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LET FREEDOM RING
My Granpa is my hero, he served in World War 11
He's told me of his flights, and what he trained to do.
He fought for love of country, for freedom and for right,
But on his last mission, his heart was filled with fright.

Bombs lit up the sky, his plane was hit and crashed,

Nazi youth captured him, his spirits then were dashed.

To prison camp they marched, in the light of day.
Memories flooded Grandpa's heart of the "Good Ole USA".

~ YW prison there were men who had 1ost all hope.

Then, they began to pray, their faith helped them to cope.
On one glorious day, the war came to an end.

But Grandpa couldn't walk, so he was carried by a friend.

As Grandpa headed home, he hungered for a view,

Of his lovely bride and the babe he hardly knew.

As his ship came into dock, he lifted up his eyes,

He saw "Old glory” waving in the deep and clear blue skies.

He stood to his feet, as a tear fell from his eye.
Saluting those three colors, waving up so high.

He thanked God for the men, who gave will willingly,
And sacrificed their lives, so all men could be free.

BY LESLIE TROYER GRANDSON OF CLINTON W. RICHARDS
DEDICATED TO THOSE WHO DIDN'T RETURN
TO THOSE WHO HAVE SINCE PASSED ON!

And To Those 783rd POWs Christmas of 1944
MayChristmas 2001 Be the Best Ever For You & Yours




Next Dulag Luft (Durchgangs Lager or entrance camp, Luft
meaning air), Wetzlar, a transit camp some 50 kilometers north
of Frankfurt-on-Main where POWs awaited shipment to
permanent stalags. We ate good for the first time in a long time
plus receiving a few necessities. A week later when enough
prisoners had moved in we were loaded on box cars and locked
in. We began our trip to Barth, Germany about 100 miles north
of Berlin on the Baltic Sea. There were about 30-40 POWs in
each car with guards. The windows were barred, seats were
wooden slat type. We arrived in Berlin about 11 in the morning
and stopped. The guards and others realized that this was no
place to be at that time. We moved out quickly and sure enough
the sirens sounded at noon and shortiy after the bombing started,
but we were on our way.

On 15 January 1945 we arrived at Stalag Luft-1 (Stamm Lager or
main camp for Air Force officers). Stalag Luft-1 opened in Oct
1942 as a British camp and eventually expanded to five
Compounds. At the time of liberation 7,717 Americans and
1,427 British were returned to military control. Our Compound
(North 3) was composed of nine barracks and two latrines
surrounded by a double barbed wire fence and a warning single
strain of wire, knee high and 15 feet from the fences. If anyone
crossed the single wire the guards could and would shoot. Guard
towers were located in the corners. Between Compounds 2 and 3
was a building with showers in which we took very few as well
as amess hall which we never used. When we did have a shower
we were allowed one minute to soap with hot water on, one
minute with water off to scrub and two minutes of hot water to
rinse.

We were supposed to receive a Red Cross parcel per person
every week but starting in February we did not get our quota.
We feel the Germans “derailed’ the shipments for their own
consumption. As a result we got only a few parcels per room.
Our room decided to pool our parcels. Three fellows volunteered
to be cooks with the stipulation of being taken off room work
details. Because of their diligence and rationing we were able to
eat something every day, even during the starvation period , till
the first of April. Each day representatives of the various rooms
would pick up food brought in by the Germans such as black
bread, margarine, jam, ersatz coffee, soups, sugar etc. We had
one meal per day and that included the cooks “rations™ plus what
we received from the Germans. As we became more hungry, it
was surprising to note how much we thought and talked of food.
Near the end the Germans gave us our Red Cross parcels plus
extras. At Easter our cooks prepared a feast.

We noted one moming in late April that there were old men in
old uniforms in the towers. They looked more afraid of us than
we of them. We figured it was just a matter of time as the
regulars had pulled out. Later we awoke to find no guards in the
towers. The Germans had fled. Our camp Commanding Officer
ordered us to stay calm while awaiting the arrival of the Russians
known to be advancing in our direction. With the arrival of the
Russians they brought in food and in particular meat. In addition
they brought in a troop of 100 musicians and dancers to entertain
us.

We continued to wonder if we would ever get out. Then we got
our 0 as we in i to the

Looking out the window of our room we could see the town of
Barth, a village northeast of Rostock, on the Baltic and the St
Marien Church built around 1300. The barracks were
prefabricated wood panels walls and ceilings. When wood was
needed for the fire, ceiling panels were raised and someone
would crawl into the attic and with a notched knife and proceed
to saw a brace or anything that would burn. [ wondered how
long that building could remain standing.

west, instead to the east. Marshal Rokosovsky, the commander
of the Russian Army, that liberated us, arrives and meets with
Colonel Zemke, our senior officer and fighter ace. Rokosovsky
informs Zemke that he plans to march us out eastward to a
railhead, where we are to entrain for a long train trip down to
Odessa and the Black Sea. Zemke got in radio contact with
General Doolittle at SHAEF Headquarters in Paris, our
commander. The dialogue between Doolittle and Rokosovsky,
through interpreters (as reported by reliable Latrine O Grams)
went in this manner:

Doolittle: Marshall, those men are under my command, and | will come and take them out.
Marshall R: Sorry, General this is Russian territory now, and I will dispose of them as I think best.
Doolittle: Marshall, I am going to come in with all available aircraft and take them out.

Marshall R: Impossible.

Doolittle: If you force me to come in with bomb bays ready and guns loaded then that’s how we will have to do it.

Marshall R: It’s not necessary to get nasty about it.

Finally, the Russians relented and on May 12, 1945 B-17s flew
in and ferried us to Rheims, France. From there we were moved

to Camp Lucky Strike for a month. On 13 June we departed

LeHarve, France aboard a transport for - HOME AT LAST!

The above are excerpts of Ernest Waymon a Crew Commander’s 14 page story of his German incarceration.
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Merry Christmas & Happy New Year

Sam




REUNION GREETERS

L to R Cleo & Susanne Jackson
Gene & Mary Kulczyk

TOURISTAS

Bound For The Zoo
Only had to retrieve 3 from
Monkey House before
returning to hotel

MADAM QUEEN & HAREM

Lto R Jo Fox, Lynda Taylor & Nancy Young
Seated Madam Queen Harriet Cohen




