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Chapter 21 – The Greatest Generation 

 
 

 

Honoring Those Who Served 

 
 

This chapter is dedicated to the memory of Lt. Eugene Victor Erskine (1920–1945) 

 

Unlike any era America has known, the 1940s were 

characterized by a generation of young people united by a 

common cause and values.  Tom Brokaw wrote of them in 

his book, The Greatest Generation, calling them: “... the 

greatest generation any society has produced.”  He defines 

“The Greatest Generation” as “American citizens who came 

of age during the Great Depression and the Second World 

War and went on to build modern America.”
 

366F  

 

For those of us who were privileged to have been born and raised by this generation, Brokaw’s 

description of their character and values bears the unmistakable ring of truth:
 447

   

 

At a time in their lives when their days and nights should have been filled with innocent adventure, love, 

and the lessons of the workaday world, they were fighting in the most primitive conditions possible 

across the bloodied landscape of France, Belgium, Italy, Austria, and the coral islands of the Pacific. 

They answered the call to save the world from the two most powerful and ruthless military machines 

ever assembled; instruments of conquest in the hands of fascist maniacs.  They faced great odds and a 

late start, but they did not protest.  They succeeded on every front.  They won the war; they saved the 

world.   

 

They came home to joyous and short-lived celebrations and immediately began the task of rebuilding 

their lives and the world they wanted.  They married in record numbers and gave birth to another 

distinctive generation, the Baby Boomers.  A grateful nation made it possible for more of them to attend 

college than any society had ever educated, anywhere.  They gave the world new science, literature, art, 

industry, and economic strength unparalleled in the long curve of history.   

 

As they now reach the twilight of their adventurous and productive lives, they remain, for the most part, 

exceptionally modest.  They have so many stories to tell, stories that in many cases they have never told 

before, because in a deep sense they didn't think that what they were doing was that special, because 

everyone else was doing it too.
 
 

                                                 
447

  Tom Brokaw: The Greatest Generation, Random House, New York, NY, 2004. 
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The latter statement was especially true of this generation of American Jews – they wanted to serve 

their country just like everyone else.  If the willingness of American Jews to go to war and fight for 

their country was ever in question, their distinguished service during World War II dispelled all such 

doubts.  Among the sixteen million Americans who served in World War II, more than half a million 

were Jews.  They served in every branch of the military and fought in every theater of the war.  

Motivated by patriotism, their Jewish identity, and a desire to fight the Nazis and their allies, half of 

America’s Jewish men between the ages of eighteen and forty-five served in the war. 367F

448
   

 

Of the more than 550,000 Jews who served in the U.S. military during World War II, about 11,000 

were killed, and more than 40,000 were wounded.  There were three Jewish recipients of the Medal of 

Honor, 157 recipients of the Army Distinguished Service Medal, Navy Distinguished Service Medal, 

Distinguished Service Cross, or Navy Cross, and about 1,600 recipients of the Silver Star.  All told, 

over 52,000 decorations, citations, and awards were awarded to Jewish military personnel.368F

449
  

 

The recognition of the bravery, dedication, and sacrifice made by Jewish men and women in combat 

during World War II was expressed by the military leaders of the American Armed Forces both during, 

and immediately following the war: 
 

General Mark W. Clark, Commander, 5th Army Group, said:
 450

  
 

Thousands of Americans of Jewish faith are serving under my command, carrying their share of the 

burden in the battle in Italy.  Many of them have been killed in the service of their country.  To 

American soldiers of Jewish faith go my most sincere thanks for their faithfulness, diligence and bravery 

in battle.  To those who have passed on must go a nation’s gratitude. 369F 
 

At the 50th National Memorial Service conducted by the Jewish War Veterans of the United States, 

General A. Vandergrift, Commandant, U.S. Marine Corps, said:
 
 

 

Americans of Jewish faith in the Marine Corps have served with distinction throughout the prosecution 

of this war.  During the past year, many Jewish fighting men in our armed forces have given their lives 

in the cause of freedom.  With profound sympathy and respect, I join you in paying homage to them at 

this memorial service. 370F 
 

The role of Jews in the Navy was best expressed by Admiral Harold R. Stark, Commander, United 

States Navy in Europe:  
 

