During the past few years I have attended several reunions of men I was stationed and flew with during World War II half a century ago. Our conversations about events has prompted me to look at my pilot log books and other records. That leads to the thought that to anyone unfamiliar with those events the records would be dry, uninformative and not provide much information of interest.

The log, at the time entries were being made, was primarily kept for the purpose of recording pilot experience. Thus the emphasis was upon noting aircraft types and flight hours. Other information was secondary. The "remarks" column was optional and not very large. Now I realize that the log book is the nearest thing I have to a diary of events. Since the remarks were brief, abbreviated, and in a minute scribble, the following is an attempt to elaborate upon those sometimes cryptic entries and render them more intelligible.

Some of the entries I have little memory of, but the process of reviewing the record line-by-line has brought back some recollections. The following is a result of that review, and will perhaps bring to life some of the history of that time in a remote corner of the world.

This year of nineteen hundred ninety five seems to be the year of anniversaries. I have had occasion to review my old log book and the more official Air Force records, both of which are beginning to show the effects of age and be less readable with the passing years. Before the print fades completely and even I can't read my hieroglyphics or military abbreviations, let us attempt to convert the records into something more readable.

The World War II period, from December 7, 1941 to August 1945 was a time of tremendous upheaval. Millions and millions of people were sent to places no one had ever heard of, and all of us lucky enough to come home brought the stories of our individual experiences. Very few knew much about the broad strategy--"the big picture"--or cared. The idea was to do one's job, and hopefully survive. Neither was there much thought about writing memoirs fifty years later. Dairies may not have been officially forbidden but were discouraged. In enemy hands they were very good sources of intelligence, Some did however, and those records have become very helpful. The rest of us have to rely on what has been published or on our memory, and you know what happens to memory. A lot has faded completely away, or perhaps come back attached to the wrong event.

I didn't keep a diary as such but I do have some other information which, with a little interpretation should be of help in keeping the facts straight. First is my pilot log book. At the time as a very young pilot I was most interested in logging my flight experience; so I was quite precise in recording the number of hours I flew, Where we went and what we did was secondary. The comments section of the log was small and comments therefore tend to be quite cryptic. My official Air Force flight record, the "Form Five," is even more cryptic. It does list credited combat missions; i.e. CM-1. . .etc.; but not much else other than detailed breakdown of flying time. My personnel record and assorted other information I've acquired will help to fill in some gaps. This then is a condensation of one of the significant years of my life.

