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I am proud to announce that the Monument to the 345th Bomb Group at the 
National Museum of the Air Force is looking like a shiny penny again.  The 
effort took me down a few rabbit holes but I eventually found a way to get it 
done.  

Some of you may remember that it was my dad, Ed Bina was the ram rod to 
getting the monument built to honor the Air Apaches.   I initially contacted 
the National Museum of the Air Force (NMAF) to find out how to go about all 
of this, it was Ms. Janet Leach at the NMAF who clued me in on how to 
proceed.  She suggested that normally, the architect or builder should honor a 
lifetime agreement to service the monument as needed to keep it in pristine 
condition.  Having some of the original 1983 drawings helped somewhat in 
the research needed to find the architect and builder.  The architect was listed 
on the plans but a call to the agency revealed only that they were out of 
business, which meant I had to contact the builder.  I remembered my dad 
saying that the builder was a 345th BG, 501st Sq member and that he was from 
Mount Airy, North Carolina, the home of Andy Griffith.  By coincidence, I 
remembered that my family had a picture of the delivery truck at with a name 
on the door of the truck, Jeff Blackmon.  And with the help of some fine people 
at Google, I was able to piece it all together.  However, I soon found out that 
Mr. Blackmon and his wife had passed on and the company folded with it.   So 
much for lifetime agreements…. 

I got back in touch with Ms. Leach at the NMAF and she recommended Tim 
Walters of Tim’s Power Wash (I know, strange business moniker for a 
monument company…) and he readily took on the project.  However in 
another twist, the NMAF was closed during the Government shutdown and 
access to the monuments was restricted.  But a call to Ms. Leach allowed Tim 
to gain access to proceed.  On October 28th, I received a call from Tim to say 
the monument refurbishment was complete, the monument was in sound 
shape, the lettering was all redone, the brass polished and protected and 
ready for the next 30 years.

Our thanks to those that contributed to get the project completed:
Imogene Rauzon for SSgt John Rauzon

Jim Mahaffey       Chester Burns

Jerry Chealander       Jim Bina



The President’s Corner
By: Jim Bina 

! Reunion XVII was one of those events that 
you say “You should have been there…!”  With the 
fabulous hotel, the Wings Over Houston Air show, 
that wonderful Texas hospitality shared by the Texas 
Flying Legends Museum for sharing their hangar 
with us, it was all a wonderful time.  I enjoyed seeing 
everyone again, and also good seeing those new 
faces we’ve never seen before!  Welcome and we 
hope to see more of you.  Thanks to those who put 
this fantastic reunion together, most definitely a job 
well done!
! Speaking of reunions, the group has decided 
to curtail a reunion for 2014 with the expectations of 
a final big event being held 2015.  The 2015 reunion 
will be hosted by Dennis O’Neill in Dayton, Ohio.  
That decision was based on the immense effort 
required to put a reunion together, and the costs 
incurred as well. The decision to forgo a year was 
not an easy one to make as the friends that all of us 
have made over the years is really our extended 
family.  However,  that doesn’t preclude someone 
having a mini-reunion somewhere… hint, hint.  Of 
note, in looking back over my dad’s paperwork, 
there were quite a few of those mini-reunions held 
across the country.  In particular, the 501st had mini-
reunions that rivaled the attendance of the reunions 
we have come to know.  
! We were offered a tremendous opportunity 
from the EAA (Experimental Aircraft Association) to 
gain some exhibit space for the 345th.   The EAA is 
the organization which sponsors the annual 
AirVenture air show each summer in Oshkosh, 
Wisconsin, and they have tentatively offered us 
space within the EAA museum. This is great news 
and further details can be found in my article within 
these pages.  

! Hoping everyone had a blessed Christmas 
and wishing all a prosperous New Year.