The officers and men of the United States Naval Forces in Europe join to honor those gallant Americans 

of Jewish faith who, during the past year, have laid down their lives for their country ... We mourn them 

as brothers – brothers who cannot be with us to share this European triumph toward which they gave 

their lives. 371F 

                                                 
448

  Ours to Fight For – American Jewish Voices from the Second World War.  Published by the Museum of Jewish Heritage 
– A Living Memorial to the Holocaust, New York, NY, November, 2003. 
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  Seymour Brody: Jewish Heroes and Heroines in America - World War II to the Present: A Judaica Collection Exhibit.  
Florida Atlantic University Libraries, http://www.fau.edu/library/br095.htm. 
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  Ibid.  All three quotes from General Mark W. Clark, General A. Vandergrift, and Admiral Harold R. Stark are from the 
above source. 
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A Noble Heritage – The History & Legacy of the Polonsky & Paull Family in America Page 417 

The young men in the Polonsky family responded in force to our nation’s call.  Nathan Polonsky had 

twelve grandsons, and all but one, who was too young to serve, enlisted in the armed services in World 

War II.  Of the eleven grandsons who enlisted, ten of them served in the U.S. Army, the U.S. Army Air 

Force, or the U.S. Navy during World War II.
 

372F

451
   

 

They were: 

 

(1) Leonard Adler, son of Herman and Rae (Polonsky) Adler.  He served as a fighter squadron 

ordinance officer in the U.S. Navy. 

  

(2)  Richard Chaber, son of Charles and Fannie (Polonsky) Chaber.  He served in the U.S. Army 

Signal Corps.   

 

(3)   Mortimer Chaber, son of Charles and Fannie (Polonsky) Chaber.  He served as a radar technician 

in the U.S. Navy. 

   

(4)  Robert Erskine, son of Max and Vera (Polonsky) Erskine.  He served as a sergeant and medic in 

the U.S. Army 303rd Medical Battalion of the 78th Infantry “Lightning” Division that fought in 

the Battle of the Bulge. 

 

(5)   Eugene Erskine, son of Max and Vera (Polonsky) Erskine.  He served as a lieutenant and naval 

aviator in the U.S. Navy.  

 

(6)  Arnold Paulen, son of Leon and Ida Polonsky.  He served as a first lieutenant, and later, Captain, 

in the Army Dental Corps. 

 

(7)  Harold Paull, son of Louis Isadore and Mary Paull.  He enlisted in the Army on June 7, 1945, 

about one month after Germany’s surrender on VE Day, to support the troops coming home.  

 

(8)  Herbert Paull, son of Louis Isadore and Mary Paull.  He served in the U.S. Army Signal Corps, 

and later, as an instrument specialist in the U.S. Army Air Corps, 390th Bombardment Group, 

369th Squadron. 

 

(9)  Melvin Paull, son of Louis Isadore and Mary Paull.  He served as a corporal and flight mechanic 

in the U.S. Army Air Corps, 390th Bombardment Group, 371st Squadron. 

 

(10)  Philip Paull, son of Louis Isadore and Mary Paull.  He served in the U.S. Army Signal Corps, 

and later, as an instrument specialist in the U.S. Army 15th Air Force. 

 

                                                 
451

  One of Nathan’s eldest grandsons, Arnold David Polonsky, joined the U.S. Army Air Corps after graduating from college, 
but was granted an early discharge due to his age and family circumstances, and did not serve on active duty during the 
war.  Nathan’s youngest grandson, Martin Daniel Rabinowitz, was only eight years old at the time that America entered 
the war in 1941. 
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Photo from the New York Museum of Jewish Heritage exhibit “Ours to Fight For.”  The exhibit features the achievements of Jewish 

men and women on and off the battlefield during World War II. 

 

In addition, two of Nathan’s grandson-in-laws served with honor in the U.S. Army: 

 

(11)  Leonard Blumenreich, husband of Bernice Adler, and son-in-law of Herman and Rae (Polonsky) 

Adler.  He served in the U.S. Army Infantry in Patton’s Third Army in Germany. 

 

(12)  Hyman Heimowitz, husband of Doris (Polonsky) Heimowitz, and son-in-law of Leon and Ida 

Polonsky.  He served in the U.S. Army 28th and 66th Infantry Divisions in Europe.
452

 

 

All twelve of these courageous young men risked their lives to fight for the freedom that we all 

cherish.  One of them, Eugene Erskine, made the ultimate sacrifice, and gave his life for his country.  

