783RD LATRINE-O-GRAM

MESSAGE FROM THE PRESIDENT
January 1995

I have just returned from a trip to Bangor to visit inlaws. We had some snow overnight Friday
which turned to freezing rain on Saturday. With the trees and bushes coated with ice, the scenery
was just beautiful. However, the combination conspired to prevent Dick Higgins and me from get-
ting together. We did have a very nice visit on the phone. He reports that his health is good, and he
is "thinking" about Nashville. Dick was one of the people who brightened my days in Italy and his
efforts in building clubs, showers etc. benefited many who probably never knew him. He was the
navigator on Charlie Ellis' crew.

We are sending a roster along with the Latrine-O-Gram this time, at the suggestion of director
Red Huber, one of our past presidents. We usually distribute rosters at the reunions, which means
that if you haven't been to a reunion, you probably never saw one of our rosters. We believe you
will all find it useful.

It is time for dues. We regularly send the L-O-G to a lot of people who never respond. Here
is what we propose to do: Forgive all delinquent dues - $15.00 makes you a member in good stand-
ing for 1995. Life membership is now available for $50.00. Members who don't respond will be
put on "Inactive" status and will no longer receive the L-O-G. Two stipulations: 1. Spouses,
including surviving spouses are currently exempt from dues. We will not be dropping any of them
from our mailing list, at least until we vote, in Nashville, on revised membership requirements.

2. We will not drop anyone from the mailing list for any mailings in preparation for the 1995
Reunion in Nashville. This means that you should all receive registration forms, if we have your
correct address. Our purpose in all this is not to thin our ranks, but to bring more and more of you
into the fold - hopefully at our reunions, starting with Nashville on September 28 to October 1.
There are natural forces thinning our ranks. The days are already "dwindling down". We would
love to be overwhelmed with people in Nashville.

Next subject. On the registration form for Reno, the first item was $5.00 "mandatory registra-
tion fee", that covered the Armed Forces Reunions' fee ($3.00) plus $2.00 which came back to us
for hospitality. No such entry this time. The $3.00 fee is still required by Armed Forces Reunions,
but we (783rd Bomb Squadron Ass'n) will pick it up together with the expenses of the hospitality
room.

I must tell you that I was deeply touched to receive, at Christmas time, a card from another
director, Paul Smith, announcing Masses to be offered for the deceased members of the 783rd
Bomb Squadron. Thank you, Paul, for your thoughtful act of love.

[ have been delighted by mail from Don Kay, Floyd Coffield, Gene Moxley, Jim Althoff
(781st President,) Sandy & Iris DeLucia and others.

More next time. Quid Fit! ;

Ralph J. Smith
(January 11, 1995)




"FROM: E. BURKE "RED" HUBER, A DIRECTOR OF THE 783rd AND
NAVIGATOR ON ORVILLE HEIM'S CREW."
Dear Jack:

Your note requesting some thoughts for the January log reminded us that our association with you goes way back. Back to our first
reunion at Colorado Springs. We were about to leave our room to attend the banquet when the TV alerted us to the Continental
Airline strike. I spent 20 minutes on the phone making reservations on two other airlines. By the time we got to the dinner, all the
seats were occupied. You spotted our predicament and came to our rescue with the comment -- "We'll make room at our table!" You
tipped a waiter to bring two chairs from the kitchen and squeeze in two additional place settings. Fred and the rest of your crew made
us feel welcome, despite the fact you were all total strangers to us!

At the Dayton reunion, Helen enjoyed having early morning coffee with you -- that was back in my drinking days when [ was a late
riser. Jack, we have truly enjoyed your friendship over the past 13 years.

Now, let's go back 50 years -- after Navigation School I had a 10-day leave before reporting to Tucson. My hometown friends
advised that Orville Heim was in Tucson assembling his B-24 crew. I called him and he welcomed me on board. On the way over-
seas, we interrupted our flight from McCook to Florida to buzz my home town -- Highland, Illinois (pop. 3,500). We went right
down main street at 500 feet. The crew streamed toilet tissue from the waist gun positions. The people poured into the streets when
we made our second pass. I can still see my mother waving to us from the front porch.

