.

In the early autumn of 1928 I was beginning to get awfully scared.
There were still those fifteen hours of work to be made up; and as far
as registration at Ohio State was concerned, you had to sign by late
September—the 28th or 2gth, somewhere along in there. Assuredly I
didn’t want to register and pay my fees if I was going to enter flying
school with the November class.

All summer long I heard not a word. Here it was September, and
I was up against the wire.

Wire, thought 1. A synonym for telegram.

I rushed off an expensive Night Letter to Washington and spilled
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the whole story. I just had to know. Was I going to be appointed to the
November class?

(This taught me another lesson: there are times when you have to
take the bull by the horns. Not just sit around counting your toes. )

A message arrived from the War Department—in the affirmative,
thank God. “This authorizes you to enlist as a flying cadet at the near-
est Army station.” Guess I was pretty lucky that my request for infor-
mation didn’t lie unattended on somebody’s desk for endless weeks.
Won't say that I was trembling all over, but I was trembling inside.
Telegram in hand, I cranked up the Ford and headed for Fort Hayes:
it was an Army post, right there at Columbus. Perhaps they had a bat-
talion . . . not very much, even in those days. But it was the only
Regular Army post anywhere around.

I dashed into the office and told them that I wanted to enlist.
Strangely enough the term “flying cadet” didnt mean anything to
those folks at Fort Hayes. Promptly they enlisted me all right; but the
joker was that they wanted to keep me there, just like any other char-
acter joining the Army. You couldn’t blame them very much. A college
boy was a real Sergeant York in comparison with the run-of-the-mill
volunteer recruits they were getting in those days. Average recruits
were really something: all the dead-beats on the street, a lot of pool-
room drunks . . . once in a while some fairly decent characters—from
the country, usually—farm boys who were eager to get away from the
binders and hay-rakes. Otherwise it was a good deal like the ancient
English army: a catch-all for people who had been dodging the sheriff
or the bailiffs or an angry wife, perhaps—or the even angrier father of a
pregnant daughter.

I kept reiterating doggedly, “No, sergeant, no! I want to go home. I
don’t want to stay here at Fort Hayes tonight. There’s no point in it.
I'm going to flying school,” and again I'd wave my telegram from
Washington.

Well, the sergeant got hold of a lieutenant and the lieutenant got
hold of a captain; at last it was all straightened out. They put me on
leave until the date when I was to report to flying school.

I hustled back to the college. Several of our ROTC people up there
had been interested in the possibility of getting on as flying cadets.
There were a couple I knew who had gone over and taken the physi-
cal examination, and didn’t make the grade. But I didn’t know until
later that one Francis Hopkinson Griswold had passed the exam and
was sweating out the word from Washington, just as I had done. (He
was “Grizzy” to all of us. After we got in flight training his name gradu-
ally changed to “Butch.”)

. . . Got back up there to the campus and ran smack into Griswold.
I didn’t know him very well; he had been in the infantry phase of the
training at college, and I was in the field artillery. Also he was taking
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a business course in commerce and journalism; and with my engineer-
ing activities, about the only time we’d ever see each other would be
at the Officers’ Club, or rarely out on the drill ground.

Naturally I was oozing with soldierly pride and the realization that
now actually I was in the Army, awaiting my orders to go West. And
here was Grizzy—he hadn’t heard a thing. I told him about the bull-
by-the-horns, so off went his wire to the War Department. Wasn’t any
time at all until he got the same kind of answer I had received. I es-
corted him out to the Army post.

By this time the military at Fort Hayes realized that there did exist
such an animal as an enlistee designated to be a flying cadet. We had
Griswold fixed up in short order. Then it was just a question of waiting
around for orders and transportation.

Of course we were terribly revved up about the whole business. I
used to wake at night and think about washing out. Just twenty-five
per cent of the would-be cadets were making it at that time; the stan-
dard wash-out rate was seventy-five per cent. (Our 1929 class, next
year, would be the first to graduate fifty per cent.)

Griswold and I were due to report at March Field, at Riverside,
California, to enter with the November class. So there came a happy
day when it was back to Fort Hayes once more; we picked up our
orders and our transportation. The Army was very generous. They
awarded us a single upper berth—one upper for the two of us, I mean
—to go West and grow up with the country.

But we weren’t too downhearted; already we had gathered the no-
tion that a soldier or an airman has to learn to talk his way into things
and out of things. Soon as we were aboard the train, and more or less
squared away, we talked to the conductor. . . . Here were a lot of
other upper berths going to waste, and look at us! Neither of us was a
midget. We didn’t know whether we’d have to sleep with my feet in
Grizzy’s ear, or his feet in my hair. . . .

We did a good job on that conductor. Two upper berths from that
moment forth, instead of one.

Funny business: there we were that first night, finally parting com-
pany and going off to our upper berths, one of them bought by the
Government and the other one conned out of the railroad company. I
suppose Grizzy found it difficult to go to sleep, just as I did.

And no crystal ball was included in my meager luggage, so I didn’t
have any glimpses of the future . . . and Griswold and myself study-
ing and flying and yakking, and working our way into that same future.
It was all ahead of us, but we didn’t know.

We graduated from flying school together; we both received our first
duty assignments at Selfridge; later we were together at Wheeler Field
in Hawaii. Then, when I went to Langley, back in the States, pretty
soon Butch Griswold showed up at Langley . . . except that I got into
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bombers, and he stayed in fighters. Again we split; then came the time
when we both served in England. I had the 305th Bomb Group, to be-
gin with, and Butch was Chief of Staff of 8th Fighter Command.

After World War II there was a period when I was commanding
SAC, and Butch served as my deputy commander. That was the time
when Tommy Power left SAC, and went to command Research and
Development. Then I had Griswold in General Power’s place.

Butch’s last tour of duty, while I was Chief of Staff, was command-
ing the National War College.

. . . But it’s late October, 1928, and the years are unprovoked and
irresponsible, not posing any threat to us. We are on a black sooty pas-
senger train which plows its way toward Chicago in the nighttime, and
bangs across switches, and fills the Pullmans with a bitter smell of coal
smoke. And we are two kids, jolting along in our respective upper
berths, clinging instinctively to the bed-clothes when the train swerves
on a fast curve. Railroad Curves. . . . No fortune-tellers, no gypsies
anywhere around.

We are young, and we go back to sleep.



BOOK II

Air Corps

(1928 —1936)



1

IN Cricaco we picked up two or three more characters, and then
some others as we went farther West. By the time we reached Cali-
fornia there were eight of us on the train, and we all ganged together
for meals and constant gab-sessions.

The train didn’t get to Riverside until about five-thirty on the sec-
ond morning out of Chicago; but that didn’t matter—we were all too
excited to sleep anyway.

Train was on time, and we got off at the station and looked around
hopefully. Vaguely, I believe, we thought that we would be met by an
intelligent-looking efficient Air Corps type who would say, “How do
you do, gentlemen. Allow me to introduce myself: I am Sergeant-
Major Propwash. This is Corporal Aileron, and this is Private Rudder.
Private Rudder, please take their baggage. . . . If you gentlemen will
be so good as to allow me to check your travel orders— Ah, thank you—
Now, this way, please! The limousines are waiting yonder—” Or words
to that effect.

There wasn’t any Sergeant-Major Propwash or anybody else. Not a
living soul around that station, anywhere.

None of us had an idea where March Field was. And we didn’t know
what we were supposed to do, or where to proceed, or how to live, or
—1I guess—how to breathe the clear California air. In Riverside in those
days the sidewalk was still rolled up when dawn came. But we started
walking on it.

We wandered down the main street, scraps of luggage in our hands,
and at last we came to a place where there were a few electric lights
burning and some moderate activity. It was the U. S. Post Office.

We gathered together on the sidewalk and held a consultation. Gris-
wold had an extra nickel-he usually did. He didnt know whether
they’d charge him for the call or not, in there at the Post Office; but he
was willing to spend his nickel to telephone. After all, the Post Office
was a Government agency, and thus remotely related to the Air Corps
and March Field and all the rest of it. So Grizzy was elected, since he
was the capitalist. In he went to telephone, while we waited and won-
dered outside.

He got March on the phone, and didn’t know exactly whom to ask
for, but he finally got hold of the Officer of the Day.

OD says, “Where are you?”

“Sir, we are at the Riverside Post Office.”
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“That’s fine,” says the OD. “Our mail truck from March will be in
there at nine-thirty a.m. After he gets loaded, you get on the mail truck
and come out.”

We decided that the Air Corps must be a kind of queer place. But
an order was an order. We scratched around, managed to raise enough
money between us to get some sandwiches and coffee; and later on
that forenoon, when the official mail truck rolled in through the gates
of March Field, it carried eight dodos ensconced grandly on top of the
mail sacks. We didn’t know yet that we were dodos; but we found out
in a hurry.

A new class came in every four months. We were a small percentage
of the November 1928 class. There would be a hundred and ten to
start. We knew that half of us would wash out before we ever went to
Kelly, and that maybe some might be killed.

This was driven home to us right off the bat. It was one unexpected
element of an initiation which would continue just as long as we were
dodos.

We started to draw equipment, and filed into the big supply room.
We arrived simultaneously with the departure of a class which was
leaving March to go to Kelly Field in Texas for their advanced work.
Cadets in the other group were turning their equipment in.

There was an argument between a supply sergeant and one of the
departing class.

“Look here, Cadet Longeron, you're short one pair of coveralls.”

“Hell I am.”

“Hell you're not. Here’s the check list right here. . . . Take a look:
you're short one pair of coveralls.”

“Oh, those.”

“Well, what about them?”

“Well, see, sergeant— It was like this: T loaned those coveralls to
Cadet Radius a couple of weeks ago. He had ’em on when he put that
damn thing down over there on the desert. You know—the one that
didn’t burn?”

“Sure. I remember Radius. They had to get a block and tackle to
lift the engine off of him—"

“Well, see, he was wearing my coveralls when he was killed, and I
didn’t want those old bloody things back. Someone brought them to
me; but I just threw them away.”

“Listen, Cadet Lorigeron. That doesn’t make much of an impression
on me. I want a pair of coveralls, and I want them right now, when
youre turning in your equipment—"

And so on. I suppose the guy was charged for them.

We greenhorns passed on through, with new equipment being tossed
out to us. I dont know what the rest were thinking about, but I was
thinking about that pair of coveralls.
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There is an old encyclopedia which describes dodos on the island
of Mauritius, as observed by travelers in the sixteenth and seventeenth
centuries before these creatures became extinct. It is told that some of
the birds were brought alive to Europe and “descriptions are confirmed
by several more or less rude drawings, preserved in various European
libraries and museums. These represent a bird . . . of a very heavy and
clumsy form, and a corresponding gait . . . the wings so short as to
be of no use for flight. The birds were easily killed, being wholly un-
able to fly.”

It’s unlikely that any of our incoming class had read this exact de-
scription of a dodo; but very soon we were taught just what a low form
of life we represented, extinct or no. First off there weren’t enough bar-
racks to go around, so the dodos had to live in tents during the period
of their dodo-hood, which lasted until a new class entered four months
later.

Three times a year a new bunch appeared, hopeful and eager. Then
the inevitable washouts would occur, and a primary-graduating class,
reduced enormously as to numbers, would entrain for Kelly Field at
San Antonio. Simultaneously the old dodos became cadets for their
second four months of training there at March. Four months as a dodo;
four months as a cadet, still at March; and four months of advanced
flight training at Kelly.

Tents were of the pyramidal type with wooden floors and sides, and
they were kept warm by means of the old sheet-iron Sibley stoves. We
were due to be in the tents for the four chilliest months of the year,
November through February. When we saw those tents we knew that
we weren’t going to lack for fresh air at night. You never saw such
hole-y tents. We wondered whether someone had been using them for
fishnets. You could sit on your cot and eat an apple and just throw the
core over your shoulder, and be sure that it would go out through a
hole someplace.

We learned the explanation for the holes: it was due to the Sibley
stoves, and smoke-stacks leading out at the top of each tent. Every
stove-pipe was supposed to have a fine screen fastened across the top
of it, to keep sparks and live coals from bursting through and floating
around to start fires. Nice little theory; but the trouble was you had to
clean the screens off every few hours when you had a fire going. Be-
cause, if you didn’t, you got no draft through the damn stove (which
wasn’t much good to begin with).

So everybody would get tin-snips and climb up and remove the
screen—when nobody was around to report the deed—and cut the cen-
ter part out of the screen. If you looked at it from the ground, there
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seemed to be a screen on the stove-pipe, all well and good . . . with
screening removed we had plenty of draft ... sparks would go
soaring gaily. When one lit on a tent it didn’t burn with a flame; it just
smoldered, and the hole got bigger and bigger.

First month of that training was just about the longest month I ever
spent in my life. It was all ground school: drill, physical training, aero-
dynamics lectures—engines and fuel systems—all that sort of thing. And
here was a gorgeous row of white-and-golden PT-3’s sitting almost
alongside of us, and we were dying to get in them.

Not a chance.

Clean up the place, march out for Physical Training, march to weap-
ons school—all the basic stuff. Every man was thinking, “I didn’t come
here to do this! Why, I could do this stuff if I just enlisted in the Army
in the ordinary fashion! But I became a flying cadet so I could learn
how to fly. And now look at me: walking-my-post-from-plank-to-plank
with a Springfield, or policing up the parade ground, or—” It was a long
month,

Might have helped, too, if the mess had been any good, but it wasn’t.
And cadets received a substantial ration allowance at that time: one
dollar per day. Take an enlisted man’s ration in the Army: about
twenty-eight cents. Here we were with that allotted dollar, which re-
ally meant something in 1928 and 1929. Plenty of food, yes; but the
cooking was bad and the presentation was bad.

One thing, though—it may have redounded to the satisfaction of the
future Air Force and to an improvement in the lives of airmen yet un-
born. It made me very mess-conscious, and I swore that I'd do some-
thing about bad messes, if I ever got in the position to do so.

Got in that position, and I did do something. After going on active
duty and reporting up at Selfridge Field in Michigan, one of my first
jobs was that of Mess Officer. Perhaps I didn’t astound anyone by my
brilliance that early in my career: never went to the cook-and-baker’s
school, as some of the rest did. But I worked on it, and I learned a lot
from the mess sergeant we had up there.

Same way when, many years later, I came to command SAC. The
moment I got on the job, one of the first things I did was to bump up
the messes. It worked, too. I'll tell about that later.

(At least we had a happy contrast eight months afterward, when
our class finally arrived at Kelly. The Kelly mess was so good that no
cadet on a weekend pass would stay in San Antonio. Never! The Sun-
day morning breakfast was something to write home and dream about,
and every character off on a weekend pass—he came back to Kelly to
eat, Sunday morning. Ought to be a good lesson for young wives
somewhere in this.)

The hazing which we underwent at March was persistent, but in
the main not too dreadful. I fail to recall that anyone was driven to
seek the psychiatrist's couch because of it, or committed suicide, or
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became a professional sadist. At least it kept us on our toes. As I pointed
out, a dodo was merely a kind of probationary cadet; technically a
cadet, but actually a dodo.

The hazing eased off toward the end. It was an educational process
which we were bound to go through, and I think almost everyone real-
ized that.

It got to be quite a contest between the upper classmen and the
lower classmen. Upper classmen of course reserved the right to come
around for inspection, any time. You never knew when they were com-
ing. As soon as they came along and kicked on the tent—the equivalent
of a knock on the door, for we had no door— They would kick the tent
frame, and we were supposed to jump to Attention.

What these characters would do would be to get back and run like
hell for the door, smiting the tent frame as they sped through. Simul-
taneously with the thud they’d be inside; and if you weren’t standing
at Attention the moment they were in there, they counted you as being
slow on your feet, and were prepared to mete out appropriate pen-
alties.

In retaliation for these tactics we maintained a constant watch. We
tried to keep someone always on guard duty. In addition to which,
we all had our ears cocked for the sound of stealthy feet approaching
the tent. A dodo would look out through a hole and see the imminent
advance of an upper classman. He would give the signal in a split sec-
ond; everybody jumped to Attention. Then here’s your upper class-
man diving for the door, kicking on the tent-frame as he came through;
and what does he find? Everybody standing at Attention.

That's if our guard and detection system was functioning one hun-
dred per cent. Very often it wasn't.

Our basic thirty days came to an end at last, and we started to fly.
Actually fly in an airplane—the thing we had come to do. Here were
these beguiling PT-g’s, and how we had longed to climb into the cock-
pits. They were the common type of primary trainer then in use: built
by Consolidated. Wright Whirlwind engine.

No matter how handsome the airplanes looked, my doom was just
about spelled. I drew an instructor by the name of Peewee Wheeler.
He was an excellent pilot but he couldn’t teach anybody anything. He
just didn’t have the knack for teaching. It is a sad fact that many peo-
ple in this life are able to exhibit particular skills—to excell in such
skills sometimes to a degree almost beyond belief—and yet remain un-
able to communicate their understandings and procedures to another.

. . . Uncle Wat can shoot a gun, bring down a deer every time. “How
do you hold your gun, Uncle Wat? How do you sight?” “Just take the
rifle and draw a bead. Allow a little for wind and distance.” “How
much?” “Not too much.”

Or— “Pete, you make the best biscuits of any guide I ever had.
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Please tell me how.” “Sure enough. Just take a big pan and put some
flour in it, and a little baking-soda and sour cream—" “But how much
of each?” “Mind you don’t get too much flour.” “But how do you put it
together with the sour cream?” “Just do it real slow. Don’t use too much
cream or too much flour—”

I must go on record, however regretfully, and say that Peewee
Wheeler was an Uncle Wat or a Guide Pete of the purest stripe. At
least he couldn’t teach me; and I guess he couldn’t teach anybody else.
There were five students allotted to each instructor. The other four
students in my group under the tutelage of Peewee Wheeler all
washed out. Left me alone with him.

Then Wheeler got three more students, and they washed out.

I was dying to ask for a new instructor, but was afraid to. It might
look like a dreadful confession of failure or ineptitude on my own part.

Finally it came time for our basic check, in which we were to pro-
ceed, it was hoped, from PT’s to DH’s or the new O-2’s.

There were three or four check pilots who specialized in this work.
Instructors would all send their students up for a check with a regular
check pilot. This would confirm the instructor’s estimate as to whether
you were ready to go on, or whether you were recommended for a
wash out. That was it: one way or the other—either wash out or stay.

You had the right to appeal to the Board if you were going to be
washed out. You met with the Board, and the Board’s decisions were
final.

As in most activities of this nature, word goes around through the
organization that Sam Sparkplug is a pretty good character to have for
your check ride, and Frank Fuze is a son of a bitch.

The evil genius in this case was supposed to be Red MacKinnon,
a first lieutenant. He was a real tough character. It was rumored—in
fact it was more than legend, it was part of the gospel faith among
dodos—that anyone who got their check ride with Red MacKinnon
was in for a bad time.

He was the one I drew. Lucky me.

- + . We started out. First off he took the airplane. Says, “I'll fly it.”
We flew a while, and the next thing I knew we were right down on the
deck. (In old AC parlance, that doesn’t mean we were actually on the
ground; it means merely that we were still flying, but too close to
the planet Earth for comfort.)

MacKinnon says, “O.K. Take it.” So I took it.

In about thirty seconds he cut the throttle. Here we were, away
down on the ground, and he cut the throttle! Well, I looked around in
momentary agony, and saw a field. I banked the airplane and headed
for the field.

MacKinnon threw up his hands and began to shriek. “God damn it,
that’s all wrong! Give it to mel”
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So he took the airplane.,

Once more he said, “O.K. Now you take it.”

So I took it again, and we went along, and Lord help us if he didn’t
cut the throttle again.

I looked around, and there was another field, and I turned to get
into the field.

That man almost leaped out of the cockpit. He jumped up and down
and really tore his hair. Then, with appropriate screams, he took con-
trol of the aircraft and we went away from that little field which I had
picked out so carefully.

There are plenty of old flyers who will read this and probably award
their sympathies to Lieutenant Red MacKinnon.

Here is the actual dope on the situation: at low altitude, if you lost
your engine, you were not supposed to try to make a turn, because you
might stall and spin in. You haven't got the altitude to do it. You are
supposed to crash your aircraft straight ahead. That is what he wanted
me to do (or least to pretend to do, before he started the engine rolling
again).

Always, of course, there are variations to a situation like this. The
interpretation of low altitude depends on a variety of factors, such as
the type of aircraft which we had then, how powerful the engine, and
so on and so on. Generally speaking, in the underpowered airplanes
with not too much lift, if you tried to maneuver with a dead engine,
the chances of getting into a spin were really good. Or a stall, trying
to turn at low altitude. That was what killed you. Whereas, if you went
straight ahead you could fly into a brick wall, and the chances were
that you might get away with it all right.

In the case of my ordeal with the formidable MacKinnon we had
achieved a pretty good air speed, and I thought that I could make the
turn in order to get into the field. Actually we did it O.K. I did make
the turn, and we were all set to go into that field.

But the principle was what Red MacKinnon was trying to teach me.

And Peewee Wheeler had never told me this—not one word of the
whole circumstance I've just related. No one had ever told me that
you weren’t supposed to do this, or why.

I was explaining all this not long ago, in reminiscence to a friend. He
laughed and said, “The way you're telling it now, any damn fool could
see the whole thing in a couple of minutes.”

Guess that’s true. But I have been a teacher, often, in my professional
life. For instance, I'm a good navigator, and I've taught a lot of other
people how to be good navigators. You either have the knack or you
haven’t. Peewee Wheeler didn’t have it.

(He’d raise hell if you didn’t get into a field. That’s the thing he im-
pressed on me: always have a field in mind.)

Well, let’s go back to that horrible flight with Red MacKinnon once
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more. After he got through jumping up and down and tearing his hair,
we went up and did regular maneuvers. Some of them I did all right,
and some I didn’t do so well. Then we got into acrobatics. He says,
“Do a snap roll.”

I could do a snap roll to the right, and now I did it with the greatest
of ease. I was really proud of myself, and felt a self-congratulatory
warmth.

Then, said MacKinnon, “O.K. Do another one.”

I did another one, still to the right.

Then came the fatal words: “All right. Do one to the left.”

Now that’s how good I was at acrobatics at that stage of the game.
I could do a snap roll to the right and come out of it smelling like a
rose; but I couldn’t do one to the left, to save my neck. I'd tried it again
and again. Never could get it.

“Go ahead. Proceed, proceed! I told you to do a snap roll to the left.”

“Can’t do it.”

He signaled that I should go in for a landing. Away I went for that
landing, with my heart in my throat. It was a very windy day: one of
those dismal days on the desert when the wind thrashes about in gusts,
lashing like a whip, this way, that way.

So I misjudged the wind and the glide, and we landed long. Al-
together it wasn’t one of my better days, shall we say. And I knew it.
I could just hear that train tooting dismally through the mountains and
prairies once more, carrying a brand new washout with it, back to
Columbus, Ohio.

Finally we taxied up to the line, and Red MacKinnon got out. He
stood there and looked at me and shook his head.

“Well, son. By Jesus Christ. I don’t know whether to wash you out, or
give you a chance and send you on.”

He considered for a moment, while I sat there not able to breathe.

“I guess,” said MacKinnon slowly, “that I will send you on, after all.
But I'll keep my eye on you, and see how you do.”

You might say that lots of times I have rather imagined that I felt
his eye upon me, through the years which followed.

2

In FLYING school I began to smoke. Hadn’t ever done so before—felt
neither the need nor the desire.

Many other young fellows have done their first smoking when con-
fronted with a new and demanding situation in their lives. They sub-
scribe to the notion that they can rest their nerves this way. It is partly
a desire to demonstrate a quick attainment of full maturity; and min-
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gled with that undoubtedly is the inclination towards conforming, of
being one of a gang doing the same thing.

Cigarettes never attracted me. They were expensive, too—something
I could readily do without. Cigarettes just weren’t interesting, they
tasted like nothing at all. A pipe was what I wanted, so I went and
bought one; gradually acquired several. Pipe smoking is the cheapest
thing a-going, if you don’t develop a taste for high-priced imported
tobacco. At that time I settled for Half-and-Half.

You might think that a flying cadet wouldn’t worry much about the
cost of things, but it was a little different in my case. I had to send
money home. Always had to send money home. Flying cadet, cap-
tain, colonel-whatever my rank, there were folks who needed to be
assisted, so it was up to me.

I was in four-star grade, on active duty, the longest of any general
in the history of the United States. I was a general officer for nearly
twenty-two years, a four-star general for over thirteen years. Nobody
else has ever remained so long on active duty in that grade, be it in
the Army, Marines, or Air Force. I don’t know about admirals.

A private or a corporal supposes that all generals are rich, and maybe
some of them are. Trouble is, I never had the opportunity or the time
to do anything on the Outside which might make me a pile of dough.
Actually I don’t yet own a house of my own—we've always lived in
quarters. In retirement I hope for the chance to do what most men do
when they are young, and that is to acquire a house of my own. Would
like nothing better.

. . . So enlisted men and subordinates think that generals are rich,
and enlisted men and subordinates in the Air establishment for years
have been convinced that I was born with a cigar in my mouth. Nega-
tive. I didn’t get in the cigar habit until late during World War II,
when we moved to the island of Guam.

Oh, I'd sampled cigars from time to time; but the habit wasn’t there
nor the satisfaction. I loved pipes and had acquired a small arsenal of
them. I liked to experiment with tobaccos too. Friends were always
giving me pipes, and wanting me to try special brands or blends. I en-
joyed the good healthy satisfaction of the perennial pipe smoker.

But out on Guam there was a tropical humidity with which I hadn’t
grown familiar. No joy in that. Overnight my pipes turned into masses
of mildew; also, even more unfortunately, my tobacco would be cov-
ered with the stuff. If there was penicillin in that crud on my pipes or
tobacco, then it wasn’t doing me any good. Every time you'd pick up a
pipe in the morning, you’d have to scrape off a moldering mass— Too
much of a chore.

I started in on cigars. Just the ordinary PX type—that’s all we had.
There would be a certain amount of mold creeping over the unsmoked
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cigars, but it was easy to wipe that off, and then you could smoke. Just
try wiping mildew off pipe tobacco.

So I became The Cigar.

. . . Don't like to do anything half-heartedly, even if it's a wicked
and self-destructive avocation like smoking cigars.

At least I didn’t bounce when I made that landing after my check
flight, even if I did land long. If I had bounced, then Red MacKinnon
would have been privileged to kick Peewee Wheeler in the rear. That
was a perquisite awarded to the flight-check officers if one of the stu-
dents whom they were checking off did a primary-secondary-tertiary
bounce when he came in on that all-important flight.

According to tradition, the erring student’s instructor, who was usu-
ally out by the stage house in the middle of the field, watching anx-
iously or in trepidation for the approach of his fledglings— After the
bad bouncy landing was duly assessed, then the cadet’s regular instruc-
tor had to bend over, doubled up; and the flight-check officer applied
his boot to the other unfortunate’s posterior.

Could be that Peewee Wheeler really deserved a kick, for I still con-
sider him an utterly lousy instructor. But he didn’t get one. Instructors
went to inordinate and unethical lengths to check what was supposed
to be your first real individual activity. (For the first time you were
on your own, and with a different man in the front seat.) A lot of the
teachers primed especially on landing procedure and let some of the
rest of it go. There was one resourceful soul who spotted a nicely
plowed field away down south, ten or twenty miles along the edge of
the desert. He was reputed to have taken his students down there one
by one, where they couldn’t be observed by anyone from home; and he
made them shoot landings across the furrows. At least the earth was
soft, since it was newly turned. But anyone who could land one of
those light underpowered aircraft across furrows without bouncing,
was bound to come in on the hard level of March in fine style.

Some pretty bizarre occurrences were apt to mark the termination of
one phase of training and transition into the next. A fellow classmate,
Ivan L. Farman, still recounts plaintively an experience on his check
flight with a handsome lieutenant who put him through a hard course
of rolls, acrobatics and what-have-you. (Farman insists that when he
tried to snap roll to the left, the whole airplane went swooosh; and
that, further, when that same lieutenant-instructor tried the identical
snap roll to the left, the whole airplane went swooosh again.)

Anyway they were coming in for their landing on the check
flight. . . .

Procedure as follows: if circumstances, wind and engine noises per-



AIR CORPS 61

mitted conversation between front and rear cockpits, well and good.
But if there was too much noise, and no proper interchange might be
conducted conversationally, a series of standard signals could be em-
ployed. For instance, if the instructor started jerking his thumb back
over his shoulder, it meant that the student was to take over the con-
trols, and immediately. But if the instructor didn’t point back over his
shoulder with his thumb, every student knew that it was as much as
his career was worth (whatever it was worth) to touch any one of
those controls.

So they were coming in for their landing, and hard appraising eyes
watched from the stage house, and Cadet Farman’s heart was a-thump-
ing. He waited and waited for the signal informing him that he was
to take over the controls, complete the approach, and land.

Nothing happened.

The instructor had been flying the plane during the previous few
minutes. Here they were, coming in to the field and losing altitude,
and losing more altitude. And Farman was wondering if that tail wasn’t
up in the air mighty far.

So the ground ascended to meet them, and still the instructor did
nothing. At last, in utter desperation, not wishing to be a sitting duck
or even a sitting dodo in a crack-up, Farman grabbed the control col-
umn and hauled back on that stick like crazy.

It was one of those featherbed landings, when you don’t even know
when you’ve touched the ground.

They taxied and parked. The handsome lieutenant got out slowly
and looked with curiosity at his student.

“Do you always make a landing like that?” he inquired, as if he
couldn’t believe his senses.

With shuddering voice Cadet Farman answered, “No, sir. But I'm
sorry, sir— You didn’t tell me to take over, and we were getting down
there on the deck, and I got scared, and I just grabbed for the con-
trols—"

The instructor stood staring at him. He was more than staring, his
eyes were starting out of his head. In a low steely voice he said, “For
God’s sake, don’t tell anyone about this, ever. I utterly forgot to signal
you to take over those controls.”

The handsome lieutenant-instructor’s name was Nathan F. Twining.
Third Chief of Staff of the USAF. Chairman of the JCS, 1957-1960.

Now we were finished with PT-3’s, and half the class was scheduled
to go into de Havillands and half into O-2’s. Actually the designation
was the O-2-H. This was just the last word in modern aircraft, we
thought. The DH’s would be phased out in the immediate future.
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I didn’t get the break everybody hoped for (we all wanted to go
into the new stuff, naturally) and was gazetted to the DH contingent.
But we were informed that halfway through the next four months of
training we would switch with the O-2 boys, and they would go into
DH’s. It worked out that way, during our seventh and eighth months
at March.

The O-2’s were really beauties. We had admired them hungrily from
a distance, with their sky-blue fuselages—as when we were dodos we
gazed wistfully at the white fuselages and yellow wings of the PT-3’s.
The O-2’s (both the H’s we had at first, and the K’s which came later)
were built by Douglas. They had a Liberty engine and just about ev-
erything else which was wonderful: hydraulic shock-absorbers (first
we had ever seen) and, wonder of wonders, an actual tail-wheel in-
stead of a tail-skid. These latter were always smashing when you made
a rough landing. How remarkable, we thought, it would be to land
with a tail wheel instead of a skid. . . .

Now I had no more of Peewee Wheeler. I got Joe Dawson. He was
a regular World War I ace type. A most excellent pilot . . . frankly I
don’t think that he had the technique or the skill which Wheeler had.
But the point was: he could tell you what you were doing wrong. He
could communicate, and what an enormous difference that made.

I realized that it would have been much better for me if, in the initial
stage when saddled with Wheeler as an instructor, I had demanded
to be switched to somebody else. There really wasn’t supposed to be
any odium attached to such a transaction if you resorted to it. But I
was afraid that there would be, one way or another—people would say
that I was a cry-baby. So I hadn’t done it.

My error was brought home to me dramatically. In two weeks I
learned more from Joe Dawson than I had all the rest of the time I'd
been at March. I didn’t have any real trouble from then on. Matter of
fact, I was the first in our half-a-class to check off on the DH’s. Then,
during the last two months, I was the first to check off on the O-2’s.