This chapter is a tribute to these courageous young men.  It chronicles their wartime experiences, 

reconstructed through their military records, awards, photographs, correspondence, interviews, and 

letters written home.   

 

The courage and sacrifice of this generation transcends race, religion and gender, and the enduring 

contributions of both the men and women in our family to the war effort should not be forgotten.  As 

President Franklin Roosevelt remarked during World War II, “This generation of Americans has a 

rendezvous with destiny.” 
453

  Indeed, they did.  Our family, our country, and the world will be forever 

grateful to these courageous men and women, who truly deserve the honor of being called The 

Greatest Generation. 

                                                 
452

  The Brooklyn Eagle: October 31, 1947.  At the time of this writing, no additional information was available regarding 
Hyman Heimowitz’s military service. 
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  Tom Brokaw: The Greatest Generation, Random House, New York, NY, 2004. 
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Leonard Eugene Adler 
 

In May of 1944, Leonard graduated Specialist’s Class from 

the Notre Dame Midshipmen’s School.  His was the fifth 

class to graduate from this school.  From April 1944 to 

May 1946, he served in the U.S. Navy as a Fighter 

Squadron Ordinance Officer, assigned to the USS Hancock 

Aircraft Carrier in the Pacific Fleet.   

 

Leonard’s duties included training pilots in the use of the 

MK 23 gyro computing gun sight.  He was responsible for 

its installation, maintenance, calibration, repair and 

overhaul.  He also assisted in damage control and ballistic 

and hydraulic turret problems.  Leonard was commended 

by the Navy for the development of a new method of gun 

sight photography, resulting in a six-fold improvement in 

accuracy. 
 

 

Leonard Adler, U.S. Navy, c. 1945 

 

Leonard Adler, USS Hancock, February, 1946 

 

During Leonard’s military service, his wife 

Beatrice lived in housing near or at naval bases 

in San Diego, CA and Jacksonville, FL, and for a 

time, worked in a clerical position for the Navy. 

 
 

Leonard & Beatrice Adler, 1945 
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Leonard Blumenreich 
 

Leonard Blumenreich enlisted in the U.S. 

Army on January 8, 1943.  He completed his 

basic training at Fort Knox, KY where he 

remained as a drill instructor in calisthenics, 

until he received an appointment to the Armed 

Services Training Program (ASTP), the 

Army’s college education program.   

 

Leonard attended Washington and Lee 

University in Lexington, VA until the ASTP 

program was discontinued.  He was transferred 

to the infantry, and in September 1943, was 

shipped overseas.   

 

Leonard was in a mortar company, and 

volunteered to travel with the infantry in 

Patton’s Third Army in Germany.  He was shot 

in the neck during close combat on Christmas 

Eve 1944, and was awarded a Purple Heart and 

the Bronze Star for courage. 
Leonard Blumenreich, c. 1943   

 

Leonard was paralyzed as a result of his injury, and was operated on in a MASH unit in Bar-le-Duc, 

France.  He was then put on a hospital train to be transferred to England; however, while en route to 

England, the train was bombed by German airplanes.  Only when Leonard arrived in Southampton, 

England, and a nurse washed the blood from his head, was it discovered that he had been injured in the 

bombing. 

 

Leonard shipped back to New York on the Queen Mary in April of 1945, and was discharged from the 

Army on May 15, 1945. 
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Mortimer Donald Chaber 
 

Mortimer Donald Chaber 

served in the U.S. Navy 

as a radar technician.  He 

was stationed aboard the 

USS Wren, in the Panama 

Canal Zone, and served 

in the Pacific Theater 

where he was stationed at 

Yokasuka, Japan.  
 
Of his naval experience, 

Mort once said: “The 

Navy never runs out of 

decks to chip.” 373F

454
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

Mortimer Chaber, c. 1943 Richard & Mortimer Chaber, Brooklyn, 1943 

   

Mort Chaber chipping paint from the deck of the USS Wren, c. 1943 

                                                 
454

  Judith Sauls: Email correspondence with Jeffrey Mark Paull, January 7, 2010. 
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Richard Kenneth Chaber 

 

Richard Kenneth Chaber served in the U.S. Army Signal 

Corps.  In 1942, he was assigned to Emporium, PA as part of 

a natural disaster relief effort during a major flood. 374F

455
  That 

same year, he married Tillie Bloom (August 9, 1942).   