The flight from S. America to Africa was uneventful except for the fact that flying over water (lots of water) was a new experience for
all of us country boys. Willie Sheridan, our bombardier, must have been apprehensive because from the time we were told that we
would fly the southern route over the Atlantic he became obsessed with astrology. He studied all my books and practiced using my
sextant. I guess that if something happened to me enroute he didn't want to ditch in the middle of the Atlantic!

Due to weather conditions, we had to land at Tinduf in the Sahara Desert on our way to Algiers. When we got to Tunnis, we found
out that the supply ships to set up the 465th Bomb Group were sunk in Bari Harbor. Tunnis in February is cold -- | mean cold! We
slept in our fleece lined flying clothes. We had tents and canvas cots -- no water, heat, or lights. But in a matter of days, the inge-
nious Quid Fiters made "moonlight" requisitions on nearby bases. Generator sets and electrical wiring were acquired. Restaurants
and clubs in town mysteriously lost lighting fixtures. 55-gallon drums were cut in half and 100 octane gas piped to them served as
fuel. We subsisted on "K" rations and "C" rations for a week until a mess hall tent was set up.

In retrospect, the disastrous situation was a blessing! We flew training missions everyday; our pilots became the most proficient
“tight" formation pilots in the Air Force! We lost a crew when the slot man caught the belly of the lead ship. We lost our group com-
mander when he ditched in the Adriatic. By the time we got to Pantanella we were a "family" and thanks to our abundance of training
missions we were "combat ready!"

But, shortly after setting up camp a demoralizing incident occurred. A "new shave tail" attempts to "cut" the chow line. The poor
guy didn't know that "pulling your rank" isn't tolerated in combat. Col. Andrus sent him to Foggia and assessed each officer $200.00
and we built an officer's mess and club. The original mess hall was a good sized newly constructed stone building that became the
enlisted man's mess hall and club.

"HIGHLAND GETS A BOMBER NAMED IN ITS HONOR"

26 years of age. The one in the middle of the stand-
ing line is Lt. Burke Huber, the Plane Navigator. He
is the son of Mrs. Ida Huber of Highland, graduated
from St. Paul's High in 1939, and then attended the
University of Illinois. He is 22 years of age. The
eight others in the crew are not known here.

We do not presume that in all the bomber flying
crews, in this country or aboard, is there a similar
instance of two boys from one little city being on the
same crew. No wonder that they named it the
"Highland Fling."

When the two members of the crew of the
Highland Fling flew over this city, making some of
us natives reach for our stetsons lest they be blown
into the slush by the backwash of the four propellers,
they were saying "So-Long" to all of us in general,
their relatives and a few particular friends. For
months, it has been the pilot's expressed ambition to
"buzz" the streets of Highland -- and neighbor, that
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We present above a picture of the "Highland Fling"; a bomber plane,
so named because in its flying crew of 10 men there are tow boys from
Highland. In the picture you can readily recognize them. The one standing
at the extreme right is Lt. Orville J. Heim, the Plane Commander, a son of
Mr. and Mrs. John Heim of south of town. He was a member of the class . .
of 1934 at St. Paul's High School and after that was employed in the office o &dl: Good buming %%y s’i‘hanks Red,
of the Spengel Furniture Store until his enlistment in the Air Corps. He is J‘WM.




FROM PAUL SMITH, our INTELLIGENCE and BRIEFING OFFICER
WHEN A BOY BECAME A MAN: -

When our flying crews undertook the last leg of their long flight from McCook, Nebraska,
to Pantanella, Italy, we ran into bad trouble in the form of an unexpected snow storm aloft
over Southern Italy. We were lost - all 10 planes with newly trained crews and nobody
knew where we were for about 20 minutes, not far south of the German lines. We saw a
break in the snow and fog and saw a runway down below and out leaders decided we bet-
ter land there and hope for the best. This we did and the Lord was with us because we had
landed at the Bari Air Depot less than 70 miles south of the German lines.

Then our luck got better. A jeep came out to meet us and I noticed on the bumper the logo
of the 113 Signal Corp Group - I said out loud and profanely I know the 1st Sergeant of
that outfit - he and I worked together back in Harrisburg, PA, in peacetime. Well, did we
ever have a reunion that night in Bari but the best is yet to come.