I'd like to say right now, with a remembered ache for long hours of
training a young lifetime ago, that it didn’t come easy. I really worked
at it. Some of the boys would manage to sneak off and go on a joyride
once in a while, instead of doing what they were told to do. Well, I'd
wanted to have a joyride ever since that first two-dollar-and-a-half
flight at Columbus; but I wasn’t about to undertake it in this year of
1929. I didn’t sneak off, I didn’t joyride. If T was supposed to practice
Eights then by God I practiced Eights. I told myself, night and morn-
ing, that I must do exactly what I was ordered to do.

The one thing that I wanted to do more than anything else was just
to go up and take a ride in an airplane. Never did.

There’s an old RAF term—“prang.” That’s what you do to an aircraft
when you bust it up; you prang. There seems to be a remarkably sig-



AIR CORPS 63

nificant sound in this word; it’s representative of the onomatopoeia
which our English teacher at South Side High used to explain to us
and which we tried dutifully to figure out. Prang. Sounds like some-
thing busting up.

There is extant a shabby photo album which I put together back in
those days. A lot of the boys had kodaks, and we traded snapshots
back and forth. Generally speaking, I think my album is a pretty good
visual record of what life was like at both March and Kelly. Many
photos survive: different classes, informal groups, so on. Also there is
a Chamber of Horrors devoted to smashed aircraft. Under each print
I wrote merely the name of the guy who wrecked his plane. Bordman’s.
Sullivan’s. Wright's. Draper’s. And, inevitably, Mine.

Recently I came across the album and examined it, and felt the flow
of memory.

. . . Here’s that fellow—what was his name, Lieutenant Brown? One
of our instructors out at March. He had a forced landing in a Los An-

geles street. . . . That's Whitcomb, down at Kelly. He was killed in
that fighter, just before we graduated. . . . Somebody made a sorry
landing in this one. . . . Here’s Sullivan. He tried to take off in that

DH without advancing his spark, and never did get off the ground. He
wound up in a ditch over on the far side of the field. . . .

Herb Tellman apparently ground looped or something; just washed
out the landing gear; not much damage to that. . . . Yes, there’s Bord-
man. That one burned up. He was in our upper class when he was
killed. . . . Here’s another one: 63 landed on top of 27; nobody killed
in that one. . . . And that’s Draper’s. He was finished in that. . . .
Here’s just a busted prop. . . .

And here’s Mine.

The field was divided into two parts, with a stage house (call it the
instructors’ HQ) sitting out in the middle. Everything over there in
the southwest belonged to the dodos; and everything over on the other
side was the advanced students. By this time I was in Advanced, flying
the first Douglas observation airplane, the beautiful O-2.

Well, we were in formation, and we had just landed. I was flying in
Number 3 position on the wing, and we were taxiing up to the center
of the field to climb out, change students, and get another flight off
the ground.

Primary students on the other side of the field were doing the same
thing. We came taxiing up, and I was looking out on the left side,
watching my leader taxiing on in. When you're in formation on the
ground like that, your leader is really leading you. He’s the one who
doesn’t run into anything, he must be the Indian guide. You merely
follow in your proper position.

.. . Dry as a bone, and a desert wind; hot, scorchy, gritty; dust
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blowing all over everything. Visibility pretty bad; and the dust was in
everybody’s mouth and peppering against everybody’s goggles. . .

Here came a primary student in his trainer, rambling right across
the line, onto our side of the field.

People waved and yelled warnings, over at the stage house, they
told us later; but that didn’t do any good. The dodo just kept plowing
grandly ahead. Then he saw our formation.

Instead of giving his engine the gun and getting out of there—ground
looping or whatever he had to do—he just leaped out of that airplane,
left it sitting, and ran like a whitehead. That was how I taxied right
into it. (Actually I did see it in the split second before I hit; but
I couldn’t stop in time, so my prop chewed up his wing.)

At this moment I can’t recollect whatever became of that dodo—
whether they washed him out automatically or not. Maybe somewhere
across the lonely ridges down there south of Riverside (if the desert
hasn’t all been subdivided by this time) there is still a frightened dodo
from 1929—trotting, gray-haired and exhausted, fleeing the scene of his
crime.

3

It was tomE to leave March and go down to Kelly.

They ran two primary schools. Not only the one out in California;
but also a primary school at Brooks Field, adjacent to Kelly at San
Antonio, Texas. There another gang of tyros had been undergoing the
preliminaries of flight, simultaneously with our own struggles. Brooks
differed from March in one way. It had the elite for their primary train-
ing: young U. S. Military Academy officers who had been commis-
sioned in various branches of the Service on their graduation the
previous summer, but who wanted to go into the Air Corps. They came
from the Corps of Engineers, from Infantry, Cavalry, Field Artillery,
Coast Artillery—any and all branches. They were united with each
other in a common desire to fly, and united to us flying cadets by the
same bond.

Simultaneously with our arrival at Kelly, the Brooks boys moved
over there to join us in an advanced training program—second lieu-
tenants, flying cadets and all. Here I met a lot of people with whom
I was destined to work closely in the future. We became a part of each
others’ lives, and would continue through flak and through applause,
and through weather, in the same fashion. We would own our enthusi-
asms, our rivalries, our affection, our jealousies and respect and resent-
ment and ardor, up until the moment of the last enemy attack or the
last crumple and burst of flame . . . up until the moment of Terminal
Leave which comes to all.



AIR CORPS 65

At Kelly the new amalgamated class divided up. You went into
either Pursuit, Observation, Attack or Bombardment.

Things were smooth from the start. I went into Pursuit, and the head
of the Pursuit division was Joe Cannon. Immediately I drew an instruc-
tor named Rus Keeler, and he was really good—not only a superb pilot
but a skilled teacher.

When I say that he was a skilled teacher I don’t mean that he hov-
ered over us every minute, trying to open up our skulls and drill some
holes through which he could pump fresh fuel into our aching brains.
As a matter of fact he made it difficult. I think he may have done so
deliberately. So many things which we learned we had to discover for
ourselves. (Actually that’s one of the greatest systems of pedagogy in
the world. Whatever the student learns for himself, by himself, and at
his own instigation, is a hard-won trophy; he won't relinquish it easily. )
Under Rus Keeler you had to be alert enough to pick things up for
yourself as you went along. If you weren’t ardent and alert you didn’t
belong in that class anyway.

Long afterward Rus gave me a compliment. He told me that in his
teaching career he had only one other student that he thought to be a
better student than I had been. Thank the Lord I didn’t know his true
opinion at the time. It would have scared me to death. I thought I was
having just as much trouble as anybody else. Maybe more.

About a month after we went to work at Kelly there came some real
excitement. Those of us who didn’t have college degrees were com-
pelled to take examinations, to see how good we were academically.
All of us, if we completed successfully the advanced training course at
Kelly, were slated to be Regular Army officers in the near future: flying
cadets, as well as those West Pointers who already held their commis-
sions as second lieutenants in some other branch. If we made the grade.

Remember, I didn’t have any degree. I owned my Reserve commis-
sion from the ROTC, and then later my commission in the Ohio Na-
tional Guard (from which technically I was still on leave) but I had
never graduated academically. I was no bachelor of anything (except
a bachelor in the true sense of the word, in that I wasn’t married).
Every student who already possessed a degree could be excused from
these examinations, if he chose, by accepting an automatic grade of
eighty per cent. Some of the boys wanted to rank higher than eighty
per cent, and thought they could do so, so we degree-less customers
had some real competition. We were confronted with rivals who had
already been through the academic mill.

We had our choice of courses. I chose surveying. Already I tallied
sufficient college credits to excuse me from taking more than one phase
of the academic examination.

It was just my own blame fault that I didn’t rank first, when all the
papers were in. Because, after the examination was handed to me, the
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initial thing I did was to read it all through, thoroughly; and I discov-
ered that I knew the answer to every question. There wasn't a thing
in there that I didn’t know. Boy, I said to myself, I'm really going to
max this— (Slang: meant that I was going to do a hundred per cent.)

There were three problems to work out. The rest of the examination
was just definitions, and writing answers to questions. Trouble with
ambitious Me was I spent so much time writing in abundant detail on
every question, to demonstrate how bright 1 was in this subject, that
I hadn’t finished the last problem when we came to the end of our
allotted time. I had let my own enthusiasm run away with me. All I
could do was to put down the formula; didn’t have time to do the arith-
metic. So, too bad— I got marked down on that.

Just the same, I received a grade which ranked me third in the class,
and a lot of those other people had degrees. Actually it was important
to rank as high on the list as you could.

When I think of cadet days I think chiefly of March rather than
Kelly. The reason is obvious: I don’t remember too much about Kelly
because everything went so smoothly down there.

In Pursuit we got to fly everything that was standing around. We
had one PT-g and a couple of AT-11’s. That one, I seem to remember,
was a P-1 with a radial engine on it; then the rest of them were P-1’s
with Curtis engines. It wasn’t a matter of checking off. They were all
single-seaters . . . all had the same thing: a stabilizer, a stick, a rud-
der, a throttle, a spark control. That was it. You just got in and flew.

There wasn’t any braking: you cut your throttle so you would slow
down and stop. When you'd come in for a landing, you'd be on glide
and you just sat there. Pull back on the stick, pull the nose up . . . fi-
nally you ran out of lift and settled on the ground. Keep holding your
stick back to keep the tail down, and finally the aircraft stopped
rolling.

We had our normal training in fighters: formation, night flying,
cross-country. Then we used to go down and fly the airplanes of the
Bomber people, the Attack people and the Observation people. The
whole class kind of rotated around. Everybody flew everything that
was on the field. Not much time, perhaps; but we all got a flight or two
in them.

And the discipline, which had seemed like an affliction sometimes
at March, was relaxed considerably at Kelly. We were becoming adult.
We could go to town most weekends; sometimes we went, sometimes
not. But we always came back for that magnificent Sunday morning
breakfast in the cadet mess. If ever I am so unfortunate as to lose my
appetite in my old age, all I'll have to do is think of that Sunday morn-
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ing mess, and I'm positive that the appetite will return full force. I
can see those platters of white and golden eggs yet, taste the ham and
sausage, smell breakfast chops or minute steaks and hashed-brown
potatoes . . . see the glint of jams and jellies. . . .

Way I remember it, I didn’t have any weekend dates while I was in
San Antonio; so I was still a novice where the girl stuff was concerned.
Once in a while I went to a movie. . .

I stuck pretty close to business (but without the worry felt constantly
when we were at March, a worry that gnawed and plagued, and settled
above like an overcast . . . dank gray childish worry of knowing that
you weren't doing well, and realizing half-heartedly that you didn’t
have a good instructor, but being too afraid to do anything about it).

Here in Texas I had a wonderful instructor. I was proud, felt able
and confident when I was flying—day or night.

As for night flying, we did get in quite a little, but it was kind of
crude. The lights consisted merely of floodlights put down at the end of
the field. When you came over to land, you had to land in the path
that the floodlights put there. There were no radio aids or anything of
that sort; so it was rather easy to become lost in the darkness. Of course
we only ventured up at night when there was good ceiling and visibil-
ity; we had no weather flying, no instrument flying at all. We flew only
during good weather; never would fly on top of clouds unless there
were big breaks—very broken—so that we could be sure we weren’t
going to get caught up there.

Night work: you'd stay out in your sector, in sight of your field all
the time. You'd fly around, and then when you got the proper light
signal, winking that it was your turn to land, you'd come in and prac-
tice landing. But each had to stay in his proper sector when he was
upstairs; they didn’t want us running into each other.

To tell the truth, I've described about the only running-into-each-
other which occurred during the cadet stage, in a couple of those ac-
cidents already mentioned. The deliberate running-into-each-other
came after we had graduated and were regularly assigned to units in
the Air Corps.

When I say deliberately running-into-each-other I mean just that.
Flyers and buffs of this generation may be appalled; but that’s what
happened.

4

SaTurpAY, October 12th, 1929, was a clear day, the bright clear kind
of day that Texans brag about (with some justification ).

They put on the usual aerial review and outside ceremonies.

Day before, we had lined up for our graduation picture: forty-seven
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United States Army second lieutenants, sixty-nine flying cadets,
and one non-commissioned officer from the Air Corps. (Guy named
Waugh.) We were all on the same basis at last, for cadets and the en-
listed man would receive commissions as Reserve officers in the Air
Corps. And within a very short space of time we would join those sec-
ond lieutenants in our class, by becoming officers of the Regular Army.
But every graduate received his wings on the 12th.

There were a couple of grads who should have lined up with us,
but weren’t permitted to. One Emmett O’Donnell, Jr. (if the name
Rosie O'Donnell needs any explanation to the public in this day and
age then somebody else will have to undertake that little job) was still
recovering from injuries received in an airplane accident. He had to
go through the graduating motions with a later class.

Also a very popular youth named Woodley had his head cut off by a
cadet captain, within hours of the final ceremony. This was a penalty
for reckless flying. The cadet captain reported Woodley’s violation of
flying regulations; the ordinary school machinery then took over, with
our commandant as final authority in the matter. Woodley was told to
pack his bags and get the hell out of there. This was the night before
graduation: a majority of the boys thought that our cadet captain
might have had enough decency to look the other way. If there was a
character in that class who hadn’t ruptured regulations one time or
another, either through carelessness or intent, then I don’t know who
he was. Woodley shook hands with everybody, said Goodbye, walked
into the cadet captain’s room and hung a beautiful shiner on him; then
walked away into civilian life. Matter of fact, today (1965) Arthur G.
Woodley isn’t hurting too badly. No one should, if he’s president and
general manager of Pacific Northern Airlines. . . .

Well, the Air Corps Training Command band played, and Chaplain
Burling gave both the Invocation and the Benediction, and Brigadier-
General Frank P. Lahm, commander of the Air Corps Training Com-
mand, gave the introductory remarks. (We listened to him with
veneration. The Wright brothers themselves had taught Lieutenant
Lahm to fly, twenty years before.) Then came an address by Brigadier-
General Samuel D. Rockenbach of the United States Army. General
Rockenbach also presented us with our diplomas, and General Lahm
gave us our Reserve commissions.

. . . Who stands forth now to present the wings so long desired? He
is tall, dark-haired, just a bit slumped from the very tall man’s habit of
bending down to those of shorter stature. You look at his face, and
suddenly you think of old stories about Osage Indians. It is Major Clar-
ence L. Tinker. “Indian Tink” has been our Assistant Commandant;
he’s a great flyer and a great officer. Somehow the mere fact that he
is the one who hands out the wings puts an extra shine on the gloss of
those long-sought insignia.
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The Battle of the Midway is far off. There will be a million airplane
engines resounding in our ears before there comes the last growl of
that plane bearing General Tinker to his final Rendezvous.

He has a lot of company out there—wherever that Place is. Many
of his companions will come from this same graduating class, to whom
he now presents their wings, with a quick smile and hearty hand-
shake. But Nate Forrest is only a proud lieutenant on this day, glad to
be commissioned in the Air Corps instead of the Cavalry. So is Bob
Travis glad to be commissioned now in the Air Corps instead of the
Field Artillery.

Flight after flight will join Indian Tink in the near future, and leave
the rest of us to come lagging in when we are old and tired.

Alexander will have preceded Tinker by ten years: 1932 for him.
Harold Brown . . . fighter smash at Selfridge. The other Brown, James,
will die over in China in World War II. Caldwell . . . 1930—next year.

(Stuart McLennan is still around, in these 1960, chipper as a man
can be. Maybe you need to have a homemade face in order to be as
gay as McLennan. Early in World War II he was heading for the Pa-
cific in a B-26; in fact, practically the whole staff of a new group was
jammed in there. The aircraft busted up at El Paso and McLennan
was the only one who got out alive. He spent the rest of the war in
hospitals: skin grafts, etc. His whole face was burned off, the one that
God gave him. He has a new face, given him by the surgeons. Not
much left in the way of fingers, either. An awful lot left in the way of
guts. )

. . . Art Meehan will die in the South Pacific, and MacArthur in the
Third Attack Group before the war. Mills: during the war. Also it will
be during the war for Murtha, Air Officer for an invasion force—stand-
ing on the bridge of a ship when it’s hit by a Japanese bomber.

Bob Travis will have old Fairfield-Suisun renamed for him.

This gets to be quite a necrology. Jesse Auton will finish up on the
runway at Offutt while 'm commanding SAC out there. Dolan will be
killed in Newfoundland. Durfee: 1946. Judd will end up in an air-
plane accident, and so will George Brinton McClellan (there’s a name
for history—like Nathan Bedford Forrest).

Mace will die by his own hand.

. . . More accidents, more flak, more fighters, more accidents. Mas-
sie, Meisenholder, Mitchell. Redetzke and Rawlins. Robert W. Goetz,
youngest man in the class: 1935. Roger Ramey will live to retire after
long service; and then die of a heart attack in decorous civilian fash-
ion, but after a lot of time in the air.

Several other young lieutenants; the names elude me now. . . .

Actually the roster of graduates, be they second lieutenants or be
they flying cadets (be they living or be they dead in this 1965 year)
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is something to conjure with. Through the level of later decades it
begins to resemble pages from Who's Who in the Air Force.

You don’t run up against names like these every day. William H.
Tunner . . . Robert Whitney Burns . . . John K. Gerhart . . . Frederick
L. Anderson . . . August W. Kissner . . . George W. Mundy . . . La-
Verne G. Saunders. (Far ahead, far ahead is a thunder of engines un-
like any of the engines we've heard here at Kelly. I'm in an airplane,
and Blondie Saunders is vanished somewhere in India; and Al Kalberer
and I look down and see that gash in the jungle, and we begin to guess
where Blondie Saunders is.)

There are the little triplets, the three shortest men in our formation
of flying cadets. That same Ivan Lonsdale Farman and Bobby Cork
and William John Clinch, Jr., known to the rest of us as Half-inch
Clinch. Habitually they all used to fly sitting up on three leather cush-
ions, and pushed forward by three more at the back, because other-
wise they couldn’t reach the controls, not one of the three.

Then a DH landed, and suddenly there was just a big cloud of dust,
and people at the stage house couldn’t see anything but dust. Finally
the dust drifted away and there was that DH upside down, and one
of the three midget triplets (I dont recollect which one) hanging
upside down, sustained by his safety belt.

Then he releases the belt and down he topples, smack on his head.
Six big leather cushions come socking down on top of him, one after
the other.

. . . Here’s his instructor standing beside the upset plane, yelling:
“Next time, jettison the cushions first. Then they won’t fall on top of
you.

Little recollections come swarming upon us now . . . these and many
others. We will remember them long. Some folks will remember longer
than others. And there will be certain things we can’t forget, and some
of those things won’t happen for almost another third of a century.

. . . Thirty years later, when I was Vice Chief of Staff, it was de-
cided that we surviving members of that Air Corps Advanced Flying
School class of 12 October, 1929— We'd have a class reunion. Personally
I saw to it that every member of that class, no matter where he was,
who was still alive, got an invitation in no uncertain terms. So invita-
tions went out to Sam Anderson, to A. V. P. Anderson, to Frank F.
Everest, Jr., to Bryant L. Boatner, Bill Kennedy, Howard Bunker, ev-
erybody else.

And one invitation was addressed to a man named Alfred Lot Beatie.

Beatie had had hard luck. Not long after graduation he was broken
to pieces in an airplane crash, and was thus forced into retirement.

They gave him a disability pension: ninety dollars a month or some-
where in that ball park.
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None of us, up ahead in 1959, had seen Alfred Lot Beatie for a very
long time.

I wouldn’t tell this now, except it was in the papers when it hap-
pened.

They found Beatie dead in bed, in a miserable flop-house hotel in
San Francisco. Skid Row in Frisco is just about the same as any Skid
Row on Earth, and populated by the same scrawny derelicts, the same
red-eyed men who drift from doorway to doorway.

That was where Beatie died. He didn’t have much in the way of
possessions in the room with him; but he had that invitation. It lay
spread on the dirty dresser. He must have been reading it shortly before
he was found.

So he didn’t get to the thirtieth reunion. He had that invitation . . .
maybe he had hoped to come.

5

Orpers WERE tacked on the bulletin-board, and sweet boy graduates
crowded round to see about assignments. I squeezed in with the rest
of them. My name wasn’t even on the list.

There they all were: names, serial numbers, unit and base to which
assigned. No LeMay in sight.

I high-tailed it into the orderly room to see what had happened, and
no one knew why or what. It was really baffling. So they quizzed Wash-
ington.

We got the ungarbled word. Washington said that I couldn’t be
given a commission in the Air Force Reserve until I had resigned my
commission in the Ohio National Guard. Nobody at Kelly knew that
I was in the Ohio National Guard. What with one thing and another,
I had pretty well forgotten it myself.

First I fired off a telegram to the Adjutant-General of Ohio, resign-
ing my commission. Then I informed Washington that I had resigned
and was a free agent, ready to take my place in the Air Corps Reserve.
In a few days I received orders for Selfridge Field, Michigan. 27th
Pursuit Squadron of the First Pursuit Group. But it was a little over
three months before I got my commission in the Regular Army.

I had a few days leave, then reported at Selfridge.

Privately most of us newly bewinged Kelly graduates owned a pretty
sharp opinion of ourselves. We would have opined if pressed—or even
if not pressed very hard—that we were just about the hottest pilots
who ever came out of flying school.

Then we landed up there in Michigan, rubbing elbows with the
First Team. Far as they were concerned, we werent even qualified
to fly airplanes. We had harbored notions of being welcomed as fellow
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airmen, all part of the same noble glittering fraternity and— They had
never heard of us. We were dust beneath their feet.

Our hearts sank when we learned that no one could fly until the
Operations Officer had taken him up in the old PT-3 and checked him
out. It was like March Field and Red MacKinnon all over again.

(Fortunately by this time I had learned to do a snap roll to the left.)

We newcomers were hurting badly, but there was no help for it.
Apparently this was another form of Advanced Training over Ad-
vanced Training which we had to go through. Might as well be philo-
sophical about it.

There were three squadrons: 17th, 27th, g4th. There weren’t enough
airplanes to supply every squadron. The normal fighter formation of
that day called for twenty-five ships to a unit, in order to furnish an
eighteen-ship formation. The only way we ever got an eighteen-ship
formation into the air was by pooling the airplanes of all three
squadrons.

A customary flying day went something like this:

First thing in the morning the pilots would meet in Base Operations
office. Engineering officers of the three squadrons would make with the
airplanes which were in commission, and put them up on the board.
Then the Operations Officer would get together with those pilots who
were present for duty, and they would draw up a flight. Sometimes
the Group commander led the flight, sometimes one of the staff officers,
sometimes one of the squadron commanders. They kept records of
times, so everybody got training flights with the big formation. The
work consisted mostly of climbing up as high as you could get, and
then diving at the hangar line. This was the way we strove to make the
Team: to be considered combat ready, and qualified to fly with the
Big Boys.

After the main Group training flight of the morning we were re-
leased to our own squadrons. We’d go home, and in each case one of
the older boys would take us out and put us through the ropes. That
was when we realized that a gentle process of hazing was still current
in our lives. (Hadn'’t been any hazing at Kelly, since we were the only
class there.)

O.K. So one of the older boys would take us up to see whether we
could fly or not. We'd get in formation, and the old boy would roll over
and put us in a dive, and see if we could stay there. Some of them
weren’t above jiggling . . . flopping around in order to make it tough
for you to remain in position. They’d jiggle a little bit, and more than
a little bit. Of course, if you got to jiggling along with them, pretty
soon you were out of formation. Couldn’t possibly stay there. And then
you caught the very devil.

“What a sorry pilot. . . .”
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There was a way of dealing with this situation, however; and Bill
Morgan, one of my classmates, was the fellow who found the way.

Actually I've forgotten who was leading us that day. But he was a
feisty little bastard, and he kept slamming us through the ropes .
trying to beat our swelled heads down a bit, he said.

Our dear little leader got to jiggling on the way down, and Bill Mor-
gan got to flopping, and had to pull out of formation.

On this particular day Bill came to see me, after that flight, when
we were in front of our lockers. He looked all around to see that no
one else was there, and then leaned forward and whispered as seri-
ously as anyone could whisper.

“You know, Curt— God damn it, this is the last time I'm going to pull
out of formation. I may run info one of those guys. But I'm definitely
not going to pull out of formation again.”

The tone of his voice and the look in his eyes showed me that he
meant business, and gave me a rather chilly feeling.

“Oh, relax, Bill. All they’re doing is putting us through the wringer.
You know that.”

Bill says, “Yeah. But I don't like it. I'm going to stay in the next time
—not pull out of formation, even if I have to hit him. Next time that
son of a bitch jiggles me, I'm just going to get in that much closer.”

Next day we had the same character leading, and he did the same
thing. Sure enough, Bill ran into him. He got right in closer, and—bang
—they hit their wings together. Actually they escaped severe structural
damage; ran in and tapped wings, that was all.

Bill had been right. He didnt make an angel out of the other guy,
but he made a Christian out of him. No more jiggling.

I mean, no more jiggling of Bill Morgan by that squirt who had
tried to give him a rough time. But there was plenty of other jiggling;
we all got a taste of it. I have a keen recollection about the first time
I was hit, myself. We slid together endways and it jammed the aile-
rons in neutral. I couldn’ move the stick, so it was a matter of using the
rudder to keep level, and making a big flat turn, and getting lined up,
and then going in to land, just using rudders and throttle. I had no
aileron control but had elevator control. Got down all right.

Oh, we racked up quite a few collisions in the air . . . some in
which they had to bail out, also. We used to fly those formations as
tight as all hell, with wings overlapping. All in all I was hit several
times. Of course it wouldn’t be the same today. We were only traveling
at a hundred and forty or a hundred and fifty mph.

We weren’t upstairs every minute: we all had squadron jobs at the
same time we were pilots. The Operations Officer was not necessarily
a pilot in the outfit. He had a staff job, and that was his primary duty.
But we pilots all had staff duties. I became Mess Officer (for the en-
listed men’s mess). Later I was assistant Operations Officer, and still
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later assistant Communications Officer, and had various other jobs.
Before finally winding up at Selfridge in 1934 I had been Base Com-
munications Officer for quite a while.

In summer we all went up, one squadron at a time, to Oscoda. That’s
just above Au Sable Point, north of Saginaw Bay. There we would dis-
turb the peaceful waters of Lake Huron with our gunnery and bombing.
That's all we did up there: working on that range, bombing and shoot-
ing. I did all right at this, and was on the Selfridge team which went
to the national gunnery matches at Langley Field in Virginia.

(They called it a team, but actually it wasn’t much of a match. A
contingent from Selfridge went down, and some folks came up from
Rockwell in California—that was the only other Pursuit squadron in
existence then in the Continental U.S. Observation people came, Staff
and Attack people came. All of the front gunnery people were there
with various types of equipment. It was more of an individual compe-
tition than anything else. Still it wasnt competition in the regular
sense of teams and trophies: we just went down there . . . everybody
shot, and exchanged ideas . . . folks bombed, and exchanged ideas
. . . that was the way.)

I had no precognition whatsoever about Langley. Didn’t dream that
I would be stationed there for a long period eventually, and in Bom-
bardment of all things.

A recurrent duty in 1930 and 1931 was to go out and open up air-
ports. You had to be qualified for cross-country in order to get in on
that work. (Matter of fact, a certain amount of cross-country was man-
datory after we arrived at Selfridge.) Little by little some of us were
getting to be recognized as qualified to fly with the Big Boys.

Depression or no Depression, they were opening up airports all over
the country. I don’t know where the money came from, but certainly
they were doing it . . . county seat towns, big towns, everywhere.
Naturally the Air Corps snapped at the opportunity to advertise the
Air Corps. We would do formation flying, put on a show, and then
some individual acrobatics. If it was one of the large municipal air-
ports which was being saluted, we sent enough airplanes to make up
our eighteen-ship formation. Smaller airports, they would send perhaps
a flight.

Sounds very busy and fly-boyish and it was. But don’t forget: we
had our ground jobs too.

In memory I was haunted by that astounding contrast between a
meal at March and a meal at Kelly. It wouldn’t take an overactive
imagination to decide that my ideal would be the Kelly mess, forever



AIR CORPS 75

and ever. But as Mess Officer at Selfridge I was in an entirely different
situation.

. . . Was coming in as a greenhorn, newly commissioned, and the
reception which we’'d received from the flying personnel had been
mighty deflating. So I wasn’t going to start throwing my weight around
in the direction of the creamed corn and the creamed chipped beef.
I proceeded cautiously (as in the old Michigan forest joke about
porcupines).

Didn’t start instituting a lot of reforms. There was a skilled mess
sergeant on hand, and he knew more about the business than I did,
so we had a fairly good mess to begin with. Furthermore I'd never at-
tended cooking school. But I could add and I could subtract.

First off I went in and inventoried all our supplies. Tried to keep my
eye on the stuff that we drew; and lined up the mess accounts prop-
erly. We didnt eat too high but we ate moderately well. Certainly
I didn’t have anything to do with improving the quality of the food
itself. But I think that the accounts made more sense when I left than
when I came.

There isn’t much that a second lieutenant can do about messes. A
general can do a hell of a lot.

(It was a long way down the pike to the year when I would be
tapped for SAC. When I traveled from Germany to head the Strategic
Air Command I was a lieutenant-general. If there could be fur in
SAC messes—and, by golly, there was, plenty of it—it started to fly.)

No fur flew in our little mess there in Michigan in 1930. It wasn’t
indicated. I was a Tenderfoot; and it’s a toilsome journey, as all Boy
Scouts know, from Tenderfoot to Eagle.

There was too much of a club aspect about the whole blame Air
Corps in those days anyway. Take the summer of 1930. It was thirteen
years since the first U. S. Regulars had landed in France; twelve years
since they had resisted stubbornly along the Vesle and the Ourcq and
the Marne; eleven years since whistles were blowing long and loud in
New York harbor to welcome returning troopships. The memory of
bursting shells and the stammer of machine guns was not too ugly even
with most of those individuals who had been exposed to them in fact.
To us younger people, war was a mass of theories in a textbook . . .
and presiding over all of them, of course, a hoary legend.

Only thing which kept us more or less vigilant in the Air Corps was
the inevitable attrition which occurred during training and during later
air activity.

Not many ground soldiers or salt-water sailors are apt to be killed
through the process of preliminary training or in operational-type ex-
ercises. Once in a while a fire breaks out in the magazine of a ship,
or a welder’s equipment starts a fire at a Navy yard. We read about
this in the papers, just as we do about the short round or the long
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round which fell during live-fire Louisiana maneuvers, and killed some
boys. It’s bad when this happens. But it occurs much more frequently
in the airplane business.

It was that persisting element of physical uncertainty and possible
tragedy which kept us from becoming completely la-di-da country club
people.

. . . There is no war in the offing, there hasnt been any war for a
long time. Sure, we work, but nobody works very hard. There is no
sense of urgency.

“You must immediately train, and develop a combat capability in
the organizations.”

. . . Nothing like that. Because we know that even if we do go to
war, our organizations are not going to fight as such. You have that
atmosphere where there’s a little ground school and a little flying, and
a little of this and a little of that, and you’re not on your toes . . . you
haven’t even got any toes to be on. . . .

It wasn't until seven years later, when I got to Langley under Bob
Olds, that it finally filtered through my thick skull what the Air Corps
was really in business for.

There exists a certain song, well known to the people who wear
wings, which remarks on this subject. Several old-time AC types—Mad-
eline Smith (an officer’s wife), Earl H. DeFord and Roland Birnn—are
credited with coming up with the first edition of the ballad; but a lot
of other people have hammered their hallmarks into it through the
years. It's bawdy, and has other values. It is a case of airmen standing
in front of a mirror and taking a good look at themselves; although
sometimes that mirror is a trifle like the distorted glass in a fun-house
at Coney Island.

Come on and join the Air Corps—
It's a great life, so they say.

You lie around in the sack all night
And you fly around all day. . . .

We weren’t fully equipped squadrons there at Selfridge, and we
were operating under the old Army principle: you never fight the out-
fits which you have in time of peace. You're actually just a holding
operation, to develop new tactics, perhaps—new equipment, new train-
ing measures and aids. But when war comes—if it comes—you will
need to form your outfits from the Reserves, and build them up. Then,
eventually, you go out and fight.

