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Notice of Biennial Meeting
• The biennial meeting of the 385th Bombardment Group Memorial Association 
will be held October 22 - 27, 2003 at the Holiday Inn, Hampton VA to elect 
officers and transact other business that may take place.

• 2005 REUNION: Now is the time to make your proposals for the 2005 reunion. 
Make the proposal as complete as possible by including location, why it is a good 
location, who will be the host, etc. If proposing a different format than previous 
reunions give details. Hosts can prepare a sales pitch to give at the 2003 reunion. 
Mail proposal to Bill Varnedoe, 5000 Ketova Way Huntsville AL 35803. Please 
send proposals by April 2003 if possible.

• Editors note: What are your thoughts on a 2004 reunion & annual reunions?

• 2003 DUES: If your Hardlife Herald address mailing code does not show 
LM999, R03, or A03 your 2003 dues are due. Please mail your dues in the 
amount of $25.00 to 385th BGMA c/o Verne Philips PO Drawer 5970 Austin TX 
78763

Notice of Proposed By-Law Change
Amend Article IV, Executive Board. Section 3 and Section 5 to read as follows: 

Section 3. The Executive Board shall meet at each regular meeting of the 
members, and at such other times as may be called by the Chairman or by a 
majority of the Executive Board members. Meetings may be conducted by 
teleconferencing or by email.

Section 5. A quorum at any meeting shall consist of a majority of the members 
of the Board, then elected and/or appointed, and serving, who have not advised 
that they are unable to attend the meeting, either in person, by teleconferencing 
or by email. A majority of such quorum may decide any question that may come 
before Board. For teleconferencing, no answer shall be construed to mean, 
“unable to attend,” and for email questions, no reply within two weeks of posting 
of the question shall be construed to mean, “unable to attend.”
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PRESIDENT’S REPORT
By Leo A. LaCasse, Col., USAF, Bet.

A business meeting of the 
Board of Officers will be held on 
Oct. 22 at 19:00 Hours at a loca
tion to be determined at a later 
date. Anyone wishing to discuss 
matters pertaining to the 
Association should have their 
inputs to me prior to the meeting. 
At this meeting I plan to assign 
responsibilities to each of the offi
cers that will make our Reunion 
run smoothly. We can discuss the 
Hospitality Room hours and the 
cost of items to be dispensed, we 
can assign responsibilities for the

Well we have made it 
through the holiday season, how
ever we are in for another fast fly
ing year before they are on us 
again. It would be a duller life 
without them. Aren’t we lucky to 
live in a country that has 
Valentine, Patrick, Martin Luther 
King, Mothers and Fathers, the 
4th of July, Memorial, Labor, 
Thanksgiving to name just a few 
of our days of celebration. Our 
family was going back in time and 
asking “What is the first 
Christmas you remember?” This 
could actually work for most holi
days along with what they have 
meant to each of us. War time 
would make for some poignant 
memories.

At our age most of us don’t 
have to worry about getting back 
to work anymore. To quote Danny 
McMoorty “I have never liked 
working. To me a job is an inva
sion of privacy.” This year we 
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bus coordinators on each tour 
scheduled, I will need much help 
in getting the Banquet prepared 
on Sunday Oct. 26 and other 
matters not yet thought of at this 
time.

Any member planning or 
just thinking of attending the 
2003 reunion would you please 
send me a card with your full 
name, the name of the person 
who will accompany you and the 
squadron you represent. Things 
are beginning to mount up and I 
would like to get started on mak-

THE SOFT LIFE SIDE
by Darla Newton

have the opportunity to meet 
again at the 385th Reunion in 
Hampton, Virginia. President Leo 
has lined up a swell time for all of 
us and the special part is just the 
getting together with those we 
now consider old friends.

What a better time to read. 
At least that goes for us in rainy 
Oregon. One book that is a good 
pat on the back is What’s Good 
About America by Dinesh 
D’Souza. He is an immigrant 
from India. I also enjoyed one 
called Abraham. He is claimed by 
Jews, Christians and Muslims as 
their father. We attend a British 
Travel Club that have different 
programs each month. We 
recently had one on Roman 
England and then I found a fiction 
book set in that time frame 
around 300 in the Common Era.

