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The axiedor of the new 206th Bomb Group Restaurant at the

306th
hoes

Sarasola-Bradenton Airport. The entrance is located on US-41 just

at the north edge of the airport.

306th Eatery
Opens in
Sarasota

As one approaches the Sarasota-
Bradenton Airport from the north,
there starids on the east side ofthe
road a large sign with an Eighth Air
Force insignia on it and owver that
reads “306th Bomb Group',
Stretched across the lower portion
of the sign are the four colorful
patches of the combat sguadrons,

and below that the legend, "A
Restaurant”.
This is the new restaurant

dedicated to recalling the glorious,
tragic halcyon days of 1942-45 when
ihe 306th Bombardment Group led
air battles across Western Europe as
a part of the great campaign to
relieve millions from the
enslavement of Mazi Germany.

Inside the restaurant are more
than 300 pictures, posters and other
memorabilia of those days. These
are nol just random pictures, but
they.are of the:-men that worked and
lived at Thurleigh and of the planes
that flew the 341 combat missions
taunched [rom that base in rural
Badiordshire.

On Thursday night, December 4,

more that 200 people gathered in the
restaurant to participate in its grand
opening. David C. Talichett,
president of Specialty Bestaurants
Corporation ol Long Beach, Calif-
ornia, was there to welcome his
guests, along with Jeff Krenek,
General Florida divisional manager,
and Terry Large, manager of this
latest addition to the chain of
eateries that has had the 94th Aero
Squadron as its rallying point in
many parts of the country,

Col. Charles B. Qveracker, Jr., of
Benver, Colorade, and the man who
organized the 306th Bomb Group in
1942 at Wendover, ah, and Mrs.
Overacker were on hand for the
opening.

Also there were Col. and Mrs,
George L. Robinson of Jacksonville,
Florida. Col. Robinson was the
fourth and longest tenured of the
combat commanders ol the group.

Other guests on this opening
evening were M/Gen. James S
Cheney, onetime 306th group
navigator and judge advocate
general of the USAF at refirement;
Maynard H. (Snulfy) Smith, the
306th's only Medal of Honor
recipient and :a resident of St
Petersburg; Lt. Col. and WMrs.
William M. Collins, Jr., Poland,
Ohio, and Mr. and Mrs. Russell A,
Strong, Kalamazoo, Michigan.

(Turr to page 12)
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306th Again
Leads in
Attendance

Again the 306th led the parade of

bomb groups, fighter groups,
depotls and other organizations, as
the seventh annual reunion of the
8th Air Force Historical Association
convened in St. Paul, Minn.

Final figures have not yet been
released at this writing, but the
306th turned out en masse for this
(Turn to page 4)

Order your copy today of

306th Bombardment Group Association

306th History
Ready; Final
$17.50 Offer

First Over Germany will soon be
coming along to those who have
purchased it at the pre-publication
offer. It is expected that by the
time you receive this issue of
Echoes the book will be off the
press and will soon be in the mails.

Author Russell A. Strong states
that this is the last offering of the
book for 306th veterans at this
price. Use the coupon in this issue
to place your order now.

As this issue of Echoes went to
press the book was in type, and
there only needed to be a final
check of “brown prints” befare
printing and binding would begin.

The book will be about 335
pages and includes about 75 pic-
tures. It is indexed as to names ap-
pearing, and more than 2,500 men
of the 306th have been included in
the text. Appendix A includes a full
list of missions flown by the group
and Appendix B lists all the com-
mand and staff officers who served

between 1942 and the end of the
war.

The editor sincerely regrets the
lateness of this January issue, but
due to circumstances beyond his
control he was unable to complete
the work at an earlier date.

FIRST OVER GERMANY,
A History of the 306th Bomb Group

To:

Russell A. Strong

2041 Hillsdale
Kalamazoo, M| 48007

At the pre-publication price of $17.50, please accept my order for First
Over Germany, a History of the 306th Bomb Group.

— copiesat$17.50each $

name

mailing address

Make check payable to Russell A. Strong



Ryan Looks for Humor In Tales
Ot Early Days of the Group

Col. John L, Ryan, 367th commander and an evadee, was the speaker on the occasion of tha

306th bangue! Friday nightat the St. Paul reunion. His remarks ars balow.