There was absolutely no feeling of that exigency which, years later,
we were at last successful in instilling in our various Air Force com-
mands. We may need to fight tomorrow, and we can fight tomorrow,
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and we will fight with the people we have and the equipment we have.
None of that feeling at all.

Certainly some dedicated souls were trying to increase their pro-
fessional knowledge, and succeeded in doing so. But there wasnt the
prevailing overall sensation: If there’s a war, we fight with what we
have here. This is the unit which will go into combat, and it’s ready to
go now.

It would seem that, to feel justified in their own existence, our flyers
had to manufacture increased hazards. They did manufacture them.
This jiggling of wings and controls in order to give the newcomers a
hard time and make them desperate— Witness the Bill Morgan epi-
sode. That’s exactly what I'm talking about.

Just show them all how hot you are,

And while they stand behind,

Just you grow bold while the rest grow old,
And you will never mind.

When the Army punished Billy Mitchell they were in effect trying
to punish the entire then-existent Air Service. When the Army sought
to force an iron gag into Billy Mitchell's mouth, they were trying to
gag all proponents of air power under their command. They had done
their best to break the man to bits. And historically this was very
recent. It was less than five years since Mitchell had cried his public
charges of “Incompetency, criminal negligence, and almost treason-
able administration of the National defense” in his accusation against
the Departments of War and Navy.

(Fifteen more years elapsed, graven with bitter explosive lessons
learned in World War II, before the United States Senate voted Wil-
liam Mitchell his posthumous Congressional Medal of Honor.)

In 1930, and during successive seasons through which we would
have to skimp and save and Do Without, our Corps was treated like
the bereaved orphan in fairy tales. We had a pallet of straw in a cold
garret; and the cook threw us some scraps only after everyone else in
the household staff had been fed.

The evolvement of the Gentlemen’s Flying and Country Club was
a most natural result. We snubbed everybody who wasn’t in the air,
and even snubbed each other, as described above. Misguided, low-
budgeted, under-equipped, the personnel of that era may be forgiven
for their errors in judgment. Someone Away Up There didn’t like them
and they knew it.

Matter of fact, we've been in that identical struggle ever since the
airplane was invented.
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6

Durine my first year at Selfridge it became increasingly apparent that
I should go back to school and make up that extra work. A mere fifteen
credit hours stood between me and a Civil Engineering degree. Of
course there was the matter of a thesis as well.

Most of the people surrounding me were people with degrees. I
became certain that there might be embarrassments and disappoint-
ments in the future if I didn’t have a more solid scholastic background.
It was as if I stood with one foot on the ground and one foot stepping
up into an airplane . . . there I was, caught in between, motionless.

The Army had a policy of sending officers back to school. But usually
this was in order for them to receive advanced training and advanced
degrees.

From time to time I would wage a new campaign to get sent to
Ohio State. No dice. The day came, while we were on flying duty
temporarily in the Washington area, when, with the blessing of my
CO, I stood before the Chief of the Air Corps, and asked him about
it. He shook his head and said No.

Along about this time I met a girl who made me acutely aware of
my scholastic lacks, just by the complete assurance with which she
accepted her own accomplishments. Her name was Helen Maitland,
and her father was a corporation lawyer over in Cleveland. She said
that her family had wanted her to be a doctor—and she wished to be
one also, to start with. Later she changed her mind. She’d graduated
from Western Reserve in pre-med, and then switched over and finished
in nursing. After that she went to the University of Michigan and took
up post-graduate study as a dental hygienist. For a young and lovely
blue-eyed wench she had certainly been around the academic lot. I
felt increasingly ashamed of the missing quarter’s work which stood
between me and my diploma—almost won a couple of years earlier, but
never grasped completely.

One of my old classmates from Kelly was Herb Tellman, who was
stationed also at Selfridge in the First Pursuit Group. So was another
classmate whom I knew well: Louis Vaupre. Herb was engaged to a
girl at the University of Michigan, and he got over there to see her
every time he could make it. He kept hounding Louis and me, de-
scribing the glories of luscious Ann Arbor gals, and declaring that we
were making a big mistake in not going around and beating the bushes
to see what variety of dryads might come swaying forth.

It was in the spring of 1931 that he finally arranged a couple of blind
dates for us: Helen Maitland and another girl. Neither Louis Vaupre
nor I knew which girl we were going to have; nor did the girls know
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which of the heretofore unknown Air Corps officers they would be
dating.

.« . Louis and I walked across the street to go in and claim our
dinner partners. They lived in a dormitory called Mosher Hall. The
ladies were on Alert (the Air Force Dictionary defines this as “a state
of readiness against impending danger, or for going into action”) and
were peeking out through curtains upstairs. They studied us cagily.

Long afterward I learned that Helen spoke first, with decision. I
was pretty chunky and—

Helen says, “I think I'll take the fat one.”

Probably I would have been mad as hell if I'd known what she said,
then. But when eventually I came into the knowledge—well, it didn’t
seem to make much difference.

Louis and I took our dates out to dinner and we had a lot of chitter-
chatter together. But when Helen and I were alone in my car we could
talk a little more seriously. I was attracted to her from the start. I liked
her wild blue eyes—no Yonder about them—and her hair. (Don’t know
whether you'd call it dark blonde or light brown . . . somewhere in
there. Kind of curly and wiry . . . seeming alive). She talked plenty,
couldn’t seem to stop. And it was all in a bubbling effusion which I
found myself rather enjoying. She’d skip from one topic to another,
like a dancer just hitting the high points. Often you couldn’t get a word
in edgewise.

But Helen inspired in me a desire to try to emulate her frankness
of conversation, her honesty of recollection.

On the way home I found myself telling Helen about my ambition
to go back and finish up that college work, and declared that I had
been thwarted at every turn.

Also found myself telling a personal anecdote, one of my earliest.

.. . It was when we lived near Lithopolis, just before we left to go
back to Columbus, and I was sent to a country school, although
scarcely old enough to go. One teacher for all the classes: a little
schoolhouse; neighborhood children all the way from hulking over-
grown boys who were ready for high school, in size at least (but never
would go); down through demure maidens of diminishing stairstep
stature; down to tykes like myself. I decided that I didn’t like the
teacher and I didn’t like any part of that school. Longer I stayed there
the more I became convinced that this wasn’t my cup of chalk and I
wasn’t going to drink very deeply of it. Next thing I knew, I was being
disciplined for some infraction of rules, and I didn’t like this either—
considered it highly unfair—a brutal infraction of my rights. Told
Teacher, “I'm going home.” Teacher locked the door and put the key
in her pocket. There was a window near; and I went over, raised the
window, threw my books out, and started to go through the window
head-first. That was one of the most tactless tactical projects I ever
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embarked on. There I was, head and arms through the window, and
Teacher had me as if I were in antique 17th Century stocks. The
window secured me nicely in position: my rear end was still in the
school, subject to Teacher’s whim. And it was quite a whim.

She had a big broad pair of hands. One of those she used to cement
me more firmly into position, and the other she plied in the very best
fashion. I got the merry hell whaled out of me.

“I yelled bloody murder,” I told Helen Maitland. “But that didn’t
do any good either.”

She laughed a little. Then she asked, “Curt, why are you telling me
all this?”

“I don’t know. Except that it seems now I am being punished for
some sort of infant misdeed. See, in the first place they wanted me to
go to school, and I didn’t want to go. Now I want very much to go to
school. The Army won’t let me.”

When she spoke it was with all seriousness. “Then it’s up to you.
You've got to use your best resources, whatever they are. Figure out
a way. You might take your Commanding Officer into your confidence,
if you haven’t done so already. But there must be a way. And you
figure it out.”

This was damn good advice and I knew it the moment that it was
uttered. I repaid Miss Helen Maitland by inviting her to the Military
Ball, there at the University of Michigan. It was given by the ROTC
types, but we genuine AC officers were welcome. I thought that Helen
was a great gal; but I didn’t have any more intention of seriously con-
sidering marriage, there in 1931, than I did of flying to the moon. In
1931 people had no intention whatsoever of flying to the moon. Odd
but true.

In spare time I did a lot of pillow-pounding and investigating, and
finally came up with a workable proposition to present to Major Brett,
my CO.

Norton Field, down at Columbus (the place where I'd taken my
first ride for two-and-a-half bucks, and where also a benevolent pilot
had flown me on a half-hour’s jaunt in 1928) was still in about the
same stage that it was when I left college. There was one Regular
officer on duty down there, and two or three sergeants. They in turn
hired some civilian mechanics in order to take care of the half-dozen
airplanes in their pool. Reserve officers of the area got their flying time
in these planes.

I set my sights on Norton.

According to standing edict an officer could be sent on Detached
Service for five months and twenty-nine days. Otherwise it had to be a
permanent change of station . . . six months, and it was permanent.
Five months and twenty-nine days was still Detached Service. It was
necessary to pin these facts down thoroughly before making a move.
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Ohio State functioned on the quarter system instead of having two
semesters in the school year. School year consisted of three quarters;
fourth quarter was a summer session. So, if I went down in the fall
and remained for five months and twenty-nine days, I could fit in with
two quarters of part-time work at the University. It would be necessary
to report at school just a few days late and leave just a few days early.
But I thought this might be arranged with the college authorities. If 1
reported for duty at Norton Field on the 1st of October, and remained
for five months and twenty-nine days, that would bring it up to the
end of March.

Major Brett codperated in the plan, once I presented my whole proj-
ect to him. He knew well enough, as every discerning commander in
our destitute establishment knew, that the Reserve program could do
with a little booster transfusion of fresh active blood from the Regular
outfits whenever possible. The single Regular officer on duty at Norton
would be grateful for some assistance; the Reserve training program
would thus be expedited. (Sounds like a lot of Conscience Salve for
getting LeMay back in college. Happened to be true, though.)

My primary function—only function, insofar as the Air Corps was
concerned—was to serve at Norton. But what I did during off-duty time
would be my own business. Anyone familiar with the Reserves knew
that the bulk of work fell during weekends, when employed Reserve
officers could break away from their civilian jobs and get in some flying
time. (Still does.) Weekends had been pretty ghastly at Norton with
only one Regular officer on the job.

The whole deal was set up just as I have described it here. The Air
Corps was satisfied in having a slightly experienced pilot to assist Cap-
tain McConnell, in command at Norton. God knows I was delighted in
my own right. And Ohio State was willing to admit me for the two
quarters part-time work, even arriving a few days late and leaving a
few days early.

. . . Went trotting over to the Theta Tau house, soon as I got squared
away with the military. I didn’t expect to find many of the old crowd
around. But still there would be some boys who came in as lower class-
men about the time I was finishing up, in 1928; and I knew a few of
those.

Came face to face with a good friend—one from my own class—Cale
Osborne. If you tried to seek out two physical opposites, perhaps to
enter them in a competition of opposites, you couldn’t have done better
than to take Cale and me. He was small, slim and blond; so handsome
that every woman turned to look at him; but with all his pretty appear-
ance he was a man, and he was utterly unspoiled . . . a real salt-of-the-
earth type.

Cale had never been especially active in the ROTC nor did he have
any yearning toward a military career. Our only common interest was
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in engineering. Still we were always harmonious personally. I won-
dered what he was doing, still fooling around in school, and I soon
learned. Although he had entered college the same year I did, he'd
had a little more money at the time, and could take his freshman year
complete, without working. After that he had to work part time and
could carry only a limited schedule of studies.

In his sophomore year he started in a job with the State Highway
Department. They had a few vacancies like that, where student engi-
neers could do an ample job for the State and at the same time take
a few classes; but it took about twice as long to graduate that way.

Meanwhile I had spent four years at Ohio State, one year as a flying
cadet, and almost another two years in the Air Corps. If I did manage
to finish up and get my degree in March, I would be well into my third
year as a Regular Army officer.

Cale needed about the same amount of academic work which I
needed; also he’d be required to present a thesis for graduation. He
was fed up with the college routine—as who wouldn’t be after seven
years of messing around with it, at least part time. He'd tapered off,
and wasn’t even going to pick up the ball and run for his degree, until
I came back and encountered him.

I said, “T'm going to finish up. That’s the reason I wangled this job
down at Norton. Why don’t you come back to school and we'll finish
up together? And—look—" It came over me for the first time in a happy
rush that, for the moment, I was a man of substance . . . Cale had his
job with the Highway Department. “What do you say? Let’s get an
apartment together, up in the university district. Then we’ll be close
to school.”

Right lately I haven’t examined any price indexes comparing the
year 1931 against 1965. All I can say now is that ten bucks was a great
big sawbuck of a bill in those days. Depression prices shivered at rock
bottom. For example, I had a married friend who was then living in
Columbus with his wife and baby. His mother-in-law sent occasional
eggs and, once in a while, butter and scrapple from the country. Mike
and Aline bought their milk by delivery from a local dairy, and made
a great point of ordering certified milk for the baby. But everything
else in the way of meats and staples, vegetables, fruit, etc.— He looked
quite tragic as he said to me, “Aline and I have been figuring it out.
No matter which one of us goes shopping—and we’re both very careful
shoppers—we can’t get by for— Even leaving out the fresh things we
get from the country, and the milk bill. Aside from all that, no matter
how closely we watch, we can’t get by on less than one dollar per day
in groceries for the three of us.” After a moment or two he brightened,
and added, “Course, that does include soap and soap flakes. And we
use a lot of that for the baby’s clothes.”

Dollars were big and round. I had close to two hundred and fifty
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of them coming in every month. A hundred and twenty-five dollars
basic pay, fifty per cent flight pay, quarters allowance, ration allow-
ance—the whole thing in gross was just about double my basic. Cale
Osborne’s job with the Highway Department was now sufficiently re-
warding for him to enjoy Freedom from Care also.

I moved along those hilltop and hillside streets of the Ohio State
campus and remembered how plagued I'd been when I was there be-
fore, obsessed with the thought of making every minute and every
nickel count. I thought of occasions when there had been a few hours
for relaxation but no money in the kit for it. There would be some-
thing good coming to town: a musical show, a famous actress or actor—

“You going, Curt?”

“No. Got to work.”

Which wasn’t always the truth. What T really meant on many occa-
sions was, “I've got to conserve those quarters. Even the dimes.”

. . . 1931 was a gorgeous autumn. The way I think of it now, it was
all pink and yellow leaves, flaming oaks; and a smell of walnuts in the
air . . . hazelbrush. Smoke seemed to dream through valleys of the
Scioto and Olentangy rivers. Nice to go on picnics. It may have rained
in that autumn and early winter—Lord knows it may have rained a lot
—but I don’t remember dark clouds or discomfort.

Cale and I had the world by the tail in more ways than one. We
were in good health; we had work and we had ambition . . . we were
bubbling with it.

And I owned a good car. For the first time in my life I seemed to
know what it was like to be young and alive, to be intent, and yet at
the same time not self-disciplined to the point of crucifixion.

Captain McConnell gave me plenty to do out at Norton, and was
Oh-So0-Glad that I had come. It was agreeable with him that I go to
Ohio State in the mornings, just so long as I held up my proper end
there at the field during the afternoons, and on weekends when work
piled up. There was all the normal administrative ordeal of the detach-
ment: keeping airplanes in shape, keeping supplies accounted for, so
on. Then I did a lot of direct work with the Reserve officers, grading
their papers for all sub-courses and the ground school.

Once in a while I would look out of the window and think of two
boys who had come walking across that very turf on a long-ago Sunday.
I could see them there, talking to the pilot beside his Waco three-
seater. Then I'd close my eyes and remember the strange feeling which
overwhelmed me when we were once off the ground and the horizon
was tilting.

Come on and get promoted

As high as you desire.

You're riding on the gravy train
When you’re an Army flyer. . . .
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I could wear civilian clothes almost as minded. Usually I wore ci-
vilian clothes to school, then went back to the apartment and changed,
and wore my uniform to work in the afternoon. Although there was
no reason why interchange shouldn’t happen, and often it did. Some-
times I'd have something to do in the morning, out at Norton: then
I'd go to school in uniform. And on the other hand sometimes I'd be
delayed up at college, and so go back to work in civilian clothes. It
didn’t matter. The Reserve officers were always ducking in and out
both ways, too, as a matter of convenience.

Both Cale and I needed a thesis. An inspiration hit me like a ton of
bricks. I told Cale: “I know just the thing. Do an aerial mosaic—"
Which was mapping, of course; another engineering word—

“I'll fly the mosaic and get it laid down. Then you can write up the
report on it—the whole process: how we go about doing it. Realize
something? This is the first time it's ever been done in these parts.”

It wasn’t hard to sell this idea. Everybody involved was in favor of it
—our college professor and all.

I flew over to Wright Field near Dayton and borrowed a camera:
we possessed no aerial cameras in the Reserve unit at Norton. Don’t
know what the model number was. Doubtless it was a Fairchild: they
made most of the cameras then as they do now. I'd say it was the stan-
dard vertical camera with about a twelve-inch focal length. Also I
latched on to a magazine of film, and told the people over there what
we were attempting. Encountered no problem except that I had to do
the mosaic in conjunction with my other work. But that wasn’t difficult
—actually T was called upon for a good deal of flying. One of the Re-
serve officers who came out to Norton had been an observer when he
was on active duty and had learned how to operate a camera. So I
flew, he took the pictures.

The spool of film and the take-up spool were both in the magazine—
eight-inch film, if I remember correctly. Fasten the magazine on top
of the camera, fold the slide out, and you were in business. As you took
a picture the film rolled to the next frame; then, when you were fin-
ished, you put the slide back on. Perhaps there was a hundred feet of
film in the magazine; but we were able to do only about half the job
with that first magazine.

I was faced with the task of taking that magazine back over to
Wright— Had to get it developed; get another roll of film put in— The
combination of problems was severe. Find time to fly to Dayton; return;
get my Reserve Officer Observer some free time to coincide with the
period when I had some free time also, and when an airplane was
available. No wonder that it took an extra couple of months.
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There was a funny pay-off on this. First things came first. I wasn’t
going to endanger my standing with the Air Corps in general or with
my then commander, Captain McConnell, specifically—in slipping up
in order to construct an aerial mosaic which was not demanded in any
orders, and which would aid me only in winning my degree at Ohio
State. I had a million other things to do. Result was, we took one roll
of film in the autumn; and it was the middle of winter before we could
get the other roll taken.

I remember the old prof looking at that thing when we presented
it proudly. It was a rather peculiar mosaic: autumn foliage and leafless
trees here, snow-covered landscape over there. But it was still the same
terrain. For the purpose of securing an aerial map— Well, it served.

I was getting the best grades I'd ever received. Seemed like life in
the Air Corps had taught me a thing or two about study and about the
whole uncertain process of learning itself. My old buddy-buddy Pro-
fessor Wall was still extant, but I didn’t have to take any classes under
him; so there was no point in going up and saying: “See? I'm not
asleep this time.”

Cale and I had assigned to us as our instructor for our particular
project a prof named Sloane. He was a real character—short, baldish,
with a regular Pat-or-Mike type of face—called by all and sundry,
“Slicker” Sloane. We were in the post-graduate age group . . . even
when seniors came close to graduation they were all calling Slicker
Sloane by his nickname, instead of Sir.

Just the same, hail-fellow-well-met or not, Slicker Sloane was tough.
You couldn’t handle him—at least we couldn’t, not with any means at
our disposal, including originality, hard work, and a good thesis.

We presented our aerial mosaic and the accompanying report in
triumph, and Slicker Sloane said that it was fine. We went through a
brief period of mutual congratulation and living it up, because we had
done so well with our thesis. Then came our grades.

Both Cale and I received B’s on our project.

We were really burned up about this. We talked it over, and de-
cided to wait on Slicker firsthand.

We arrived protesting. “We thought we were doing pretty well.
Here we have something unique, something no student has ever done
before! You've got a damn good map of Columbus!” Etc., etc. “So why
did we only get a B on this?”

“Oh,” says Slicker, as if surprised to find that that was what was
worrying us. “I never give A’s in thesis.”

A matter of pride with him.

It wasn’t a fatal disappointment. I didn’t commit suicide and neither
did Cale. (But he died young, only a few years later. I always think
of him as being forever alive and young.)

We were in our twenties . . . and steaks and chops tasted good at
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dinner, especially if you ate that dinner in scented and fragile com-
pany. Snow crushed contentedly, crisply under our tires and under
our feet. Winter flames of candles and the smell of pine trees put a
sparkle in the air, and you looked up at icy winking stars at night, and
thought great thoughts. When you drew in your breath you felt as if
you ought to pound your chest. It was good, having a little real fun
for the first time, and having a little leisure. A fireplace was a nice
thing to sit before. And there were girls around.

I wasn’t so stupid as to emphasize all this shemale stuff to Helen
Maitland when she came down there from Cleveland. For she did
come. I invited her and— She came.

I was flattered. Because, besides thinking that Helen was beautiful
and liking her very much as a social companion, I'd stood a little in
awe of her. She seemed more advanced as a person than I. She had
been doing post-graduate work at Michigan when we met; but that
was all finished now, and she was planning to work out in the civilian
world rather than the scholastic one. She expected that soon she would
be employed in Akron as a dental hygienist. We had written back and
forth a little during the fall and on into the winter; not too often, but
at least I knew where she was.

Actually she came to Columbus twice, when there were some in-
teresting things going on. But there was nothing in any way serious
between us—nothing said or written down. I didn’t need to have any
twinges of conscience. There was no reason why I shouldn’t play the
field as much as I wished, right there in Columbus.

. . . Thing was, I got all excited at the idea of Helen Maitland’s
coming down there, and wished that she would come more often . . .
both that I had had enough sense to invite her more frequently, and
that she had been able to come. But she wasn’t eating her heart out
over the vanished Lieutenant LeMay, not hardly. She was playing the
field in her own more decorous way. She had lots of friends, both in
Akron and back home in Cleveland where she went for holidays and
vacations.

The day came when I must be evicted from this wintry little para-
dise which Columbus had become. I didn’t dare overstay my time.
More than five months and twenty-nine days, and I'd be in trouble.
So would the people who had put me on Detached Service. But just
as I had come in a couple of days late, so was I able to leave a little
early. The head of the civil engineering department knew exactly what
I was trying to do, and arrangements had been made in advance. They
let me take my final exams early; but of course I couldn’t stay for the
Convocation and other exercises.
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My diploma reached me in the mail, out there at Selfridge, just
about the last day of March, or maybe even it was April Fools’ Day.
Nothing significant about that. I felt fine, I didn’t feel foolish; and went
back to routine flying activities and whatever ground jobs ensued, with
renewed confidence and verve.

The rest of 1932 was in pattern much like the years which had pre-
ceded . . . so much gunnery at Oscoda, so much cross-country . . .
again we'd be flying to some airport to put on a show . . . again we
might be going down to Langley for a shooting demonstration. Every-
thing went along at just about the same pace until another year had
passed.

F.D.R. took office in March of 1933, close to a year after I graduated
from Ohio State. With the first warmth of spring a new shadow was
cast upon the lives of us AC types. It was called the CCC.

7

In THE FUTURE it may be noted historically that President Roosevelt
had a habit of calling on the Army to help out, whenever he dreamed
up something new. The Air Mail event in 1934 was a fair sample.

So was the CCC.

There were—between April, 1933, and June, 1939—exactly 3,018,184
men and boys enrolled in the Civilian Conservation Corps. To ride
herd on them during the first nine months there were assigned 2,044
officers from the Regular Army and 3,128 officers from the Reserves,
together with a total of more than 4,000 enlisted men from the Regu-
lars.

The Administration detached officers and enlisted men from the
Army for CCC assignments right up through 1938. That was the first
year that Naval and Marine officers and warrant officers of the Coast
Guard were called for this work. It took the President a long time to
get around to the Navy, despite his affection for that arm of the Service.
There might have been a tacit awareness that CCC duty wasn’t so
sharp. We certainly didn’t hanker after it in the Air Corps. But we
had to go. They said, “Go and do it,” and we went.

They were considerate enough to designate bachelor officers first;
but eventually they ran out of bachelors and had to detail married
officers to the task.

This was one of the many weapons which President Roosevelt de-
vised to battle the Depression. (Nowadays they’d call it a War Against
Poverty, and probably have Sargent Shriver in command.) To begin
with, they enlisted flocks of kids in the late teens and early twenties,
and sent them out into the byways of the Nation to build roads,
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bridges, facilities for State and National parks, dams, etc. They did
grading, tree planting, fencing, all such chores.

The bulk of these young fellows were drawn from industrialized
urban areas where the fangs of the Depression bit deepest. Soon the
program was expanded to include World War I veterans, an age group
far beyond that of the kids. It was mainly veterans who died in 1935
on the Florida Keys when Government workers were overwhelmed
by a hurricane.

It wasn’t in the cards to mix up the two aggregations. There’d be one
camp of young boys, another camp of the older bonus-marcher types.
This latter category posed a much more acute problem; you had a lot
of professional indigents, boozers, so on. Poor Tommy Power got stuck
with a bunch like that, up in New England.

Enrollees of the Civilian Conservation Corps were fed, clothed,
housed by the Government. We Army officers were fortunate in that
we didn’t have to preside over the working hours of these characters:
that was up to the regular CCC civilian staff. What we did do was
manage the camp itself. We were glorified housekeepers.

Quite a come-down—to be pulled out of the sky, and sent off to a
rustic site in a forest or among rolling farmlands, to look after the needs
of the CCC boys. If there had been any possible way to beat this duty,
we would have beaten it. Not a chance.

I was second in command of our camp, located near a small town
called Brethren, Michigan. This was on the lower peninsula, well over
two hundred miles northwest of Selfridge, close to Lake Michigan.

Our commander was a Regular Army officer, ground forces, pulled
over there from Fort Sheridan, Illinois. I'd had that mess experience
at Selfridge, so promptly I became Mess Officer in addition to other
duties. As emphasized previously, I was always hell-bound to make a
good mess. We were allowed the regular enlisted men’s ration in funds;
food wasn’t fancy, but it was well-cooked and well-presented and there
was plenty of it. Proud to report that we had no morale problems be-
cause of a lousy mess.

Reluctant as we were to enter upon it, I think that we all might have
enjoyed the duty up there except for the way in which it was brought
about. They started at the bottom of the roster; lowest-ranking officers
went first. Lowest-ranking bachelors, naturally. It was typified as an
undesirable detail right from the beginning. No one knew how long the
duty was going to last. It might be years, we hazarded miserably.

We were away off there in the farmlands, away from our flying. And
we were GI pilots, not a bunch of damn chaperones.

Our CCC contingent was composed of the real wild and the real
woolly. They came from Hamtramck. That is a part of the greater De-
troit complex. Funny name; but Colonel John Francis Hamtramck held
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Revolutionary fame, and was the first American commander of the De-
troit fort after the British troops surrendered it.

I shouldn’t wish to insult the Hamtramck people and call their region
a slum. But in this century the population is chiefly Polish, and those
thick-necked boys who showed up to be supported by the Government
and to be scrubbed pure in the great green bowl of Mother Nature,
and to be administered by us clean-limbed Air Corps types— You
wouldn’t have mistaken them for a form of students from Groton.

I was in the first covey of officers listed for this stewardship. We as-
sembled our boys at the Detroit depot, with the smoke of Hamtramck
still in their hair and the soot still in their ears. We shepherded them
all the way up country; then we had to set up tents and get the camp
to functioning. We had to draw supplies from an Army quartermaster,
and gather up clothes and equipment; had to get a mess organized,
and everything else.

That was the bulk of our job: control them, feed them, get some sort
of discipline into them . . . train them a little bit. At least so they could
stand up in a rank and be counted, or so that they knew how to buck a
chow-line. Then the Conservation Corps folks—often National Park per-
sonnel or State Park people—took over. They planned, plotted, platted
—outlined the projects and set them up. They worked the boys.

At first, disciplinary problems were acute. Suppose one of these
gravel-voiced young Polacks said, “Naw, I don’t feel like getting up
this morning. I don’t want to go to work.” Well, on the face of it you
could throw him out of the CCC (in fact, people were thrown out if
they made themselves too obnoxious). But it wasn’t very acceptable
to your superiors if the only cure you could offer was to kick the guy
out, the first time he became a thorn in your side. Naturally if he were
to commit a criminal act, civilian courts would take care of that; but
we had no MP’s, no military courts or anything of that kind. Our big
task was one of leadership—persuasion, if you want to call it that. Good
old-fashioned Moral *Suasion.

Certainly not every lad among those two hundred and fifty or so
with whom we started, was a juvenile delinquent. There were some
real good leader types—boys who were natural-born sergeants or fore-
men—who had been properly trained and disciplined by their parents,
and came from respectable homes. It was easy to pick the leaders out,
and we did just that.

Main trouble, to begin with, was the kids getting into fights among
themselves. I tried to cope with this, and finally got an athletic pro-
gram going. It was a good way for them to work off a little steam. The
moment they’d start to scrap, a yell would go up for the boxing-gloves.
The contestants would be pulled apart, they'd get themselves nicely
gloved, and the circle would form again. We'd let them go to it. After
it was all over and the blood was being washed away from the cracked
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lips, and the black eyes were being tended to, I'd try to point out to
them— “This actually didn’t settle very much, did it?”

Gradually, through example, and through the simplest kind of
preaching—if you can call it that—we beat a little sense into their heads.
In a few weeks they were coming along in damn good shape, and
we were gratified.

. . . And glad, too, that we weren’t numbered among those unfortu-
nates such as Tommy Power, who soon drew the job of being Campfire
Guardian to an aggregation of World War I “heroes” who in many cases
had spent the lion’s share of their military careers in the stockade. We
were a lot better off with our Hamtramck Poles.

Considered in these aspects, it was a somewhat enlivening duty;
but constantly we Air Corps officers felt cheated. We were being bilked
out of our flying time. Our careers demanded the perpetual applica-
tion of the posterior to the pilot’s seat, the hand to the throttle and the
stick, the feet to the rudders. We were part of a combat fighting unit,
or had been. It was more to our nature to be in a combat fighting unit,
rather than to be in the Boy Scout business or the YMCA, or feeling
like a counselor at Camp Minnehaha—blowing a whistle and saying,
“Now, all the Bucks over on this side, all the Stags over there. . . .”

I began to get some rather cute ideas about what could be done to
correct this situation—at least I thought they were pretty cute. But I
kept my own counsel—didn’t talk to any of the other officers about this.
Seemed to me that it was essential that once again I instigate the bull-
by-the-horns procedure.

So, when at last everything seemed to be going smoothly, and espe-
cially when I had the mess functioning, I asked my commander for a
brief chunk of leave, and got it. Hopped in my car and aimed the radi-
ator at Selfridge Field. I went up and bearded Major George H. Brett
in his office.

During the long motor trip I had had ample opportunity to plan just
how I was going to approach my subject. So all I did was to utter a
brief lamentation about how we people were stuck away up in the
woods, away from our flying, away from all airplanes, and having no
chance whatsoever to keep up with our acquired skills. Of course Brett
was well aware of our shrinkage in combat potential; he didn’t need
any second lieutenants to point that out to him. But any commander
who is at all human is pleased when he finds a subordinate, however
lowly, reflecting his ideas.

I suggested that we were fast losing our skills up there in the dairy
patches, and pretty soon we might turn into the rankest of dodos.

Brett appraised me for a while. Then— “LeMay, if you can find a
place to keep an airplane up there— God damn it, you take an airplane
with you. My officers are going to fly.”

No one would have needed more carte blanche than that. I chased
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myself back up into the country, and went prospecting for a good pas-
ture. Found one. Went up and talked to the old farmer, and got him to
agree that we could land an airplane in there. I then made a careful
sketch of the field—a plat on which I put in the approaches and every-
thing. Those were really copious sketches. I showed how far any ob-
stacles were, on course from the fence-line; showed the elevation of
adjacent objects such as trees, etc. My whole effort was to convince
Major Brett that I had a usable field. In the end: no sweat. He was
convinced, and I got my airplane. P-12.

These more-or-less-sub-rosa-air-planning activities had to be secon-
dary to my main job in camp, which was that of Mess Officer. We had
a ration allowance of twenty-seven-plus cents apiece, and we were to
hell and gone up there. There were staples coming in: flour, beans,
rice, other cereals and such; but no fresh meat or poultry. And we
weren’t equipped for extensive refrigeration. We had to build field ice-
boxes and dig a cellar for storage. The Army awarded us a mess ser-
geant and a supply sergeant. In addition I had one pretty good man
who could really cook; he wasn’t a Regular Army man, just a civilian
employee; but he knew his stuff when it came to putting out the food.
Then we culled through the boys themselves and named some of them
to be cooks. Coming from a large industrial community, some were
bound to have had restaurant background or experience in food
handling.