Now Tom is much more 
current in his reading (ha). He is 
in WWII reading and enjoying so 

ing the IDs for all participants to 
keep the work load down to a 
minimum at the last minute.

As you well know Mike 
Gallagher is the committee chair
man to present a slate of officers 
for the next change over. If any of 
you want to retain your status I 
would advise you to let Mike 
know what your wishes are. I 
hope this meets with your 
approval Mike? I also expect you 
to make the presentation to the 
members at the reunion on the 
last day we meet. (Oct. 27) 

many books by 385th authors. 
What good memories they have 
after all these years. Reading 
through then has made me real
ize why these memories are so 
imprinted on their thoughts and 
minds. It has given me a much 
greater appreciation of what 
these young boys endured.

If you grew up speaking 
English consider yourself fortu
nate. Why doesn’t Buick rhyme 
with quick? The bandage was 
wound around the wound, Of 
course the weird headlines con
tinue. “Lansing residents can 
drop of trees: stud tires out; chef 
throw his heart into helping feed 
needy” What a wonderful country 
and language! You all did know 
that a will is a dead giveaway.

So give thanks for minds to 
think, hearts to love, and hands 
to serve. Fondly, Darla
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FEATURE STORY
THE DEMISE OF THE “HEAVENLY BODY”

By Herbert Ft. Greider - Navigator
Edwin Perry-pilot (May 

2002 Hardlife Herald) described 
how he and his crew came to 
name their B-17 (49-6608) the 
“Heavenly Body.”

This is a description of the 
events on September 26, 1944 
of the Charles Lamont Crew and 
that B-17 and its demise. As Ed 
Perry said he and his crew were 
on a three day pass and 
Lamont’s crew was assigned to 
fly the airplane that day. The 
mission that day was to bomb 
Bremen, Germany. Lamont was 
first pilot and the copilot was 
Rodolfo Gutierrey, who was a 
first pilot. The method of opera
tion for the 8th Air Force was for 
a new crew coming on base the 
first pilot would fly as copilot on 
his first mission with an old 
crew. It was to be Lamont’s 
crew’s last mission.

The usual procedure for 
the 8th Air Force bombing in 
Northern Germany was to group 
over England and go northeast 
over the north sea. They would 
stay over water as long as pos
sible and make land-fall as near 
the target as possible.

Usually when we entered 
Germany there was some flak 
action. The mission planners 
kept track of the flak batteries 
and tried to enter Germany 
hopefully where there were 
none. That was seldom the case 
and on September 26 we got 
some flak. We got hit on number 
4 engine and lost that engine. 
Lamont notified the lead pilot for 
385th bomb group and was 

advised to turn back and drop 
the bombs into the North Sea.

At this point there 
appeared to be no problem in 
returning to base. We had once 
returned from what is now the 
Czech Republic with an engine 
out with no problems even with 
all that time over Germany as a 
lone aircraft. We did get a P-51 
as an escort for about half way 
back when the P-51 had to 
leave us to have enough fuel to 
return to base.

This day was certainly dif
ferent. The returning head wind 
at mission altitude was over 100 
mph. As we returned over the 
North Sea, the bombardier, Roy 
Buck dropped the bomb load, as 
we head west into the high 
winds.

As we headed toward 
England, Lamont called the 
British Air/Sea Rescue as a pre
caution. The way the British 
Air/Sea rescue worked with the 
8th Air Force was that the Air 
Force would notify the British 
that the mission was going up 
the north sea, in time get their 
boats out along the route ahead 
of the planes fly over. The British 
even sent out a P-47 to follow 
us.

Things were going fine 
until we lost a second engine. 
With two engines left and 100 
mph head wind, the ground 
speed was less than 50 mph. 
With high power on the two 
remaining engines, the danger 
of losing a third engine was 
great. We really had not pro

gressed very far along the coast 
of the Netherlands. We were 
descending slowly to take 
advantage of the momentum. 
The third engine went out.