I'm probably the only person in this room who has read every word of
Russ Strong's lorthcoming book. | should like to assure Russ that | have no
intention of revealing any of hissecrets: | should also like to assure all of you
that | shall be brief, As @ matter of fact, | intend to confine my remarks to a
small number ol incidents. mostly ol a personal nature, not to be faund in
the records covering the activities ol 1942 and 1943,

First, however. | Wish to read a message o you from Colonel “Chip”
Overacker whom | visited a week ago last Sunday at his Denver home. — —
“Chip,” as you know from an article in the Echoes, is now 80 years old. He
wanted to make this reunion, as he told Walt Coons and me when we
stopped by to see him last June, but there are things young lellows like us
do that older warriors in their consummate widsom know better than to try,

Perhaps ther is no onein the 306th who know “Chip" better than | do. My
gssociation with him covered all of his tenure as commander of the 306th. In
addition to that, | worked lor him for almost two years as a test pilot atthe
Proving Ground at Eglin Field during 1844 and 1945. Needless to say. | have
agreat respect and a very deep alfection for our ¢ld boss. But let him speak
for himself . . .

Well now, let me relate a few short anecdotes which describe in some
small way the wondrous accomplishment of “Chip” Overacker in creating.
like the Man wupstairs, something out of nothing. They all tend to
demonstrate that the best adjectives which described most of us in those
early days were “inexperienced” and “unqualified.” Most of these little
staries come from my memory banks which seem to become less efficient
with each passing year. S5till, there may be those among you whose
recollections may be rekindled by their telling.

| recalled for the old timers two years ago at Colorado Springs the historic
flight of the Group from Wendover to Westover, Let me add one humorous
touch to that outstanding navigational feat supplied by Walt Coons who just
happens to be a native son of Denver, Colorado. A couple of hours out of

Wendover heading for New England Walt's navigator called him to have a
look out of the plexiglass nose asking "How'd you like to have a look at
Denver?" Walt took one look at the terrain and said, “Hell, that's Cheyenne!”

Based on such precise navigation, we eventually found ourselves at
Chicopes Falls, Massachusetts. Brand new B-17F's were delivered to us
and nad o be shaken down before the trip across the pond. Transiated into

The kriow-now whichwas hen avalabie about lusl consumpliontinis simply
meant to My the hell out the airptanes and find out how much gas they
burned. Alftitudes flown and power settings didn't matter mich in this
determination. With luck there'd be enough petrol to get us to "Blighty.”
Well, given an opportunity like this to burn up gas we all roared off in our
new hirds and flew as much as we could. Various methods were devised to
establish cruise control procedures and determine fuel consumption. One
intrepid crew became fascinated with all the sailboat activity which dotted
the Mew England lakes in that warm summer ol 1942, There were hundreds
of graceful small sailboats gliding peacefully across green waters with
beautiful young damsels stretched out an the foredeck taking the sun, as
we say in New England. This ingenious crew discovered that a very low pass
over a sailboat with a very guick pull-up would deflect enough down-wash
to topple the sailboat spilling damsels and 4-F's into the drink. This crew
couldn’t keep the secret to itsell and soon no lake in New England was sale
from the intrepid airmen from Westover. The local bars, however, became
places to be avoided.

There were other ways to check fuel consumption. My navigator, Bob
Hermann, remembers vividly looking up from his maps one day and staring
straight into Miagara Falls which soon faded from view in the spray as we
pulled up over the top, Then there was the classic pass one bright morning
under the George Washington Bridge in New York City. That episode has
been magnified out of all proportion. We weren't leading a whole squadron
of B-17's; we were all alone. But let me hold the sequel to flying under the
bridge until the end. It has a rather pleasant ending.

Then there was the chance of & lifetime jor our crew to look good and put
on a show for the United States Navy. Harry Holt, our sguadron commander,
was an Annapolis man, class of 39, His father was at that time a MNavy
Captain commanding a cruiser division in the Atlantic Fleet. A couple ol
weeks before we shoved off for England, this very senior naval officer, with
wide gold stripes on the sleeves of his gleaming white uniform, came up to
Waestover to see son Harry: My crew was chosen to take the Navy for a llight
and show off our magnificent {lying machine. We did just that; went out past
Boston ove the Atlantic, buzzed some merchant ships - but not naval
vessels - for identification purposes, let ine good Captain fire the waist guns
and the top turret and opened up the ball turret so he could have a Ik
down into it. Trouble is we forgot to retract the ball turret to the harizontal
position and landed with the gun barrels pointed straight down. At the end

of our landing roll which was accompanied by a terrible screeching and
grinding sou nd those two 50 calibre ba!rrels were gmunq down 50 sh_url they
jooked like pistol barrels. The Captain was most gracious and said not a
word as he walked away from the aircralt, but | didn't need the shake ol his

head to know that we'd blown it badly.