The 345th Bomb Group and the EAA 

 The 345th Bomb Group Association was 
recently offered a tremendous opportunity from 
the EAA (Experimental Aircraft Association).   
During a recent visit President Jim Bina and 500th 
Bomb Squadron Association member Marcia 
Pollock Wysocky, while discussing the 
enhancement of a current 345th BG museum 
display, Wysocky and Bina were offered a 
generous exhibition spot at the EAA Museum.  
The EAA is the organization which sponsors the 
annual AirVenture air show each summer in 
Oshkosh, Wisconsin.  
 While in Oshkosh exploring the 
possibility of securing a place to display some of 
S/Sgt Pollock’s artifacts, Wysocky was able to 
speak with EAA Museum curator Ron Twellman.  
345th BG President Jim Bina, who happened to be 
near Oshkosh at the time and Marcia, had a 
conversation with the curator which culminated 
with an offer by the EAA Museum to provide 
space for a 345th BG exhibit sometime early in 
2015.  
 Marcia’s father, S/Sgt Melvin Pollock 
served with the 345th BG in the SWPA during 
WWII.  Jim Bina’s father, Ed Bina, also served 
with the 345th BG as a pilot with the 501st 
Squadron.  
 In a unanimous vote at  the annual Meeting 
in Houston, Texas, the membership approved to 
form a committee to explore the offer and 
compose a proposal to be submitted to the EAA.  
That proposal has been drafted and is being 
worked on.  The committee members for this 
project are Jim Bina, Marcia Pollock Wysocky, 
Kelly McNichols, Dennis O'Neill and Jim 
Goldman.
 What is now needed are artifacts which 
might be loaned to be used for such an exhibit.  
We are putting out the call to see what each 
family might be willing to share for such a rare 
opportunity.  The artifacts would only be loaned.  
The Group would make sure that language is 
written into any agreement which would protect 
your interests.  At the reunions, we have been 
discussing something like this for years, a 
location for the 345th BG to display its history.  
 Please contact Kelly McNichols 
mcnichols@ruraltel.net concerning any 
memorabilia or artifacts you would consider 
loaning for an endeavor as this.  

mailto:mcnichols@ruraltel.net
mailto:mcnichols@ruraltel.net


FALCONS
498th Squadron

By:  George Givens

Part 1 of a Series

! I was not able to attend the October reunion 
in Houston this year. I’m sure it was a great one.
! As I finished my last article, my dad, George 
A. Givens, started his quest to eventually join the 
group on his eighteenth birthday, September 27, 
1943.
! Dad enlisted in the Army and was ordered to 
report in late September when he was 18 years old. 
He bid goodbye to his parents and younger brothers 
at home that morning. It was tough for his parents to 
be seeing their second son off to war. His mother 
was near to tears but she held them back. His dad 
said to “Go get them boy; I know you will come back 
with a chest full of medals like a Russian general.” 
Dad said that we didn’t demonstrate emotions too 
much then. But as for my dad, he could not wait to 
get going on what he considered to be the greatest 
adventure of his young life. The concerned looks he 
saw in his parents eyes were soon overcome and 
forgotten by youthful exuberance. He felt free, no 
wife, no sweetheart and high school behind him. He 
was anxious to get on the road and be part of the 
greatest war that this world had ever seen. He was 
soon to discover that there were no brass bands or 
pretty nurses on the battlefield.
! He caught the trolley to downtown Pittsburgh 
to the old post office building, for the swearing in 
ceremony to join the US Army. There were several 
hundred young fellows and he did not recognize 
anyone in the crowd. They were taken as a group 
from the old post office on Smithfield Street to the 
Pennsylvania Railroad Station at Grant Street and 
Liberty Ave., where they boarded a train for Fort 
Indiantown Gap Army Induction Center outside 
Harrisburg, Pa. This is where he received his 
uniform and started “Army” life.