With only one engine, 
ditching was assured. We had 
talked to a crew that had 
ditched, no problem-just like 
you so often throw a flat stone 
over smooth water. But our 
problem was the high winds and 
huge waves. We, the crew, got 
into the radio room as the nor
mal ditching procedure.

Lamont asked the engi
neer (Al Detert) about shoulder 
harnesses for the pilots. There 
were none installed on that B- 
17. The crew’s position for ditch
ing was to have five members 
backs against the forward bulk
head and two lay on the floor 
with their feet against the for
ward bulkhead.

The pilots did a wheels up 
ditching. What was not expected 
was the effect of the very high 
waves - 15-20 feet according to 
the British Air/Sea rescue. It was 
almost like hitting a wall. The 
plane broke open at the radio 
room. I was lying on the floor 
and was immediately underwa
ter. Instead of crawling out at the 
overhead hatch we walked on 
the wing. The plane hit so hard 
the pilots never had a chance.

The B-17 had a life raft on 
each side of the plane. The one 
on the right side came out and 
inflated. Five crew members got 
in the raft back of the wing. The 
bombardier, Buck, went off the 
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wing forward and got hold of a 
low pressure oxygen bottle 
(knocked loose by the impact) to 
help keep him afloat in addition 
to his life vest. I (navigator) was 
the last man out of the plane (as 
shown in photo of the painting).

I was in the water with an 
inadequate life vest. With the 
high waves the water kept hitting 
me in the face and after some 
time I was drowning. Fortunately 
for me I was first to be picked up 
unconscious. Then the other 
crew members were rescued.

The plane sank in a few 
minutes. The P-47 followed us to 
ditching and dropped a smoke 
marker to show our exact loca
tion to the rescuers, you can 
imagine the difficulty of finding 
us in 15-20 foot waves.

The British medic said he 
worked on me over 45 minutes 
before I responded with any vital 
signs. The boat was on the way 
back to port before I was aware 
of things. The British kept me 
overnight at their naval hospital 
at Great Yarmouth. Al Detert 
stayed with me at the hospital 
overnight. The base sent a vehi
cle the next day to pick us up to 
return to base.

It is interesting that the 
people keeping score were not 
going to give us credit for this, 
our last mission since we did not 
go over the target. This decision 
was reversed before we 
returned to base.

We, the remaining crew, 
plus Charles Woodward our first 
pilot who had finished a mission 
ahead of us since he had flown 
as a copilot on his first mission, 
returned to the U.S. by ship in 
November 1944 into New York 
harbor.
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Bible Foretells Rescue
Text Picked by Flier Describes Sea Crash

A U.S. EIGHTH AIR FORCE BOMBER STATION, England
Sept. 30, 1944 (A.P.)

Seven survivors of the Flying 
Fortress Heavenly Body, rescued 
from the English Channel after 
their bomber sank, named their 
new Fortress Seven Angels today, 
taking the name from a text in the 
Book of Revelation.

It goes back to the day when 
this crew in the bombardment divi
sion took off with a formation 
headed for Bremen to bomb a Nazi 
tank factory.

Staff Sergeant Gilbert Woemer 
21, of Fredericksburg, Texas, just 
before the takeoff opened his pock
et Bible at random and inserted an 
english pound note between two 
pages for safe keeping.

Subsequently he found in the 
verse marked by the currency an 
allegory of the ordeal he and his six 
crewmates experience.

Over Germany the Heavenly Body 
left formation. One engine was out 
and two of the three others engines 
had failed by the time it was over 
the channel.

The plane was vibrating and 
losing height badly and the pilot 
warned the crew they were going to 
hit. The plane split in three sec
tions. The pilot and co-pilot were 
trapped and quickly sank. The 
other seven crewmen huddled in a 
rubber dinghy or clung to the sides.

From Chapter 8 of the Book of 
Revelation they read: “And I saw 
the Seven Angels which stood 
before God...”