England. Most ol our
in New York waiting for @ hoat bound far
|

i ' t Model-
b applymgthe bes
reagzsf:élf;ﬁ;rﬁ“};n new tires and installed

olo
Somehow or another we finally got ready 10 9

maintenance personnel Were
England. We got our airplanes
A mechanical know-how we poss
new spark plugs!

| remember bils and pieces ¢

¢rassing. The item which Impresseq most of L:Sd I e ot e
German reconaissance aircraft which operate

encounter them,
keeping track of allied convoys for the U-Boats. HI'TE;;H;IE:M bl
we were told. some four hundred miles westof Ire amnlnbat mission. To be
impression! The crossing might just turn mmfimmunltiun for each gun
prepared lor any eventuality we carried a box loa“ < i mid-Atlantic, We
and our llight plan called for ustojoad and test & 9 up. As the rising sun

did just that and then waited for the enemy 10 -ShoTheré was suddenly an

began to turn the sky ahead of us a very [aint pink. Banealibre in the

awlul racket from the nose of the aircraftas that poweriul .

; i {e of murderous long burst. | goton the
plexiglass nose let loose with a coup ; o ifar.an embarassed
interphone with “What the hell are you shooting Al igator says it's
pause a meek voice came back with “It's OK, F”Gf- The navig e ¥
not the running lights of a German aircraf?. It's the morning star,

So we fought our way through and made itto Scotland. Wealso managed

to make our way south to England and come to roost at Thurlmgh. HGWE'I:-'E!:I‘.
having found Thurleigh once was no quarantee that we d ever lind itagain. |
remember one local training mission which embarassed US almn:'.-;t as padly
as our show-off performance with Harry Holt's lather. When we_ct E|n|_sh£.-d
our training and headed back to base we found ourselves in a typical Limey
low visibility condition. You could see straight down through the haze, but
forward visibilty was zero, We did square searches, circular searches and
everything else we could think of over the area where we thought Thurleigh
had to be but to no avail. We simply couldn't find it. We finally spotted an
airfield, did a tight pattern to keep it in sight and landed. We taxied up to the
tower and stopped surrounded by a few Halifaxes and several war-weary
Wellingtons. | decided to swallow my pride and make no bones about being
lost. So, | marched into Operations and said to a kind, old, non-rated flight
leftenaut wearing a row of campaign ribbons from World War |, "We're lost.
Can you tell me how to get to Thurleigh?" “Captain," he said, "il you'll taxi
back out to the runway you just landed on, take off, hold your heading, climb
to 500 [eet and then put your undercarriage and flaps back down, you'll be
on linal approach 1o runway 24 at Thurleigh.”

Alter such great [eats of airmanship, it's small wonder that the Germans
were able to put an end to our aerial anticsin March of 1943, Two incidents
from my "“April in Paris” interlude are worth telling because they examplily
ihe courage and guis which we all came to admire in our British hosts and

ezpecially in our sister service, the Boyal Alr Force.

My companion, guide or tour director, you may call him what you like

during my last three weeks in France before getting out was an Englishman.

Overacker Sends
Message to Reunion

Col. Charles B. Overacker, first commander of the 306th, was unable to altend the 5t Paul
reunian, but sentalong greetings to those assembled.

Greetings! To all former members of the 306th Bomb Group, gathered
here in reunion and in the spirit of good fellowship, to reminisce, to renew
old friendships and to engage in some lying and bragging, eat drink and be
merry! [

| had hoped to be able to join you for this momentous occasion but it was
not to be. So. Colonel Jack Ryan, one of the 306th early birds of Wendover
days, has volunteered to deliver my regrets and best wishes to you all.

[ well remember that historic morning in March 1942 sitting in a wooden

' barracks building at Salt Lake City airport, as a procession of fresh, yomg,
eager pilots filed in to be alternately assigned to the fledgling 306th and
305th Bomb Groups, the latter at that ime commanded by “Curfy ™ Lawson,
later by Curt LeMay. Thus, the 306th was born.

Then the move to Wendover, Utah, the “tent city,” the all-too-short
training period. the move to Westover, Massachusetts, in preparation for the
Atlantic crossing in new aircraft but minus all qualified co-pilots who were
“ploughed back” to 2nd Air Force for further training and subsequent
assignment to future groups as aircraft commanders with the balance of the
Group, less aircrews, making the crossing by sea.

The United Kingdom! Settling in at Thurleigh, familiarization with
England, RAF radio procedures, local flights, English money, discovery of
the “Key Club" and finally Operational!

That first combat mission, the locomotive works and marshalling yards at
Litle, on 8 October 1942 if memory serves me, as part of the first “100 plane
mission” flown by the 8th Air Force. Our introduction to Goering's yellow-
nosed FW 190's doing lazy 8's over us at 25,000 feet and to German Flak and,
regretfully, our first combat loss.
cai;?; S:' "?;;;{ZGGQFE;;F and pride of accomplishment, of missions recorded in

n the ceiling of the Club as well as in the annals of 8th Air

Force History as one of the most outstanding bombardment groups to
participate (n the defeat of Hitler's German V.

For those who died, we bow our heads in si
, . n silent prayer: who
survived, God bless! Carry on, smartly! prayer; for those

ce briefing We got far the

telligen
hillp e e was about the long range

































