SERGEANT PILOT
by
Sgt. A. C. Edwards

"Sergeant Pilot" isn'i a very good title for this, but since
thet is the rating I held, I guess it is as good as any,.

My story begins on November 30, 1942, because that was the day---
or should I say night---that I left Hunter Field, Savannah, Georgia, for
Africa.

Ii was sxactly 11:00 P.M. when our big B=2L Liberator Bomber
taxied out to the runway to begin its long 5,034 mile jaunt to Africa,
I was sitiing in the co-pilot's seat when the big craft lifted from the
ground, and pointed its nose skyward into the inky blackness of the night,
As we passed over the coast line, I looked down for a moment at the wander-
ful country we were leaving behind, and for the first time in my life I ‘
realized what a really wonderful plece ii is, Shaking these thoughts from
my brain; I began to concentrate on my Jjob of helping the navigator, After
working with him for an hour or more, we iook & break and smoked & cigar=
ette. Then the piloi, Lt, Franken, suggested that I try toc get a few hours
of sleep, after which I could take a try at the conirols,

I tried to sleep but I had too much on my mind. I was wondering:
iihat kind of a plece.is Africal? Would I do a good job of helping to wipe
cut the Jerries} What doesz it feel like to kill a man? What does it feel
like to be shot? Yes, these and many more guestions passed through my
mind, and I was to find the answers to them ell in a few days---with the
exception of the last,

Twenty-three hours, eighteen minutes after leaving Hunter Field,
Georgia, we taxied to 2 halt on my new home-field in Tunisia, My God}! I
thought: What kind of a hell-hole is this? Just after climbing from the
plane, the crew and I were greeied by a Captain, whom I later learned to
know as my Commanding Officer, I gave the field a quick once-over, and
then went to my gquarters to get clsaned up.

After taking a "Jewish shower," I reporied ic my new C.0. feor
duty., He assigned & mechanic to me, and me to & plane, My mechanic was
Bob (Kid) inderson, hailing from a small town in South Carolina. He was a
likeable fellow, and one who knew his"stuff* asbout airplenes, I was then
introduced to the other pilois, and each one of them had something nice to
sey to me, Gosh, what a swell bunch of guys they were! They would laugh
in the face of deaih, yeit, when things were quiet and peaceful, they always
looked sad. I guess war can mske you that way after a while. The afier-
noon of my arrival, twelve planes took off for a raid on Tunis, but I stald
behind, ewaiting my turn which would come the next day. Just before dark-
ness covered the field, they came back. The raid had been successful, so,
before landing, each pilot buzzed the field, When they landed, I, ran out
to meet them, Every one came back safe and sound, so that night we had a
celebration by eating some candy bars and playing a vieirola which had be-
longed to a piloi who had been shot down 2 few weeks before,

The next morning I went intc combat for the first time. Since
I was new at the game, the Squadron leader told me to stick close to him,
And this T did very well, We were about 45 minutes away from our field,



flying at 23,000 feet, when we spoited eighieen "Red-nosed M.E. 109's",
flying in the direction of our field at approximately 15,000 feet, I heard
my Squadron leader uiler one word over the radio. It was “c¢clip", which
meant for us to peel-off in two's, and dive on the Jerries, My heari was
pounding so hard and fast that it seemed I could hear it above the roar of
my engine., And I must admit I was scared “"stiff",

I saw my Squadron leader pedﬂgaft, g0 I did the same, sticking as
close to him as I possibly could, At 16,000 feet, I pressed my thumb down
on the trigger, and all eight of my 50 celibers began to threw lead in all
directions. I had one M, E. directly in my gun sight and I poured lead into
it=-="1Til hell froze over®", bui he wouldn't go down, :

When the Jerrles felt our first blast, they immediately broke for=
mation and came afier us, I had just pulled out of my dive, and was "breaking"
around at 10,000 feet, when I saw the "drip" in a M.E. coming straight to-
ward me from above, I could see him hailing me with his "tracers", and for
the moment I thoughtmy goose was cooked. When he was ghoui itwo hundred
yards from me, I made a sharp banking turn to the left; it was a 360 degree
turn, and when I came back around, I found that the Jerry had gone past me,
In the meantime, the guys had been scrapping above, and had knocked down
ihree enemy planes at the cost of ane P-}40. However, our loss was to be
expected because we were outnumbered by six planes, I was Jjusi about ready
to go afier the Jerry who had been giving me hell when I heard the Squadron
leader say "Let's get the hell out of here." Immediately the resi of us
' answered in turn by saying "Roger,” which meant that we were receipting for
his message, I climbed back up-stairs to Jjoin the resi of the Squadron
and, after geiting inito formaition, it was full throttle for us almost all
the wey home, However, this time we didn't buzz the field, because one of
our planes had been shot down,

When we landed, I got out of my ship and felt lilke kissing the
ground, With Bob, mp mechanic, we counted the bullei holes in my ship---
tatal of 31, Then we patched them up, and "Nita" was as good as new. (Nita
was the name I gave my P-L0).

The next itwo or three trips into combat were much like the first,
but after that I lost the fear of being shot down, and almost began to like
it "over there"., It was hot, and the focd wasn't as good as they dish out
at Godmen; the water was rationed, end we had ic sleep in our clothes so that
we would be ready for an emergency. Bui still, it was a swell place to come
back to after a "dog fighti".

On December 6, I shot down my first enemy plane in a fight over
Tunis. Somehow, I managed to get on his tail and give him a few blasts with
my 50's, He rolled over on his back when the smoke began to pour from his
engine, and went into a dive which he never pulled out of, The same night
we pulled another surprise raid on Tunis, and I think I shot down another one,
but I didn't see him crash, so I can only count it as a "probable,”

December 11 was another good day for hunting, because I shot down
my second plane, Gosh, what a fight that was! Twelve of us were strafing
German and Italian ground troops, fifteen miles east of Tunis, We made it
there 0.K. and, afier sirafing until our ammunition was almosit exhausied, we
were attacked by a Squadron of M.E. 109's. They pounced on us before we could
turn around., None of ug saw them coming, because they had the sun at their
backs. I noticed them only when I could feel my plane sheke from the impact