While 20-foot waves buffeted 
them, they looked up and saw a 
British air-sea rescue plane circling 
as its pilot sent out the radio posi
tion for rescue craft.

“And another Angel came” they 
said.

The crewmen waited some 30 min
utes, their eyes toward England.

“And. . . there was silence in 
heaven about the space of half an 
hour.”

A rescue launch sped across the 
channel and a plane dropped 
smoke bombs to direct it toward 
the survivors.

“And the smoke of the incense, 
which came with prayers of the 
Saints, ascended up before God...”

Besides Sergeant Woemer, the 
survivors are:

Lieutenant Roy Buck, 27, of 
Nashville, Tenn., bombardier; 
Lieutenant Herbert Greidel, 25, 
Dauphin, Pa., navigator; Technical 
Sergeant Albert Deterokr, 27, of St. 
Louis, Mo., top turret gunner; Staff 
Sergeant Robert Hoyman, 21, 
Latrobe, Pa., ball turret gunner, and 
Staff Sergeant Richard Rolander, 
20, Leicester, Mass., tail gunner.

Cover Picture:
A photo of a painting by Gil Cohen - Doylestown, PA. It was 

commissioned by my son - Dr. Thomas Greider - Houston, TX. Mr. 
Cohen reconstructed the ditching scene - recollection of information 
from Roy Buck, Al Deter, Gil Woerner and Herb Greider.
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LIFE AS A POW
Making The Things We Needed

By Sterling Bogers

In Zagan we never referred 
to a barracks. Both the prisoners 
and our guards referred to it as a 
block. I don’t know why. That’s 
not the German word for bar
racks. But block it was.

Our block contained a room 
called a kitchen, but it had none 
of the necessary equipment to 
allow it to serve that purpose. 
Even if it had contained a stove, 
there was not enough fuel to 
make it useful. Its several large 
metal pots were too large to be 
practical on the little tin stoves in 
our rooms. It probably was 
intended as a ration breakdown 
center since there was a central 
cook house where the German 
rations were prepared. I don’t 
remember that “kitchen” ever 
being used for anything at all.

Each room was issued a 
large metal pitcher. That was the 
measure of a ration of soup. 
That, and a loaf of sour black 
bread, was the frequent extent of 
goon-supplied food intended to 
feed fifteen men for one day. The 
soup often had weevils in it, or 
was dehydrated cabbage soup 
(green death) which many could 
not stomach. The bread, barely 
edible normally, became accept
able when toasted against the 
side of the tin stove.

Without the Red Cross we 
would have been hungry indeed. 
Their corned beef, cold out of the 
can, will sustain life, but it is not a 
very palatable food. It leaves a 
coating of beef tallow on your 
teeth and the taste of it lingers for 

hours. Spam, too, needs heating 
to improve its qualities. We found 
a way around that. We saved 
powdered milk cans, split them, 
pounded them flat, and then 
shaped them into cooking pots 
and pans. Some people became 
very adept at forming larger pans 
by joining two pieces of metal 
with a flat seam, carefully pound
ed into place and braced with 
extra metal. The edges of the 
entire piece were then turned up 
and braced so that a very serv
iceable square pan resulted.

Some of the metalsmiths 
became so skilled that they 
made little furnaces which could 
boil water with no more fuel than 
a few twigs and shavings. These 
were ingenious arrangements of 
fire boxes with controlled air 
drafts. Some of them even had a 
small hand-driven fan to increase 
the heat. From the time we left 
Nurnberg until we were liberated

Almighty God, who hast 
given us this good land for our 
heritage: We humbly beseech 
thee that we may always prove 
ourselves a people mindful of thy 
favor and glad to do thy will. Bless 
our land with honorable industry, 
sound learning, and pure man
ners. Save us from violence, dis
cord, and confusion; from pride 
and arrogance, and from every 
evil way. Defend our liberties, and 
fashion into one united people 
the multitudes brought hither out 

these little devices were our only 
source of hot meals.