! We arrived in camp early in the afternoon. 
After we unloaded from the train in the warehouse 
area they called roll call for the fourth time that day. 
Someone muttered “Key-rist is this all they do in this 
man’s army is call roll !” A sergeant marched us over 
to a warehouse where we were issued our uniforms 
and various other army issues that filled up two 
barracks bags. We tied the bags together and slung 
them over our shoulders. They must have weighed 
at least 40 pounds each. The sergeant lined us up 
four abreast and said follow me men. MEN!!!! That 
was the first time in my life I was ever referred to a 
man. I squared my shoulders and felt two inches 
taller. But as we struggled along I felt a little 
disappointed because I thought by now we would be 
marching smartly across the parade ground like 
seasoned veterans while somewhere in the 
background a band would be playing “Over There”.
! The barracks bags felt like they weighed 100 
pounds by the time we finally trudged into the 
barracks area. Once we were assigned a barracks a 
sergeant came in and told us to shed our civvies 
and get into our uniforms. We were issued boxes to 
put our civilian clothes into for shipment home. We 
were shown the army way to make a bunk and gave 
us all sorts of directions and procedures to what was 
expected of us as soldiers. The sergeant told us we 
didn’t have to do one damn thing he told us to do, 
but he added, if you don’t do exactly as I say, you 
will be the sorriest SOB in this man’s army. The 
army indoctrination was taking place. We were not 
being treated as high school kids any longer; we 
were being spoken to as men.
! We were instructed in military discipline, who 
to salute and how. I paid strict attention to 
everything the sergeant told us. I wanted to be a 
good soldier. I had the attitude to do it right the first 
time. The army despises screw-ups. The corporals 
and sergeants only used profanity to stress a point. 
Profanity was very seldom used in general 
procedures. However, we were all young men in a 
womanless world and some fellows, to appear 
macho, used it a little more profusely.
! Busses and trains were coming in from all 
over the northeastern USA. Fort Indiantown Gap 
was a huge reception center for the army. Young 
men from all over the nation were being thrown 
together into the big vegetable soup cauldron that 
was the US Army. Men from big cities and rural 
towns, blue collar and affluent districts, farm boys 
and city slickers, converged from all parts of the 
nation, New England, Brooklyn dialects and 
southern drawls. We gawked at one another in 
wonder and had a glimpse at how diverse our 
country really is. The comradery was contagious 
mixed with an adventurous undertow of a sense of 
being a part of history in the making.



! I owned a bugle as a lad and I taught myself 
every bugle call in the army, from “First call” in the 
morning to ”Taps” at night. A bugle sounded mess 
call. “We’re going to eat guys”, I said as a corporal 
threw the door open to our barracks, blew his 
whistle and ordered us to fall out on the company 
street. He lined us up four abreast with the tallest 
men in front and the shortest men to the rear. He 
told us to look carefully around to see who was 
standing on either side of us and who was to the 
front and rear of us, and from now on whenever we 
fell out, we were to assume these same positions. 
“FORWARD MARCH”, the corporal bellowed. Most 
of us started out on our left foot but a few didn’t and 
we were a scraggly looking bunch until the corporal 
bellowed out the cadence. Left, left, left, right, left! 
Everyone caught on and we were all finally in step.
! I was about in the middle of the column and 
when I looked up the line of uniformed marching 
soldiers with our arms all swinging in unison and our 
boots all striking the pavement in cadence, a thrill 
went through me. The orderly column of marching 
soldiers, the sounds of distant bugles blowing mess 
call in other companies. This was the army I 
dreamed of, the way it looked in the movies with 
John Wayne. Within moments my dream was 
shattered. The corporal barked “COMPANY, RIGHT 
TURN, MARCH!” Instantly, mass confusion 
prevailed at the head of the column that spread like 
wild fire down the entire length of the formation. We 
were a milling, confused and messed up bunch of 
civilians again.
! I enjoyed my first army meal. It was “Shit on 
a shingle”, army phraseology for creamed ham on 
toast, potatoes, peas and bread with all the coffee 
you could drink. Some of the guys bitched, some 
people will complain about anything no matter how 
good they have it. The country had just come 
through a depression and almost all of us had it 
pretty tough. I put down to the ones who bitched the 
loudest must have had it pretty nice during the 
depression. After chow, we got our typhus and 
tetanus shots. They said the shots would give us a 
sore arm and a slight fever. They didn’t lie. We shot 
the bull until lights out at 9:00PM. As I lay in my 
bunk a bright full moon shone in the barracks 
window. The melancholy sad notes of “Taps” 
sounded, and as the mournful notes faded away in 
the mountain air the thrill was still there for me. At 
last, I thought, I am finally in the army. I thoroughly 
enjoyed my first day soldiering. I drifted off to sleep 
with the knowledge I was exactly where I wished to 
be.
! A shrill blast of a whistle roused us suddenly 
from our slumber. The corporal was blowing it as 
loud as he could as he pounded his way thru the 
barracks, flipping on light switches.  “First Call” was 

