Another time just after Clark Field had been retaken by our ground forces in mid 1945, I was asked to fly an Army Major, from our base on Mindoro in the Philippines up to Clark Field in my A-20. I did not ask any questions as to what he was going up there for, I just took him. I found out many years later that they have a technical gathering service in the military that evaluates the enemy's equipment when it is captured. In hind sight, I have every reason to believe that that is what he was up to.------Not that it has any bearing on the story, but it did help explain the rather crazy trip, which I wondered about for many years. I call it a crazy trip because the Japanese had not yet accepted the fact that they had lost Clark Field, for when I got there and called in for landing instructions, they said for me to circle the field for awhile because they were under a mortar attack by the Japanese.The Japs were over behind a ridge of hills to the west of the field and had not surrendered by any means. I was told that they did this every afternoon about 2 O'clock for about 30 minutes. Why our troops had not gone over there about 1 O'Clock a few days earlier and shot their sorry asses off I don't know, but that is the way it was when I got there and this is a true account. 





The shelling stopped as predicted and I was cleared to land; THE FIRST AMERICAN COMBAT PLANE TO LAND AT CLARK FIELD AFTER IT HAD BEEN RETAKEN FROM THE JAPANESE.------ As I remember seeing it, Clark Field had only one runway . It was made of concrete and as I remember it, it was only about 3500 feet long. You must remember it was likely built in the 1930s and airplanes in those days did not need long runways. 3500 feet was OK for an A-20 but it actually liked a little more. On this landing, I may have come in a little hot as I needed a little more runway than what was there ( what ever it was) and actually rolled off the end of the runway about 20 feet, making no attempt to grind it to a halt because I could see it was clear hard dirt off of the end of it, with high grass ahead and to either side. The point of this description of the field and overrun is to paint a picture I will never forget.-------- If you have ever read the old "Walter Mitty" stories and his "Dreams of Glory", this was indeed one in the life of Bob Mosley.------ There was not a soul in sight when I opened my clam shell canopy and started to get up out of my seat. But, by the time I had gotten out of my seat, walked back over the wing and crawled down the pull out steps on the side of the plane and stood up, I was completely surrounded by Philippines of all shapes, ages, sex, and sizes. They seemed to have come from no where and were standing there, seemingly in awe, muttering, smiling, and gawking at this  6 ft 3 inch skinny American with a pearl handle .45 strapped to his side. It truly was a moment of glory for me, and my beloved A-20. Something akin to a modern day astronaut had just landed.





It turned out that there was no control tower. The guy I was talking to, who cleared me to land was just some Army troop sitting in the cockpit of a torn up Jap plane. -----Speaking of torn up planes, I cannot do justice in describing what a mess Clark Field was. There were severely damaged Japanese planes of every description, in every direction I looked. The Major must have had a field day. I certainly had had my moment of glory and happily flew back to Mindoro later that day. The Major stayed, never to be heard from again in my young life.





Another little Clark Field Episode happened a month or so later, after we got the A-26s and I was flying my first combat mission in it; to bomb a railroad yard on Formosa ( now Taiwan) I had one little problem on the Formosa mission and It was when I discovered, while going to the target ( over the ocean, about half way between Luzon and Formosa), that I had 125 gallons of gas less than I was supposed to have. There was a 125 gallon gas tank in the rear of the plane that had no quantity gauge for it in the cockpit (an obvious design flaw, likely just peculiar to the 25 new A-26s they had rushed over to us near the end of the war) . Thus , the pilot had no way of knowing whether there was gas in the tank or not, unless he had crawled up on a stand before the flight and looked in there and checked it). The ground crews were just supposed to be sure that it was filled and then when in flight, after the pilot had used the gas from a similar 125 gallon tank in the forward fuselage of the plane ( which had a gauge in the cockpit), the pilot would flip a switch and pump the gas out of the back tank into the front tank and then feed that gas to the engines from it, as required. The ground crew, like all of us, were feeling their way with a new airplane and forgot to fill that back tank. I was my fault for not checking it myself but it would have been a difficult task for a pilot to climb back there, on a part of the airplane not designed to be walked on, and check for sure that the tank had been filled.-------- In any event I had not checked it and I was very surprised to find, when I tried transferring fuel from it that there was no gas being pumped forward into the front tank (which had a gauge) .------ I was just 125 gallons short of fuel and there was still a long flight ahead This could have been a very serious matter at some earlier point in the war when there would have been no alternate airstrip, but by that time Clark Field had been retaken from the Japs, so I knew that I could complete the mission by landing there and getting fuel on the way back. Actually this was bit of a gamble on my part because I was not really sure of just what condition Clark Field was in at that time but I did not want to abort the mission so I continued on and made the attack on Formosa. Much to my surprise, when landing at Clark, on the way back from the mission, I found that they had put in a new (and long) runway at Clark Field and they had an operations building and a nice control tower. I sort of felt like the returning conquering hero as I went into operations, but of course no one else felt that way. I got the plane gassed OK but they said I was going to have to fill out a flight plan and file a clearance to return to Mindoro. -----------PAPER WORK had arrived at Clark Field even though the war was still going on. I blew my top. I told them I had been out flying a dangerous combat mission all the way up to Formosa that day and had been flying combat missions all over the Philippines for the past six months and I sure in hell had not been filing any flight plans and all I wanted out of them was some gas and I would be on my way. I lost the battle ( First Lts usually do ).------ I filled out their damn flight plan and went on back to Mindoro. That mission was 7 hours and 15 minutes long, flying time wise. I got as much flying time on that one mission as I had total flying time in the A-26 before I took off on the mission that morning.








 