The trick to making pans 
really lay in one thing - never let 
the guards see you do it. 
Possessing any kind of tool was 
strictly forbidden. Even the cheap 
dinner knives we were issued as 
mess kit components were con
fiscated if we were caught using 
them as tools. But we worked 
around that one, too. We split tin 
cans with them, but only if a look
out was posted to tell us when a 
guard was in the area. We made 
mallets from pieces of firewood, 
but we kept them in the fuel box 
where they looked like just 
another bit of fuel.

There is no way our guards 
were ignorant of what we were 
doing. They knew. But they 
couldn’t catch us in the act. In the 
absence of proof they took no 
action. And we went right on 
making the things we needed.

of many kindreds and tongues. 
Endue with the spirit of wisdom 
those to whom in thy Name we 
entrust the authority of govern
ment, that there may be justice 
and peace at home, and that, 
through obedience to thy law, we 
may show forth thy praise among 
the nations of the earth. In the 
time of prosperity, fill our hearts 
with thankfulness, and in the day 
of trouble, suffer not our trust in 
thee to fail.

Inspirational Thought
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Air Stories [385BG] “Off The Record (9)”
By Frank R. Mays, Author of “And No Purple Heart”

After reading back over 
some of the stuff I’ve written, it 
tells me I need to do some 
checking? The “Spell-Check” on 
this contraception is good - but - 
it sure don’t correct stupid 
English mistakes! Then again - 
how would I know?

I never said I was good 
with English. And - I’ve done 
some pretty stupid things in my 
life. Most were learning experi
ences. One thing I always did 
like to do was have my clothes 
looking nice. My Mama taught 
me that. She said, “Patches ain’t 
all that bad - if they are clean.”

I found a British Lady living 
outside the rear gate at Great 
Ashfield that would do my laun
dry. She could wash, starch and 
iron my Khaki shirts until the col
lar and creases were sharp as 
knives. I don’t know how she did 
it but she “dry-cleaned” my 
Class-A wool uniform blouse 
and pants, getting rid of that 
“wet-dog” odor so often causing 
people to look at a soldier funny.

Some Airmen at Great 
Ashfield did their own laundry 
and dry-cleaning. An open top 
five-gallon bucket half filled with 
100+ octane airplane gas was 
used to clean wool uniforms. I 
always thought it left the men 
smelling worse than before 
attempting this. The gas was 
smuggled from the flight line - 
brought to near the Hut in the 
squadron area - clothes dipped 
in the fluid several times - then 
hung in a breeze to dry on a 
metal rack.

One hot summer day I got 
up from my sack and lit a ciga
rette - just sitting there. I heard 
someone cussing outside the 
Hut window, I walked to see 
what was going on. Things hap
pened in a hurry!

As I walked to the window 
a slight breeze blew in with the 
odor of gasoline - I saw a hand 
hang a pair of pants on the win
dow latch -1 started to turn but it 
was too late - there came a 
“whump” - and the fire from my 
cigarette set the air and pants 
on fire!

I grabbed the fire extin
guisher from the wall and ran 
outside to the flaming pants. I 
shook the fire extinguisher - 
turned it upside down - aimed 
the hose spigot at the fire - and 
a stream of water about that a 
very small male child would pro
duce came spouting out. It so 
amused me I almost dropped 
the container and stood there 
laughing. The thin stream of 
water continued to flow in short 
spurts and dribbles as if nearly 
finished. The fellow that hung his 
gas soaked pants to dry, threw 
them on the ground as someone 
else smothered the fire with a Gl 
blanket.

That which was left of the 
pants was the fly - complete with 
buttons - a seam from the crotch 
to the rear about 6 inches long 
and two short seams down each 
leg. Nothing else was dam
aged? Not even the Hut? No 
burned grass - nothing?

The man was mad as “all 

get out” at me for ruining his 
pants and said I would have to 
replace them. Still laughing - I 
did nothing more than gingerly 
pick-up the remains and head 
for squadron quartermaster. The 
Army rule was - To have clothing 
replaced one must turn in the 
used garment,

The fellows in quartermas
ter laughed and asked what the 
hell was this as I laid the burned 
hulk on the counter and made 
my request for a new pair of 
pants. Without pause - after 
beating their sides and rolling on 
the floor laughing - they gave 
me a new pair of pants of the 
correct size which I returned 
and gave to my Buddy at the 
Hut.