sounding. “It’s 30 degrees outside, wear your 
overcoats and gloves and fall out on the company 
street!” he ordered. It was still pitch dark outside. All 
up and down the street other barracks were 
assembling into formations. After a little confusion 
we were all standing in our regular positions. Roll 
call could be heard all up and down the street. Then 
the entire camp became silent. “What time is it?” 
someone whispered. “5:15AM” came the answer. 
“No talking in the ranks” the corporal hissed.
! Our barracks was about two blocks from the 
headquarters area. It was still pitch black with no 
sign of sunrise yet. What we were waiting for 
happened so suddenly that some of us jumped 
nearly two feet in the air. The sunrise cannon at 
headquarters fired. There was a bright flash that lit 
up our entire area followed instantly by the loudest 
explosion I ever heard. “Jesus Key-rist” a
half dozen men exclaimed. “Quiet” came the 
corporals reply through clenched teeth. The report 
from the morning sunrise gun was still echoing and 
reverberating off the nearby mountains as reveille 
was sounded at the headquarters bullhorn. I got 
goose bumps and it went from the chilly mountain 
air. I thought to myself; welcome to the US Army 
soldier boy. I loved it.
! One evening after chow, a few buddies and I 
were going to take in a movie at the camp theater. 
None of us had seen any officers yet, only corporals 
and sergeants. As we approached the base theater 
area we encountered two nurses coming our way. 
We knew all nurses were at least, second 
lieutenants, “Jeeze do we salute nurses?” someone 
said. I said, “They may be nurses but they are also 
officers and I remember the sarge said that you 
salute the uniform, not the person wearing it.” As we 
passed them we threw the snappiest salutes we 
know how. The two nurses returned our salute as 
we passed. They grinned. We were green recruits 
and it obviously showed. Damn, I thought, my first 
real salute to an officer in this man’s army and it had 
to be to a girl !
! The days zipped by, drilling, more shots, 
mental and physical examinations. One form we had 
to fill out we had to state our scholastic 
qualifications. During high school I could type 50 
words per minute but I didn’t include this information 
on the form. I was afraid some pencil pusher would 
see it and I would be stuck in an office somewhere 
for the duration and I’d miss the whole damn war.
! In the army you go where you are qualified 
to go and where you are needed the most at that 
time, not where you want to go. It’s the old army 
adage: Yours is not to reason why, yours is just to 
do and die.



! We were processed through Fort Indiantown 
Gap Induction center in about five days. We 
boarded a troop train that was backed into the 
warehouse area, destination unknown. Three days 
later we chugged into Keesler Army Air Field in 
Mississippi. We detrained into muggy, humid night 
weather of the Deep South. Quite a contrast from 
the cool early fall weather of the Pennsylvania 
Mountains. We were formed up into groups of about 
100 men to a group lead by a sergeant and a 
corporal. We marched out of the depot area and into 
the camp proper. Row upon row of two storied white 
barracks lined either side of the street as we swung 
along, to the cadence call of the corporal: Ya Lep, 
Ya Lep,  Ya Lep, Ya Rye N, Ya Lep. The army 
bastardization of your left, your left, your left, your 
right, your left. The rhythm and harmony of cadence 
was easy to follow and march to.

Look for Part 2 of this 4 Part Series by George 
Givens!

BATS OUTTA HELL
499th Squadron 

By William Paulis

! First I would like to thank Jim Mahaffey for all 
the time he spent writing for our 5th Air Force 
Strafer...Here is to you ,Jim, with our cheer glasses 
up as a salute to you and your hard work. Thank 
You Jim.
! Your articles about your Pacific theatre World 
War II experiences were very interesting.  I suppose 
the one mission I  was on that stands out in my mind 
is the early morning mission to attack a Japanese 
convoy off the coast of China. I wrote about this 
mission in the last issue of Strafer.  After that 
mission I was sent to Australia to obtain supplies 

and for reasons I am not able to explain, my original 
crew was shot down and no one survived. At this 
time I had completed 36 missions with my original 
crew so the next 18 missions to make my total 54 
were varied and some very special.  I am just 
thankful I made it back to the states and to the love 
of my life, Ann.
! All these years the Strafer has been very 
special to me.  I have enjoyed each and every issue 
and realize it took a lot of hard work and lots of 
dedicated people, veterans and others, to make this 
happen .