Richard was stationed in the U.S. for the duration of the war.  

That may have been due to his health, as during his military 

service, he temporarily lost his eyesight.  At the time, the 

cause of his visual impairment was unknown, but he was 

subsequently diagnosed with sarcoidosis, an auto-immune 

disease that also damaged his lungs, and in his later years, 

disabled him and resulted in his death at age sixty-four.
 

375F

456 

Richard & Mortimer Chaber, Brooklyn, c. 1945 

 
 

Richard & Tillie Chaber, c. 1945  Richard & Tillie Chaber, c. 1945 

                                                 
455

  The Emporium, Pennsylvania flood occurred in 1942.  The History of North Central PA, Historical Pictures of Emporium, 
PA.  http://www.ncpenn.com/pictures.asp?citvar=EMP. 

 
456

  Madelyn Chaber: Email correspondence with Jeffrey Mark Paull, November 11, 2008. 

http://www.ncpenn.com/pictures.asp?citvar=EMP
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Eugene Victor Erskine 

Eugene Victor Erskine, 1943       Robert and Gene Erskine, 1943   

 

Eugene Victor Erskine graduated from Johns 

Hopkins University right before the war, joined the 

U.S. Navy after the war started, and became a naval 

aviator.   

 

He was assigned to Squadron 104 as part of 

replacement Crew 22.  His squadron was based at 

Clark Air Base, Luzon Island, Philippines, from 

which he flew many dangerous missions over the Sea 

of Japan in B-29 bombers.   

 

Gene established a record of bravery and leadership, 

and served his country proudly and well during the 

final days of World War II, when the war in the 

Pacific represented the greatest threat to America’s 

national security.  The exploits of Squadron 104 are 

documented in the book Low Level Liberators. 376F

457
  

 

 

Gene Erskine in his flight gear, c. 1945  

                                                 
457

  Paul F. Stevens: Low Level Liberators.  Published by Paul F. Stevens, Nashville, TN, 1997. 
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Clark Air Base, Luzon Island, Philippines, Squadron 104.  Eugene Victor Erskine is seated to the far left, in the 3rd row up. 
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Gene wrote the following letter to his parents, when he was still in training in Pensacola, FL around 

August, 1943: 

 

Dear Folks, 

 

So Bob is home – or was home.  How wonderful it must be for you all to be together – for you to see 

Bobby and for Bobby to be home – how I wish I could be there.  Home – it sounds so peaceful – quiet 

and happy – and I’m afraid I won’t be there for quite a while yet.  

 

We just received an order from the Commandant – I quote:  “It has been customary in the past to grant 

approximately 15 days leave after completion of flight training – hereafter, orders to A-V(N) officers 

which direct them to operational training will authorize 15 days leave only after completion of 

operational training...”  

 

So now you see that my hopes of coming home after graduation are wasted.  Operational training 

means an additional 2 to 3 months, so I guess we’ll just have to add those on before we get a chance for 

our next reunion – but it will come – and it’s something to look forward to.  

 

Dad, you christened my ship – when and if I do get to be captain of a big bomber, and when it drops its 

load over Zokis – Berlin and the rest – I will have glittering letters in front spelling out your name – 

“Indestructible.”  I’ll try to make [sure] I live up to the name, and add a little something more.  I’ll try 

to make that ship live not only because it’s your son’s ship and because of him – but because it’s your 

country’s ship and for her. 

 

So long folks – if Bobby is there tell him to take an extra drink for me and to think of me so that I can 

think of you all together – soon we all may be able to be physically together. 

 

Love, Gene 

 

In April of 1945, Gene wrote the following letter to his brother Bob, in which he described the 

harrowing experience surviving a crash landing at sea in enemy territory: 

April 20, 1945 

 

Dear Bob, 

 

You can realize only too well the extent of this war when you observe the date above and the date you 

are reading this letter.  We have only two representatives in this war from our family yet the two are 

representative of both fronts and illustrate the global extent of the war. 

 

Bob, I found out very early in the game that only one flight is necessary to make you a veteran.  I’ve had 

many more than one – believe me Bob I’m a veteran.  I think that I can tell you about a particular 

experience the crew had.  We were coming home – the weather was on the ground and it was the middle 

of the night.  For reasons which I’ll have to keep until I see you, we had to ditch (that means crash 

land). 