Never did figure if I was 
the stupid one - or - the man 
cleaning pants with gasoline - 
but - it taught me a lesson - 
check your fire extinguishers 
ever so often !
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SOMETIMES DURING MY TOUR I HAD 
A FEW LAUGHS

by Dominic Jordan

Not long after arriving at 
our Great Ashfield base I met 
another Bombardier named 
Ozzie Bottari who was from 
Philadelphia which is not far 
from my hometown of 
Pennsgrove, N.J. We got togeth
er sometimes for what we called 
a “rat race” into the various 
towns. We never came home 
without having some laughs. 
One day in May we wandered 
into the little Hamlet of Great 
Ashfield which adjoined the 
base, the town folks where hav
ing a quaint little festival to raise 
money. There were all kinds of 
plain little home made games; 
nothing fancy like Merry Go 
Rounds or Ferris Wheels. They 
had all sorts of contests and an 
auction. I got sucked into that 
while bidding on a huge turnip of 
a watch which the auctioneer 
said was a “family heirloom.” It 
had to be wound with a key. I 
was not entirely ignorant about 
the value of the pound versus 
our dollar but I got carried away, 
which can happen at auctions 
and was horrified when I had to 
cough up ten pounds or about 
forty bucks for the ticker. The 
pound all during the war was 
pegged at $403.1/2 cents. I am 
not a collector and don’t really 
know why I even got into the bid
ding. I gave the watch to an old 
jeweler friend when I got home. 
However the best was yet to 
come, it was the feature contest 
of the day, the “orse race” as the 
race announcer, who was also 
the auctioneer. At first only two 
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farm lads showed up with huge 
plow horses, but just as the race 
was to go off another farm lad 
came dashing up. Ozzie and I 
died laughing at his racing col
ors...a flowing red scarf...the 
race went off as the announcer 
called off the distance to the 
mens outhouse and around the 
ladies outhouse and then as he 
stated back “ere”. Away they 
went but the kid with the flowing 
scarf could not get his horse to 
run straight, he ran almost right 
angles almost the entire race 
but just at the finish line he got 
his steed straightened up and 
won by a nose. We rolled on the 
ground laughing.

I had always enjoyed 
English history especially its 
heritage when it was all Catholic 
and the later Cromwell dealings 
in regards to the reformation. I 
used to borrow a ‘wheel’, bike to 
us, and go wandering the lovely 
wooded roads around the base. 
One day I wandered into an old 
church near Stowmarket and 
was puzzled by the roughness 
of the Oaken pews, they had 
been sort of hacked off and as I 
sat there the minister came in 
and said that the roughness of 
the armrests was due to 
Cromwells men who had 
roamed the once Catholic coun
tryside and hacked of any sign 
of the Papacy like adornments 
of Saints that had been original
ly carved on the pews. The cen
turies had wore them down.

I recently picked a new pri
mary care physician. After two 
visits and exhaustive lab tests, 
he said I was doing “fairly well” 
for my age.

A little concerned about 
that comment, I couldn’t resist 
asking him, “Do you think I’ll live 
to be 80?”

He asked, “Well, do you 
smoke tobacco or drink beer?” 

“Oh no,” I replied, “I’ve 
never done either.”

Then he asked, “Do you 
eat rib-eye steaks and bar-b- 
qued ribs?

I said, “No, I’ve heard that 
all “red meat” is very unhealthy!” 

“Do you spend a lot of time 
in the sun, like playing golf, 
hanging out at the beach or 
things like that?” he asked. 

“No, I don’t,” I said.
He said, “Do you gamble, 

drive fast cars, or fool around 
with sexy women?”

“No,” I said, “I’ve never 
done any of those things.”

He looked at me and said, 
“Then why in hell do you even 
WANT to live to be 80??”
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