Very soon, too, I got the nearby farmers coming in. They were fetch-
ing fresh vegetables; eggs; every now and then a pig or a couple of
quarters of beef. But promptly I was compelled to stop my purchasing
of local fresh meats . . . the stuff wasn’t Government-inspected. Before
long we got it set up so that our fresh meat could come in on the rail-
road. Still, every time a farmer would appear at the camp with a quan-
tity of produce offered for sale, I'd buy something from him, whether
we needed it urgently or not—just so he’d come back and bring the
fresh things. We always purchased at local market prices. So, with all
that fresh stuff in the summer, right off the farm— We didn’t eat like
kings, perhaps, but maybe like dukes.

We were in tents all the time I was there at the Brethren camp.
Never did get out of the tents. In the meantime we were in the process
of constructing permanent barracks; but I left before the barracks were
finished.

Between the mess duties and the P-12 which had been placed on
Detached Service from Selfridge, I was a right busy lieutenant.

Part of my flying activities were concerned not with girl-chasing
(which is by legend the avocation of all airmen when they’re not in the
air) but with cow-chasing. If I wanted to take off from that pasture
which I'd selected as home base, I had to chase the cows off the field
first. Then, when I came back for a landing, often it was essential to do
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a little cow-buzzing in order to persuade the critters that they belonged
over at the end of the field. Probably wasn’t good for the milk, but—
And after the airplane was landed, there arose the labor of fencing it
off so that the cows couldnt come up and chew the cellulose off the
wings. They just loved cellulose.

I have to smile now when I think of the fuel situation. Our CCC
camp was away over on the west side of the lower peninsula, maybe
three-quarters of the way up. So the routine would run like this: I'd fly
from Selfridge, land, and— The only way I could keep flying was, next
chance I got, fly the two hundred miles back to Selfridge in order to
get gasoline. Just had about enough to get back there. It was one hour
and twenty-five minutes regular flying time, to go back to the base
where Government gasoline was available. Then I could fly around
near Selfridge till I started looking at my watch. Then I'd land at the
base, gas up, fly back to the Brethren region, and land. Next time I
needed to fly— Back to Selfridge.

There were other officers working around, and it didn’t take them
long to discover that I had an airplane stashed away in our nice fertile
countryside. I wasn’t the only pilot in that particular neck of the woods.
So they started coming over, practically with their tongues hanging
out, dying to get in that aircraft. Since Major Brett hadn’t suggested
that it was actually my private plane, and since he had firmly declared
that his officers were going to fly, I couldn’t do any holding out on this.
When I didn’t have time off to get back in the air, I'd make the P-12
available to the other boys. They’'d go through the same routine: fly-
ing down to Selfridge for gas, flying around in the Selfridge area,
gassing up, then returning.

One joker didn’t do that. There is always a squeaky piece somewhere
in the machinery, and he was it. He went off on some little side ex-
cursion of his own, then returned to our cow-pasture and landed the
P-12 with nigh-onto-empty gas tanks. Sweet boy. I should have liked to
have caught up with him, but never managed to.

Probably the air did turn blue when I discovered that I had been
stranded without gas. But blue air has never been used successfully as
fuel for an airplane; so I had to come up with something better. I shall
confess vaingloriously that it didn’t take me too long. We had trucks
up there for the CCC people to work with. Well, what I did was to
put some truck gasoline in the belly tank of my aircraft. Our entire fuel
capacity was one hundred gallons, if I remember correctly: fifty gal-
lons in the main tank and fifty in the belly tank. That gave a radius of
operation, if you started out with full tanks, of four hundred and fifty
miles at least, safely. Still, it was a tight squeeze, and you didn’t dare
do any extra stooging around. That is just what that cuss had done.

(In 1933 you couldn’t think of going to a civilian airport and buying



AIR CORPS 93

gas to put in a military aircraft. There was no money for that sort of
thing.)

As for octanage: we needed a higher octane rating assuredly. But
I was fresh out of ethyl lead, and didn’t know where any other magic
elixirs could be purchased. It had to be good old run-of-the-mill truck
gasoline or nothing.

When I say that that character who had flown the P-12 previously
had left the plane sitting there with empty tanks, I don’t mean that
they were dust-dry—he hadn’t come in with a dead stick. After careful
investigation I believed that there was enough of the regular airplane
fuel left in the main tank for takeoff, and even to climb to a little alti-
tude. About then I would have used it up.

. . . Thought it would work or I wouldn’t have taken off with that
belly tank full of truck gas.

I followed my blueprint. Took off on the good fuel in the main tank,
and climbed up; then I switched to the belly tank and burned truck
gasoline for the rest of the trip. Oh, it belched black smoke and it
coughed at first, but by reducing the spark a little bit, why— And not
pulling high power— I was able to get down to Selfridge all right.

Must admit that this called for some burning of sparkplugs and get-
ting the carbon cleaned out, after it was all over—with high-powered
operation to tune the engine up again. But very quickly she was in good
shape.

In late summer I got the break of my young life. Here came orders
telling me to proceed to the Communications School down at Chanute
Field in Illinois. I was to report back at Selfridge first, however. Matter
of fact, I was the only one of our outfit who was being ordered to the
Communications School, and of course I greeted the prospect with glee.
I wanted to fly, and I wanted to study, and I was heartily sick of the
summer camp business and the more-or-less stolen hours in the P-12
. . . going through that eternal routine of scooting back to Selfridge for
gasoline before I could proceed with the real business of flying.

Flattered myself that I had run a good mess, though; and I wonder
if the boys ate as well after I left as they had eaten before.

Then, one night, someone left a newspaper lying around, and I
picked it up. It was a local paper from somewhere in that region—
Grand Rapids, Muskegon or maybe Traverse City. And here, buried
among columns of other news and advertisements, I saw a short squib
which fairly put my hair on end. The hangar which housed the Com-
munications School at Chanute had caught fire and burned down. . . .

Golly Moses. Well, I wasn’t about to say anything about this. I was
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hoping that I could get loose from the CCC before, inevitably, my or-
ders to the Communications School were rescinded.

I made it, just under the wire. The change of orders was lying on
somebody’s desk, I reckon; but on the required date, according to the
original orders, I was on my way back to Selfridge, and reported there.

They told me, “Hey, your orders were cancelled.”

“I wasn’t apprised of that.”

“Well now, Lieutenant, I guess you weren't. . . .

The big point was that I was off CCC. Selfridge didn’t have to send
a replacement up there; he came from someplace else. I didn’t know
where he was coming from, and didn’t care—just so I was emancipated
from the Hamtramck boys and Farmer Hayseed's pasture, and the
cows. As for the P-12, it had been left a-settin’, with one of the other
pilots taking over the responsibility. (Not the character who landed
her nigh-onto-dry.)

Must have been at Selfridge maybe a week or ten days, and then
another requirement came in. They were told to send somebody to the
new Navigation School at Langley Field. Off I went.

»

8

Tre NaME of Harold Gatty will not be remembered commonly today.
To the younger generation of readers that name may mean absolutely
nothing. Thirty-odd years ago in aeronautical circles it was quite a
name.

Gatty came from Tasmania. He had graduated from the Royal Aus-
tralian Naval College; also he made later studies of navigation under
one Lieutenant-Commander Weems of the United States Navy.

When Wiley Post flew his millionaire boss’s airplane, the “Winnie
Mae,” around the world during the summer of 1931, Harold Gatty was
his navigator. That was a real trail-blazing flight in many respects.
They made it in 8 days, 15 hours and 51 minutes. A couple of years
later, while we Air Corps types were up to our knees in the new green
CCC, Wiley Post again took the “Winnie Mae” around the world. He
went alone, with no Gatty to navigate, and he flew the same route,
give or take a hundred miles of distance, in twenty-one hours less time
than the previous trip. Observe that it was his second time over this
course; also there were all of Gatty’s navigational findings from the
previous flight that now accrued to Post’s advantage.

Harold Gatty was no longer a part of the slightly barnstorming at-
mosphere which always surrounded Wiley Post until his death in 1935.
(Post was flying Will Rogers on a trip when they finished up in a crash
in Alaska.) Gatty had been engaged by the United States Army Air
Corps as a senior navigation research engineer. To begin with, he
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sharpened the skills of key officers who worked directly under the
Chief; but before long they set up two schools for us younger fry. One
was at Langley in Virginia, the other at Rockwell Field out on the
California coast—near San Diego, on North Island. Later this field was
transferred to the Navy, and still belongs to them.

As a commissioned ship’s officer and at the same time a veteran navi-
gator in the air, Gatty seemed a natural for his job with our Air Corps.
He shuttled back and forth from Virginia to California. Technical lore
which we absorbed from this man and from his system of teaching
seems rather crude now, considered in the light of later knowledge,
but truly it was advanced for the time.

There was little or no celestial navigation practiced in the Air Corps
previously. In fact if Gatty hadn’t had that experience at sea, he would
have been floundering. He had figured out a way to adapt some of the
shipboard methods to airplanes; that was the reason we were inter-
ested in his curriculum and came to profit from it. All the students
were pilots. A navigator wasn’t a three-headed monster in those days,
as they grew to be called later; he was just an unidentified beast, un-
recognized and unchronicled.

We had been using mainly pilotage, following the railroad tracks or
highways. There had been very little dead reckoning: we only fell
back on that when we had to. So now, in Gatty’s classes and under
the system devised by him, we entered a new world.

The tiny amount of dead reckoning studies which we had achieved
previously occurred in the classroom. No formal schooling at all, where
it was necessary to use dead reckoning over water.

No celestial at all. The Air Corps just didn’t use celestial—there was
no reason for it. Airplanes were of such short range that studies
wouldn’t have been justified. Up until this time the only system devised
for celestial navigation was the venerable maritime method which sail-
ors used. You shot the sun or shot a star at dusk or at dawn, so you
could see the horizon in the sextant, and get the elevation. That gave
you a line of position.

But in airplanes the mathematical method of computing the line of
position after you got your altitude was extremely cumbersome. It
might take you forty minutes to achieve a line of position. You had to
take a number of shots, average them out, and then effect the solution.

Aboard ship that made very little difference. If it took you forty
minutes to work out your position after the initial shot, you would
have it set down pretty accurately on your chart and in your log, be-
cause of the slow speed of the vessel. But in an airplane, even at the
speeds of those days, you were covering a lot of distance in forty min-
utes. Nice to know, Where were we forty minutes agoP—but a little
nicer to know, Where are we now? . . . Here.

In previous years we possessed no aircraft which might be consid-
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ered as really being long range. But in 1933 the B-10 was in the frying
pan and almost ready to be served up to us. According to reports, the
B-10 was going to be It for the time being. We had great faith in the
program. Everyone would have the latest Poop-from-the-Group, and
we used to sit around discussing the capabilities of an airplane which
none of us had yet seen.

As usual, whenever we got to really speeding on the slick ice of a
program, the Army Brass, represented by the ground-molded minds
in control, would be the old lady who comes out and throws ashes on
the slope where the kids are sliding. . . .

The Navy, of course, fought the whole idea of our flying over water.
More about that later.

Still, we had the B-10 coming, and we were going to have to learn
how to navigate over water and land masses alike. We were going to
have to get a fix on our position in a lot less than forty minutes, or there
was no use in flying the damn thing. Gatty was the most knowledge-
able of his species alive, and owned more experience, especially over
water. He had developed some excellent short cuts through the thickets
of aerial navigation. These he tried to teach to us. Shades of Peewee
Wheeler again . . . Gatty wasn't a very good instructor.

There wasn’t much known at that time to instruct on, anyway. But
he knew the bulk of it. And the students weren’t numerous: there may
have been less than a dozen out at Rockwell on the West Coast, and
maybe a few more than that, there at Langley.

Another nice thing: in the process, all of us were getting some time
under the hood. God knows that was needed in the Air Corps, then
or any other time. Our Instrument Flight Course was either a by-
product or a natural outgrowth of our navigational training—I've never
been able to decide which.

As for the latter program: it was essential that we should get the
hydrographic office to realize our needs. Desperately we needed new
tables and short cuts, much quicker methods of calculating, speedier
machinery for solving the celestial triangle to get a line of position.
This was all in the mill at that period, but our needs and our demands
were far ahead of any mechanical assistance available. New ap-
proaches were being made constantly . . . then it would be discovered
that they were impractical, or could be more readily superseded by a
simpler process.

It seems weird now to look back and observe the great stark staring
fact: no one in this end of the business had really foreseen the long-
range aircraft. Nor, it would seem, had ventured even a guess at the
navigational problems which would ensue. . . . A weather officer on a
surface vessel, comfortably standing by the rail with his sextant in
hand, and shooting the planet Venus at sundown, was one thing. A
navigator in a 150 or 200 mph plane was quite another.



AIR CORPS 97

We didn’t find any of the answers right off, but our friends kept on
trying. I think now of our first celestial computer, known commonly as
the Black Box. It was a gadget with counters on it, and cranks which
you turned. All it did was solve mechanically the celestial triangle, in-
stead of employing trigonometry and logarithmic tables. You first set
in the time, in the form of the local hour angle. Then you set in the
latitude, and the altitude of the heavenly body . . . when these all
synchronized, you had your answer in longitude.

It was one of those situations where every time you recognize a
problem you come up with a new puzzle.

The Navy threw a tantrum at the idea of our flying over water; but
we were going to fly over water, and we did. Along the Virginia shore-
line. We tried to do all of our navigation between lighthouses which
were, of course, precisely located points. You could fly directly over
one, and use your driftmeter and your compass, and then use double
drifts to get the ground speed—things of that sort. In the short time
we were at the school we were actively navigating, and were learning
to evaluate our results.

Just as far-reaching as anything else, at least in my particular per-
sonal case, was the time under the hood, practicing blind flying. Not
much had been done in this line before. There was a major over at
the engineering section of Wright Field—man named Ocker—who had
been doing a lot of blind work with banks and turns, maneuvers of
that sort. The results had been fascinating.

Doubtless our new equipment came as a result of Ocker’s initial ex-
periments. The authorities decided to fix up two airplanes for blind
instruction—one for the school at Langley and one for Rockwell. In
each case it was an O-2 with the rear seat equipped for instrument
flying. Very simple instruments installed there: just the bank and turn
indicator, with a hood over the top.

As I say, there were only about a dozen students in each place, so
we all got in a little time in these blind O-2’s, during the two or three
months we were down at Langley. It's not too astonishing to record
that we were learning to fly straight and level, hold courses, get out
of spins—all under the hood. I should say that the average was about
twenty-five hours apiece of instrument training under these conditions.
In my own case, I was told later that I had achieved more time under
the hood than anyone else in the entire Air Corps. I think it was about
twenty-seven hours. The program fascinated me. I hung around and
pestered my instructors, and managed to rack up that extra time just
because I was so hot-and-bothered about the whole thing.

A few of the earliest B-10’s soon appeared at Langley, right there in
1933; but more advanced designs were on the way. These would be
a great improvement over the first models. We hoped that the ad-
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vanced B-10’s would be delivered while we were still in Virginia, but
hoped in vain. It was, after all, a very brief school course. I cant re-
member that any one of us got checked off in the B-10 while we were
then at Langley.

To return to the actual navigational end, we had, besides Gatty, a
couple of other people who were a little more knowledgeable than
the norm. One, a man by the name of Tommy Thurlow (killed later
in an airplane accident) was an accomplished mathematician, as-
signed to the laboratory at Wright. He came over and helped us as
an instructor. So did Norris B. Harbold, a West Point graduate and a
fellow classmate of mine at Kelly. He had all sorts of arithmetical ac-
complishments. He worked closely with Gatty, and I think that the
Australian was able to communicate a lot of his ideas to Skippy Har-
bold, who in turn instructed the rest of us.

Have I said that Gatty couldn’t communicate very well, himself,
to the ordinary student mind . . . P

Skippy Harbold could.

In a recent letter, Harbold reminisces concerning Thurlow: “He was
a student in the first course at Rockwell; but an astronomy course at
Stanford made him more knowledgeable than all others present; so he
became an instructor in celestial. . . .”

Skippy points out that Tommy Thurlow was Howard Hughes” navi-
gator on his flight around the world.

He discusses Gatty’s methods and accomplishments, but is com-
pelled by the facts to conclude rather gloomily: “Gatty always had
about six irons in the fire at one time. Although he was the initial spark,
he soon lost interest and went off to endeavors that offered greater
return.”

Greater return to Harold Gatty, it must be assumed. For nothing at
that particular time could have benefited us more.

It would have been a fine thing for the immediate future of our
long-range program if we’d had more planes and more instruments
available for this type of training. As it was, there were only our cou-
ple-of-dozen graduates from those twin navigational schools who had
achieved such advanced proficiency. Some of these were destined to be
lost between the cracks, or mistakenly shuffled on to other assignments.

As for the bulk of us, scattered back among our various outfits again,
I think it was prayed in Washington that we would spread the good
news around whenever and wherever possible. In other words, our
commanders trusted that little scraps of our advanced training would
rub off on the personnel with whom we came in contact. That was the
best the Air Corps could hope for at the time.
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TrroucH 1932 and 1933 my romantic life grew increasingly dependent
upon the presence of Miss Helen Maitland. I took every opportunity
to see her; and there came abundant opportunities, as my sophistica-
tion in the Air Corps increased and as acquaintanceship developed
with others of Helen’s friends.

There had been and still was a great deal of running to and from
Cleveland, if it could possibly be wangled whenever Helen was home
for holidays. But she had gone down to Akron by this time, to take a
big job (or so it seemed to us) as dental hygienist with the Firestone
people.

It so happened that Akron was just about the right distance from
Selfridge for those routine cross-country trips we Pursuit people were
always making. Fact is, my commanding officers used to be amazed at
how willing I was to go to Akron. Anybody else didn’t want to go, Le-
May was always eager to make the trip for them. Nice guy.

. . . Social excuses develop easily in the young. Our expediting of
plans often resembled something out of a Sherlock Holmes detective
story. One thing, however, I had realized in the back of my mind—
without actually pinning it up on the wall and taking a good look at it.
I knew it, yet refused to recognize it officially.

Helen Maitland was a terrific flirt.

And forever I had been schooled in—or at least had adhered to—
the notion that coquettes couldn’t be trusted. It was rumored (she may
even have bragged about it) that she had accumulated three fraternity
pins at one time, when she was only a sophomore at Western Reserve.
And with each victim being serene in the knowledge that he was the
One and Only! Also, I knew for a fact that before I became involved
with this killer-diller she had worn two Theta Xi pins alternately, al-
though one belonged to a masochist type who knew all about it, and
still kept hanging unhappily around.

But there in 1933, were we engaged? By no means. Some of the
younger LeMays were in high school and had to be provided for; it
was necessary for me to send home a chunk of my pay each month.

Once again it was a case of, “It may be fine for most people, but not
for me.” Like a social career back in South High School, marriage was
a luxury. It was diamonds and pearls on velvet in a jeweler’s window.
. . . Somehow most of my friends had managed to acquire a diamond
or a pearl by this time. (Grim thought: in some cases a mere rhine-
stone.) But I just couldn’t see myself investing in these gauds. So I
sternly kept from thinking how nice it would be.
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In October of 1933 I had just left the navigation school at Langley.
Had a little leave coming, and went up to Cleveland. Helen, although
employed regularly with Firestone those days, was taking a weekend
off to go home for a few family delights with her folks, and I was in-
vited to join them, I got along just great with the elder Maitland,
Helen’s father. I think her mother looked upon me with dark suspicion,
because I was an impecunious youngster in the fly business; and in
common sense the mother thought her daughter could do better than
that.

On arriving in Cleveland, I was thunderstruck at being presented
with the news of Helen’s engagement. An engagement not to me, but
to someone else. She seemed very smug about it. She told me that
night, chattering with her usual colorful detail: the fiancé was a doctor,
busy at some clinic down in Brazil now, but planning to meet her in
Bermuda for a marriage ceremony there.

Secretly I was horrified, but still not too much surprised. Neverthe-
less I really felt sodden and sad. But I wasn’t about to put up a great
howl to Helen—wasn’t about to get down on my knees and plead with
her to demolish this engagement. If that was what she wanted, O.K,,
let her have it.

(The fact that simultaneously there was a Man Number Three lurk-
ing somewhere in the background, who also considered himself en-
gaged to Miss Maitland, was something which didn’t come out at that
moment. I guess the reader knows by this time that eventually I be-
came wedded to the Ohio State Flirt Champion.)

We have two versions in the family about subsequent occurrences
of that weekend, just as most husbands and wives do. Helen’s story
goes that, on my departure, she asked me when I was coming back
again. I said, “I won’t come back until you get over this nonsense.”

My memory runs differently. I say that she stood there in the hall
doorway and asked, “Well, Curt, when are you coming back?”

“Not coming back.”

“You're not?”

“Nope.”

I declare that we didn’t patch it up until she had gone through some
lengthy Italian medieval plot about luring me down there for her
sister’s wedding, and getting me to substitute at the last minute as best
man for her brother-in-law.

She says that’s absurd. She says that I came running back in no time
at all, and she very generously dissolved all her other engagements;
and we agreed that very month to get married just as soon as possible.
Doesn’t matter really. Point is, we were married on June gth, 1934.
Undoubtedly we would have been married a lot sooner if suddenly
the AC flyers hadn’t had to go into the air mail business.
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In FEBRUARY, 1934, President Roosevelt cancelled the mail contracts
which had been given to various airlines, and ordered the U. S. Army to
take over the flying of the mail.

Whenever I hear the air mail episode mentioned, automatically one
thing rises before my eyes very clearly. It is not, as might be believed,
a graph or a breakdown or a summary of Army Air Corps mail opera-
tions.

Mileage of scheduled trips flown: 1,590,155 miles. Mail poundage
flown: 777,389 pounds. Actual hours flown, carrying the mail: 14,
108:37 hours.

Correct. But that’s not what I see. I see a stewpot on a plumber’s
burner.

. . . It is an evil March day down in the Carolinas. Wet snow drives
from the northwest, then changes quickly from wet snow to a storm
of sleet; then melts into rain, congeals into sleet once more. The ceil-
ing is pulled away down over the field. Horizontal visibility is lousy.
So the mail plane is sitting grimly in an open shed-like hangar. I am
standing around just as grimly, looking across that field and cussing
the weather.

I do not cuss the maintenance men. They have done everything that
good mechanics could possibly do, to get my aircraft ready for this
flight; and now they are having a meal, or are about to have one. Call
it dinner, call it lunch (the word brunch had not offended our ears
as yet). Call it a belated breakfast . . . it was food. It was important.
It was stew.

Didn’t cost much. I don’t know where they dug up their stewpot,
but they had bought a few vegetables and some chunks of soup-bone
with not a lot of meat sticking to it. This was going to be mighty thin
stew. And where were they cooking it? Over a plumber’s flame at the
corner of the hangar. That was the way the Air Corps people lived, the
way they fed themselves.

Figure it out. President Roosevelt issued his order to Postmaster-
General James A. Farley on the gth of February, 1934. Major-General
Benjamin D. Foulois, Chief of the Army Air Corps, was ordered to
start flying the mail on Monday, February 1gth. We had just ten days
in which to set up shop.

. . . Air Corps was a skinny little entity in those days. We boasted
exactly thirteen hundred and seventy-two Regular officers on active
duty, in and outside of the Continental United States. Every domestic
base drew from the same depot: Wright Field, near Dayton, Ohio. So
just the logistic aspect of these activities—to get supplies spread out so
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that we could operate all through the countryside—was an overwhelm-
ing task.

Once again, to get back to that pot of stew on the plumber’s burner—

There was no such thing as per diem paid under normal circum-
stances. About the only time we ever collected any subsistence ex-
penses for a trip was when we went to the factory to pick up new
airplanes. I think this was because there was money available in the
procurement funds for errands of that sort. It was regarded as part of
the cost of the aircraft itself. But never had any per diem, as such, been
appropriated for other purposes and shelled out to us.

If we went on maneuvers or aerial demonstrations, necessarily we
had our ground people along for maintenance purposes. Then the or-
ganizations had their own messes set up. And on a little trip which
wasn’t any part of a laid-on exercise, you just went and paid your
own expenses.

No one in the Air Corps had ever run into a contingency like the
air mail problem before. We were ordered quickly away from our
bases, slashed into tiny detachments, and scattered all over the Nation.
We were to set up new mail stations and fly new mail runs. No messes
were established, no quarters provided: there just wasnt any money
for such a program. Everybody was out on his own. If you were one
of the few lucky stiffs who had a sizable bank account, well and good.
You could write checks and get them cashed; and you ate steaks, and
you slept on clean new sheets, and all the rest of it. But if you didn’t
have any money (most folks didnt) you got along as best you could.

The monthly wage of a private in those days was twenty-one bucks.
We second lieutenants got that same old hundred-and-twenty-five a
month, plus flying pay and allowances to practically double the
amount. So it was the enlisted men who ran out of money first. They
had so much less to start with.

They were eating homemade mulligan and they were sleeping on
planks laid across saw-horses in cold hangars. Lucky to be out of the
rain. And they were scrounging around for blankets.

A sergeant would come beaming in and tell how that nice old lady
at the hot dog stand down on the corner—the one they all owed for
hot dogs and hamburgers, until they were ashamed to ask for any
more credit— That nice old lady had just given him a pillow!—she said
she didn’t need it, and she had found out he didn’t have any pillow;
so she said, what good was that thing doing, lying on her sofa? And she
up and gave it to the sergeant. . . .

A wartime psychology ruled. The boys were out fighting and bleed-
ing and dying; generous-hearted folks tried to do whatever they could
for them. If one end of your run was at—say, Newark, New Jersey—
and you had a second cousin living in Newark— Cousin Emily might
have a spare bed. Lucky you.
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If people on active duty in the Air Corps at that time had been
polled as to their opinion of Congress, the Congressmen would have
shuddered. It took that Congress until the 27th day of March to ap-
propriate an excruciatingly generous five-dollar per day allowance for
our living expenses. Meanwhile, it was hand-to-mouth.

First off I was ordered to Atlanta but I didn’t stay there long. An-
other set of orders sent me right back up to Richmond. My mail run
was from Richmond to Greensboro, North Carolina. On this run I flew
mostly an O-2.

. . . Your aircraft would be there in front of the hangar on an old
cracked concrete apron, and you'd wait for the mail to be sent out
from the Post Office in a truck, all sacked up. There were special forms
for registered mail, insured mail and so on; you had some paper work
to do on that. There was a manifest also for the ordinary mail.

Then the crew would load it into the airplane. We'd stuff mail in,
wherever we could get a sack in: in the small baggage compartment
under the rear cockpit, under the cowling, everyplace else.

(Regret to state that some mail was lost, and lost for a long time, be-
cause it had slipped away up under the cowling, and people didn’t
find that little sack when they were unloading the stuff at the other
end. They wouldn’t find it, perhaps, until they started to do a regular
inspection job on the aircraft.)

. . . Then, with all the sacks loaded, you'd taxi and take off, and lug
the mail down to the end of your run.

We couldn’t help wondering what was in those dirty drab sacks.

Dear Gladdy, Just got time for a few quick lines to tell you that I
love you—

I am sending herewith a refill prescription order for the medication
prescribed by me for Mrs. Ellis—

Sorry to have to inform you that your employment with this com-
pany will terminate on the last day of this month. Mr. Aaronson is
reorganizing, and it has been decided that—

Honest to Pete, honey, I never did care for Jimmy! When I pre-
tended that I was crazy about dancing with him I was only kidding—

Enclosed check for five thousand, six hundred and thirty-three dol-
lars and seven cents in full settlement for—

We weren’t wild romancers or would-be poets or novelists or any-
thing like that. We were just young Air Corps types who had been
ordered to perform a difficult drudgery and, in most cases, were doing
the best we could.

But we were human. It would be impossible for any human being
to be given suddenly this strange unprecedented assignment, and not
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get to speculating about the load he carried when he was up there
alone with the engine and the wind.

When people who are old enough to remember that late winter and
early spring of 1934 think about the Army flying the mail, they have
a vague but shuddering recollection of vastly more casualties than ac-
tually were incurred.

This followed logically on the public hysteria attending every an-
nouncement of an airplane’s meeting with disaster.

The press didn’t discriminate too accurately in its evaluation of such
accidents. Every Air Corps plane which crashed during that period
was adjudged to be mixed up, one way or another, with the mail busi-
ness.

It is readily forgotten by the bulk of civilians—or it might be a fact
neglected from its very beginnings—that there is a normal attrition in
any flying establishment. So many airplanes fly, so many people fly
them, such-and-such a hazard prevails; the weather has deteriorated;
this-or-that piece of mechanical equipment decides to malfunction—
Youre going to have accidents.

What we've always tried to do is to keep that percentage down.
That’s why we have immutable rules, definite procedures, endless in-
spections. (One whole team in the modern Air Force is known as Fly-
ing Safety.)

Sounds a little cold-blooded maybe. But every pilot is not at a peak
of one hundred per cent efficiency one hundred per cent of the time.
There will be accidents.

Also it must be remembered that many newspapers and radio sta-
tions of 1934 were apt to slant any and every story in order to discredit
the Roosevelt Administration. Editorially it was emphasized that the
President or the Postmaster-General or the Secretary of War or the
Commander of the Army Air Corps— Someone was a deliberate
butcher. Maybe the whole bunch.

Also publicity and promotion people for those commercial airlines,
which had been relieved of their lucrative contracts, were not be-
hindhand in recognizing the emotional value of Air Corps deaths. The
airlines wanted to get the mail back, period.

A book called The Airmail. Jennies to Jets, which appeared as re-
cently as 1951, exemplifies the attitude described above. Observe the
following quotation:

“This terrible and needless slaughter continued through the end of
February and into March. . . . Each day the stories in the newspapers
were worse. Deaths, injuries, planes forced down, planes washed out.”

The public bought the idea (and still retains it) that scores of Air
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Corps pilots lost their lives in an heroic but absurd effort to emulate
the superb performance of the commercial airlines.

Let us go probing into the files of the USAF Historical Division. We
find that there were four deaths while actually flying the mail: Lowry,
Sell, Weinecke, Wood. Three men died in flights incident to air mail
activity, but prior to the beginning of operations: Grenier, White,
Eastham. During the period of operations, three people were killed in
training: Howard, Kerwin, Richardson. And a pilot named McDer-
mott went to his death during an administrative flight associated with
the air mail.

There seems to have been some discussion in 1934 as to whether an
additional name should have been included—that of McAllister, a Re-
serve officer who died near Duncansville, Pennsylvania, on 5 April.
But in a report to the Executive Officer, Military Intelligence Division,
G-2, General Staff, the PRO of that same Military Intelligence Divi-
sion “stated that this accident had no connection with the air mail.’”

There were many accidents, however, besides these. I was lucky
and had none. But even as good a flyer as Pete Quesada got—shall we
say, delayed—up in Pennsylvania, and had to walk away from it.

Despite all exaggerations and misconceptions, that wave of public
concern had a valuable repercussive effect. I'll go into that later.

Our chief problem was in staying alive in a different way. Our chief
problem was not to starve to death, and not to sleep out in the rain.

Naturally it would have been more convenient to use a hotel at
either end of the run, if we could have afforded to do so. Most of us
started out that way, but we ran out of cash. Then it was a case of
furnished rooms, when and if we could get them. Or even of sleeping
in hangars along with the ground crew.

My own situation down in Dixie, to start with, was fairly simple.
They scheduled one flight each way, per day, and there were two of
us on that route to do it. I worked opposite another second lieutenant;
but I did more flying than he did because I had more experience. If
there was an extra flight I usually made it. If something happened
that both of us were caught at the same end of the line, I usually went
down to the other end and took that extra flight.

It was SOP for one of us to be in Richmond and the other in Greens-
boro. We kept a room at each end of the line. Theoretically one of us
was in each room each night. (Frequently on other runs, in other peo-
ple’s experience, there was not only one sleepy lieutenant to a room-
ing-house room: there might be two or even more, if bad weather
had fouled everything up. There was also that business about sacking
up at Cousin Emily’s house in Newark; and sometimes being a guest
in a house where you didn’t even know the people.)