 



A Noble Heritage – The History & Legacy of the Polonsky & Paull Family in America Page 426 

We came down on a beach in Jap territory.  For security reasons I can’t tell you much – but you can 

believe all the books about men who’ve come down at sea in enemy territory.  We hid in the jungles – 

were later picked up by some friendly natives and later found by a guerilla patrol who took us to their 

headquarters.  Never have I seen a people as friendly and helpful as these guerillas.   

 

They took the shoes off their feet and gave [them] to some of my men who had lost theirs and then we 

walked – I thought we would never get there – and we probably wouldn’t if it hadn’t been for the natives 

who carried all our gear and additional rations which were dropped by a rescue plane that couldn’t 

possibly land in the terrain we were in.  They finally took us to a coastal camp where we spent some 

time until the army was notified.  We were then picked up by an army sea plane rescue crew. 

 

Bob it was an experience I’ll never forget and one which I hope I never experience again – this one 

turned out O.K.  Eleven men down – and eleven men got home – if you could see the remains of the 

plane – you’d believe in miracles – 

 

Until next time Bob – keep smilin’. 

 

Love,  

 

Gene 

 

On May 19, 1945, Gene’s plane went down over the Sea of Japan during the invasion of the 

Philippines, just prior to the end of the war.  There were no survivors.  The following account from the 

book Low Level Liberators was obtained from the Operational Archives of the Naval Historical 

Center, including Aircraft Action Reports and War Diary: 377F

458     

       
On May 19th Jameson and Crew Twenty-Two were all killed during a combat patrol.  A message was 

received from the patrol plane 2.3 hours after takeoff that it was ditching and gave the position.  Noon 

and Crew Four were launched immediately and located the scene of the crash.  Only scattered 

wreckage was seen, evidencing an explosion on impact.  Noon stayed on station about three hours but 

no survivors could be seen.  Searches were continued for two days with other PB4Y-1s, PBMs, and a B-

17 Air Search and Rescue airplane, but the results were the same.  The question of just what had caused 

the crash made this loss even more difficult to accept.   

 

Ironically, Gene was killed during the final days of the war, and eleven days after Victory in Europe 

Day or V-E Day – the date when the World War II Allies formally accepted the unconditional 

surrender of the armed forces of Nazi Germany, which marked the end of Adolf Hitler’s Third Reich 

(May 8, 1945). 

                                                 
458

  Paul F. Stevens: Low Level Liberators.  Published by Paul F. Stevens, Nashville, TN, 1997, p. 299. 
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The newspaper account of Gene’s 

death did not appear in The New York 

Times until July 20, 1945, two full 

months after he was killed in action.   

 

Gene was loved and admired by a 

great many people, and the news of 

his death hit everyone hard, 

particularly his parents, Max and Vera 

Erskine, who never fully recovered 

from the loss of their beloved son.     
 

The following excerpt is from a letter 

written by a very good civilian friend 

of Gene’s brother, Robert.  It was 

written after Germany had 

surrendered, but before the news of 

Gene being killed in action had 

reached home: 

 

 

 

 

Friday, June 1, 1945 

 

I met your Mom on the Highway a few weeks ago, and she told me about Gene’s crackups and escape.  I 

don’t doubt that he knows every word of that booklet on survival, and probably saved the lives of all his 

crew mates.  He always was so very wonderful.  Remember the old days when we used to devote twenty 

minutes a day for the express purpose of being jealous of him? 

 

From all accounts, Gene had an uncanny ability to make friends, and leave a profound impression on 

those around him, even on people who only knew him for a short time.  The following letter, addressed 

to Vera and Max Erskine, was written by one of Gene’s shipmates – an attorney who had known Gene 

for three months: 

 

July 20th, 1945 

 

Dear Mr. and Mrs. Erskine: 

 

I was shocked to read in this morning’s New York Times of Eugene’s death in the Pacific.  We were 

shipmates at NAS Clinton, Oklahoma, while I was stationed there for three months as Legal Officer.  I 

came to know Gene very well.  We played bridge together, we went swimming at Hobart, and we did 

considerable flying together.  Gene was kind enough to give me some flight instruction, to add to the 

little bit of flying experience that I had as a civilian before I entered the Navy.   
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We would fly from the air station at Clinton to a practice field at Hobart, and Gene would give me real 

instruction in taking off and landing the SNJ [T-6 Texan airplane for bomber or transport training] and 

the SNV [initial pilot training aircraft].  On other occasions I would accompany him when he would fly 

on short trips from Clinton to Norman, Oklahoma.  On these trips, too, Gene gave me more instruction 

– all out of the goodness of his heart, and because he knew that I was interested in aviation. 

