












































































































































































































































Losses would be heavy.

We were shown slides of the target area
and each pilot was given his own map trac-
ing the route in and out, and the point at
which the bomb run would begin. This real-
ly was of interest only to the leader of each
squadron. The rest of us would be playing
follow the leader.

Next up was the intelligence officer who
briefed us as to where along the route we
could expect flak and/or fighter attacks. On
his heels came the group’s weather officer,
who had nothing but more bad news.

The base of our overcast was at 500 feet,
with the clouds topping at 10,000. This
meant long minutes of procedure climbing
on instruments, always with the danger of

icing or collision. ‘“You should then have

clear sailing above the clouds all the way to
the target area,’’ the officer droned.

But things got worse. The weathér map
showed a front hanging over Berlin with
thick clouds rising to 30,000 feet. There
was no way we could get a fully loaded B-24
Liberator over those. However, the officer
seemed unconcerned. He assured us that by
the time we arrived at the target the front
would have moved on east. Needless to say,
we were skeptical.

Briefing over, everyone scampered to his
locker for vital equipment — vital because
B-24s did not boast heated, pressurized
cabins. Winter temperatures in the skies
over Europe were in the 50-below-zero
range. First came a nylon, electrically
heated flying suit. Over this went a fur-lined
flying suit, an inflatable life preserver and a
flak vest. For headgear we wore a regular
cap covered by a flak helmet. At least we’d
be warm — even if we weren’t going to be
safe.

With the usual silence, each man re-
treated into his own thoughts as we boarded
trucks for the trip out to the dispersed hard-
stands where our Liberators waited. Other

crew members joined us there — flight en- .

gineer, radio operator, two waist gunners
and a tail gunner. We made our pre-flight
inspection and boarded the aircraft.

On signal from the tower, I joined the
procession of Libs taxiing out to the run-
way. We reached the head of the queue,
lined up for takeoff in the dim light of a grey
dawn and got the green light from the tower.
I jammed on the brakes, pushed the throttles
full forward then released them. This
allowed the lumbering plane to gather speed
as quickly as possible and with a full load,
we would need every foot of our runway to
get airborne.

The B-24’s nose lifted off just in time
and, as briefed, entered the overcast at 500
feet. I made a shallow bank left and began
an oval-shaped pattern, flying a precisely
timed air speed, rate of climb and direction.
Nine times out of 10, this kept the blind-
flying pilots from colliding. But there was
always that one time it didn’t.

Again as briefed, we broke into brilliant
sunshine at 10,000 and began scanning the
sky above for the forming airplane — a
yellow-and-black striped craft that flew in a
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wide circle, firing multicolored, coded
flares. The squadron leaders would take
their places behind, below and above this
plane and other pilots would then find their
assigned places in the three squadrons.

We quickly found our spot and, exactly
on schedule, the group headed eastward,
continuing to climb as it went. The Eighth
was flying a few over a thousand Libs and
Fortresses today, which meant the bomber
stream would stretch several hundred miles.
Our fighter cover consisted of some 500
Mustangs and Thunderbolts, so altogether
we had quite an armada.

Our fighters were most discouraging to
the Luftwaffe. The Germans still had plenty
of aircraft, but they were now short of pilots
and very short of fuel. Allied air strikes
against oil refineries had produced results
and the Luftwaffe could no longer afford to
mount an attack on the whole bomber

stream. Instead, it would pick out two or
three groups, somewhere in the stream, and
attempt to destroy them. Their thinking was
that such tactics would damage the morale
of American bomber crews. We were lucky
today — we weren’t singled out for atten-
tion. But as we droned toward the target our
radio told us that some groups up ahead
were catching hell.

We had reached bombing altitude by the
time we arrived at the point at which we
would begin our long, straight run over the
target. Disaster! As we turned on our run we
could see that the weather front had not
moved off as promised. Instead, towering
clouds, rising thousands of feet above us,
hung over Berlin. Ahead were black dots of
other bomber groups disappearing into the
overcast.