Bill

ROUGH RAIDERS
500th Squadron

BY:  Kelly McNichols

! Years ago my local PBS station aired a 
series late on Sunday nights entitled Battlefield.  
Each week the show explored a specific battle, 
generally from WWII, from the point of view of each 
of the combatants.  The engagements were broken 
down to the men, leadership, weapons and tactics 
involved by the opposing forces.  Most of the 
episodes I recall were from the European theatre.  I 
do remember one concerning the Battle of Jutland 
from WWI.  As a whole, I thoroughly enjoyed the 
series.
! The only problem I had with the show was 
the background music and the voice of the narrator.  
They both were very soothing and could put me to 
sleep at the drop of a hat.  Late at night on Sunday 
is not my most alert period of the day.  My wife often 
kidded me concerning what she called the “Sleepy 
Show”.



!!   Many times I awoke irritated in the wee 
hours of the morning having missed the entire 
episode.    The series had some sort of Pavlovian 
response hold on me.  It seemed as soon as I heard 
the music I was out like a light.  Over the passage of 
time, I believe I saw most of the episodes in their 
entirety but not necessarily in the correct 
chronological order by viewing glimpses of the 
shows here and there before I was rendered 
unconscious.  Even though it make have taken 
several years I’m confident all those snippets pieced 
together equal an entire show.  At least that is my 
story and I’m sticking to it.  Thinking about it, maybe 
I should watch Battlefield after about 12 cups of 
strong coffee and see if that helps.
! I have several friends who send me books 
when they have finished reading them.  Evidently 
they know me rather well because these friends 
from diverse places all send me the same type of 
book.  Topics generally include: 1) Flying, 2) WWII 
and 3) Facts concerning the previous two 
categories.  I’m not really into fiction or touchy feely 
books.  Recently 500th BS member Clint Roby sent 
me the book Fire in the Sky by author Eric M. 
Bergerud.  
! Even though this is an immense book-nearly 
700 pages, it was one I had trouble putting down.  
Like the Battlefield TV series, the book explores the 
air battles of the South Pacific in terms of the men, 
leadership, weapons and tactics.  It is exactly the 
kind of book I enjoy.  Similar to watching the PBS 
show, I have been known to wake up from a short 
nap while reading the book after thinking “I’ll just 
close my eyes for a few moments”.  With the book 
no soothing background music was involved in 
triggering unconsciousness.  I think it had more to 
do with age.
! Bergerud breaks his book into three 
segments.  The first is The Three-Dimensional 
Battlefield which looks at how the WWII air war 
changed from tactics used in WWI and was 
prosecuted by both the Allies and the Japanese.   
Land air bases and carrier roles are compared and 
contrasted between the warring sides. The 
Japanese Navy and Army air forces along with Allied 
Naval, Marine and Army Air Forces are explored.  
Also examined are the differences in how the war 
was fought in the European theatre compared to the 
South Pacific.     
! Part two of the book and my favorite, 
Machines and Men in the South Pacific views the 
various fighter and bomber aircraft used by the 
Japanese and the Allies.  It charts the required 
changes in design using information gleaned as a 
result of the conflict.  During the course of the war 
the Japanese changed the Zero fighter little for 
many reasons but the shortcomings of the early 
Allied fighters required drastic modifications in later 
planes.  The early Allied fighters including the P-39, 
P-40 and Wildcats are compared to the P-38, 

Hellcats and Corsairs used later.   The strengths and 
weaknesses of Japanese Sally and Betty bombers 
are measured against the B-17, B-24 and B-25 
designs of the Allies.   The selection process and 
training of the pilots was interesting and influenced 
the prosecution of the war.  
! Part three is Fire in the Sky: Air Battle in the 
South Pacific. Various air battles and tactics used 
when fighting the air war by both fighters and 
bombers are explored in depth.  Bergerud examines 
what worked and what didn’t on both sides.  The 
role of the B-25 strafers is covered although not 
quite to the extent that I would have liked.  
! The author does an excellent job in his 
research and in all honesty covers an immense 
amount of material in an easy reading style.  The 
book may not be for everyone.  However, if you like 
a fact book about WWII and aircraft, this one is for 
you.  I recommend reading it.   