Americans rose in a kind of desperate hospitality. There were kindly
citizens who took those poor homeless waifs in, and offered them every
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generosity. I remember from personal observation that many people
—boarding-house keepers, or small restaurant owners, or grocers—ex-
tended credit far beyond their ordinary economic ability to offer it.
Many doors were opened, and many hearts.

This was like a war exercise which had come on overnight: it de-
manded an enormous spread of supplies. So in effect it was a wartime
exercise, insofar as the logistics people were concerned.

I was a GI pilot. I didn’t get into any of the staff work, the planning
for operations or supply. There were many hold-ups; but they weren’t
apparent to us boys out in the field. None of my flights was ever
cancelled because the airplane wouldn’t fly; nor do I remember my air-
plane ever quitting on me, due to bad maintenance. The mainte-
nance people did a remarkable job. Consider this: if a mechanic
needed a wrench of a certain type, there was no way for him to get it
except to go to a hardware shop and buy it out of his own money.

Everyone turned out, just as if we were going into battle. Men
worked days and nights to get things going.

As a matter of fact we overdid it: that’s the reason we lost some
people and wrecked a lot of airplanes. We were attempting to do
more than we were capable of doing at that time, or had the equip-
ment to do.

You might say that the first flyaway kit which later we devised so
successfully for the Strategic Air Command— You might say that the
first flyaway kit was used while we were spread around on the air
mail. When we needed parts, we flew them around to the various little
fields. Sometimes mail and parts were all mixed up together in the
airplanes.

If you were to reéxamine newspapers of this period you could easily
gather the idea that the Army’s flying of the air mail was one enor-
mous catastrophe—that the Army just couldn’t do it. This is not exactly
the case. We certainly weren’t equipped to do it at the onset, but we
were getting equipped very rapidly.

Congress began to wake up to the fact that we needed help and
some money in this field, and with many a yawn and groan they be-
gan to get something done about it.

.. . I remember a shopworn clipping from the New York Times,
date of March 23rd, 1934. This clipping was all fuzzed up from much
handling, and we wished that the citizen who wrote that letter to the
Times had signed his name (so that we could express our apprecia-
tion) instead of just signing Citizen.

“Can we assume,” Citizen wrote, “that . . . the gods will awake us
a year before the guns are loosed?”

Americans were learning to their astonishment and terror that the
Army Air Corps had been starved to death. This was something which
we were glad to have the public understand, even at long last.



(1) Erving LeMay and Arizona Car- (2) Curtis Emerson LeMay, 1907
penter—their wedding picture, 1905

(3) “Iliked sitting on the donkey.” (4) Young LeMays at the Panama-
Pacific International Exposition,
1915. “If you look close, you can see
a couple of airplanes.”



(5) “A Chamber of Horrors devoted to smashed aircraft . . . Mine.”

(6) Sworn into the Regular Army Air Corps, February 1, 1930, Selfridge Field—
Second-Lieutenant LeMay, third from left




(7) A water-cooled Curtiss P-1 (8) LeMay in the cockpit
of his P-1
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(10) LeMay, 1931—“Arranged a
couple of blind dates for us: Helen
‘ Maitland and another girl.”



(11) CCC camp

(12) When the U.S. Army carried the U.S. Mail




(13) Airborne pony express—an 0-19 flies the mail over Elkhorn Ridge

(14) Half the country’s entire Heavy Bombardment force en route non-stop to
Buenos Aires, Argentina, February 20, 1938. Lead navigator was First-Lieutenant
Curtis E. LeMay.




(15) The officers of the lead B-17 on the non-stop flight to Bogota, Colombia, 1938—
Aircraft Commander C. V. Haynes is standing to LeMay’s left

(16) LeMay directs successful Rex intercept 776 miles out to sea—May 12, 1938.

“1225...Dead ahead was the Italian liner.”
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(18) LeMay, a father at last,
holds seven-month-old Janie
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General Benny Foulois declared a King’s-X of eight days, there in
March. Some new patterns and policies were being worked out. This
was to draw breath, and more or less reassemble ourselves after the
first desperate encountering of the problem. So the Air Corps licked
its wounds for a week, and then started in again on a somewhat cur-
tailed scheme of operations.

In the meantime I was ordered up to Wright Field. They had started
a new school, a Blind Landing School.

You must remember that at this time we didnt have much in the
way of instruments in our airplanes. We were away behind. There
was practically no instrument flying in the Air Corps then. You flew
when you could see. If you couldn’t see you didn’t fly. I recall that
once, long before the air mail incident, we came in to Uniontown,
Pennsylvania, on our way to Washington or Langley. If we couldn’t
see to get over the mountains, we couldn’t get over the mountains.
We sat at Uniontown for ten days.

So in flying the mail we never flew on instruments. Weren't equipped
for it, nor were we trained for it either. But you'll recall that I had
gone to the navigation school, and chalked up those hours under the
hood before the air mail thing started in. Guess it was natural for me
to be picked as a candidate for the Blind Landing School.

Up there at Wright we trained on O-2’s, then finished by getting
checked off on the B-10. In this case it was to fly the B-10, as well as
to be able to fly on instruments and make blind landings.

On graduation in May, we took a B-10 and went back to the air mail.
I was ordered to Cleveland then, with that same B-10. It was a brand
new airplane and everybody wanted to fly it. Somebody else grabbed
it and made a flight to Chicago. So the B-10 was gone, and I had to
make my own air mail flight to Chicago in an O-38. I got in one trip;
then the mail job folded up on us.

A conference of airline operators had been called by Postmaster-
General Farley on April 20th, and at that conference bids had been
opened for reinstatement of civilian air mail routes. Most of the com-
panies had been reorganized because of a restriction stemming from
charges of venal conditions at the awarding of the original contracts.
Through the technicality of reorganization, commercial airlines got
back into the air mail pattern once more.

The very last mail flown by the Army was sent across the Continent
in “new Curtis attack planes and Martin bombers.” They made it all
the way from San Francisco to Newark in fourteen hours and eight
minutes. Pretty good, for the time and the conditions and the aircraft
involved.

But we who had studied at the Blind Landing School were disap-
pointed bitterly. We had learned that blind landing was a simple
thing, though not foolproof by any means. You wound up by getting
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a glide path established after you started heading into the field, and
you sat there waiting until you hit the ground. We had just really be-
come operational, and now here we were with our war taken away
from us.

So much, so very much, had been learned and learned the hard
way. At first they’d tried to keep the bomber boys in bombers and the
fighter boys in fighter aircraft. But before long we were flying any-
thing that stood on the flight line: P-12’s, O-2’s, B-2’s—the Keystone
bombers—

Our crew chief system had been whetted up, clean and sharp. The
crew chief was the chief mechanic on a particular airplane, and he
had his bunch of assistants to help him. An old crew chief knew every-
thing there was to know about that airplane, and the whole crew went
along with it if it moved to a new station. Considering everything, we
enjoyed the best maintenance in the world. Maybe these guys on the
ground didn’t have a lot of the tools and equipment they should have
had, but they really knew what equipment they did have. They were
devoted. Dedicated wouldn’t be too strong a word.

As for attrition, the lives which were lost, the planes which were
smashed— That was the result of people flying over their heads. They
were trying to get that mail through when they didn’t have the
proper equipment or the proper training to fly the instrument weather
that we were trying to fly. If ever the maintenance was down a little
bit, it was down not because of lack of skill, but only lack of parts and
equipment. Never were there enough tools furnished by the Govern-
ment. That’s why a sergeant went out and bought a wrench out of his
own dough.

We were just getting able to do a good job of flying the mail, when
they cancelled it and gave it back to the commercial folks.

But one thing had been dramatized ably, and it was valuable to us
that the newspaper people played it up the way they did. Full at-
tention was called to the fact that we had been pauperized: the Air
Corps had not been getting anything like the money it needed, and
that’s the reason we were in such a beggarly condition. It focused at-
tention, and made it possible for us to get a terrific boost. Congress
was spurred into action by the revealing of our shortcomings. We had
taken an enormous step forward.

Let’s go back to this blind instrument business for a minute. Here
we were, with brand new equipment on the B-10’s to make those blind
landings. The civilian airlines weren’t even close to that in 1934. To
be perfectly frank, they’re not close to it yet.

We were actually making those blind landings, we were landing
under the hood. We were doing it, and doing it damn well. The big
commercial airplanes of today which carry the mail don’t do that now.

Naturally we're talking about a different situation. The skies weren’t



AIR CORPS 109

full of airplanes, as they are in this year of 1965. We didn’t have run-
ways then on our wide fields, so you didn’t have to be too precise about
getting on a runway. You came in, and just sat there, and waited and
waited, and then you came down and were rolling on the ground.
With planes which landed in a comparatively short distance, with big
fields— You could do a thing like that.

Within a couple of weeks, or maybe three at the most, back there
in 1934, we of the Air Corps would have had a transcontinental air-
line which could have landed on instruments all the way across the
Nation: the first all-weather airline.

If we'd been allowed to go a little bit further I think we would have
learned more, and more quickly than we actually did. It would have
benefited us when it came to World War II, now rumbling only a few
years in the future. Of course it was asking a lot, and in the face of all
that hysterical popular pressure, for the President not to give the mail
back to the Indians quite so soon. We in the Air Corps would have
been well availed by more extensive opportunity. Too bad President
Roosevelt couldn’t have seen that.

11

It was duly announced that Saturday, June gth, was the fatal day on
which Miss Helen Maitland and Lieutenant Curtis E. LeMay would be
united in bonds of holy matrimony. The flap was on.

Never before had I realized that there was so much to the mere
mechanical process of getting married. For complication, the air mail
wasn’t in it. Whenever I was in touch with Helen—which was as fre-
quently as could be managed—I was notified concerning major crises
which ensued about every two hours, and minor ones every five min-
utes.

I had my own worries, and decided to do something about that, too.
It was this business about possibly being transferred to a new base.
I'd seen that happen to a lot of people: it wasn’t any fun for either of
them, especially for the new bride.

The Army displayed diabolical efficiency in dealing with such mat-
ters. It was as if a witch-like Board sat in some haunted cavern, looked
over the lists, and said, “Now, who’s nicely settled down in some new
quarters? Let’s put him on the list for this far-distant assignment—and
immediately.”

Chances were, it seemed to me, that I might be ordered out very
soon. As June arrived, I figured that I had been a Regular Army officer
for four years and four months, and during all that time was home-
based at Selfridge. There was my Detached Service down at Norton;
there were the few months with the CCC, and recent months with the
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air mail; but those last two calamities were something not peculiar
to my own situation in life—they were happening to everybody. So, to
all intents and purposes, I could look for a change. The Air Corps
wasn’t notorious for having its personnel take root and grow into the
soil.

A little more bull-by-the-horns, T thought, and watched my chance
to make a trip to Washington. Once there I headed for the office of
the Chief of Personnel, but fast. It was normal to do this: everybody
who went through Washington was always scooting over there to take
a look at their Efficiency Reports, and so on. It was a simple procedure
to check with the Personnel people, to see if they had any plans for
sending me overseas.

. . . I pointed out to them that I'd been up there in Michigan over
four years, and naturally expected a transfer along about now.

The answer? “Relax, Lieutenant. Nothing in sight for you. Nothing
whatever.”

This made all the difference in the world, and I heaved a sigh of
relief. Felt pretty smart, too. This was the way to handle such situa-
tions: go to the horse’s mouth and find out. Take my friend Bryant
Boatner—he had received orders that he was to depart for Hawaii in
September; and he and his wife had barely three months in which to
get ready for the move. . . .

But Helen and I could approach this business of furnishing our new
home, with light hearts. There would be a lot of fixing up to do. . . .

At that time the officers’ quarters at Selfridge had just been built,
and the houses were really very nice. Of course you had to have some
degree of rank in order to live on the Base. I was still only a second
lieutenant. Matter of fact, almost everybody was a second lieutenant.
We had two majors, a couple or three captains, a couple or three first
lieutenants, and about ninety-five second lieutenants. At various times
there was considerable jockeying around to get hold of these quarters,
because most of us were of marriageable age. (I was one of the last to
be married, of my contemporaries, except for those who never mar-
ried at all.) But there was a set of quarters available, and T was en-
titled to them. . . . So O.K., Helen, let’s see what’s in the hope chest.
(All the girls had hope chests in those days; but it took a lot more than
their contents to furnish up a home.)

Ten days leave was coming. After considerable confabulation, we
decided that I should take this leave with the wedding day in the mid-
dle—arrive in Cleveland a few days beforehand; and we'd depart a few
days after. That would make it all easier from the social standpoint.
We had no wish for a wedding trip, anyway—wanted to spend our
time and money in fixing up our home. Once again: I had never known
there was so much to the job.
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Frantic letter from my bride-to-be. “You promised that you would
go right over and measure those windows and send me the dimensions,
and you haven’t done it. Now, you get over there right away, because
I've got to know how much material. . . ”

I thought the Moment of Truth would never arrive, but it did. We
both said I do smack in the middle of one of the biggest fights we ever
had. The subject was entirely hirsute. Helen announced that she was
going to have her hair trimmed much shorter than the way she had
been wearing it, and I didn’t like this. Told her so, and told her not
to cut her hair; if she did, I'd grow a mustache. Guess she thought I
was bluffing, but I wasn’t. She went ahead and cut off some of my very
favorite hair from her head, so I grew the mustache. This was a mis-
take, and I realized it about as soon as anybody else, but I had to act
tough for a while. Then I let Helen win out, and shaved off the mus-
tache, and that was a great victory for the bride. . . . Good idea to
let them have obvious victories every now and then. Helps the morale.

So we shook the rice out of our ears, and managed to make a sneak-
away from celebrating friends, and honeymooned in a Cleveland hotel
for a couple of days. Then we continued the honeymoon in new
quarters at Selfridge . . . shot all our meager savings on curtains and
bedspreads and furniture and rugs. Every time Helen hemmed a new
piece of cretonne, I congratulated myself that I had gone to Washing-
ton, down to that Personnel office, and found out exactly how things
stood.

We savored this rose-covered-cottage mood for about ten or eleven
weeks. Then I was told that the adjutant wanted to see me. . . .

This was really in the Department of the Feeble Smile. I went
home to give Helen the glad word.

“We are assigned,” I told her, “to the Sixth Pursuit Squadron at
Schofield Barracks, Wheeler Field, Hawaii.”

“But you went down to Personnel— They told you, they assured
you—

“Yeah. I'm smart that way. Always go in advance and find out.”

“But— Why, Boatner’s going this month, and he had his orders away
back in June, and— Curt, when must we leave?”

“Week from Tuesday.”

“But why do we have to go to Hawaii? Are they suddenly expand-
ing the Air Corps or—or something?”

“Nope. They plan ahead. They decide who they’re going to move
out to a place like that; and they get people all assigned and listed and
notified; and then people get sick and can’t go, or people die and can’t
go, and—"

No use standing there holding a wake on the subject. We quit yak-
king and started packing.
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The biggest troop transport operated by the Army was the Repub-
lic, and that was ours. In regular procedure we were ordered to our
port a couple of days before we were due to sail, to get through neces-
sary red tape, have papers processed, etc. It was essential that we
ship our household goods and personal possessions immediately on
receipt of those devastating new orders. This household stuff had to
get to New York before we did, in order to be loaded on the same ves-
sel. Our car would go on the ship as well.

Interesting to observe how they ran the transport business in those
days. (Maybe they still do.) In this instance of September, 1934, and
in the case of the Republic, there was an unexpected delay. Some-
thing was wrong with the ship’s machinery; it had to be rectified. She
couldn’t sail on the appointed date, and here was a whole horde of
people waiting to travel on her.

For instance, us. We had reached New York at the required time
and were staying at the St. George Hotel in Brooklyn. When it be-
came evident that the sailing date must be set back, prospective pas-
sengers were ordered out to the Port of Embarkation en masse. There
were a few quarters there, which were soon overflowing; but another
transport lay in the harbor, the St. Mihiel. Promptly the St. Mihiel be-
came a vast hotel or barracks to accommodate the troops who were
rotating overseas with their families. Families always went along with
the enlisted men, and most of the officers were accompanied by de-
pendents. Additional expense loomed, the moment a sailing was de-
layed. The majority of those people just couldn’t have made it—didn’t
have the extra cash to tide them over. This arranging of quarters and
mess on another ship was just about the sharpest thing that could have
been done.

On embarkation date everybody moved back aboard the Republic,
and off we sailed.

At the Canal Zone, people who were ordered to Panamanian duty
disembarked and were replaced by military personnel and dependents
en route back to the United States from Panama. They boarded the
Republic and were carried up to San Francisco, and disembarked there
—at least, all who were destined for stations in the western part of the
United States. Probably those headed for duty in the Middle West or
along the Atlantic seaboard simply waited in Panama until there came
a military transport bound for New York, and then sailed on that.

I was interested in all this deployment and re-deployment, and in
studying out the reasons. (Just as always I'd been vitally interested in
mess facilities.) Talked to some of the transportation officers. Discov-
ered one—to me—very amazing thing: i.e., it would have been cheaper
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to send us from Selfridge to New York, and then all the way around
Cape Horn and up through the Pacific to San Francisco— It would have
been cheaper to do this than to send us by rail from Michigan to the
West Coast.

That stuck in my mind.

Astonishing; but sometimes the cheapest thing is also the most com-
mon-sensible thing to do.

In Hawaii they didn’t have enough quarters to go around, and there
I didn’t have enough rank to achieve quarters on the Base. At least,
not at first. We had to find housing off the Base, and that turned into
a real hunt. Helen couldn’t stand to even think of Selfridge. She re-
membered the minimums which had formed in her mind as a result of
that comfortable experience of two or three months. She needed so
much kitchen space, so many bedrooms, so on, so on; and nothing like
that existed on Oahu. What we finally settled for was a beach cottage
down on the north shore of the island. It looked like something out of
the old play Rain with Sadie Thompson and all, and a tropical down-
pour a-pouring. We had a living-room; one bedroom; tiny kitchen
opening right onto the beach. No hot water in the bath. Matter of fact,
the bath was a shower, with a floor made of wooden slats. You stood
on the slats, and the water went right through to the sand . . . we were
on the beach literally, if not figuratively.

Just as at Selfridge, I had a lot of jobs; everybody did. Forever there
were several chores demanding your attention simultaneously (man
gets mixed up now in his recollection, trying to recall where and when,
and just how many jobs he had at any given moment, and what they
were). One time or another, there at Wheeler, I appeared in the role
of Communications Officer, Assistant Operations Officer, Engineering
Officer, Mess Officer— There were a lot of other odds and ends too.
There just weren’t enough people to fill the jobs; so an individual had
to double or triple or quadruple in brass, like oldtime musicians. Or
like an actor in a barnstorming company, he had to change hats re-
peatedly in the course of a day. There was never a full complement.
You had a group of pilots, and they all flew as air crew members; but
they had their ground assignments—and many—when they weren't fly-
ing. The same people who flew the airplanes, and fought the airplanes,
also administered and staffed the squadron.

Ours was a composite group. We had two Pursuit squadrons and an
Attack squadron, and what we called a Service squadron—really a
maintenance and housekeeping outfit which ran the Base. It was very
good to have your own maintenance. That knowledge came back to me
forcefully and profitably in a future time.
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Next thing I knew, however, I was handed a schoolmaster’s mortar-
board on top of everything else. Navigational training of 1933 under
the Gatty plan had come back to haunt me.

I discovered that my old friend John Egan was down at Luke, doing
the same thing with the Bomber people which I was assigned to do
at Wheeler., Let me explain that there were two John Egans: one was a
fighter type up at Selfridge, an older man than I by several years. The
John Waldron Egan to whom I'm referring was a tall blue-eyed calm-
spoken character who graduated in our class at Kelly in 1g29.
Nowadays he was stationed at Luke Field on Ford Island, where Ob-
servation and Bomber folks were organized into another composite
group.

Well, John and I got together and shook our heads over the whole
business. He had been in the Gatty program also—went to the Rock-
well school in California while I was at Langley. Each of us had in-
gested the same course and we had arrived at a mutual verdict. We
knew for a certainty that no one there in Hawaii was going to learn any
navigation in a program which allotted one hour per week to this in-
tricate and rewarding study. Actually all they were offering was what-
ever navigational studies might be included, along with a variety of
other subjects, as a part of the regular ground school course. Everyone
took this. It was more of a review than anything else.

What the Air Corps would need in the foreseeable future, it seemed
to John Egan and myself, was more and more men specifically trained
for navigation—not those who had just dabbled in it. The thing to do,
we agreed, was to go to our respective commanding officers and receive
permission to approach the department commander of the air forces
in the district. This was (then) Colonel Delos C. Emmons.

.« « A couple of very nervous but still determined second lieutenants
waited respectfully in Colonel Emmons’ anteroom, and sweated it out
until we were called upon to present our case. We may have been
frightened, true; but we were by no means uncertain in our approach.
We had spent a lot of time figuring out just what we were going to
say. It was good, both for us and for the immediate future of naviga-
tional training, that Emmons was a forward-looking man. In no time
at all we got the green light. Egan moved up from Luke and joined
me at Wheeler, and we set up the curriculum.

It was a full-time school, and we had a dozen students assigned to
us to start, on what we determined should be a three months’ course.
More than that, we had assigned also an amphibian: an OA-4. And
soon we got a second (those were the old twin-engined types). Seems
like the Navy didn’t relish the idea of our tooling amphibians around—
certainly that implied a program of use over water—but nevertheless
the Air Corps owned a few of them in Hawaii. As for these special
navigational school OA-4’s, we flew the damn things to death.
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I set up the class in two parts: one section would be flying, the other
section in ground school. Then switch.

True, there had always been a navigation school of sorts in Hawaii;
but it was mainly pilotage, with a little bit of dead reckoning, and
schooling on the compass . . . some deviation . . . just plain simple
pilotage and dead reckoning was practically all that had ever been
taught.

Now we were going ahead with celestial. I need scarcely add that
it was essential for the two ambitious instructors to keep well in ad-
vance of their students. We worked all day with our scholars; then
we had to drive ourselves through the evening hours as insurance
against questions which might come up the next day.

Poor Helen. Freshly arrived on Oahu, and so very recently married,
she was still entertaining all sorts of romantic notions about tropical
surf on the beach, and lover-like strollings in which we would wander
forth in a kind of hibiscus-hued dusk to watch the moon come up be-
yond the cocoanuts. We wandered forth all right, but I needed to do
homework just to keep ahead of that damn class. So it was necessary
to take a position out there on the beach, and make celestial shots of
the stars; then Helen would have to hold the flashlight while I made
my calculations. It was pretty shattering to her previously treasured
romantic concepts. She’s still griping about that, more than thirty years
later.

But John and I really got ahead of the game at school. Those am-
phibians made all the difference. It was a joy to see how zealous our
students were, biting deeply into the problem of long-range navigation
for the first time, and flying over water. As we had done on the Vir-
ginia coast near Langley, we tried to do our navigation between light-
houses—precisely located points. Same old driftmeter and compass
routine.

Hard work or no hard work, John and I were happy as larks. We
recalled how we had gone to our respective commanders in order even-
tually to get permission to see Colonel Emmons, and how in neither
case was there too much interest; but we had pestered around and
pestered around, until finally they let us go to the overall air com-
mander. I don’t know what Emmons’ antecedent history had been—
whether he was an old Signal Corps type or not. But he was a wise
enough Air Corps officer to foresee that celestial navigation was an es-
sential of the future. He wasn't afraid to give his O.K. for the formation
of a class and a program which had never existed before—had never
been countenanced, requested, or even dreamed of.

On top of everything else, Egan and I were drawing dividends from
the experience too. For we still had personally a lot to learn about navi-
gation; would have, for a long time to come.

Our students were from both Luke and Wheeler. There were
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Bomber people and Pursuit people and Attack people in attendance,
and we ran several classes through. To the best of my recollection,
that would have been three classes in an overall period of nine months.
Then we ran out of material and the school had a Fire Sale and closed
down.

We were always getting short of personnel out there. Once I remem-
ber at Wheeler we were down to twenty-seven officers. Far as human
resources were concerned, we just didn’t have ’em. For that reason the
deal was stopped—not because it was frowned upon by our command-
ers. Already it had become apparent that there was a realistic advan-
tage to the whole thing, an accrual for the future. Some thirty or forty
more career people were now equipped to wrestle firsthand with the
problems of long-range navigation over water.

In normal operations at Wheeler you'd get up and fly around the
island to the right, or fly around the island to the left, and that was it.
There were safety reasons and policy reasons for our not going out to
sea. Safety: folks didn’t think that we could get back. Policy: the Navy
raised hell,

But during school months I had taken this situation apart and ex-
amined it. Didn’t see any reason why we couldn’t conduct flights in an
amphibian out to Bird Island. (That’s also called Niihau; it’s west and
a little south of Kauai, about a hundred and fifty miles from Oahu.) But
in those dark ages it was a very venturesome thing for a commander
to approve.

I felt that the risk was only implied and not actual. “I'm positive, sir,”
I said to my CO, “that we can find the island.”

He shook his head. “Look on the chart here. See what it says? Posi-
tion doubtful. It hasn’t been precisely surveyed in.”

I had two choices . . . sit back and accept the verdict, and say,
“Sorry I bothered you,” thus yielding to the whole business about the
island not being accurately placed on the chart.

Or I could stick my neck away out, which I did.

“Actually, sir, that doesn’t make any difference. Because the island is
fairly close. Under certain conditions of visibility we can see it when
we've got a little altitude along the coastline here. We'll find the island;
no trouble about that. And if we don’t find it, we’ll just turn around and
come home after we've run a search problem. No danger whatsoever.”

It struck me that already those of us juniors who had had the benefit
of up-to-date navigational research and instruction were way ahead
of our seniors who hadn’t had it. There seemed to be some awe in his
voice as he asked, “How are you going to get back?”
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Nothing to do but to say merely: “Our navigation is precise enough
for that.”

In the end he was convinced, and gave his permission. Before long
all the crews were going out to Niihau. It was a damn good demon-
stration in the art of building up confidence in students. We were
shooting for a dead-reckoning area of about a quarter of a degree or,
say, a quarter of a mile in-sixty-miles-away. Consistently we hit it.
When the students found that they could do this again and again, they
began to feel like celebrating Old Home Week.

We received no protest directly from the Navy at this time. That
came later. It was the ancient sore subject again: the weed-grown ques-
tion of surface vessels’ vulnerability to air attack. They realized that
an exercise such as ours, suggesting future long-range navigation by
aircraft over water, would eventually point up that same vulnerability.

More tenacious than this, however, was the tradition that the ocean
was the Navy’s sphere of operation, and Army airplanes shouldnt be
flying over it—they ought to fly over land.

About the same time we had new developments, coincidental with
the arrival of a major named Clayton L. Bissell.

I relax into a lot of old-age musing now, trying to decide just what
to say about Major Bissell. (A major-general when he retired.) He
possessed a lot of energy and a lot of ideas, and was responsible for a
much more realistic training program than we had had out there in
Hawaii before. His job was that of Operations Officer for our composite
Group. At one time he had been an aide to General Billy Mitchell.
Such an association loomed importantly in any airman’s career, at least
when it came to taking a factual view of things.

Not long ago I sat with another oldtimer, and we both spoke of Bis-
sell. Finally the other veteran summed it up, at least to his own satis-
faction. He said, “You know, he did a lot of good; but he made
everybody mad doing it.” Thinking back on the whole deal now, you
couldn’t imagine Bissell's ever winning any popularity contests with his
associates or subordinates. But there have been plenty of times in my
own career when I wouldn’t have won any such contests either. Fact is,
I would have been in the Tail-End-Charley position.

. . . You mention the name of this officer, and immediately you'll
hear the crackle of live ammunition and the thump of live bombs. He
got hold of the ordnance; that was something no one else had ever
done before. We ex-Selfridge folks of course had fired live ammunition
. . . that was in the little training program where we flew to Oscoda
each summer, where we could fire on the margin of Lake Huron. There
was no place for us to shoot, anywhere in the Selfridge area. So we had
the so-called matches down at Langley for those of us who could make
the grade to get there, and that was that.

Very shortly our new Operations Officer at Wheeler had us bursting
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out with live stuff all over the place. I still remember the thrill in that
moment when I dropped a live bomb. First time I'd ever had the op-
portunity. We'd all dropped practice bombs, yes. But a live bomb—

Major Bissell secured some realistic targets, too: some old salvaged
boats. He needed the Navy’s cooperation for this, and to his enormous
credit be it said that he won that cooperation. Maybe the Navy didn’t
like it particularly, but they towed those lame old boats out for us, and
we went to work with our bombs. And on the heels of our little schol-
arly sorties to Bird Island, Bissell instigated a whole series of inter-
island flying programs.

This might suggest some attrition of aircraft and personnel. There
had been those original fears that we wouldn’t be able to make it off-
shore, flying from island to island. Fact is, I don’t recall that we ever
dropped an airplane in the drink on an inter-island flight. Certainly we
didn’t tally any more accidents than we’d been absorbing in our normal
buzzing around Oahu. Because, even though you were flying over the
island, there were only about three or four places where you could
land. If you weren’t within gliding distance of one of those, you had to
set a conked-out aircraft down in the water anyway.

Historically we must consider the plight of a lieutenant named Moe
Spicer, who was honored by a visit from his fiancée. She came from
the mainland, duly chaperoned, to take up quarters at the Royal Ha-
waiian Hotel during her visit. As all the world knows, the Royal Hawai-
ian is located directly on the Waikiki beach in a marvelous setting.
Popular song and story have blended to build up a composite legend:
the long wide beautiful beach, great Pacific combers rolling in, a whine
of ukuleles and steel guitars in the background, and the rustle of hula
girls in grass skirts . . . generally an ideal background for young lovers
or even older ones.

Nothing would do except that Moe Spicer must naturally fly his P-12
offshore, parading along so his girl could see how well he flew. Some-
thing went wrong, his engine cut out, he made a forced landing. When
he came down in the drink, it was right off the Royal Hawaiian Hotel.
The weather being hot over there all of the time, our usual attire for
flying was simply our under shorts, a light flying suit pulled on over the
shorts. On this tragic day, Spicer had to take off his flying suit to swim
ashore. Trouble was, his shorts had been torn in the process of getting
out of the airplane.

When he smacked into the water opposite the beach, he drew a big
crowd. Same crowd was on hand, fiancée and all, to witness his arrival
as he crawled up on shore.

. . . Something pretty sorry about a man in torn pants, anyway.

Speaking of P-12’s, those elderly Boeing biplanes went on serving
indefinitely and hanging up an enviable record, year after year. The
Boeing P-26 was on its way to us at this same time. They had already
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set altitude and speed records, before ever I was assigned to duty in
Hawaii; and we pilots knew that we were about to go into the 26’s.
There was a vivid excitement in viewing the capabilities of this low-
winged monoplane. (During our early warfare in the ETO during
World War II, it seemed that there was something reminiscent of the
P-26 in the elliptical plan of wings of the British Spitfire . . . fuselage
and nose were entirely dissimilar. )

The P-26 had a top speed of well over two hundred and twenty-five
miles per hour, and in the 1930’s that was really speed. Some of our
old 26’s survived to get into the World War II act; Philippine pilots
and the Chinese still had some of them, and they flew those against
the Japs.

As for the P-12’s, a lot of them went to noble deaths when they were
used as radio-controlled targets for our own gunners.

In reviewing the difficulties which might have faced an objective
newcomer like Major Bissell, one has to take into account the peace-
time garrison atmosphere which prevailed in those days.

And it appears now that I have left the LeMays domestically
stranded down there amid seashells all of this time. Twasn’t so. There
were wails at first, of course, when we occupied that little shack. It’s
SOP in our business for all of the curtains to be forever obsolete—they
won’t fit the windows of the new house you move into. People in the
Services will smile grimly when they read this: happens to everybody
all the time. It’s an expense which you run into, an agony and a chore.

But well before Egan and 1 were through conducting the naviga-
tional school, I had made first lieutenant. At last Helen and I possessed
enough rank to move into quarters on the Base. We had a big living
room; a lanai (kind of patio); and three bedrooms; dining room,
kitchen.