Our group leader’s voice crackled over
the radio. We would be unable to bomb at
planned altitude, but would have to descend
to ‘‘reference minus four.”” Moreover, to
avoid the risk of formations running
together we would fly a dog leg,
approaching the target from the south. At
the new altitude, bombing should be visual
rather than on radar. Suicide! This meant we
would be over the city for a full 15 minutes,
at 17,000 feet, with ack-ack gunners able to
track us visually.

All too soon, we roared into the scud
clouds hanging beneath the storm and, on
cue, anti-aircraft opened up from below.
Between the scudding clouds and the thick
smoke from bursting shells, visibility
quickly dropped to zero. I was flying some
20 feet below and behind the lead ship, but it
was now just a faint shadow. Every few
seconds it would disappear and I'd have to
hold constant air speed and heading until the
shadow reappeared. There was also the
threat of my wing men running into me or
the leader’s wing men colliding with him
and sending us all down. I knew they could
not possibly see us and were simply holding
air speed and heading.

Five minutes that seemed like hours went
by. The flak was increasing in intensity and
our planes were being tossed about like
canoes in rapids. It seemed incredible that
we were still flying. My inboard port engine
fell victim to flak and it became necessary to
drastically increase power and hold right
rudder. The lead ship disappeared and we
were alone in the dirty grey void.

It was 55 below zero, but I was bathed in
sweat. It streamed down my face and into
my eyes. Rivulets coursed down my back
while my hand gripped the wheel like a
vice. I wanted to cry out to break the awful
tension, but my vocal cords refused to re-
spond. More minutes dragged by while the
orange and black orchids of AA fire burst
open all around us. Suddenly, I felt the
bombs drop away and the battered plane
spring forward as though reborn. A minute
or two later we suddenly burst into clear
skies over the Baltic. Somehow, we had
survived — at least for now.

Continued on page 98
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EXTENSION $19.95
FOLDING STOCK $67.95

TO MAKE THEM LEGALLY 16",

BLACK PLASTIC

ALSO
AR-7
STOCK 35.00

FITS ALL T/C PISTOLS, CONVERTING THEM INTO LIGHT, COMPACT RIFLES. YOU MUST HAVE A 16"
BARREL TO MAKE THEM LEGAL. WE ALSO OFFER BARREL EXTENSIONS TO FIT THE 14" BARREL

TOP-FOLDING STOCK

REM 870 -« WIN 1200
RANGER 120 - MOSS
HI-STANDARD

10 SHOT MAG EXT $32.00
MAGAZINE EXTENSIONS

ﬁ

7-SHOT 18", BRL. 8 SHOT 20" BRL.

REM 870/1100
$22

BROWNING A5
WIN 1200 - S&W 3000

FOLDING STOCK FOR

MINI-14 - .30 CARBINE - 10/22
CARBINE STOCK FITS G,

IVER JOHNSON, OR UNIVERSAL

$67.95

NITEX FOLDER
FOR STAINLESS MINI

$79.95  SPECIFY WHICH FIREARM

SHOTGUN PISTOL GRIP

j $15.95

REM 870 - ITHACA 37 - WIN 1200
RANGER 120 + MOSS 500
HI-STANDARD

wet

AR-15 BUTTSTOCK
EXTENSION

$15

REPLACES FACTORY
BUTTPLATE AND ADDS
ONE INCH TO LENGTH

MINI-14- SHOWN

ONE PIECE PISTOL GRIP
STOCK

$44.95
MADE WITH UNBREAKABLE
DU PONT* ZYTEL

MINI-14 30 RD MAGS BLUED $§14.95 STAINLESS $16.85

AVAILABLE FOR MINI-14°
10/22°

.30 CARBINE
(G.l. OR UNIVERSAL)

SIDE FOLDING STOCK KIT

$74

WITH RUBBER RECOIL PAD
FOR WIN 1200 - RANGER 120
REM 870 - S&W 3000 - MOSS 500
COMES WITH FOREND

(PLEASE SPECIFY)