A few days back at our Base in Pantanella, we were having trouble. We had no lights and
some of our briefings were done by lining up 3 or 4 jeeps and turning on their headlights.
Well, our CO, Major Burt Andrus, said this would never do and told me to take a fifth of
the good whiskey and Ed Roth and a truck with a driver provided and see if you can
scrounge up some kind of lighting apparatus to ease our predicament.

Ed Roth and I climbed into the cab and I told the driver to head for Bari Supply Depot.
There we met again my old home town pal, Sergeant Lou Long, and I told him of my
impossible assignment. Ed Roth helped with his vivid description of how we were suffer-
ing up at the front with little or no equipment. At this point, Long called a little meeting of
his close friends - in his tent - and explained who we were and what our problem was - like
most problems in the military, if you want them solved, you bring in the enlisted men -
they began to buzz and spout off ideas and I overheard one of them say - "How about that
big generator out in #4 warehouse?" Another spoke up and said, "You can't touch that,
they only made 20 of those, one for each Air Force and that one belongs to the 20AF when
they take their B-29's to Japan." Another spoke up and said, "To hell with Japan, we have
this one here in Italy. Why not use it, and we would be helping Lou Long's friends out."
As the drinks were being passed around, they finally said, "OK, let's do it. But, how in the
hell are we going to get it on a truck and out the gates without security raising hell?" At
this point the older heads got me in a corner and said, "Here's the plan - take your truck out
to #4 warechouse - we'll load it for you with a forklift - then Sergeant Long will call the
back gate and tell them you are taking some supplies to the casa on the beach the enlisted
men operated on the QT, and not to stop the truck - he would vouch for it. Then Sergeant
Long told me to keep going slowly at the gate but don't stop and after we cleared the gate
to go like hell and forget we ever met with any of them. Well, this we did as instructed and
it worked. The enlisted men have their own code and rules and they always seem to work.



I told the driver, "Put the pedal to the metal and head for Pantanella." He said we now
have a new problem - we went so fast the generator - all 500 Ibs. of it - worked its way
back to the tailgate and the driver said we had to stop. My heart was really pounding now.
One mile out the gate and our prize was about to fall off the truck. The driver saved the
day. He pulled up alongside an old tree and backed the truck into the tree and as a result,
pushed the generator back far enough that we could secure it with a rope, and we did and
took off again for our home in Pantanella.

Three hours later we pulled up in front of the Orderly Room with our loot and a crowd
began to gather. Some of our communications people recognized the generator and said
somebody is going to be in trouble - [ smell court martial! At this point, Burt Andrus took
over. He had the engineering boys get a wrecker and they unloaded the monster and began
that very night to build a tuffa block house around the generator.

Roth and I had visions of selling electric power to the 781st Squadron located right behind
us on the hill when Major Schwartz came on the scene and took over. He said, "Smitty,
when you steal something too big to move, it then becomes community property," and just
like that I was separated from my loot. Next came Major Andrus - all neat and tidy and
said, "Smitty, I don't need to know where you got this thing, and don't you tell me anything
about it - but between us, you did one hell of a job today." That was when I learned about
the Military Code of Ethics - never tell a superior officer anything he doesn't have to know.
But that code works both ways. I knew I had a friend in Burt - and still have to this day -
and Major Schwartz made sure I didn't get any dirty assignments after that - but never let
me feel I was getting favored treatment. The reverse of that is 0 if the damn generator fell
off the truck in Bari, my ass would have been in a sling forever more!

On the note of nostalgia, I'm remembering that after the war was over, I served as Best
Man at Sergeant Lou Long's wedding to Betty, the lovely WAC he met in Bari, and later
served as a pallbearer for both of them when they died. I like to remember too that I didn't
steal this generator all by myself - I had a lot of help from other crooks, all of whom I
remembered when I was sworn in with my fingers crossed as the 1st Chairman of the State
of Pennsylvania Ethics Commission, where I served with diligence for 9 years - Quid Fit -
and Bombs Away - "The Real WORLD of WARTIME." - Paul Smith

Thank you,
Paul
JWM

Merle Schwartz (pilot & architect) of Racine, WI informs that Milton Gassel (navigator &
attorney) of Boca Raton, FL passed away recently from heart failure. Milt flew with Merle
on several missions. They became good friends around the Chicago area. Milt retired
with rank from the USAFR. Our heart-felt sympathies to Milton's wife Judith.



