June 25, 1844

Dear Dad:

I am writing of this to you just in case, the war dept.
sends a telegram howe to you as‘"uey sometimes do In similar cases
to this. On a recent strazflag mission, I was very slightly hit by
some anti-alreraft fire. The wound was 80 slighit that the doctors
say that I will be out of combat operation for only about 10 days
to two weeks. I am carrying out my usual %YOhﬁ” duu;es in the mesgntinme,
I have been reccommended for the Purpl° Heart medal, given to those
wounded in gction against the ensmy and I ubou sht *“at they mléﬂt
write something in the Philadelphias papers abaﬂt it. I 1Jmed;ately
spoke o the pub11clty men about this, telling them that I didn't
want anything to come out about this because it would UIOUly alarm
my ¥other, They promised me thatb notbing would 30 ‘in about the event.
I suppose you are interested in hearing how it happenéd, ¥Wel,
I was leading our squadron on a straffing mission against transportation
facilities uehind the German lines somewhere in France. Incidentally
about a week agmo I was given command of a fighter squadren = the 375th:
Pighter Sgwadron - 361st Fighter Group. It's the same group. Well
anyway, we saw a btrainload of tanks. We fired at them for a few minutes
but the damage that we were capable of doing was questionable, 80 W
decided to try and look up something else. A few minutes later, I spiled
another supply train. This train was in a railrocad yard Jjust outside
a French town. These yards are very often equipped with anti-aircraft
installations., This one was. 1 made my first pass opening up with
my .machine gung at about 1000 yards. We always open our fire at a
long range in case the itrain is loaded with munitions. When those-
things go up the farther you are away from them, the better. I was
getting hlts s0 I kept coming in at about 300 miles per hour., I was
Just about pulling up from the train, 1 was jusi about fifieen fest
above the train when I noticed the white ouffs of 40 millimeter
fire all around my. plane, also tracers from machine guns. Suadequ g
something hit me in the face, knocking my head to uhe left side of the
cockpit, and momentarily stunning me, I guess., I realized that I .
was hit. I hugged the tree tops and kept skidding the plane from
side to side to confuse their aim. Tracers and shells were still
rushing all around. When I got beyond the wange of their fire, I
started climbing. I told the boys over the radlo -that I was hilt and
that I was going to try to make it %o mn@lana which was several hundred
miles away. I recelved no amnswer. I realized that my radio had been
shot up. I looked at my engine instruments and saw that they were sl
normgl, I had not'been hit in the engine, thank God. About that time
I relt the trickle of blood down my neck, It's fumny how you don't
feel anything when you've hit, I ripped epen a little first ald kit
that I keep stmmpped to my parachute harness. I ook out all the baiage
dressing and wiped some ofthe blood off my face. AlL I could see wss
a2 gash about an inch long in my jawe. I felt relieved at this. About -
tans time I noticed two holes in the canopy of my cockplt. They were
on the right side and were in a position which indicated that the
objects which went. through would just about have to be eithelr inpedded
in my head or else would have had to pass out. the other side of the
canopye. The first thing I did was to look at the side of the cockplt
that the bullets would have had to come out of, There were no holes
there, 80 I took off my flying helmet and examinea my head in the
rear view mirror. No holes, To this minute I don't know Wuat cecame
of the object that made zne gecond hole in the canopy. The first

objeet wa: what hit me in the jaw.




