In June of 1944 my buddy Morgan and I were at Hamilton Army Air Base, just north of San Francisco, waiting for our transportation to take us to the war in the South West Pacific. Fortunately for us our A-20 aircraft were too short legged to get from California to Hawaii (with out using a Mae West), thus we were saved from having to sit strapped in, on a parachute, in a single cockpit airplane, for about 12 hours ------they flew us over in a very austere C-54 with bucket seats,  manned by a Pan American crew. 

While we were waiting for this transportation, I suggested to Morgan that we go down to Base Operations and see if they had any kind of airplane we could fly while we were waiting. It was kind of a dumb idea really, but it so happened that when we went down there and asked, they said that they, in fact, did have three BT-13 training planes that needed to be delivered. One was to be taken to Fresno, Calif. and the other two were to be taken to Van Nuys Air Base in the north part of Los Angeles, Calif. and that they had an AT-17 (twin engine passenger plane) that could go along and bring us all back together, after we had made our delivery of the 3 BT 17s. ----Those planes were two of the types of planes we had flown in Basic Flying School (we had flown the B-25 in Advanced Flying School) so there was no check out required and we were cleared to go. The plan was for Morgan to fly the AT-17 passenger plane and I would fly one of the BT-13s. We got a couple of our other A-20 pilots to fly the other two BTs.----- We flew in a rather loose formation to Fresno where all of us landed and I signed the paper work, showing I had delivered my plane to Fresno as directed. I then got in with Morgan, as his copilot, and all of us (one AT-17 and two BT-13s) took off and headed for Los Angeles. We really did not do much flight planning for this whole flight ( filed no flight plans/clearances of any kind), but Morgan had lived in Calif. (more particularly in Los Angeles) in the past, so we did not think it took a lot of flight planning. ----Well a funny thing happened on this simple little flight that could have been very serious, but in actuality only provided a lot of laughs, as it was recalled  countless times, by Morgan and I, in the years to come.---- First I would like to make the point  that they were beginning to get smog in the Los Angeles basin, by the early 1940s, whereas it really did not begin to get publicized nationally until in the 1950s ( comedians, Jack Benny and Bob Hope used to make endless jokes about it). --- For, as we approached the Los Angeles area, it suddenly was not as easy to see the ground as it had been earlier in the flight. But, Morgan eventually saw the field in the distance and said that it was Van Nuys, so I called the Van Nuys' control tower for landing instructions. They came back loud and clear with the landing instructions, and as we entered the traffic pattern  I told them that we were on the downwind leg, and they said, "OK continue, but we do no have you in sight yet". The same thing happened when we turned onto the base leg; "OK, proceed, but we still don't see you" . We continued on to the final approach and they cleared us to land but said that they could still not see us. I said "Damn it tower, we are on the ground". 

Well, as Morgan and I continued on  down the runway, the two BTs were right on our tail. We were rolling down the runway as nicely as you please when Morgan and I both looked out ahead to our left and there is a big sign on an air terminal building that says LOCKHEED AIR TERMINAL. Woops! We were at the wrong airport. Morgan , who I had trusted to know where we were in the Los Angeles area, HAD SCREWED UP ( having a better co-pilot would have helped, but I never admitted that to MORGAN). Not only was it the wrong airport, it was an extremely busy airport. We had come in there out of the smog without anyone at that airport having any idea that there our three airplanes coming in for a landing and all of this time, Van Nuys airport, about 10 miles away, is giving us permission to land, but we are not at their airport. --------This could have been a very serious situation leading to a mid air collision or many other horrible scenarios you could dream up, but we were mainly embarrassed at that point.-----Then, seemingly out of no where, we found we were surrounded by all kinds of airplanes, particularly P-38s which were built at the Lockheed factory there and were being test flown  prior to delivery. There were some B-17s in the mix also.  After seeing all of those airplanes it could have made us even sicker to think about what  a  dumb thing we had done, but we did not have time to think . We wanted to get out of there as fast as we could, so we just turned off at the intersection near the terminal and taxied back down the taxi way parallel to the runway we had just landed on and headed for the take off end of the runway. During this time the BTs had let a plane get between them and us . I looked back and there came those guys in the two BTs, taxiing out in the grass off of the taxi way, to get around the B-17 that had gotten between us. They caught up with us and the three of us pulled out on the runway without any clearance (or brains) whatsoever and took off. We now knew where Van Nuys Airport  was, since we had so positively located Lockheed Air Terminal (which is now called Burbank International Airport). We scooted over to Van Nuys and delivered the two BTs and returned to Hamilton Field     ( again without any kind of flight plan or clearance at all---- JUST LIKE THE BIRDS DO IT ), before the fog rolled in at Hamilton ( no telling how we would have handled that situation had we been about an hour later).--- We were sheepish, ashamed , embarrassed and anything else you can think of but we never told a soul about it and because of the "franticness" of the times, nothing further ever came of it. Or of it did we did not hear about it because we left Hamilton Air Base on 15 June 1944 as passengers on a Pan American crewed DC-4, headed for the war in the South West Pacific.  