We had been our own bosses when we lived in that cottage on the
sand. I used to look back with doleful nostalgia to those evenings when
Helen held the flashlight (even though she hollered about it), and I
spent hours with sextant and notes.

Our navigational school was a thing of the past. The long chilly arm
of the Air Corps Country Club had extended, and there were new
ramifications. We were Showing the Flag, we were accepting the
White Man’s Burden. Believe it or not, we dressed for dinner every
night. Every night. They couldn’t tell us what to do down there in that
rattly beach shebang, but they sure as hell could tell us what to do,
once we were dwelling at Wheeler.

I began to feel a little rule-happy about all this. Maybe that’s the
reason I got absolutely pie-eyed for the first time in my life. I dont
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mean just in a slightly singing or slightly bellicose mood. We used to
get that way in the pioneer times; if we didn’t have to fly next day,
that could happen. What I'm talking about is ossified, pickled, em-
balmed.

One of the problems inherent in possessing rank and owning the
responsibility of command is that people don’t think youre quite hu-
man. You can’t get drunk even every now and then. (But there have
never been too many teetotalers among the military, if we leave out
Stonewall Jackson and—I suppose—Sir Galahad.)

If you drink too much and too often, then youre no good in your
slot. You just can’t exercise the responsibility and functions of com-
mand. Man has to watch his step, no matter how much he would like
to tie one on, on some particular night. Otherwise he gets talked about,
and unfavorable opinions are formed about him. They may be errone-
ous but they can be devastating.

. . . Like Grant’s being in a bunk on one of the boats at Pittsburg
Landing, when the battle of Shiloh began. Was he drunk, or wasn’t he?
Historians and biographers have argued about that ever since. . . .
Same way with General Joe Hooker at Chancellorsville. Was he drunk;
or was he stunned when a chunk of solid shot struck the column against
which he was leaning, on the front porch of the old mansion? That’s
never been straightened out to a lot of people’s satisfaction either.

I read about these episodes when I was in high school, and thought
at the time that it would be dangerous for an Army man to so indulge
himself, or even give the appearance that he was indulging himself.

Also in life I was compelled to observe what a too-careless tolerance
of the habit of imbibing could do—not necessarily to a leader or a great
military figure, but to just an ordinary man supposed to be holding a
job and supporting his family. That could be bad, too.

Usually I've taken it pretty easy. In turn, comparative abstinence on
many occasions has brought its own grist of gossip. I've heard that I
owned ice-water in my veins. Have heard it told that I didn’t know
what it was to let go—that I had never been drunk in my life.

Sure as hell I was: twice at least. The most recent time was on that
occasion in 1947 when the separate Air Force became a reality, when
we had won our wearying fight to achieve autonomy. Helen drove us
home that night.

The other time was when we were lieutenants, there in Hawaii.

Butch and Jeff Griswold invited the Morris (Nelly) Nelsons and us
to dinner on Saturday night. Just as simple as that: it wasnt New Year’s
Eve or anybody’s birthday or anniversary. Just a plain ordinary garden
variety of dinner party.
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This routine of the black tie and the evening gown wasn’t so bad
on the girls (fact, they liked to do this, just as most women do. And
they could wear full-skirted cotton dresses, light-weight and comfort-
able and cool; it didn’t cost a mint to keep up a wardrobe like that).
We men, on the other hand, had to wear stiff collars and all. It was a
real pain.

You must be dressed after six p.m., and that wasn't just if you were
dining out, either. If you were sitting at home in your own quarters,
you were still dressed after six. A man would usually put on the mess-
jacket type of dinner coat; those were a lot more comfortable. Still, it
was all a damn nuisance.

The night of the Griswolds’ little dinner party, Helen and I were just
about walking out of our quarters when the phone rang. It was Bissell,
our demon Operations Officer.

“Get down here to the line right away. I need to talk to you about—"

I can’t for the life of me recollect what it was that he wished to see
me about. But I know—and knew at the time—that it was some dratted
little thing which could easily have waited until the next day.

Well, I peeled off my dress-up clothes, put on my working clothes,
dropped Helen at the Griswolds’, and hit for the line. Was down there
about two hours. On this weekend evening there was absolutely no
necessity for my being on the job; the longer I thought about it the
more I bridled, and the angrier I became, deep inside.

Finally got through with the allotted task. Went back to our quar-
ters, changed into dinner clothes once more, and headed for Grizzy’s.

Things had been happening over there. It was decided unanimously
that they would wait dinner on me, and also decided unanimously
that they must try out the Griswolds’ new cocktail glasses. These were
of the huge double old-fashioned type, the first we'd ever seen. It was
a novelty, a profound social stunt to have them. Little sawed-off old-
fashioned glasses: everybody knew those. But these whoppers— Each
had the cubic capacity of a junior cocktail shaker.

First off Grizzy had served an experimental round to his wife, to the
Nelsons, and Helen, not forgetting himself in the process. He had a
reputation for making lethal drinks anyway. Butch Griswold’s idea of
a good old-fashioned was to put a couple of puny lumps of ice in the
glass, with the attendant shot of angostura bitters on sugar, and a wee
wad of fruit; then fill up the whole glass with straight bourbon.

This is what he had been doing to the others, during those hours
while I was fighting and dying on the flight line, and changing clothes
and getting back over there.

Lucille Nelson was pregnant at the time, and she couldn’t drink too
much; and Jeff Griswold was never much of a drinker anyway, or so
all the other wives said. Privately I didn’t think that Helen was much of
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a drinker, far as that goes; but she always tried valiantly to keep up
with the leaders.

Well, I came in, mad as a hornet. Here were these others weaving
around with monstrous glasses in their hands. I asked how many of
those they had had. They argued the question back and forth, but fi-
nally agreed: there had been four rounds, at least for Helen and the
boys.

Iysaid, “O.K. Wanted to know just how much the rest of you have
had. Line ’em up.”

Grizzy went to work. He mixed four of the double old-fashioneds,
big brimming glasses, and I drank them down one after another. Just
about as silly a stunt as I ever pulled in my life. It was a wonder I
didn’t fall over dead. But I was young and not too bright, or at least
not as bright as the young sometimes think they are.

Dinner, as may be imagined, was pretty disorganized. Here Jeff
Griswold, a lovely hostess, had gone to every possible length to get
together the most eatable dinner ever seen on a Saturday night at
Wheeler. But people were drifting and fading all over the place. I
remember Nelly Nelson: he went in the guest bathroom, and locked
himself in there, and wouldn’t yield space to anybody.

I sat down at table and started to eat the candles. My hostess took
those away from me and brought some more conventional food; but I
wasn’t very much in the mood for dinner by that time anyway.

As for Helen: she tried unsuccessfully to storm that bathroom; but
Nelly Nelson wasn’t giving ground. So she couldn’t get to the bathroom
. « . Helen made it into the guest bedroom, and lay down on one of
the beds, and didn’t have the strength to get up again, and kept feel-
ing sicker and sicker.,

Finally she could hear the rest of us out in the yard. Nelson had
emerged from the bathroom by that time, and he was there with Grizzy
and me, and we were all trying to minister to each other. The prime
idea seemed to be that Nelly should put his finger down his throat
and thus start a chain of operations which would lead to self-relief.
This he tried to do assiduously . . . only trouble was he had his arm
around a post. It is difficult to put your finger down your throat when
you've got your arm wrapped around a post.

Overhearing us didn’t help Helen’s equanimity very much. She lay
moaning and repeating a kind of doggerel, according to Jeff Griswold
.+ . “Oh, I'm so ashamed, so ashamed. Oh, I'm so sick, so sick. . . .”
Finally she couldn’t talk any more about it. She just acted.

. « . Grizzy, as a scheming host, was least intoxicated. It was he who
drove Helen and me to our quarters. Helen managed to get some of
her clothes off, and lay down on the bed . . . she thinks she was out
like a light for a while, and then she roused up. Goodness sake, where
was her husband?
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There was a light in the bathroom.

She called, “Curt. What are you doing in there?”

“Taking a bath.”

Helen went to sleep again . . . awakened again. The bathroom light
was still on, and there she was, alone in bed.

“Curt, what are you doing in the bathroom?”

“Taking a bath.”

She finally managed to get on her feet, and came and took a look.

I don’t know how long I'd been sitting there. I was in the tub; this
was our good modern bathroom, as in all quarters up there at Wheeler
—not the old slat place on the beach. I was in the tub, soaping myself
all over. Helen said she never saw such a soaping job as I was doing,.
The thing was, I didn’t have any water in the tub or any soap either.
But I thought I was working up a real good lather.

Actually that wasn’t the most wicked occurrence of the whole night.
Helen says she still starts up sometimes, having nightmares. . . .

Well, Sunday morning I felt a lot better. Got up, ate a huge break-
fast, and then fetched a well-stocked breakfast tray to my well-stacked
bride. She protested, but I told her, “You'll feel much better if you eat
a big breakfast.” She didn’t agree with me; in fact she scarcely agreed
with herself all day. She was sick, hour after hour, and we were having
guests in to dinner that night. . . .

The pay-off came the following (Monday) morning, when my con-
valescent Helen came face to face with the Griswolds in the PX. She
poured out heartbroken apologies. “Oh, I'm so sorry, so dreadfully
sorry for what happened. 1 don’t know how I could ever have allowed
myself to get in such a condition—"

They both clucked commiseratingly, and then Helen brightened a
little. “Anyway, there was one good thing about it: I lost five pounds.”

Grizzy said, “Yes, I know. We found it.”

In those days the average tour of duty in Hawaii ran two or two-
and-a-half years. You can call our tour minimum average, since we de-
parted for Hawaii in September, 1934, and were back in the Zone of
the Interior (mainland, United States) in time for Christmas, 1936.

And after our leave had been spent, when 1 first reported for my
new job, I reported at a place and for a type of duty which I never
would have thought possible a couple of years before.

There were a lot of reasons for this. Both at the time and long after-
ward, I tried to examine my motives and discover what the incentive
was. Certain influences in work and in associations affected this choice;
but I think most of the change came about through my own evaluation
of the matter, and the conclusions drawn.
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I (who had trained and worked industriously in the Pursuit business
ever since our class went down to Kelly in the summer of 1929) re-
quested a job in Bombardment, and got it.

Sometimes I have been asked if this was because of my recognizing
an imminent Japanese threat in the Pacific as early as five years before
Pearl Harbor. The answer is strictly Negative—at least from the echelon
in which I was working at the time. War Lords of the Rising Sun might
have been a general menace in some distant military future, but they

were by way of being permanent bogeymen . . . something like the
advance or recession of glaciers . . . something not quite of our own
time.

Nor do I believe that my recent hard-working association with John
Egan had much to do with it, either. Side by side we had toiled pro-
fessionally, just because we were enthusiastic about navigation, and
had both been exposed to the Gatty school. Neither one of us really
knew much about celestial but we were willing to die a-trying. We
were just one jump ahead of our students, all the time; had to study
harder than they did, spend more time on homework than they did,
and more time on practice—all in order that we might take a shot and
say, “Look. Here it is.”

But I don't recall that John ever sat down and offered any lectures
on the vast importance of Bombardment over that of the fighter busi-
ness. This was just something I figured out for myself, somewhere amid
all that island-hopping . . . in that aiming of a sextant toward a star
from a dark beach.

The fighter had evolved as a defensive weapon. How the hell were
you going to win a war with it? It might have its innings in certain
phases of warfare, just as the Attack people might have their innings.
But who was it who'd go far beyond the enemy lines and attempt to
destroy not only armies in the field, not only supplies and fuel dumps
and tank concentrations up near the front; but would go deep into the
enemy’s homeland, and thus try to eliminate his basic potential to wage
war? Bombers, nothing but bombers.

Truly I had worked very hard, had hunted up extra jobs for myself.
I'd taken on a great deal of work through the years—work which was
not scheduled originally and which I might have avoided had I been
less ambitious. But I was ambitious. I wanted to be capable, not only
in Pursuit but in other Air Corps activities as well. If I was going to
learn something about the rest of the Air Corps, firsthand, by God I
had to go and leam it.

Undoubtedly the navigational school had sharpened up my thinking
along this line. At least it got me to speculating in terms of long-range
flying and the defense of the Islands, or defense of the American con-
tinental shoreline. And, considering certain well-tested and unim-
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paired axioms, an even more capable defense by means of an offense
waged from some other point on the Earth’s surface. . . .

It was obvious that we needed longer and longer-ranged airplanes.
Also obvious that historically we would get them, or else we’d not sur-
vive. Patently, also, the fighter aircraft was purely a tactical phase of
warfare. If you desired a strategic role, you had to get into Bombard-
ment. It would be the strong arm. Perhaps, in the end, the primary
arm of the Air Force.

Therefore, when it came to filling out my preference card for a new
assignment, I asked for the Second Bomb Group at Langley.

(I was getting a little restless and edgy in that duty out there, after
I had made up my mind that I wanted to work in Bombers. One week
they had some little exercise or maneuver; it wasn’t much of a war,
but I felt that we as a squadron were humiliated, and hadn’t done
very well in the job. A critique was held afterward; and the squadron
commander asked me what I thought about the whole exercise. I was
just too blame frank. As I recall still further, this crime was reflected
in my Efficiency Report. Undoubtedly it’s there, deep in the archives
today. Anyone has an opportunity, and digs deep enough— He can
find it, and read how I didn’t think very much of the squadron’s effort
in that maneuver, and said so.)

Obviously it was known in Washington and at Langley Field that
I’d been through that original navigation school, under Gatty. Also in-
formation concerning the Egan & LeMay Young Men’s Navigational
Seminary had trickled down the line.

You never knew how it was going to come out when you expressed
a preference, any more than you would today. But you could request
and you could hope. In this case I was a lucky duck.

Folks kept coming around and saying that they wanted to touch
me, in the hope that some of the luck would rub off on them. This busi-
ness of asking for something and getting it, and not being assigned to
flying box-kites at Skull Dump, Nevada— We were more than ready
and willing to say Aloha to the lanais, to the leis and the bays, and dis-
appear into the comfortable hulk of our good friend the transport Re-
public.

Back in the States we took our leave over the Christmas and New
Year’s holidays; then drove down to Langley and reported for work.
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IRST OFF they wanted me to go back to school-teaching. They
seemed to think that I was a natural born prof.

But the B-17 was really emerging from the works and would be de-
livered soon. It had far greater range than the B-10, which was our first-
line bombardment aircraft at the moment; so there was a growing need
for pilots with an understanding of long-range navigation. Fact is, the
moment I hit Langley, the Personnel Officer announced that it was all
set up: I should start a navigation school for the Second Bomb Group.

Right then I discovered it was very fortunate that I knew John Egan
would be coming that way in another three months. I didn’t know
whether I was selling John down the river or not; but I simply had to
learn something about bombardment, and Egan was already up to his
ears in such experience.

Here was one job I must dodge if I could possibly manage to do so.

. . . I can fairly hear the papers rustling now, as I stand in front of
that desk, and feel Captain McCormick’s eyes coming up to appraise
me again.

“You've been running that navigation school over in Hawaii—"

“Well, I was one of the two in on it—"

“Pretty good school, we heard over here. You people did a good job.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Lieutenant, we’ve got to start a school here at Langley. And you're
going to run it for us.”

I could hear my voice going on rapidly, “Oh, sir! No, no, no! Ac-
tually I'm not too good at that sort of thing. Believe it or not, I had to
study harder than the students over there at Wheeler, to keep ahead
of the game. It’s all very interesting, of course; but the trouble is I come
from Pursuit, you know, and I need to find out something about bomb-
ers, and get to flying a little bit, so I'll know what the score is.

“John Egan is a much better instructor than I am. And he’s due
here— O, it’s only a month or so now. He’s infinitely better qualified
for this job than I. So why not let him run the school?—and let me get
into—into finding out something about bombers—?”

The hesitation. Then the dry voice saying, “Well. O.K.”

Never heard such a beautiful sound in my life.

They put me into the 49th Squadron, and initially gave me the job
of Assistant Operations Officer. Somewhat later on I became Opera-
tions Officer.
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Call them influences, call them associations. Whatever you term
them, two keen and strengthening elements entered my life in this
year. One was a machine, the other a man.

Consider the machine first. It was the Boeing Flying Fortress, the
B-17—the first of our four-engined bombers and, in many ways, the
greatest. To quote General Arnold: “It had only one predecessor of
equal importance in air history. That was the first ‘military aircraft’
of the Wright brothers in which Lieutenant Tom Selfridge was killed
in 1908.”

Tl?is latter calamity befell at Fort Myer, Virginia (my home during
final years of active duty). Early in 1908, the Army Signal Corps had
signed a contract with Orville and Wilbur Wright. Far as I know, this
must have been the first contract ever signed for a military aircraft
any time, any place. The Signal Corps required an airplane which
would carry a passenger (beside and) besides the pilot; it had to re-
main airborne for at least one hour, and fly at a speed of at least forty
mph. In September whole throngs came out to Fort Myer to witness
the flight tests which would precede acceptance by the Army. On the
17th of the month, after several successful demonstrations, Orville
cracked up the first plane, killing Selfridge and seriously injuring him-
self. Wright was incapacitated for some months, but both he and his
brother returned to their task with resolution, and soon produced an
airplane whose performance exceeded their and the Army’s fondest
hopes.

. . . You'd think about that sometimes, if you lived so close to the
scene of the original attempt, the original tragedy. When certain winds
are blowing and certain runways are being used at the National Air-
port, planes seem to fly almost directly over the Fort Myer flagpole.
The howl of jet engines cannot quite drown out the imagined throb-
bing of that other little four-cylinder forty-five hp machine of long ago.

Also the B-17 was attended with disaster in its earliest phases. As
in the case of the Wright machine of 1908, a number of outstanding
flights had been made; then came October 3oth, 1935. Maintenance
people didn’t unlock the horizontal tail surfaces properly, and the first
Fort went to flaming destruction on the field at Dayton. Wright Field,
yet.

We heard about this in Hawaii at the time, but people didn’t shake
their heads too much. They regretted deeply the death of Major Hill,
Air Corps test pilot, and the Boeing test pilot who was killed with him,
But the previous performances of the B-17 had been so startlingly im-
pressive that there was no danger of the program’s being scrubbed.

Not in that year, anyway. A foolish and suicidal condemnation of
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the B-17 program and other advanced four-engined programs to fol-
low, came a few years later.

Fate had it in store for me to go all the way with the 17. The first of
these aircraft rubbed its tires on the runway at Langley in 1937. By
June of that year we had seven of the Flying Fortresses squatting on
their ramp. I fell in love with the 17 at first sight. The two-fan B-10’s
and B-18s just weren’t in it. . . . Only six years later I would be lead-
ing an entire Air Division of Fortresses in combat over the continent
of Europe. Not until 1944 would I need to relinquish the B-17, and
transfer my attention to its larger newer sister, the Boeing B-2g.

One of the people who flew with my Forts in the Eighth Air Force
had something to say about them after the war. He wrote: “The smell
of 17. . .B-17. . . and somehow different from the smell of any other
plane.”

Some people may consider this to be nonsense. It just so happens
that I can’t make myself believe that all airplanes smell alike, either.

My new boss, who came to command the Second Bomb Group
shortly after I arrived, was Lieutenant-Colonel Robert Olds. I can’t
imagine any experience more demanding and more valuable to a
young officer than a tour of duty serving under Bob Olds. In my own
case he was the first man I'd ever come in contact with who really
penetrated my thick skull with a sense of urgency in getting things
done. Guess I've said a thousand times that I didn’t know what it was
all about, until I got to Langley and began work under Bob Olds.

The whole purpose of the Air Corps was to fly and fight in a war,
and to be ready to fly and fight in that war at any given moment, if
the war should come. That capability was what Olds required of his
equipment and his people. Any individual or any ideal which worked
toward an increased state of efficiency in his organization was wel-
comed. Anything which mitigated against that efficiency was not
tolerated. Life was just as simple as that; and thus life was made in-
spiring,.

Olds’ professional standards were exalted. But he insisted that ev-
erybody in the outfit should embrace them also. Bit by bit he got
us going on the proper track.

As related previously, after my successful evasion of a continuance
of a schoolmaster’s career, eventually I became Operations Officer of
the 4gth Squadron. A little later the Group Operations Officer was
taken sick, and I was sent over there as acting Group Operations Of-
ficer.

This was a hell of an exacting job for a newcomer. If it hadn’t been
for Bob Olds, I might have made a mess of my career then and there.
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My office was on the first floor of the hangar, and Olds’ office was on
the second floor. In order to reach his sanctum he had to pass by my
door. One of the first things I discovered was that I had better be at
work before the Boss came in. No lingering at home for that extra cup
of coffee or that tag-end of gossip trilled forth by your bride.

So I managed to beat Colonel Olds down to that hangar every morn-
ing . . . I'm sitting at my desk. So he stops by, on the way to his own
office, and proceeds to give me three days’ work. I mean that literally.

He always had ideas, things that the group should be doing. Won-
derful ideas, every one of them. He'd stand there telling me about
what we should be doing, and in no time at all I'd be all fired up. He
had that rare and wonderful talent, pure gold in any commander: the
ability to transmit exuberance and enthusiasm for the work, and to
keep a blaze hot in the hearts and minds of his subordinates.

Maybe it would take him five minutes to do that—dish out the three
days” work. Result: I was behind all the time. Never did get caught up.

He didn’t summon you down to the flight line on trivialities; he
wasn’t a needler, he was never pestiferous (though he could bawl
the hell out of you if he thought it necessary). Bob Olds seemed con-
structed of a mass of jeweled machineries, all of them functioning.
When he tossed a few of these items in your direction, you felt as if
you were rushing around picking them up off the floor, and then try-
ing to decide which had the highest priority. You'd never overtake,
but you had to keep on going.

From him I absorbed a special wisdom then and there which ac-
crued to my advantage in commanding SAC many years later. That
was this notion of keeping out of people’s way after 1 had told them
what I wanted to have done.

I don’t mean that Olds wasn’t always around to see how you were
doing. He was around, all right. And if you didn’t make sufficient prog-
ress, he was aware of that too. He had means of divination unknown
to the common mind. He knew everything that went on. Or, in the
case of certain luckless officers, which didn’t go on.

. So many things to learn, things that just hadn’t dawned on me be-
ore. . . .

For example, one morning he came in, face shining, eyes squinted
in thought. “LeMay, what’s the weather report for today?”

Not that I knew the first damn thing about it. Just hadn’t gotten
around to finding out what the weather was, if the weather was, even
locally . . . let alone what was going on out West or any place else.

Then Olds would tell me off, and reveal what a slipshod person I
was. “Aren’t you the Operations Officer? Suppose you had to lay out
an operation today, a mission to Wright Field. What's the weather out
there? You'd have to know, wouldn’t you?”

Needless to say, from then on I never showed up at my desk with-
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out having visited the Weather Room first, and having studied the
weather picture as thoroughly as possible.

Glad to say that’s standard throughout our commands in 1g6s.

“LeMay, how many airplanes have we got in commission today?”

. . . No use looking at the picture for yesterday, either. Yesterday
wouldn’t suffice. You couldn’t tell: overnight a couple of airplanes
might have decided to become hangar queens. You had to know how
many were ready to go, and how many were having engines pulled,
and all about it; and you had to have the answers when Colonel Olds
asked you. No use in darting right off to find out, or trying to call up
people and ask over the telephone. I started getting that dope in,
bright and early, along with the weather.

On top of these demands of the job in squadron or group operations,
there was my own flying to do. Time of my arrival at Langley, we were
still equipped with B-10’s. I had of course flown the B-10 at the Blind
Landing school, during the air mail episode. But, hell’s bells, that was
nigh onto three years before. So I needed to be checked off all over
again on the B-1o0.

We knew that the 17 was on the way. You couldn’t approach any
conversational group of Bombardment people in those days without
hearing B-17 all over the place. But still we'd been laggardly in getting
equipped with them; and in the meantime the B-10 was our instru-
ment. Work to be done in that department.

The oncoming Fortresses would offer new concepts in training, new
concepts of use of airplanes for strategic purposes. We were hazard-
ing and speculating constantly. It must be remembered that this was
long before we had made any lengthy over-the-ocean flights. We had
never had a four-engined bomber before.

Even as great a mind as that of Major-General F. M. Andrews could
be deluded into misconception concerning possible uses of the B-17
at that stage of the game. So too with us very very junior officers, far
down the list in years or experience or in rank. I wish that it had been
possible to make tape recordings of some of those early discussions.
They would be interesting and often amusing reading if transcribed
now.

At the same time we weren’t all wrong or just plain silly. There were
charts floating around offering performance data on the military air-
planes which had already been flown. They revealed, considering all
factors, an entirely different set of assumptions than might be assem-
bled on a purely mathematical basis. It was considered that you might
assume one engine failure out of each five hundred flights of a single-
engined aircraft, no matter how expert the maintenance. Thus it was
reckoned that a two-engined aircraft, capable of continuing flight on
one engine, had two-hundred-and-forty-times the chance of continuing
flight that a one-engined job did. By this same reckoning, the four-
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engined aircraft—which was indeed capable of continuing flight on two
engines—had sixty-five-hundred-times the reliability that a one-en-
gined aircraft owned.

Adhering to the same process of reasoning, the B-17 Flying Fortress
would have twenty-seven times the reliability of the two-engined B-10’s
or B-18’s.

I remember that in one report General Andrews made much of the
fact that the B-17 “has five defensive gun positions, instead of three.”
(Note for the future: at the time General Andrews was killed in 1943,
we were messing around with perhaps seven to nine defensive gun
positions and ten to thirteen guns.)

Hap Arnold pointed out that Great Britain had gone in for four-
engined transports and flying-boats, and that Russia was believed
(1937) to “have large four-engined airplanes actually operating at the
North Pole.” You can well believe that this statement by the Acting
Chief of the Air Corps provided a lot of material for bunk-flying ses-
sions by the time it trickled down to us.

One way or another the four-engined airplane was It, and would be
It for a long time to come.

At this time General Andrews, in a report to the Adjutant-General,
made the following statements: “The situation of the United States is
probably unique among the major world powers. We have friendly
neighbors to the north and to the south of us, and vast oceans to the
east and to the west. Our national policy is one of pure defense, and
our natural sphere of influence in world affairs lies primarily within
the Western Hemisphere. With these facts in mind, it is clear that any
serious threat against our defensive jurisdiction must come across the
water from overseas. For at least some years to come, foreign aggres-
sion can be brought to bear against us only by expeditions of hostile
ground forces supported by aircraft carriers and other men of war, or
by air attacks launched from air bases previously seized and pre-
pared in the Western Hemisphere.”

The above italics are my own, in view of the modern situation
wherein successive Administrations have permitted potential-enemy
air bases to be established and maintained in Cuba.

General Andrews was not solitary in any misconception he may have
owned concerning whether a B-17 was a reconnaissance aircraft, a
defensive bomber, or an offensive bomber. Everybody was a little un-
certain as to just what kind of four-engined bear we had by the tail.
It took a lot of missions—Utah, Buenos Aires, Colombia, Rio, Rex—to
find out.

We possessed in Andrews one of the great American pilots of all
time, and one of the most aggressive. Well past his first youth when
he joined the Air Corps, he carried into the skies some of the hell-for-
leather sentiments of his old Cavalry days. Men who served under him
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will remember how Andrews insisted again and again on flying in
thick soup—bad weather in which he wouldn’t have allowed any of the
rest of us to take off. He was what we called a Real Active Pilot. We
didn’t call him “Andy” but we knew that his intimates did; and some-
how he looked the part.

Bob Olds was the same way about flying.

He and Andrews could do anything and everything which they
might have to ask us to do, and they were respected for it. That’s pretty
good leadership in any league.

While I was out in Hawaii, the General Headquarters Air Force had
come into existence. Initially this might have been regarded merely as
a change in designation; but anyone entering Bombardment and com-
ing to Langley would soon observe the enormous differences in the
set-up. General Andrews was commanding the GHQ AF. This con-
sisted of all combat units in the Air Corps: Pursuit, Attack, Bombard-
ment,

Observation wasn't included, being assigned to the various divisions.
It must be remembered also that there were still the Training Com-
mand and all our Service groups, with depots and support elements.
Those were still assigned as before.

The purpose of the GHQ Air Force was to weld combat units into
a single organization for operational purposes. As an inevitable result
the combat units were soon manipulated on a more practical and
streamlined basis, and continued thus through crucial maneuvers and
experiments of the next several years.

In the Second Bomb Group we had a ready awareness, naturally,
of challenges inherent in this modern organization. But we were still
so excited about the oncoming B-17’s that we couldn’t think of much
else. 'm positive that it was Bob Olds who went out to Seattle and
picked up the first one (first B-17 delivered to the Army. The one
which crashed in 1935 had not yet been turned over to us at the time
of the accident). We got them one at a time. Seven were delivered by
the first week of June, with thirteen in all scheduled for delivery by
August.

To my grief I was not invited to go along to the West and fetch one
of the Fortresses back to Langley. Remember, I was a comparatively
low-ranking character, and we had a lot of rank at Langley. All of the
first pilots of the original B-17’s were at least captains, and mighty
experienced captains. Some were of field grade or soon to be. Even-
tually a lot of us were checked off on those airplanes, and qualified to
fly if necessary as first pilot; but the original assigned combat crews
were all commanded by such people as Caleb V. Haynes and Harold
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George, and oldtimers of that description—Vince Meloy, Neil Harding,
A. Y. Smith, such folks.

(Probably seems peculiar to people who have solely a World War II
background in the Army Air Force, to hear captains called “a lot of
rank.” They are thinking of an organization which puffed like a mush-
room overnight, and oozed with majors or light-colonels who had been
high school sophomores only a few years before. It wasn’t like that in
the old days. . . . I remember when a nineteen-year-old kid came in
to see me in 1943, when I was commanding the 3o0sth in England. I
asked him what was on his mind. “Sir, I'm Lieutenant Blank from the
422nd Squadron, and I have Major Price’s permission to speak to the
CO. Sir, the major doesn’t like me, and I guess Captain Aber doesn’t
like me either—" “How do you know?” “Sir, I'm always being passed
over for promotion. Everybody else who came in with me has been
promoted. They’re all first lieutenants—everyone except me. And I
havent incurred any disciplinary action or anything. I've got just as
much flying time and just as many missions as these other guys and—"
I asked him, “How long have you been a second lieutenant?” He says,
very much aggrieved, “Almost seven months.” “Just wondered,” I told
him. “T was a second lieutenant for about six and a half years.” He got
out of my office pretty fast.)

C. V. Haynes I considered especially impressive although I never
dreamed that I would soon be flying in his crew. He was a North Caro-
linian with an inimitable accent; he stood burly and heavy-set; must
have weighed well over two hundred pounds. Those huge shoulders
of his came in very handy when he was faced with the necessity for
subduing a twelve- or twenty-ton bomber which had suddenly de-
cided to become a bucking bronco. (During World War II, after
service with our ferry command, C.V. went to North Africa and China.
Eventually he retired as a major-general.)

Everything was different with the 17. Everything, or so they told
me. It was an “aerodynamic revolution,” they declared. Of course I
knew practically nothing about bombers or bomber crews, and how
they had been operating previously.

All the officers assigned to the outfit already were pilots. On the
B-10 crews there wasn’t even a navigator per se; we had a pilot, co-
pilot, an enlisted man radio operator, and a bombardier (officer).
They’d just pick out someone and say, “We’ll have him be bombardier
for the crew.” Then this gentleman had to get busy and learn how to
bomb.

We did have the Norden bombsight by that time. We knew so lit-
tle about high altitude bombardment that it was a breeze for an ex-
perienced navigator to memorize just about all the information which
had been accumulated concerning the bombsight and bombing. First-
off he read up on the dope relating to the Norden; then he taught him-

> <



GHQ AIR FORCE 137

self something about bomb tables. There was indeed a little math
involved, but nothing much more than we had been exposed to pre-
viously. Then— We went out and practiced bombing. Nearly every day.

There were no simulators, although we did have one of those A-type
trainers, the first model. This was an apparatus which would move
across the hangar floor: a little tower about ten feet high. It looked
something like a miniature model of those scaling towers which the
Ancients used to shove by brute slave force against the walls of towns
they besieged.