  

2013 Reunion
Houston, TX

! Hosting the 2013 reunion of the 345th 
Bombardment Group Association in Houston, TX, in 
October will go down in my memory bank as one of 
the highlights of my life. It was with bittersweet 
emotions that my mother, Gladys Best, and twin 
sister, Judy Best Zurlis, and I traveled to Houston 
only 4 day after the funeral of our beloved Melvin 
Best (498th.) We strongly believe the hugs and 
warm wishes of our 345th family made the transition 
possible. Thank you one and all. 
! To our knowledge, only three people have 
attended all of the reunions: Melvin and Gladys Best 
and George Givens (498th).  Gladys and George 
have continued their perfect records.
! I’ve had a zillion requests to know if a 
specific veteran would be at the reunion so I’ve 
listed those who were at the reunion and those who 
were unable to attend.
! Honoring the Past, Preserving the Legacy 
was the theme of the reunion. We were honored 
and thrilled to have the following veterans and their 
widows in attendance: 
498th -!George Givens and Quentin Stambaugh; 
499th - Thomas Edwards, Jim Mahaffey, and 
!  Vic Tatelman;
500th -  Michael Buchkoski, Link Grush, Riley Kline, 
!  Roger Lovett, and Edward Smith.  



! Representing the memories of their 
husbands were the following widows: 

498th - Gladys Best (Melvin); 
499th -!Pearl Baird (Julian), Dorothy Gwyn (Donald), 
! and Norma Miller (Ben F. Miller), 
500th - Jean Willard (Walter Gordon); 
501st - Doris Lowman (Leonard).

! At the last minute the following veterans 
were not able to attend:  

499th and Headquarters - James Hutcherson
500th - Vernon Sawyer (500), 
501st - George Blair 
! Robert Lawson

! I heard from numerous veterans who could 
not attend and family members of recently deceased 
veterans who were with us in spirit: 

498th - Andrew Cartledge, Albert Gruer, 
! Ollie Hatcher, John Kelly, and Don Stout 
499th - John Baeta, Alvin Kantor, 
! Herman J. Ryerson 
500th -!Victor Ascenzi  William A. Baker, 
! Bob Jensen, Benjamin T. Muller, 
! Gerald Paquette, Ernest Roberts, 
! and Alfred Skeets; 
501st - John Albrech, Melvin Drane, Frank Hansen, 
! George LaHood, J.R. Jones, Lynn Lee,
! Ray Link, and Edwin Sasek,   
Headquarters - William Hoffman and 
! Warren Perkins 

! But that’s not all! Here is a list of the 
veterans who had family members in attendance, 
keeping the spirit and memory of their loved one 
alive and sharing his stories with us.

498th - Nathan Goldman and George Barnaskey
500th - Bear Britt, Lynn Daker, Charles Howard, 
! Henry McCord, Cliff Hanna, Joseph Mallard, 
! Melvin Pollack, Herman “Rex” Reheis, 
! Earnest Roberts, Eugene Sloan, and 
! Joe Symonds; 
501st - Ed Bina, Joseph Fezio. Wilfred Helvey, and 
! L. D. Hillman, 

! There are not enough “Thank Yous” to fully 
express how much we thank the wonderful folks at 
Texas Flying Legends Museum for hosting us on 
Friday and Saturday!!! 
! On Friday we were awed as we listened to 
the members of the panel share the stories of their 
military experiences. The three Tuskegee Airmen 
were captivating with their stories. That evening we 
were treated by the entertainment Rene Armstrong 
arranged for us all. 
The 40s Swing Band, the precision ballroom 
dancers, the nine swing dance competition couples, 
and the Patton re-enactment troop took us back to 