 

Gene was a brilliant bridge player.  We played as partners on several occasions, and usually came out 

winners.  I shall never forget a Sunday afternoon at Hobart when Gene demonstrated his hypnotic 

powers by putting a very attractive girl to sleep, reviving her, and putting her back to sleep again.  It 

was my first observation of hypnotism at close range.  I was impressed to no end, and have talked about 

Gene and his hypnotic powers to many of my friends on numerous occasions. 

 

Gene was a great boy, full of enthusiasm, energetic, pleasant – in short, he was an ideal shipmate.  His 

only criticism of Clinton, Oklahoma, was the fact that it did not afford him enough flying time.  I know 

that he was always anxious for overseas combat duty, whereas, many other young pilots were content to 

remain in the United States.  If it was his fate to be called to God at such an early age, I know that call 

came as Gene would have wanted it to come, that is, while he was flying in combat in the Pacific. 

 

Because I was in my middle forties, I was discharged from the Navy after I had served for three years, 

and have been back in civilian life since May 15th.  Had I been Gene’s age, it is not unlikely that I 

would have been in the Pacific, and in the area where he served his country so unselfishly and so 

completely.   

 

I cannot even attempt to express my personal sorrow or my sympathy for you, and for those who were 

near and dear to Gene.  This is one of those times when it is impossible to find words that are adequate. 

 

Sincerely, Joseph C. Zavatt 

 

Among his other military honors, the Secretary of the Navy posthumously awarded Lt. Eugene Victor 

Erskine the Air Medal, a military decoration of the United States established by Executive Order 9158 

signed by Franklin D. Roosevelt on 11 May 1942.
 

378F

459
   

 

The Air Medal is awarded to any person who, while serving in any capacity in or with the Armed 

Forces of the United States, shall have distinguished himself/herself by meritorious achievement while 

participating in aerial flight.  Examples of personnel whose combat duties require them to fly include 

those in the attack elements of units involved in air-land assaults against an armed enemy and those 

directly involved in airborne command and control of combat operations. 379F

460
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  Wikipedia: Air Medal. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Air_Medal. 
  
460

  Ibid.  
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Posthumous Award of the Air Medal to Lieutenant Eugene Victor Erskine, by the Secretary of the Navy 

  

The Jewish War Veterans named 

the Lt. Eugene V. Erskine Post No. 

60 in New York after Gene, and on 

August 10, 1948, Post Commander 

Sam Oxhorn sent the first letter 

written on Jewish War Veterans 

Post No. 60 stationery to Max 

Erskine. 

 

A large dedication ceremony was 

held at the famed Astor Hotel in 

Manhattan on September 20, 1948.  

The following speech in Gene’s 

honor was delivered at that 

dedication ceremony: 



A Noble Heritage – The History & Legacy of the Polonsky & Paull Family in America Page 430 

Mr. Commander, Brother Officers and Members of Lt. Eugene V. Erskine Post, Distinguished Guests, 

Ladies and Gentlemen: 

 

It is fit that on this occasion we pause in our organizational activities to pay tribute to the fallen soldier 

in whose honor, this, our Post has been named.  In adopting the name of Lt. Eugene V. Erskine as the 

name of our Post, we have not been motivated by mere hero worship.  We have found in the life of Lt. 

Eugene V. Erskine the lofty qualities of character and purpose which best express the ideals of 

brotherhood and patriotism to which our Post has been dedicated.  We have chosen well. 

 

Lt. Eugene V. Erskine was born in New York City, and attended our public schools.  After his 

graduation from James Madison High School, he attended Johns Hopkins University, and received his 

college degree.  He was a natural born leader, and this became evident even in his early boyhood.  He 

was president of almost every class that he was in in school.   