Bombardiers of World War II vintage will recall our improved
trainer, the A-2. It had a chassis with rubber tires on the wheels and
a chain drive at the rear; the bombsight was located at the front. There
was a seat for the instructor, one for the student, one for the driver.
Electricity propelled the machine, and the driver sat at a wheel simu-
lating an airplane control. We started in by having a kind of little bug
run across the floor, and tried to hit him with a plumb-bob. Later on,
just as the performance and capabilities of the B-17 improved, so did
bombardment procedures improve, and so did the technique of in-
struction improve along with them.

A paper bull's-eye was spread on a metal platform about a foot oft
the floor. The idea was to enter on the bomb run, make your adjust-
ments just as you would in actuality, and then drop your bombs when
you were at the proper point. The appropriate number of seconds after
Bombs Away a plumb-bob dropped with a sharp tap on the target
platform, and made a hole in whatever portion of the target your sup-
posed bombs had struck.

It was again a little like our school in Hawaii: the instructors didn’t
know much more than the students. But gradually Instructor would
let Student take over more and more of the operation, until Student
was able to do his bomb run completely solo.

“Now, then. If we release a bomb in a climb, remember that it will
climb with the airplane momentarily until it begins to assume its nor-
mal trajectory. . ..

Far as actual flight training went for bombardiers, we had a program
to which we adhered faithfully. So many hours of trainer work (as
above); so many hours of different types of flying—bombing, naviga-
tion, visual daytime cross-country, night cross-country; and instrument-
under-the-hood. Everything was coming along beautifully—at least it
would have been, if we had had more money and more people and
more airplanes. Never while I was with the Second Bomb Group did
we enjoy our full complement of B-17’s or even our full complement
of bombers.

T'll say again that it took Olds’ leadership to ignite the real spark and
get us going. Forever there were new things to be learned . . . not only
in this unpenetrated wilderness of bombardment, but in navigation.
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We had a big old horizontal type compass. That was back by the
navigator’s position; and you could read and interpolate to perhaps—
Say, pretty close to a quarter of a degree. But the little compass up
on the instrument panel in front of the pilots: the smallest reading
there was five degrees.

So you, as navigator, would be sitting back there confronted by
your huge compass; and you would calculate the course out, measure
the drift and apply the variation, deviation, etc., to the nearest quarter
of a degree. And when the pilot asked you for a course, you gave it to
him.

You said, “Steer thirty-one and three-quarters degrees.”

Here’s that baffled pilot glaring at his compass. “Thirty-one and
three-quarters— For Christ’s sake, how are you going to do that?”

Naturally he was suspicious of anything which he couldn’t read. But
I noticed that after you had been flying about five hours, perhaps over
water or clouds or both, and the pilot didnt know where the hell he
was— Well, when you asked for a quarter of a degree change to the
right, you got a quarter of a degree change to the right. He had to
guess; but with a desperate and still capable pilot his guesses were
pretty good. Still, none of the lead pilots had much overall confidence
in our navigational attainments, when based on such procedures. Those
quarter-degree courses were just too much for em.

And when I say no one had confidence, I mean none of the aircraft
commanders, including Bob Olds. Will tell more about that when we
come up to the Utah incident.

No reason for waiting much longer for that one. It happened very
early in the game: August, 1937. Our B-17’s were spanking new—and
very very few.

That early year or two at Langley, with Fortresses coming in, and
our primary deployment of them in various directions— Those were
excellent seasons professionally. It was the first time in my life that I
was really shaken up enough to learn what we were in business for,
and to get going.

You felt that you had a real purpose in existence. You wanted to
dive right in and learn everything there was to learn.

Personally, however, for the LeMays, those were wretched times.
I don’t mean just because we had relinquished our easy-going island
existence. When families who were lieutenants in those days get to-
gether after so many decades have passed, you should hear the gals
carry on about how charming life was for them in Hawaii or the Philip-
pines . . . and so very cheap, too!
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Did I mention that most of us had little Korean girls out there in
Hawaii for cooks, nursemaids, etc.? We had Etta Koo.

Helen says: “Etta was a perfectly marvelous cook. She couldn’t cook
at all, though, when I got her; I kept teaching and teaching, and each
time that she would cook something, she would do better, for she was
a natural born cook. She owned the real feel for good food and its
preparation and flavoring. . . . She was a fat little rascal; schoolgirl;
attended school every weekday. And her wage was ten dollars a month
and keep. That was what we all paid these girls, and the girls were
delighted with their wage. Etta would prepare breakfast, straighten
up the house, make the beds, then take her lunch and go to school.
Then she’d return at two p.m., and perhaps clean house or do the spe-
cial bits of hand laundry. . . .”

Sounds like a homemaker’s dream come true. So that was what we
had in Hawaii. On the other hand, we weren’t doing too badly at Lang-
ley when it came to quarters, help, and all that.

What I'm talking about was our intimate personal lives. We were
so eager to have children. But Helen suffered frightful and dangerous
experiences, trying to be a mother. She lost one baby when she was
pretty far along. That would have been a little boy, our first. Then she
lost another; had to undergo surgery, and of course that terminated
that pregnancy. We knew that in any future pregnancy there was go-
ing to have to be a Caesarean section.

Each time these crises came up, I tried to be with my wife. Then,
soon as the thing was over, and Helen out of danger, I'd throw myself
into my work again.

Sometimes I'd be so emotionally upset that I feared for the success-
ful completion of whatever job was at hand. Told myself that what I
needed was self-discipline. You might be feeling pretty upset emotion-
ally, but it didn’t do any good to take the portions of that emotion
which had spilled over, and mix them up with exacting elements of
the task at hand.

This I had to learn the hard way.

2

Trere used to be, circulating through the Commands, a pamphlet en-
titled Joint Action of the Army and Navy.
Here is paragraph 4c:

In order that the most effective codperation may be attained, the fol-
lowing general principles will govern:

(1) Neither service will attempt to restrict in any way the means
and weapons used by the other service in carrying out its functions.
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(2) Neither service will attempt to restrict in any way the area of
operations of the other service in carrying out its functions.

(3) Each service will lend the utmost assistance possible to the other
service in carrying out its functions.

Viewed side by side with the actual practices which ensued during
the 1937 joint exercises, this was just so much malarkey. It was well-
intentioned—that’s all you could say for it.

Previously my enthusiasm for the Boy Scout organization has been
mentioned, since it contributed a value to my young years; but I doubt
that the boy ever breathed who was able to live up to the nobility sug-
gested in the twelve points of the Scout Law. No human being could
ever be trustworthy, loyal and helpful, friendly, courteous, kind, obedi-
ent, cheerful and thrifty, brave, clean and reverent all at once and in
the same breath.

We Air Corps folks were no angels. But I can’t remember that we
broke any rules or failed to live up to inspired adjuration at any time
during joint maneuvers with the Navy. It was the Navy who sinned.
There was so much evidence against them piled up at the time that
no evidence was ever made public. The whole thing was too utterly
damning.

I am talking about Joint Air Exercise No. 4, commonly referred to
as the bombing of the battleship Utah.

Let us go now, in 1965, and peep into Record Group 18, Box 15,
AAF Central Files (353.C). You will find, under date of August 19,
1937, a communication from the Headquarters of the First Air Wing,
GHQ Air Force, sent to the Adjutant-General (through Commanding
General GHQ Air Force). It says Extracts; and the only Extract which
survives is a list of our aircraft employed in the exercise. Thirty-four
B-10-B’s, three B-18’s, seven B-17’s. That’s from Bombardment. Recon-
naissance offered three OA-4’s, one OA-5, and one B-18. Cargo em-
ployed four C-33s in sustaining the exercise.

Otherwise we read: “The exercise was completed at noon 13 Au-
gust 1937. A supplementary exercise took place 14 August 1937.”

And that’s every living official word which appears, available to a
researcher, concerning the 12-13 August, 1937, bombing of the battle-
ship Utah. 1t is as if the waxy hands of a long-dead commander (one
who admired a sentimental illusion of the Navy better than he re-
spected a practical defense of his Nation) reached out of the grave to
lock a box, and to pantomime, “The record is here, the facts are here.
But you shan’t have ’em,” and then to throw the key away.

Sounds as if the Navy was assuredly a Big Bad Wolf where the Army
Air Corps was concerned, and the only one. By no means. The Army
was a Big Bad Wolf as well.

The same type of intellect which presided over Billy Mitchell’s for-
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tunes, and skulked around to nullify whatever advances he had made,
and to impugn his findings as well as his motives— That same intellect
set the pattern for the Army’s procedure in May, 1938.

“No military requirement exists for the procurement of experimen-
tal pressure cabin bombers in the fiscal year 1939 or the fiscal year
1940, of the size and type described (four-engine planes). The Chief
of the Air Corps has been informed that the experimentation and de-
velopment for the fiscal years 1939-40 will be restricted to that class
of aviation designed for the close-in support of ground troops and for
the production of that type of aircraft such as medium and light air-
craft, pursuit and other light aircraft.”

Or again, to put it even more bluntly:

“Experimentation and research will be confined to types of aircraft
for the close support of ground troops.”

You might say that insofar as obtaining any elasticity of mental atti-
tude in the ground-controlled mind of the Army went, all our B-17
effort and experience of the 1g930’s—and those were fascinating and
productive experiences—was poured down a hole. Like General Mitch-
ell before him, Frank M. Andrews had the courage to beard the
House Military Affairs Committee in its den on the Hill. He endorsed
an Air Corps Reorganization Bill. This bill proposed that the Air Corps
would have equal status with the rest of the Army, but a separate
budget and a separate promotion list.

Result: Billy Mitchell history repeating itself again. Frank Andrews
was transferred to Texas and busted all the way back to colonel. The
Army practically dissolved the GHQ Air Force staff. They transferred
Kenny, McNarney, Knerr and Follett Bradley all over the place. . . .
Course, it wasn’t very long before they had to get them all back again
and, with the eventually-expanding Army Air Forces, in the long run
these discerning men lost nothing in the way of rank or other emolu-
ments.

Sometimes I have thought that General Andrews was singled out
for such spiteful discipline because of being so long identified with
that now-most-obsolescent of all the ground forces: the old horse Cav-
alry. He was commissioned in the Cavalry on graduating from West
Point in 1906, and spent a dozen years of his life in that branch before
he went into the Air Service. Did some of those mutton-heads regard
him as a traitor? It’s hard to say, but it’s possible. All because he de-
cided that the airplane might bring us to victory a little faster than the
horse, and proceeded to devote the rest of his dedicated life to proving
just that. . . .

These lines are written neither pettishly nor because I am now re-
lieved of the responsibility of attempting to maintain my share of an
inter-Service harmony. They stem rather from historical cognizance
that the entrenched military hierarchy—military or naval, it matters
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not—has always disputed the power of a weapon which was not a part
of their traditional arsenal.

In the case of air power, for the first time in recorded history a new
element had become a factor. The new element must be mastered,
and that mastery must in turn be extended into all plans or considera-
tions for warfare.

About three years before Hitler launched his Blitzkrieg against
Poland, an Army general, obviously a spokesman for the General Staff
type of thinking, delivered himself of the following analysis of this
subject at a committee hearing:

“. . . An air force can remain in its peculiar element for only a short
time; it must rise from and return to the element of one of the other
two forces, and it cannot control any element, even its own, except
temporarily, throughout a limited area. So an air force cannot obtain
a decision against troops on the ground, nor occupy territory nor exer-
cise control of the sea.”

It should be observed readily that in our attempting to demonstrate
that multi-engined bombers could seek out, discover and sink a battle-
ship approaching our United States coast, we were faced not only with
congenital resentment of the Naval Brass (all battle-wagon types at
that time). We were faced with the jealousy and suspicion of the
Army itself—the dirt-behind-their-ears-over-hill-over-dale people who
envisioned future international conflict wherein flying artillery flew
overhead and applied its fire power to the battlefield in an immediate
tactical area, period.

No purpose in paying any more attention to the lichen-grown brains
of that age. They were there, wet or dry, Navy or Army. In the case of
the Utah they were wet, for the Blue Suits ran the show.

This was the first deployment of the B-17 beyond ordinary pursuits
of operational training. This was the first exercise, real or sham, in
which the Fortresses participated. They tried to send us to the job with
our hands tied. If there were any restraints to be cast off, we had to

cast them off ourselves. Nobody else was going to pull them loose for
us.

. . . First we knew about the Utah exercise was when, on our bomb-
ing range, we were confronted with targets in the shape of battleships.
That we proceeded to attack these targets with all the verve we pos-
sessed, would be a masterpiece of understatement. We really went to
town on those. And the targets were immobile, they were there on
land, they were fakes, they were sitting ducks. They were as useless,
really, for our eventual purpose as the bull’s-eye circles we put out on
the desert immediately prior to combat action in World War II. We
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sent our bombardiers over targets like those—desert circles; then ex-
pected the same bombardiers to fly over a German factory metropolis
complete with its industrial haze, and recognize a specific target in
all that welter and confusion five miles beneath, and attack that target
successfully.

On the phony battleship silhouettes we were using our ordinary
practice bombs. These were filled with sand, with a small charge of
black powder to show smoke where they struck the ground.

It was essential that we also have some practice over towed targets
on the surface of the sea. Andrews and Olds and the rest at the top
believed that we might work toward a successful attack on the Utah
through these successive stages: (first) bombing the land targets; (sec-
ond) bombing towed targets on the ocean surface; and moving (third)
to the actual battleship mission.

But General Andrews, Colonel Olds and the rest were compelled to
realize acutely that they were not receiving codperation from the
War Department. People in the GHQ Air Force became aware that
their suggestions and recommendations were being reviewed by some
other authority. We believed then (and those of us who are alive still
believe) that someone in the War Department carried each of those
communications directly over to the Navy, fast as they appeared on
the desk, and yielded to the Navy’s verdict in every case.

The idea seemed to be that an upstart GHQ Air Force should be
slapped down by its wise elders, even if it were necessary to resort to
such perfidious tactics. After all, wasn’t this just a mere competition
between various branches? Etc.

We B-17 people held no such belief. Far from considering that we
were engaging in some sort of jolly Hare-and-Hounds, we thought seri-
ously that the future of our Country might be at stake. A great deal of
the Nation’s effort in men and money was tied up in a surface-vessel
program. If this was erroneous, in the broad conception of National
defense, we wanted to make it apparent.

We believed this was the first step toward defending our Country
in the future. The War Department didn’t seem to feel the same way
about it.

We headed our Fortresses for the West Coast early in August, and
Bob Olds came along; he was going to fly the mission with us. C. V.
Haynes would pilot the lead aircraft. I was selected to serve as lead
navigator. Olds would be in our airplane.

The Navy had loaded the dice for this crap game, but still we were
going to play with them. To begin with, they had specified the Pacific
Ocean off the coast of California in August. Consistently over that area
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in August there is a heavy bank of fog. It’s apt to run out over the water
from three to five hundred miles. The Navy knew that, and Bob Olds
knew it too. Nevertheless he said, “All right. We'll do it.” It might be
wondered why Olds would agree to such a preposterous limitation
regarding a maneuver which was to prove or disprove the effective-
ness of so important an attack. It was agree to that, or nothing. It had
to be on the Navy’s terms. Otherwise they would not participate.

Herewith a sample of the kind of concurrence offered us. I men-
tioned that we had been using the heavy sand-filled-powder-charged
bombs on land targets. For attacking any surface vessels, however—
including the eventual and primary Utah—we would be compelled to
employ the Navy Mark VII water-filled bombs. These weighed no more
than fifty pounds and were constructed of stove-pipe type metal . . .
had a round nose and fins, conventionally enough. They would burst
on impact, and thus were comparatively harmless where ships’ decks,
superstructure, etc., were concerned.

In advance, we needed desperately a quota of such ordnance in
order to study the obvious differences in performance. Did we get
them? Negative. The Navy people were so sorry, but they were ex-
periencing “supply difficulties.” General Emmons, commanding the
First Wing out West, received some of the Mark VII’s just a few days
before the show was due to go on the road.

Blue Suits were to furnish the reconnaissance as well. The Navy was
to locate the Utah, give us the information, and then we were supposed
to go out and find the Utah and bomb it.

Years later I put together a description of this incident, with the
assistance of a staff officer. The rules read:

“No surface or sub-surface vessels were to operate on the defending
side [our side], except as rescue craft for airplanes which might be
forced down. These surface vessels would not be permitted to report
weather conditions. . . . The problem was limited to an area bounded
between the parallels drawn westerly from San Francisco Bay on the
north, San Pedro Bay on the south, and a line three hundred nautical
miles off the coast; something over one hundred thousand square miles
of sea area. The time set aside for the exercise was from noon, Au-
gust 12, to noon, August 13. No bombs were to be dropped after dark
on the 12th, or after 12 noon the 13th.

“The Navy reconnaissance planes would not be permitted to make
any movement from their bases until noon, the first day. As soon as
they located the Utah, they would radio to Navy headquarters, which
would relay to us before our planes would take off. . . .V

In order to get as close as possible to the thing, we went up and
landed at Oakland Airport, and sat by a telephone at the radio station.
This station was supposed to receive from the Navy flying-boats the
position of the Utah. . . . We were up there long before noon, sitting



GHQ AIR FORCE 145

and waiting. Noon came; and the exercise was in progress officially;
and nothing happened, and we sat there, and nothing happened, and
we sat there,

It became apparent that if the ship was very far out at sea, we
couldn’t possibly reach it before dark, even were we to receive the
position immediately.

General Emmons (same Emmons to whom I referred in Hawaii)
was commanding the so-called Defending Forces. He estimated “that
the Utah would enter the area at its extreme southwest corner, making
a feint in the direction of San Francisco, and when night came, would
head for San Pedro Bay, to attack [theoretically] the aircraft factories
located in the Los Angeles area.”

We, in the 17’s, held little hope that the B-10’s and B-18’s might as-
sume an important role in the defensive attack. They just didn’t have
the range to go wandering around searching for a battleship, especially
since the Navy had delayed so long, either in discovering the Utah’s
position or else in reporting it.

Bob Olds and General Andrews sat there looking at each other,
and they didn’t need to say much: the looks were enough.

There was absolutely not a blessed thing for us to do except to take
off right then and there, and head out to sea. If we hung around any
longer on land, waiting for that delayed reconnaissance report, we'd
never make it before dark. And we weren't allowed to bomb after dark.

Let me reémphasize that no one had given us any position report—
not even a guess, except for the theory promulgated by General Em-
mons.

We took off and went out to sea. The rest of that brief afternoon we
cruised and hunted and hoped.

Shortly before dark we received a radio message from the Navy,
giving us the alleged position of the Utah. Navy didn’t expect that we
would already be out there at sea, but we were. I plotted the position
at once, and saw that it wasn’t very far from where we were. Obvi-
ously they thought that we'd still be back on land, and we couldn’t
have made it out there before dark.

Speeding across the top of the persistent fog, we raced for the posi-
tion. When we got there, C.V. threw our lead 17 down through the
fog, and the other six Forts circled up above.

Our aircraft broke out of the fog about— Oh, I should say we had
five to seven hundred feet ceiling underneath. Naturally we couldn’t
see very far. But there wasnt anything there, nothing to be seen, no
Utah.

Because of the absence of extended visibility I made a square search
problem. We didn’t have long; darkness was coming. We ran the
search problem and did the squares until it was dark, and found abso-
lutely nothing. Our aircraft went back upstairs and we started home.
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Bob Olds came back out of the cockpit. He looked down at me and
said meaningly, “Are you sure you knew where that boat was supposed
to be?”

I stared at him. “Yes, sir, I'm sure.”

“How do you know that we were there?”

“Well, I'm going to take a celestial shot right now, and see how far
off we are.”

He waited while I took the celestial and made the calculations. . . .
We weren't very far off: maybe two or three miles.

“How do you know that’s right?”

“If it’s right—" I held my pencil above the chart. “Here’s where we
are. Now, it takes so long to get to San Francisco— This is the dead
reckoning position. Now, we’re so far from San Francisco, and we're
making such-and-such a speed; so we’ll be at San Francisco at such-
and-such a time.”

Olds said something about, “Well, there’s still tomorrow morning,
before noon—" (when the exercise would terminate). Then he added
clearly, “I want the Utah. You'd better find it for me.”

He made it plain that not only the future fate of the B-17 but also
the future of the GHQ AF might hinge upon our success or failure,
He said, “You were selected to fly lead navigator because I thought
you were the best in the Group.” Then he went back into the cockpit
and sat down in the co-pilot’s seat.

I picked up my octant again and made new observations on the
stars, and re-computed our position. I computed an Estimated Time of
Arrival for San Francisco. I scribbled it on a piece of paper and went
up and handed it to Colonel Olds. “This is it.”

He didn’t turn his head. “I hope you're right, Curt.”

.+ . I came back up into the cockpit about ten minutes before my
ETA was due to expire. I stood there between the pilots’ seats and
watched the fog underneath. With all that weather we’'d never see San
Francisco; but I knew damn well that we could see lights burning up
through the murk. The minutes passed, then slowly ahead a glow be-
gan to appear, a great golden smear in the fog. San Francisco.

Olds rolled up that little scrap of paper on which I'd written the
ETA, and tossed the paper ball at me. “By God. You were right. Then
why didn’t we find the Utah?”

“Maybe they gave us the wrong position.”

“Well, something wasn’t right.”

Bob Olds never questioned my navigation from that moment forth
(except to get nervous about imagined islands and things).

Of course we couldn’t let down at Oakland. We landed at Sacra-
mento Municipal Airport (the Mather base at Sacramento was long
since in existence, but it had neither runways of sufficient length nor
other facilities to take care of the 17’s, nor any runway lights). Bob
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hustled to the telephone and called our Post of Command. No news
yet. We seemed to have flubbed, but didn’t know why.

There was nothing to do now, at eleven p.m., but to get our air-
planes in condition for renewing the search, first moment we could
fly in the morning.

The Navy was supposed to maintain surveillance all night; but soon
it was announced that they had lost contact with the Utah in the fog.

We checked carefully on the condition of our Forts. News was all
to the good on this: nothing seriously wrong in any of the twenty-eight
engines involved; and we could buy gas here from the municipal of-
ficials. By the small hours of the moming tired crews had the ships
serviced. Then we all ate a kind of supper-breakfast of hot dogs, and
lay down on the floor in the hangar, and passed out.

Next thing I knew Bob Olds was hauling on my foot, waking me not
too gently. I blinked at him stupidly, but his first words brought me
alive.

“T want to tell you,” he said, “how right you were last night. The
Navy now admits that they were one degree off in the position which
they gave us. An unfortunate mistake, they said. One degree! They
were sixty miles off. No wonder we couldn’t find that son of a bitch!”

General Andrews arrived by car from San Francisco a few minutes
later. He announced that fog was thick all over the coast, closing down
most of the fields. It was doubtful that the Navy search planes could be
airborne in time to serve effectively.

“. . . To General Andrews the results of the first day’s exercise were:
Navy patrol planes located the target, but Army airplanes were un-
able to attack it before dark because of the time and space factors in-
volved; the B-10-B’s did not have sufficient radius of action to carry
out the task as presented; Navy patrol planes were unable to maintain
contact with the target throughout the night. About the only things
the GHQ Air Force proved this first day were that we could navigate
and that our initial conception of the difficulties due to time and space
factors was essentially correct. All factors favored the Utah. Our fail-
ure would confirm that the surface ships were invulnerable to air
power.”

With all of which we agreed, except for that fact of “Naval patrol
planes locating the target.” Maybe they had; but either through care-
lessness or intention we had not been given the proper position. We
were positive by that time that if the information had been correct we
would have found the Utah.

. . . Waited and waited, and still no word. Telephone inquiry re-
vealed that the Navy amphibians were reported to be still fogged in at
their own bases. Maybe so. The innocent assumption by some people
in Washington that Naval patrol planes would coGperate heartily with
the Army Air Corps in attempting to find the Utah began to seem pal-
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pably absurd. But, as before it was the only war the Navy was willing
to give Bob Olds, and he had to settle for it.

The exercise was due to end at twelve o’clock noon, and we hadn’t
been furnished with any position, erroneous or otherwise. So there was
nothing to do but to go out to sea again, and hope to God that a posi-
tion report would be relayed to us before too late.

We flew out to sea.

. . . Don’t know how far offshore we were when finally we received
a fix on the Utah from one of the Navy planes. We found out later that
in order for them to discover the position of the Utah, relay the infor-
mation to us, and then in order for us to fly out to sea and intercept the
Utah after receiving that information— They would have had to take
off at four forty-five in the morning. Weren’t about to do that: fog, you
see. They didn’t take off until over an hour after that time. Obviously
it was supposed by the “enemy” that we were still back there at Sac-
ramento, waiting in futility and exasperation for the position report.
That we didn’t do just that was because of Bob Olds” enterprise and
General Emmons’ willingness to play along with him.

And of course General Andrews’ willingness to lend a hand. He was
flying out with us this day and he had only one comment as he climbed
aboard our B-17. “Don’t fly below one thousand feet,” he said.

C. V. Haynes and the radio operator could cope with such instruc-
tions. They worked out a deal: if Haynes went below a thousand feet,
the radio operator was going to fiddle with the altimeter, there in the
back of the aircraft where General Andrews was sitting. It would
take only a small adjustment for the altimeter to read well above a
thousand feet when actually we were well below that altitude. We
were desperate men, and one crew member was just as desperate as
another. .

Well, we got that second message about the vessel. I plotted it, and
we headed in that direction; I worked out the interception problem.
Studying the time element, it was apparent that we couldn’t get into
that position before twelve o’clock, and that was when the exercise
would terminate.

There was not one solitary thing in the world we could do but go
down underneath that fog again and spread out; although we kept
within sight of each other.

It was the greatest happenstance in the world that we ran over that
damn vessel shortly before noon.

It wasn’t supposed to be there. We had been handed an erroneous
position for the second time. We were heading roughly south, and they
had given us the wrong latitude by one degree. If they had erred in
the longitude we would have missed them completely.

It might be charitable to assume that an incorrect position could
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have been relayed to us on the first occasion quite unwittingly; or
maybe, say, half-wittingly. But twice in a row—

Haynes and Olds let go with a combined yell which would have
done credit to a tribe of Comanches. The noise they made fairly blasted
me away from my desk. I grabbed some binoculars and went diving
through the hatch into the nose. Our bombardier, a lieutenant named
Doug Kilpatrick, was staring disbelievingly through the Plexiglas. Then
he fell across his bombsight.

“. . . Utah? I'm going to bomb it, "less you tell me not to!”

This was a Moment of Truth as well as a Moment of Uncertainty.
All battleships looked alike to us; we weren’t accustomed to observing
them. We had been informed that the Utah would be flying the In-
ternational Preparatory Flag. When we first heard this, we didn’t know
what the International Preparatory Flag was; but I got a book and
looked it up. Blue with a yellow cross.

I kept sweeping those decks with my binoculars, trying to find that
elusive flag . . . it must be the Utah which lay below us . . . through
receivers clamped against my ears I could hear C. V. Haynes order-
ing the rest of the B-17’s in for the kill . . . it had to be the Utah. And
we were at the wrong position; it wasn’t yet noon; we were in the clear
to bomb; and according to the position given us by the Navy reconnais-
sance patrol, our quarry was in an area which we couldn’t have reached
before noon. All pretty puzzling.

I spotted the flag. The wind shook it out for me.

“O.K., Doug. That's it.” Glanced at my watch: five minutes to twelve.
Then I turned those binoculars down toward the vessel again.

On the air you could hear everybody yakking at once as other B-17s
closed in excitedly. You could even hear B-10’s talking about it. They
were away back yonder, and no stroke of fortune could propel them
rapidly to our position. (Matter of fact, some of them damn near made
it. Got there at three minutes after twelve.)

In detail we had learned of elaborate precautions taken to insure
the Utal’s safety and that of her ship’s company. Any object or area
which could conceivably be injured by a fifty-pound practice bomb
traveling at an estimated 180 mph had been secured with heavy plank-
ing. All personnel would be kept below during the period of attack.
So on.

Well, those people sure as hell hadn’t expected to be attacked. I can’t
believe that news of a falsification program of position reports could
have permeated down through the ranks and invested the crew of the
Utah with general lethargy and carelessness. But that’s the situation
they were in when we spotted them. Sailors were sunbathing—or fog-
bathing—all over the decks, sitting round in groups chatting. I found
them like that with my binoculars when the ship came into correct
focus.
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Then, as they discovered our approach, you never saw such a rat-
race. It was like scratching open an ant-hill with a stick, and seeing
the disorganized insects all going every which way. Decks of the ship
were just one mad welter of sailors diving for the hatches; and the
first bombs were already sighing down toward them.

. . . They tell us now that no one was killed. There were rumors
floating around, years ago . . . some of those rumors said that three or
four personnel had been killed. One account which found its way into
print says that a number of sailors were hurt. One was injured severely
because he stuck his head out of a gun turret during the attack, and a
water bomb hit the turret right next to his position.

I remember watching the first bomb which smashed into the deck.
It sent splintered pieces of wood flying in every direction. I hadn’t re-
alized that wood could frag like that.

All in all we got three direct hits on the Utah, and so many near
misses immediately around her that the sea seemed to fairly froth with
tumbling bombs. All T could think of for a while was, Thank God I saw
that International Preparatory Flag! Otherwise there would have been
a horrid choice between possibly attacking the wrong vessel or, on the
other hand, letting the Utah go safe and free at the very moment when
we had her in our sights.

The big ship turned, or started to turn, soon as she spotted us. But
there wasn’t time enough for any fancy maneuvers. We clobbered her.

. . . Everybody closed up bomb-bay doors and awaited Bob Olds’
orders. There didn’t seem to be much point in going back to Sacra-
mento. We pulled back above the clouds, and Bob says, “Can you get
to March Field from here?” Meaning, of course, did we have sufficient
gasP—and all that.

“We can make it.”

Olds and C. V. Haynes were walking on clouds or at least sitting on
them. You never saw anyone grin like General Andrews. He had for-
gotten all about his order—that thousand-foot-altitude-safety-margin
business.

But I had something else on my mind. I put down a little row of
figures and then another, and called Olds over to observe my cal-
culations.

“Look,” I said. “Remember I told you that the Utah was too far away,
and we'd never make it by twelve o’clock?”

“Yeah. . . .”

“Well, we ran over it, as you've just observed. And they were sixty
miles from where they were supposed to be. Know what they did?
They gave us that old business of one degree off again.”

“Are you sure?”

I said, “T'll prove it to you. Here we are now: we’re headed for this
cape.” Point Arguello or Point Conception or one of those. “If I'm right,
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well cut this cape in two at such-and-such a time. Because I think I
know what our position is now. And it’s not the position which was
given us by the Navy reconnaissance people. But if 'm wrong, we'll be
off course by sixty miles.”

Fog had thinned by the time we crossed the coast, and we had
enough visibility. There was the cape. We hit her on the nose, and
proceeded to March Field at Riverside.

Telephones and radio sets were really buzzing that night. The Navy
was trying to give Olds a hard time. They said, “Sure. Of course you
could hit us with those bombs, coming out of the fog at only five hun-
dred feet. We didn’t have a chance to maneuver. If we had seen you
coming, we would have followed a course of evasive action, and you
couldn’t have hit us. The exercise doesn’t prove a thing.”

They picked the wrong man to say that to. Olds returned the fire
quickly. “All right, God damn you! Get out from under those clouds.
Get out where you can see us, and where we can see you. We'll bomb
you from altitude, and see what happens.”

He forced their hand. The weather people admitted that next day
they had forecast a hole in the fog south of San Francisco and just off-
shore.

It was clear, as they prophesied. So we got our posse together and
went up there, and this time— No trouble finding the ship. There was
no search problem here: it was just a bombing exercise.

We made our runs from altitudes, and they maneuvered, they used
their evasive action. We bombed that ship systematically, beginning
at eight thousand feet, and went all the way up to the ceiling of the
B-10 (about eighteen thousand). Our 17’s and the three B-18's—the
Second Bombardment Group’s contribution to the effort— We were
each loaded with fourteen of the so-called Mark VII bombs. The thirty-
four B-10-B’s which came down from Hamilton were each loaded with
nine bombs.