the 40s. There was even an authentic “Cigarette 
Girl” passing out candy cigarettes and bubble gun 
cigars to the adults and paper airplanes and candy 
to the children!!
! We were treated to the cream-of-the-cream 
facilities as we watched the Wings Over Houston Air 
show on Saturday from the luxury of their hangar  
on the tarmac in the middle of all of the action. It 
was fun to notice that those of us from the Sunny 
South migrated to the shade during most of the day 
while our guests from northern climates basked in 
the warm sunshine as they watched the air show 
with front row seats.
! Sunday found us at Space Center Houston, 
the visitors center for NASA. It was a rainy day in 
Houston but that did not dampen us as we 
investigated all of the displays at NASA.
! Sunday evening was the closing banquet 
and we were entertained by Colonel Douglas H. 
Wheelock, NASA Astronaut. He shared experiences 
of his 178 days in space. He was the commander of 
the space station and the Expedition 25 crew when 
the emergency shutdown of half of the station’s 
external cooling system occurred in the fall of 2010. 
He was the lead spacewalker for three unplanned 
spacewalks to replace the faulty ammonia pump 
module that caused the shutdown. His efforts 
restored the station’s critical cooling system to full 
function. He is such a kind and approachable young 
man who represents the United States to the world 
community.
! Now this reunion is over but, hopefully, it will 
not be the last. Dennis O’Neill has volunteered to 
host one more reunion in 2015 to celebrate the 70th 
anniversary of the deactivation of the 345th 
Bombardment Group. Destination: Dayton, Ohio. 
Stay tuned for more information.

By Carol Best Hillman

Listed below are websites of organizations that 
honor the veterans of WWII and help  preserve 
their memories.

The Daughters of World War II

http://www.daughtersofww2.org

The Sons and Daughters of World War II 
Veterans

http://www.sonsanddaughtersofww2veterans.org

The Admiral Nimitz Foundation
National Museum of the Pacific War

www.pacificwarmuseum.org

http://www.daughtersofww2.org
http://www.daughtersofww2.org
http://www.sonsanddaughtersofww2veterans.org
http://www.sonsanddaughtersofww2veterans.org
http://www.pacificwarmuseum.org
http://www.pacificwarmuseum.org


Memories, sweet memories!!



Paul Van Valkenburg writes:
Trust everyone had a great time at the reunion!  Thanks to Harlan for sending me a CD full of pictures.  
I've uploaded a bunch to flicker here:

 http://www.flickr.com/groups/2428651@N22/?added=6
I've also added a link off the website.  Pass the word.

http://www.flickr.com/groups/2428651@N22/?added=6
http://www.flickr.com/groups/2428651@N22/?added=6


Bulletin Board

On November 11, 2013, Bill Paulis received the following email from Sarah Cassiday:  

! My grandfather flew with the 499th. He started out In the 345th and they got split and he was In the 
499th. Your article mentioned a rescue mission on March 31, 1945. He was actually  the co-pilot for Lt. 
Draper in the lead ship mentioned in the article. His name is Richard Marks.   He said that Lt. Draper 
received the Silver Star and the rest of the crew  in the lead ship  and the pilots of the other three ships got 
Air Medals. Would love to be able to share the 499th Squadron stories and information with my family  f you 
have a site on the internet or some other way  to get information. He is turning 90 this Friday  and lives in 
New Mexico ( I am in Illinois) so it is hard for me to sit down with him and hear his stories. I would love for 
him to be able to receive your newsletters.  Thank you. “sarah.cassiday@yahoo.com”
 !
! Hoping someone will be able to help Sarah get more information for her Grandfather.

Carol Hillman received this request for information about a 498th member:

I am a nephew of 1Lt John J Howard who was killed on Feb 15, 1944 in Kavieng, New Ireland. He was the 
only casualty on plane 041. The pilot was Lt Cavin. He grew up in Pryor, Oklahoma and was 21 years old at 
the time of his death.I don't know any of the other crew members names. I was wondering if you could 
possibly put me in touch with anyone who might have any information about my uncle. Please email or 
phone as you wish.

Thank you in advance for your assistance.

Tom Howard
678 634 1197

Also, Patches are in Demand!