 

He was a spirited boy and highly accomplished; possessed a most pleasing personality, a deep sense of 

fairness and a demeanor that caused everyone with whom he came in contact to have every confidence 

in him.  Whenever a dispute arose among his classmates or friends, he was selected to arbitrate and 

settle the dispute.   

 

He was an excellent violinist and a soloist in the Johns Hopkins University orchestra; he was a 

champion handball player and a proficient athlete.  He was about to enter upon the study of medicine 

when the last World Conflagration enveloped our country. 

 

It was but natural that when our country became involved in the Holocaust of war, a boy of his mettle 

and patriotism should put aside every other aspiration but that of being of service to his country.  He 

believed in the cause for which our country fought and when he believed in a cause, he was willing to 

defend it, and fight for it unto death.  Dying for the cause in which he believed was not difficult for Lt. 

Eugene V. Erskine.  It was but the natural development and fulfillment of his altruistic character. 

 

He was determined to be a Navy pilot.  He trained at Chapel Hill and other bases.  When he found that 

he was twelve pounds overweight and could not be accepted for training on that account, he resorted to 

the most strenuous reducing methods to bring himself within the required weight.  And so, Lt. Eugene V. 

Erskine was trained and commissioned as a pilot in the Navy, and for a time served under Admiral 

Blanding in Oklahoma.   

 

Shortly thereafter, he was sent into combat duty in the Pacific.  He fought in the Philippines, and took 

part in many highly dangerous and important missions. He established a record of bravery and 

leadership of which any soldier can rightfully be proud.  He served his country well at a time when the 

war in the Pacific represented the greatest threat to our national security. 

 

Lt. Eugene V. Erskine was lost in action in the Pacific at the age of 24 years, at the very threshold of his 

early manhood, at the very beginning of a useful and promising life.  It has always been the greatest 

tragedy of war that at its altar, a nation must sacrifice the choicest and most promising part of its 

younger generation, but in a sense, his life was not sacrificed in vain. 

 

He attained by his death the very ultimate purpose to which his life had always been dedicated.  He 

showed the way as a beacon light to guide his fellow man, and to lead them towards the goal of love; 

love of country, love of duty, love of his fellow man. 
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In passing from this worldly stage of tumult, fear, and strife, he has left footprints in the sands of time; 

footprints which will forever hereafter inspire the wearied and disillusioned traveler, and help him find 

new hope, new courage in continuing the journey toward the goal of the ultimate brotherhood of 

mankind. 

 

Our Post is honored with the presence among our guests tonight of the parents and the brother of Lt. 

Eugene V. Erskine.  The loss sustained by them in the death of their dear one is a grievous loss.  We join 

with them in their affliction, and assure them of our heartfelt sympathy. 

 

True it is that thousands of our boys gave their lives for their country during the last war.  True it is that 

death in war is commonplace.  But that is no consolation to the parents’ grief. 

 

It is consolation, however, to know that Lt. Eugene V. Erskine’s life and his supreme sacrifice will 

always be a shining example and an inspiration to our race forever, to lead our youth along the noble 

path trod by him.  It is the high resolve of this, our Post, to carry on, and to continue to hold high the 

torch lighted by him, that it may forever light the way of our country, of our race, to higher and higher 

attainments along the paths of true democracy and righteous peace, with freedom of conscience, 

freedom from bigotry, freedom from fear.   

 

In that high resolve, we the members of this Post honor the memory of Lt. Eugene V. Erskine. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Robert Erskine visiting his brother’s, Lt. Eugene Victor Erskine’s gravestone at Arlington National Cemetery, August 23, 2006 
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Robert Warren Erskine 
 

In February 1943, Robert (Bob) Erskine left the University of 

New Hampshire after his freshman year, where he had been 

majoring in pre-veterinary science, to enlist in the army.  After 

basic training in Camp Upton on Long Island, he was sent to 

Camp Butner, NC and trained to be a medic.  His thought on 

this was, “I guess if you can treat a horse, you can treat a 

soldier!”  

 

Bob was placed in the U.S. Army 303rd Medical Battalion of 

the newly re-activated 78th Infantry Division, commonly 

known as the “Lightning Division.”  He trained for over a year, 

primarily in the Camp Butner area, but he also received special 

training in South Carolina, Missouri, Tennessee, and Virginia.  

 

Bob went overseas as part of the 78th Division complement of 

15,000 men in 1944 in a convoy of over three hundred ships.  