Nothing can be found in the files relating to the search for the Utah
and the first attack made upon that vessel. There does survive a
lengthy account of the above exercise held on the 14th. In which, God
knows, they had no opportunity to falsify their position, or any reason
for doing so.

What amuses me especially now (well, amuse is scarcely the word.
It still gets my back up) is a paragraph in Section V of that report.
Paragraph 4, reading as follows: “The number of hits obtained on 14
August during the supplementary practice is shown graphically on the
attached chart, and numerically in the attached tabulation. Three
copies of photographs of bomb impacts are also attached.” Comes the
unhappy message from our researcher, in italics and parentheses: (At-
tachments referred to are not with basic report).
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So those have gone a-wandering too.

Anyway, we got a higher percentage of deck hits than the Navy’s
own bombers had done from a lower altitude in 1936, when they at-
tacked under target practice conditions. Actually our total of effective
hits was 11.9 per cent.

It was General Emmons, when he met us on the flight line at March,
who gave us a first inkling of the disappointment which would be ours.
He had just heard from Washington.

There was to be absolutely no publicity on the exercise. That was an
order.

And well obeyed. I can’t remember that there appeared anything in
the newspapers about it either—even opinions or speculations of out-
siders.

Our own report still lies buried in the files some place, or else was
permanently expunged therefrom. Because the Government still went
on building battleships. It wasn’t until World War II, when the British
Prince of Wales and the Repulse were sunk off the Malay peninsula—
Then people became convinced that airplanes could sink battleships
and cruisers.

Generally speaking, as Hap Arnold said in his book, “The Navy
raised hell like a country gentleman finding poachers on his property.”
That’s no exaggeration. I recollect the day when our squadron was out
stooging around just south of Bermuda, and we happened to run over
the Atlantic fleet. Next day we received an order from Washington, in-
structing us to confine our flying to within one hundred miles of the
U.S. shoreline. I don’t know who they were covering up for. It’s im-
possible, even after all these years, to understand such an order, or to
divine the intellect which authored it. We weren’t planning to drop
any bombs on our blue-suited friends, not even water-filled ones.

When we turned off on our last bombing run, down there south of
San Francisco on that August day, the Utah had just four years, three
months and twenty-three days of life left to her.

Then she lay in a Pacific harbor, and maybe people were sunbath-
ing on her decks, even on a December morning. Planes which filled
the air above her were not marked like the planes of the Second Bomb
Group, and they carried ordnance other than Mark VII stove-pipe
water-filled bombs. There resounded fragmentation and flame and
misery, and the Utah turned over and went down, stunned and dying.

3

THE FOLLOWING news release was issued by the Department of State,
9 February, 1938:
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FOR THE PRESS. The President-Elect of the Argentine Republic,
Dr. Roberto M. Ortiz, will be inaugurated on February 20, 1938, at
Buenos Aires. . . .

As a gesture of good will, and with a view to emphasizing still fur-
ther the community of interests between our two republics, arrange-
ments have been made for a flight of United States Army airplanes to
Buenos Aires, in order to participate in the inauguration ceremonies.
.. . It is planned that the planes will follow the west coast route in
proceeding to and returning from Buenos Aires, with brief visits of
courtesy at Lima, Peru, and Santiago, Chile,

Sounds like a very benevolent gesture, and of course in some ways
it was. But that wasn’t the primary purpose of the trip—to make the
newly elected President of Argentina feel happy at his inauguration,
and to parade our reassuring Big Brother silhouette before other Latin
nations.

Probably the whole deal was dreamed up by General Andrews and
some of his people (no doubt Bob Olds and Ira C. Eaker came into the
planning, early in the game) as an essential part of our training pro-
gram, and as a demonstration of what we could do in the way of long-
range flying.

Our initial South American flight was made up of six airplanes. No.
10 was the flagship, commanded by Lieutenant-Colonel Olds. Major
Vincent J. Meloy commanded the second aircraft, No. 51; and Neil
Harding commanded 52. I was in the crew of No. 80, commanded by
Major Caleb V. Haynes. Behind us Archie Smith had 82, and Major
Harold L. George commanded 61.

I have just been examining a copy of the letter which Ira Eaker sent
as a memorandum for the Chief of the Air Corps on 8 February, 1938.
“Subject: Expenses for Special Flight.” Gas and oil were to cost $19,570,
and there was a planned expenditure of $250 for ethyl lead to be used
in raising the octane rating of certain gasolines which we might en-
counter. There is an estimate for $500 to be expended in services and
labor. . .

“This is a rough estimate only, since it is impossible to foresee all the
eventualities which may require local services and labor in the progress
of this flight,” wrote Colonel Eaker, with lucidity and honesty. The
prize item is the per diem expenses of personnel. $2,400: this estimate
being based on a crew of eight per airplane, a flight of six airplanes,
ten days of operation, at five dollars per day. Imagine what a similar
South American trip would cost nowadays. Of course if anything was
ever unrealistic, it was that five dollars per day, even at the time.

Officially the trip was to begin in Miami; we all went down there
from Langley to get ready for the big event. I recall that on a later
South American trip we had quite a time in Miami—landing, servicing,
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adjusting equipment, looking after maintenance, and then going off
to the Rod and Reel Club for dinner. But on this first occasion we were
all pretty much on the q.v. I don’t recall that any of us left the field at
any time before takeoff.

We flew straight to Lima, Peru, in fourteen hours and thirty-five
minutes, timed from takeoff to our appearance over the objective. Ac-
tual takeoff time to landing: fifteen hours and fifteen minutes. We had
flown two thousand eight hundred and forty-four miles, and that in-
cluded about a hundred and fifty miles spent in detouring around a
storm at the Equator. From studying prevailing weather conditions of
this season, I had rather expected that: the intertropical front which it
is normal to encounter between Panama and Lima. That was a fairly
rough ride. We got split up a little bit.

But what I was most excited about— I had the only gyro-stabilized
drift sight in the whole aggregation. This came to me as a reward for
all the extra time I'd spent in trying to turn the intricacies of navigation
inside out.

They placed our aircraft in the middle of the flight, so that I could
offer, over the radio, the drifts which I was getting. Everyone expected
that with the new equipment my readings would be more accurate
than those we were getting with the other type of drift sights. Turned
out to be true.

There was some alarm in the fact that we had to change altitude
and weave around the biggest of the thunderheads while we were go-
ing through that intertropical front. But actually we all came in to Lima
without the slightest difficulty.

There is in existence, far back in Washington archives, an indignant
letter from a gentleman at our Peruvian embassy. He was busily en-
gaged, under date of 19 February, in bawling the hell out of the State
Department for a general foul-up which he considered should be
dragged directly to State’s door.

“Solely as a matter of record I feel obligated to refer to the Depart-
ment’s telegram . . . in which the Embassy was advised . . .” etc.

One can sympathize with the distressed official when he studies the
details of this communication. Those folks down there had been ad-
vised that each airplane would transmit on 6230 kilocycles, and “only
after the lapse of many hours was it established that messages were
being transmitted from the planes on 5692 kilocycles.” They had been
told that the navigational call letter would be GBB 10; but we were
using the call letter RT 8.

In addition they'd been informed that our flight commander would
notify the American Embassy at Lima of our Estimated Time of Ar-
rival twenty-four hours in advance. Our flight commander had never
been instructed to send this message. In fact, he didn’t know quite
whom to communicate with, and finally sent a notification to Pan-
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American Grace Airways, Inc., giving his ETA. Pan-Am in turn noti-
fied our Embassy.

Still, there were a good many people out on the flight line when we
got there three or four hours later—including, no doubt, the unhappy
State Department minion with both hands full of his own hair. It was
quite a deal: impressive to young officers and enlisted men, most of
whom were at that moment setting foot on foreign soil for the first time
in their lives (leaving out a stray sortie or two to the Mexican border,
when we were kids in flight training at Kelly or at March. )

Here were glitter and shine, and a babble of Spanish . . . aide-de-
camp of the Peruvian president; the President of the Cabinet; Minis-
ters of War, Navy, Aviation, Public Health, Justice. Here were the
mayor of Lima, the Commander General of Aviation; and many high-
ranking officers from the army and navy, to say nothing of newspaper
editors, prominent capitalists, all the rest of it. And the inevitable chil-
dren dancing and darting in the background where other talkative
crowds were massed, and where the police locked their arms and held
throngs away from our aircraft.

Most of us had at least learned to mumble muchas gracias; we got
along very well with the populace. Actually our time on the ground at
Lima was occupied in preparing for the next leg of the flight. We had
to gas up, had to find out about the weather; both of these projects
took considerable management to accomplish. In between times the
good people of Lima were serving us a whale of a buffet—right out
there in the airport, all set up. They had everything you could think of
to eat, and there were bottles in profusion. But we airplane people
couldn’t do any drinking—we were going to be flying all night. Grab a
tew bites of cold chicken and roast pork and delicious seafood, eat an
olive, and that was it.

It’s odd about a situation like this: part of your mind is busy review-
ing the flying time just accumulated and trying to note where you went
wrong, if you did go wrong in any way, and resolving to correct those
procedures during the next portion of the flight. There at Limatambo
Airport I went over and over all the technical matters, reviewing the
flight from Miami. We had taken off at five-minute intervals and done
our own individual navigation—both for the purpose of training and
also to check each other out. And I had been in the middle of the col-
umn, to pass out my drift readings accumulated from the new equip-
ment. We hadn’t tried to stay in sight of one another; usually we
weren't in sight. But with that five-minute interval observed at takeoff,
and remaining in constant touch by radio throughout the flight, it was
no trick at all for us to get together as we approached the Peruvian
capital, and we went over Lima in formation. That had impressed our
Latin brothers intensely. In fact it may have impressed them more
than anything else about the trip.
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We had quite a gassing problem . . . it seemed to take forever to get
the stuff into the tanks. There was only one fuel truck on the field and
it had a very slow rate of flow. We gassed some of the airplanes di-
rectly out of drums, using hand-pumps. Gasoline had been ordered
from Pan American a week or two before, and it was fortunate that
they were able to get it there for us.

Once we were full of fuel, our problems werent over by a long
shot. As a navigator who concluded that a navigator’s first interest was
to concentrate on navigation, I observed that the weather was getting
bad. I forgot all about the tempting delicacies offered to us by the hos-
pitable and engaging townspeople, male and female, of Lima. Fog was
rolling in.

It must be remembered that there was no weather reporting down
there in those days, such as we have now.

We grew resourceful. Started calling up the mines—shacks of the
mines where there were telephones, at various levels up and down the
sides of the Andes. We would ask the operator to go out and take a
look at the stars—to see the stars if he could. “O.K.,” he says. “Yes. I
can see the stars.” And he’s at such-and-such an altitude.

If I am recalling correctly, we got clear up to the sixteen thousand
foot level, and no one could see clouds. We decided we'd better take
off before it got any worse.

You could call it an interesting process, there in early 1938, to start
out from Lima for Buenos Aires at eleven p.m. in a high fog. Knowing
that we were going to fly down the coast of South America west of the
Andes, proceed through the pass opposite Santiago, Chile; and go over
east above Argentina until we hit the capital. . . .

So we were a collection of rather ambitious young men. The Andes
peaks in that area run tall. If you had been avidly studying books about
South America, as some of us had, you’d have an inclination to look at
the fog and the clouds and start ticking off the names of some An-

dean mountains, together with their respective altitudes . .. Huas-
caran: 22,051 feet . . . Chachani: 19,820 feet . . . Huandoy: 21,089
feet. . . .

We took off individually, made right turns, went out to sea as we
climbed. (All except one airplane; I'll tell about that later.) Finally
we broke loose from the weather but we were still between cloud
strata. It was impossible to do any celestial navigation and, with that
cloud layer underneath, it was impossible to see the ocean. There
wasn’t a thing in the world I could do except use dead reckoning.

I had one of those monthly wind charts which gave you a general
average of the direction of the winds in whatever section of the world
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the chart was published for, in that particular month of the year. There
was no assurance, naturally, that we’d be getting anything like the
weather indicated in that wind chart at this given moment.

But I went to work and plotted out the average winds; then I
plotted the anticipated positions for the next several hours. Gave these
to the radio operator and said, “When you can see both the stars and
the water, wake me up.” I went to the back of the airplane, lay down
on the floor, and was out like a light.

. . . Then it was cold high altitude daybreak, and we were in one
piece, and we were still flying. I awakened, and went up front to C. V.
Haynes.

C.V. was sitting there in his pilot’s seat with a hydrographic chart of
the area. Those were all we had: hydrographic charts which show the
shoreline, depth of water, islands, things of that sort, with fair accu-
racy— But the land is just a blank— In addition we possessed a few
National Geographic Society maps. The Army Air Corps hadn’t gone
into the tourist business as yet. It was puzzling to sort out the basic
facts of position and altitude above lands or waters over which we were
flying, and cotrdinate them with such primitive maps and charts.

I asked, “Major, where are we?”

“Well, we passed Arica ten minutes ago.”

That was the place I had headed for on the coast of Chile, coming
in from the sea. We had hit it right on the nose, and within a minute
or two of the estimated time. Those averages for the wind charts
worked out pretty damn well.

C.V. changed course after we passed our Arica checkpoint and he
was heading south along the coast for Antofagasta, Santiago and all.
After daylight the weather shone clear over the land: you could see
those towering mountains lined up along the eastern horizon. But fog
clung stubbornly above the actual coastline. Trouble was now: we
didn’t have any details on the National Geographic map; and on the
hydrographic chart the land— Blank. Thus there was no way in which
I could use pilotage as a navigational aid.

So what I did was to take a double drift, establish our ground speed,
and then employ a dead reckoning position. It was quite a challenge,
trying to recognize those different towns which we could see and which
we passed over, going south. We flew all the way down until we were
opposite the pass east of Santiago, and that was clearly identifiable.

I was just aching to get through that pass. When we reached the
other side I could start using a detailed map borrowed from Pan-
American Airways—not a mimeographed job, but photostated. That
offered plenty of detail on Argentina. Also we would be more com-
fortable when those vast beautiful sharp solid rocky Andes lay behind
us, and we had the travesias and pampas underneath. Wild bulls or
no wild bulls.
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We didn’t know too much about anoxia and the demonstrated need
for oxygen at medium altitudes. There just hadn’t been enough flying
at altitudes where oxygen is deemed necessary. You might think that
we would have learned a good deal from the balloon people, but their
trips were very short in duration. They went up, came down, and that
was that. There had been very little sustained flight in any type of air-
craft over many hours of time and at those critical altitudes.

Yes, we knew something about the basic human need for oxygen—or
thought we did. Our first equipment was all of the constant flow type:
that’s where, when it’s connected and turned on, there comes a per-
petual stream through the subject’s air-hose. In the first days which I
can recall, we had bottles, and an oxygen hose going to the bottle . . .
what we did was to get an old pipe-stem, stick it into the oxygen hose,
and then you’d sit there with that pipe-stem in your mouth, sucking
oxygen as you needed it. It had a reassuring effect. You could feel it
flowing out, you knew that you were getting oxygen.

From time to time these rudely cobbled pieces of equipment would
get ice all over them. I don’t remember any experience when the bottle
actually froze up, or the hose, so badly that no oxygen came through
at all. But you would get ice on those. Also, once in a while, your pipe-
stem would freeze to your lips; then when you pulled it loose you'd
lose a little hide.

Well, we were all Brave and Bold, as young people frequently are,
and we thought that we were pretty tough when it came to anoxia,
altitudes, oxygen, all that business. We knew that we could go to very
high altitudes for a short period of time. Matter of fact, I'd been at
twenty-one thousand feet without any oxygen, several times, and suf-
fered no apparent ill effects.

. . . Did have a rather guilty feeling one afternoon, however, while
I was still in fighters. We had gone on a regular altitude exercise—one
of those cases where each individual is supposed to climb to a certain
altitude.

I climbed up, and I remember being at twenty-seven thousand feet;
and the next thing I knew I was flying around at seventeen thousand,
and trying to climb again.

Let me explain the simple and most obvious thing about altimeters.
They run in a circle on the dial, ten thousand feet at a clip; then they
start registering again. So you have to look very carefully to see whether
you are at seven thousand, seventeen thousand, or twenty-seven thou-
sand. In this case I began to blink when it dawned on me that I wasn’t
away up there at twenty-seven thousand any more. I had come down
to seventeen thousand, and that lost ten thousand feet was a complete
nothingness. I dont know how I got down there, when or where. Just
found myself flying around. Furthermore I didn’t know how much time
had elapsed . . . wasn’t paying much attention to the clock. And this
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dawned on me: I had drawn a complete blank wherein I was descend-
ing for ten thousand feet.

I thought, “Something wrong with this picture.” I went on down and
landed, you might say with my tail between my legs. .

Before the days of the pipe-stems, even, we had merely stuck the
small green or gray tubes between our jaws, and turned the stuff on
when we thought we needed it. It was a hit or miss system. We didn’t
know exactly when we did need it. A lot of queer things happened. I
suppose also there were some fatal crashes not identified with anoxia
at that stage of the game.

By the time we went to South America we had graduated. Actually
the visible equipment was very much like that which will be remem-
bered by thousands of flyers whose recollection goes back to World
War II: big yellow oxygen bottles, hoses, masks. Naturally our masks
hadn’t reached the stage of improvement which we attained during
World War II, although you couldn’t call that perfection, either.

Point was, we didn’t know how long we should be on oxygen in or-
der to keep functioning with any degree of efficiency and dependabil-
ity. We were just guessing. Certainly we had been to those altitudes,
and many times, without oxygen, or with only an occasional whiff.
What we didn’t understand was the cumulative effect. And we didn’t
have enough oxygen in our airplane tanks to grant us the privilege of
going on oxygen—say, at nine or ten thousand feet, and then staying
there blissfully throughout the entire journey.

We were going to have to fly well over twenty-two hundred miles
between Lima and Buenos Aires. If all personnel used oxygen in lavish
or even seemingly necessary quantities, we would find ourselves even-
tually up amid some clouds and peaks with no oxygen, Ma. So we were
cautious, we husbanded our supply. We were too cautious, as it began
to turn out. But still we were just country boys beginning to learn a
little about life amid the oxygen-pots if not the flesh-pots.

. . . C. V. Haynes had left his seat sometime after Antofagasta; the
co-pilot took the controls; C.V. went back to stretch out in the waist
and have a nap. I remained in the cockpit with the pilot. This was all
very exciting now. We would continue down the coast toward Santiago,
then change course to the left, and cut through the mountain pass.
Once through that pass, with the Andes behind us, I could rely on my
photostatic copies of the Pan-Am charts . . . was looking forward to
that, most eagerly. I was damn sick of using dead reckoning, trying to
estimate the average prevailing winds, so on.

We found the pass. C. V. Haynes was still slumbering back yonder
in the waist.

We looked over the situation. The minimum altitude at which we
could progress through that pass was seventeen thousand feet. Even
then we had to do a good deal of weaving around.
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Someone must have sent a psychic communication back to C.V., for
he woke up. There he’d been, snoring away without any oxygen at
seventeen thousand. Anoxia hit him, though none of us realized it at
the moment.

For hours we had been traveling at an altitude of approximately
twelve thousand feet, long before we climbed and bore to the east to
penetrate that mountain pass. Once again: the cumulative effect on
the individual of being deprived of an essential amount of oxygen for
so many hours.

This was all new. We were pioneers, and at the moment C.V. was
the biggest pioneer of all.

He looked at that altimeter (funny how these sevens crop up in the
anecdotes, but so it was . . . with myself in fighters at twenty-seven,
and again at seventeen thousand). And now here we were, at seven-
teen thousand feet, going through that pass. Poor dopey C.V. was read-
ing the dial as seven thousand feet.

He began to scream. “Seven thousand feet! Seven thousand feet!
We can’t get through the pass! Look at that! Seven thousand feet. My
God! We can’t—"

We told him as patiently as possible, “Why, we know that, C.V. But
take a look. Please—look at the altimeter. See? Were at seventeen
thousand.”

Eventually he got it into his alarmed brain that we were at a safe
altitude—or shall we say, reasonably safe—for making our way through
that narrow twisting avenue.

O.K.—anoxia went on and went on. This time it wasn’t C.V. who was
the sufferer: it was myself. Once through the pass I was delighted to
use those Pan-Am charts so laboriously prepared and so painfully ac-
quired. They weren’t growing around on trees in those days. I spread
them before me, and went to work.

Picked up a couple of checkpoints on the ground, and started in to
check my ground speed. Boy, what a fabulous ground speed. It was
out of all proportion to what we were actually doing. I began to think
that there was something in the rarified South American air which
made our four engines out-perform anything which had been built since
the days of Icarus. I checked again, and gazed stupidly at the numer-
als. My brain felt feeble and empty, and sounds began to seem very
far off. Engines hummed and whined, but they were far far away.

Anoxia, just as I said.

I took time out for a big dose of oxygen. I had been using kilometers
instead of statute miles. No wonder I got a fantastic ground speed.

There were other peculiar things which happened on that flight, but
I didn’t know about them until a kind of informal panel session took
place after we were ensconced in Buenos Aires. My old friend John
Egan was a navigator on one of the other airplanes, and— As I say,
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John and I would talk things over, and mention things to each other
which we wouldn't say to anybody else.

He whispered mysteriously, “Did you notice anything funny about
your navigation logs?”

“Just exactly what do you mean?”

“Well, I found where I had written a note in my navigation log,
warning me to pay my dues in the duck club up at Aberdeen, Mary-
land. See, I had written a note to myself. Get this, now. I'd written it in
my own navigation log. Reminding myself that I must pay my dues in
that duck club—"

I studied John for a moment. I couldn’t see much wrong with that
picture. “O.K.,” I said. “So what’s funny about that?”

I]l())hn sighed. “It so happens that I'm not even a member of any duck
club.

Normally in those days there were eight crew members in a B-17.
We hadn’t yet acquired a ball turret or a tail turret. There were the
pilot, co-pilot, navigator, bombardier, flight engineer; and the radio
operator who was also a gunner; and two waist gunners.

Far as the big Browning machine guns went, I don’t recall that we
took them along on the trip to Buenos Aires, much as they might have
pleasured our Latin neighbors. Didn’t have too many guns at the start,
anyway. When the first B-17’s came in at Langley they were too huge
to go in the hangars—had to sit outside. So, not wishing our defensive
weapons to be exposed constantly to the weather, we kept them in the
armament shop and just put them in the aircraft when the program
called for it. Also, on a long trip like this, we needed to save weight.

But we did fetch along a few extra people. No ground echelons had
been sent on in advance. Except for the dickering for gas, as noted
previously, there wasn’t much of a program set up for ground mainte-
nance and refueling. We had employed the commercial facilities at
Lima—slow-hose-on-the-truck, hand-pumps and all. We were going to
land at a military field in Buenos Aires, where we would have some
help from the Argentine Air Force. But, by and large, we must be self-
sustaining.

We were off to a good start in that all the officer members of the
crew also were engineers: gunnery officers, engineer officers, communi-
cations officers, so on. Normally we served in those capacities on the
ground, back home, as well as doing our regular flying duties. So we
had with us enough skills to see us through, if each aircraft could man-
age to carry an extra crew member or two. These folks were a form of
insurance; they would help out on the maintenance when necessary.

Our extras along with us in No. 80 were Bob Williams and Lee
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Tucker. On the flight between Lima and Santiago, they were roosting
in the radio compartment, sharing a little oxygen between them.

.. . One of the anoxia characteristics, as we learned cruelly, is that
some people begin to feel like God. You are divorced from ordinary
procedures; certain laws of the land are applicable to other people
perhaps, but not to you. You don’t need this and you don’t need that.
You don’t need to concern yourself with trivial things, the way ordinary
mortals have to do.

I guess Bob Williams was showing some of these traits, up there in
the radio room. At any rate he wasn’t using oxygen, and he wasn't giv-
ing a damn about anything. He was serene and remote, dwelling be-
tween the worlds literally and figuratively.

Lee Tucker had been whiffing oxygen right along (just a little bit
—he wasn’t treating himself too generously). So Williams was away
ahead of him when it came to anoxia.

Here was Williams, all serene, not hurting in any way, and Lee
Tucker poked him.

Williams broke out of his half-asleep condition. “What is it?”

Tucker says, “Bob, give me that five bucks you borrowed from me,
back in Lima.”

Dutiful old Bob reaches in his pocket, hauls out his wallet, and ex-
tracts a five.

He handed this to Lee, and Lee accepted it happily, and put it
away with his own thin bankroll.

Bob sat back and started thinking as well as he could. He began to
get the idea that he ought to have a little oxygen too. He reached over,
grabbed the mask away from Tucker, and after a few breaths his brain
began to clear.

He sat staring at Lee Tucker. Then the whole thing dawned on him.

“You so-and-so. I didn’t borrow any five bucks from you back at
Lima.”

Thus we learned about the quantitative effect of flying at medium
altitudes with no oxygen; or without an adequate supply, and without
adequate exposure to it. The experience was cheap at the price.

I looked down at those travesias and pampas after the Andes were
behind us (and after we didn’t have to haunt ourselves any longer
with the spectacle of a threatening mountain somewhere in those
ranges—we couldn’t remember exactly where—a peak named Acon-
cagua, which towered to a reported 22,860 feet). Observing that
strange terrain, I recalled my going up to Washington with Bob Olds,
to see what they had in the way of maps. Was there anything available



GHQ AIR FORCE 163

in. the War Department which might help us? I guess it was on that
trip that we picked up those National Geographic maps.

Belie\:'e it or not, there was absolutely nothing in our Langley files
concerning South America at all. Not a single chart. And at Langley
Field were based all the long-range aircraft we possessed, belonging
to the military establishment of the United States.

+ - 1938P Seems like 1849 in retrospect now. We were pioneers in
covered wagons, though the Indians hadn’t yet begun to come circling
out of the clouds to shoot at us.

Our official log shows twelve hours and fifteen minutes from takeoff
at Lima to our flight over our objective at Buenos Aires. Twelve hours
and forty minutes, takeoff to landing. We logged two thousand two
hundred and seventy-two miles. Come to think of it right now, and
with a proper salute to those same covered-wagon days, it wasn’t such
damn bad time.

Our 17s usually indicated above a hundred and fifty miles an hour,
which wasn’t a great deal lower than the speed achieved in much later
models of this same aircraft during World War II, at the peak of the
B-17’s performance. The speed of those bombers didn’t change much.
There wasn’t too much change in the Forts from start to finish.

The first B-17’s were not called B-17-A’s; they were just B-17s, pe-
riod. The next model, the B-17-B, came in at Langley in that same year
of 1938; we used it first on the Brazilian mission which followed by
many months our trip to the Argentine. This airplane had a very steep
tail without dorsal fins. Jumping up several years to World War II,
our first combat model, the B-17-E, had a dorsal-fin-type tail. Then
you went on . . . there were other differences, too . . . flight modifica-
tions. Came the F’s, and they had an astrodome in the nose which the
E’s didn’t have; and then later in the war along came the G’s with a
chin-turret housing twin fifty-calibers up front. Still the speed didn’t
change too much. There was better ability in this direction and that;
and of course better fire-power.

Main difference, in the case of the earliest models, was that they
had hand-held guns. Later models had turrets, with the exception of
the waist-guns and cheek-guns which were still hand-held. But later
models had self-sealing tanks and other improvements.

There in the wilds of South America we did lose a B-17 for a while.
That was Vince Meloy, in No. 51 from the 20th Bomb Squadron. They
had had prop trouble before we got to Peru, and they worked hard to
get the problem corrected while we were on the ground at Limatambo.
They couldn’t get her fixed in time, so they had to take off after we did.

Instead of going south along the coast, they climbed straight up
and headed directly for Buenos Aires. Top of the Andes, staying up
high. It seems rather casual, an understatement of fact and of prevail-
ing uncertainty, to say in an easy breath that they got down there all
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right. Yes, they were all right—came in perhaps a couple of hours or
so after the rest of us. In that season of the year thunderstorms build
up forever in the afternoon, in that area. But, by ducking around,
Meloy and his crew made it O.K.

In the “Conclusions and Recommendations” portion of a report
submitted following a later South American flight in that same year,
Major C. Y. Banfill recommends “that full-feathering propell?rs are
urgently needed for large multi-motored aircraft.” He couldn’t have
been more correct, but it was a while before we got them.

Talk about Argentinian hospitality. There was every kind of activity
in the world. When it came to the inauguration of President Ortiz,
part of us did a fly-over during the inaugural procession (you might
say that we were in the parade) and the rest watched from reserved
seats. There were official government parties a mile high; Argentine
Air Force parties; private parties given by rich and patriotic citizens.
Our own Embassy had some parties. We didn’t get to spend much
time in bed. They keep pretty late hours down there.

Far as that goes, when I look back on the whole trip, I realize that
we never got much sleep while we were on the ground. Either we
were perpetually busy with the airplanes themselves, or we were be-
ing welcomed around from here to there on these complex social ma-
neuvers.

Same thing on the way back. With the excitement of the inaugura-
tion and all attendant ceremonies and festivities behind us, we did
the eight hundred and ten miles between Buenos Aires and Santiago
in five hours, takeoff to landing. We had been several days in Buenos
Aires; now we were a day or so in Santiago, then back to Lima, and up
to Panama.

We made the fifteen hundred and fifty-six miles from Lima to Al-
brook Field in eight hours and forty-five minutes, takeoff to over-
objective; and then took the usual twenty-five minutes to complete
our landings. There in Panama we halted to do a lot of work on the
airplanes, and ended up with a routine inspection of each plane. Then
back to Langley, direct from Panama, with no stop in Miami.

There were a lot of miles of wet water to be flown over before we
got home, and there was a lot of navigating to be done; and there were
precious minutes and hours of sleep to be grabbed whenever possible.
But still I had time to do some thinking. I looked back on the whole
experience and the ruling situation, and tried to decide how it af-
fected me and my career.

Here I was, thirty-one years old, and I had been commissioned in
the Air Corps something over eight years. And on this first mass flight,
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the first long-range flight of any bombers to South America, T had been
the white-haired boy who was given the only gyro-stabilized drift-
meter. I felt the responsibility, but I felt the pride too.

-+ . Say a little less than eight and a half years, from the day we got
our wings at Kelly, until now. Where would I be, in another eight
years? I was a first lieutenant now, and had only been in grade for a
couple of years or thereabouts. When I clocked up those magic eight
years to come, would it be possible that I might have attained field
grade? Might even be a lieutenant-colonel? I'd heard of things like
that happening; but it did seem to entail considerable acceleration.

(Eight years later I was a major-general, and had been for two
years.)

Ours was a rough tough threatening fighting world. The Civil War
in Spain erupted with new violence.

During recent months the Japanese had bombed the hell out of
Chinese cities, and were seizing this area and that. They had sunk
the United States gunboat Panay and killed some of our personnel.

Hitler was ready-poised for the invasion of Austria.

Italy had withdrawn from the League of Nations. . . .

A man could guess that there might be considerable turbulence in
those thunderheads which loomed.

But leaving out the implication of European or Asiatic or even—
Lord forbid—world-wide warfare to come in the near future, what
exactly had we accomplished on this flight? And what did it indicate
for the future of our Air Corps or our Nation at large?

A lot of imponderables had presented themselves. But just about the
first step in dealing with so-called imponderables is to recognize their
existence.

We had demonstrated that a flight of heavy bombers could proceed
across land and water masses to visit an objective successfully at even
as great a distance as twenty-eight hundred miles—a fifteen-hour
flight. Of course we had had to land then, and refuel.

But if we could fly for fifteen hours without refueling, we had
proved that we could fly for seven-and-a-half hours, visit an objective,
and come back to our base in another seven-and-a-half hours. And if
we could carry good will, and evidence of aerial efficiency, and plenty
of handshakes— If we could carry these commodities on a seven-and-a-
half-hour flight and/or a fifteen-hour round trip— It meant that,
with a reduced gas loading, we could carry bombs on a shorter round
trip.

By no means were we threatening the Argentine Republic or the
Republic of Chile or the Republic of Peru. What we had displayed
was the capability inherent in our accomplishment. Certainly it meant
basing aircraft outside the continental United States, if we wanted to
fight wars abroad; but also we had proved that our new B-17’s weren’t
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just Flying Fortresses in name only. Say that we might 1%)e.CO‘m