Carol Hillman has received requests for some of the embroidered patches given away at the 2010 
Grapevine TX reunion.  If you have patches that you want to part with, please contact her at:

carolhillman29@gmail.com  or  214-499-6884

 IN MEMORY

 The  members  of  the  345th  Bomb  Group  Association  extend  our sincere 
   condolences to  the  families of our departed members and friends:  

  
Melvin L. Best    (498th)     October 1, 2013      Plano, TX
Robert H. “Bear” Britt    (500th)     October 8, 2013     Raleigh, NC
Don Stout     (498th)     Sept, 2008
Victor Ascenzi     (500th)     April 29, 1997
Herman J. Ryerson     (499th)     May, 1985   
Ollie Hatcher     (501st, Headquarters and 498th)     1984
Bob Jensen     (500th)     KIA March 15, 1945
Ray Link     (501st)     KIA 1944
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Please Join and Support the 345th Bomb Group Association! 
 

Memberships and contributions support our newsletter, website, annual reunion, and other activities.  We are not accepting any 
“new”  life  members, but thank and appreciate our current life members.  Annual membership for veterans who are not life 
members and their wives/widows is $15.  Annual individual memberships are $35.  Thanks for your support! 

Name:                Squadron: 

Relationship to 345th: 

City:              State:        Zip: 

Home/Mobile Phone: E-mail: 

Credit Cards are now accepted!  Memberships: __________  Contribution: __________  Total: ____________ 

Payment type:   ⃝  Check made payable to 345th Bomb Group Association 

                 ⃝  Please charge my Credit Card $ __________ 
           Credit Card Type __________  Credit Card Number _______________________________ 

        * Security Code _____   Signature _______________________________________________ 
                                 * Security Code is the 3 or 4 digit code found on the back of your credit card. 
Please send to:  Mary Sloan Roby, Treasurer, 1916 E Pratt Street, Baltimore, MD 21231  
 
PRESIDENT
Jim Bina (501st)
1386 Cranes Bill Way
Woodbridge, VA  22191
703-680-1057
jamesbina@verizon.net

1ST VICE PRESIDENT
Dennis O’Neill (500th)
3269 Wendover Drive
Toledo, OH  43606
419-475-3304
djoneill@bex.net

2nd VICE PRESIDENT
Kelly McNichols (500th)
2256 80 Road
Burr Oaks, KS   66936
785-647-7541
mcnichols@ruraltel.net

SECRETARY
Nancy Mahaffey Frick (499th)
212 Harrison Point
Lexington, SC  29072
803-957-6708
nancy@basjlaw.com

ASSISTANT SECRETARY
Judy Best Zurlis (498th)
2312 Silver Holly Lane
Richardson, TX  75082
972-231-2943
judyzurlis@att.net

TREASURER
Mary Sloan Roby (500th)
1916 E. Pratt Street
Baltimore, MD   21231
410-563-1442
mroby1916@gmail.com

ASSISTANT TREASURER
Nancy Ingram (499th)
700 Forest Trail
Cedar Park, TX  78613
512-258-3604
imgram.central@yahoo.com

HEADQUARTERS
Kenneth C. Gastgeb
2313 Crestmont St., #227
Norman, OK  73069
405-364-1350
kenseasychair@gmail.com

498th FALCONS
George W. Givens
806 Center Avenue
Pittsburg, PA  45202
412-734-5944
mairinthor@comcast.net

499th “BATS OUTA HELL”
William Paulis
172 Timmons Road
Chapin, SC  29036
803-781-5313
alpaulis26@sc.rr.com

500th “ROUGH RAIDERS”
Kelly McNichols
2256 80 Road
Burr Oaks, KS  66936
785-647-7541
mcnichols@ruraltel.net

501ST “BLACK PANTHERS”
Paul Van Valkenburg
3127 East River Road
Truxton, NY  13158-3109
607-842-6356
van@345thbombgroup.org

REUNION CHAIRPERSON/
HISTORIAN
Carol Best Hillman
2904 Woodhaven
Carrollton, TX  75007-5420
972-242-6936
Carolhillman29@gmail.com

EDITOR
Carol Mahaffey Bell
205 N Rambo
Dill City, OK  73641
580-674-3188
carolann3750@yahoo.com
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 ____________________

THE AIR APACHES
345th Bomb Group Association
1916 E. Pratt Street
Baltimore, MD  21231

ADDRESS SERVICE 
REQUESTED