BUTT STOCK
OFFHAND NOTCH 3/4 LONGER $30
ROUNO HANDGUARD §24.95
NEW CANADIAN ARMY 30-RD ZYTEL MAG $12.95

TELESCOPING ZYTEL MAG STORE LOADED 20 YEARS
OR EXPAND TO 45 RDS. 524.95

".m—___ﬂ
l AR-15 / M16

VENTILATED HANDGUARD

=

BLACK NON-SLIP RUBBER

EXTENDED
BLACK PLASTIC BUTT PLATE
MINI-14 $8 315

10/22 %8
CARBINE STEEL $8

FITS MINIe ® w3 1022 \DDS 1 INCH TO LENGTH

PLASTIC PISTOL GRIP STOCKS FOR SHOTGUNS

1100 SHOWN

BENELLI

——— $45

FORENDS FOR SHOTGUNS $9.95

WIN 1200 - RANGER 120 -+ MOSS 500-600
ITHACA 37 - REM 870

AND SPAS 45 BLACK PLASTIC FORENDS — MORE CONTROL — NON SLIP

STOCKS
NO FORENDS

REM 1100 FOREND-$20

XR-5000 “STUN GUN”
40,000 VOLTS OF STUNNING POWER

YOU OR YOUR WIFE NOW CAN DEFEND YOURSELVES AGAINST
DRUNKS, PCP USERS., MUGGERS, ANIMALS OR ANY KIND OF OF.
FENDERS WITHOUT DEADLY FORCE AND ALSO LESS LIABILITY RISK,
A SHORT 2 OR 3 SECOND BLAST WILL DAZE AND DROP EVEN THE
BIGGEST, STRONGEST ATTACKER (EFFECTIVE EVEN WHEN AN AT.
TACKER 1S WEARING A HEAVY LEATHER JACKET) YET THERE IS NO
PERMANENT INJURY — GIVING YOU PLENTY OF TIME TO GET AWAY.

$69.95 Unit WITH FREE NYLON CASE

QUARTERMASTER
SALES
BLACK BALL CAP
$4.50 EA

STD $129.90

Uzl $189.90

AR 15 §159.90
MINI-14 $159.90
H&K $189.90
FN $209.95

ARMSON O.E.G.

FASTEST SIGHT DAY OR NIGHT
YOU USE BOTH YOUR EYES

AT THE SAME TIME - JUST PUT THE RED

DOT ON TARGET AND SHOOT.

NEW .22 GROOVED RECEIVER MODELS $74.95 (Day only)

AVAILABLE FOR SHOTGUNS - CARBINES + ASSAULT
RIFLES - HANDGUNS
.22 DAY OR NIGHT $99.95

355 EAGLE

RIFLE CASE

LIGHTWEIGHT AND RELIABLE.
MADE OF 11-0Z. WATER REPELLENT
CORDURA NYLON. CLOSED-CELL FOAM PADDING
FOR MAXIMUM WATER RESISTANCE AND SHOCK
ABSORBANCY. REINFORCED, WIDE-WEBBED CARRYING HANDLES.
LARGE FRONT COVER CARGO AND REAR AMMO POUCHES. HEAVY-DUTY
“YKK" ZIPPERS. COMES IN BLACK OR WOODLAND CAMP.

SPECIFY WHICH RIFLE OR STOCK

“THE FINEST IN TACTICAL EQUIPMENT"

$4.00 Shipping Each Stock
$2.00 Each Other ltems
SEND $2 FOR 40 PAGE CATALOG

Please Send Money Order or Cashlers Check
Call for Credit Card Orders For Faster Service

ORDERS 6 TO 6 MST
1-800-552-0070 EXT. 543

QUESTIONS 10-5:30 M-F
1-505-884-8822

7201 AVENIDA LA COSTA NE + ALBUDUERQUE, NM 87109
4509 MENAUL NE - ALBUQUERQUE - NM 87110
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