His company, including his commanding general and his staff, 

was on the flagship.  Hence, Bob’s ship was in the center (most 

protected) of the entire convoy.  He described ten days on the 

high seas, with ships of every description, as far as the eye 

could see in all directions. 
Robert Erskine, Bad Wildungen, Germany,  

1945  

 

Bob disembarked in Portsmouth, England, and stayed in the south 

of England for two to three weeks. His platoon stayed in a lovely 

old home overlooking the English Channel in Mudeford, where Sir 

Walter Scott lived while he was writing the novel Ivanhoe.  Then 

the entire Division boarded LSTs (landing ship tanks, amphibious 

transport vehicles) to cross the Channel to Yvetot, France. 
U.S. Army 78th Infantry Division insignia 

 

Robert’s primary combat experiences included the Battle of the Bulge (the largest land battle of the 

war) and being among the first allied troops to cross the Rhine River at the Remagen Bridge. 380F

461
  He 

earned the rank of sergeant, with many decorations, but the ones he is proudest of are the Combat 

Medical Badge, three Battle Stars, and the Bronze Star Medal for Bravery at Remagen. 381F

462
  He was 

overseas approximately thirteen months, and returned to the States in October, 1945.  

                                                 
461

  Robert Erskine: “Bob’s Bio – WWII.”  Email correspondence with Jeffrey Mark Paull, June 21, 2008. 
 
462

  Robert Erskine: “WWII Experiences.”  Email correspondence with Jeffrey Mark Paull, August 6, 2008. 
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The following description of Bob’s combat experiences with the 78th Infantry Division, are in his own 

words: 382F

463
 

 

[I] went into combat in late November 1944, on the border 

of Belgium, Holland, and Germany. Within a few weeks of 

severe fighting the Germans launched a massive offensive.  

My company was on the northern fringe of this battle in 

Roetgen, Germany.   

 

What later became known as the “Battle of the Bulge” 

lasted for about 6 weeks, [during] the worst winter [on 

record].  To summarize, the battle involved 600,000 

Americans and 500,000 Germans, and caused 81,000 

American casualties, and 19,000 dead American soldiers! 

   

The 78th’s other epic event was after the Bulge.  We drove 

(I should say fought) through the heartland of Germany to 

the next major obstacle – the Rhine River.  Amazingly, we 

arrived in Remagen, just south of Bonn, and found the 

Ludendorf Railroad Bridge still intact.  Hitler, of course, 

had ordered all bridges across the Rhine to be destroyed.   

 

The 78th thus became the very first Allied infantry to cross 

the Rhine, albeit under extremely heavy bombardment by 

small arms, artillery, and even jet planes (the first time we 

had ever seen a jet – the Allies had no such thing).  This 

crossing of the Rhine shortened the ultimate victory 

substantially, as estimated by all historians.   
Robert Erskine at Camp Lucky Strike, Le Havre,  

France, October, 1945 

 

There are numerous books written about these two battles, [and] it’s interesting to note that Hollywood 

thought so highly of these epic battles that major movies were made – “The Bridge at Remagen” and 

“Battle of the Bulge.” 

 

In mid-April (officially April 17) after well over four months of continuous front-line duty, the 78th was 

taken off the line, and put in reserve.  After VE Day we became an army of occupation keeping the 

peace.  After VJ Day the 78th continued on to Berlin, but I had received my orders to return to the 

States based on my sole surviving son status. 38

464
  

                                                 
463

  Robert Erskine: “Bob’s Saga.”  Email correspondence with Jeffrey Mark Paull, August 6, 2008.  Edited slightly for clarity; 
the author’s additions are in brackets. 

 
464

  Wikipedia: Victory over Japan Day.  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/VJ_Day.   Victory over Japan Day, also known as V-J 
Day or Victory in the Pacific Day) is a name chosen for the day on which the Surrender of Japan occurred, effectively 
ending World War II.  The term has been applied to both the day on which the initial announcement of Japan’s surrender 
was made on August 15, 1945, as well as the date the formal surrender ceremony was performed in Tokyo Bay, aboard 
the battleship USS Missouri, on September 2, 1945.   

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/VJ_Day
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Bob only had the opportunity to see his brother Gene once 

during the war, during a three-day pass in 1943, while he 

was stationed at Camp Butner, NC.   

 

The two brothers spent three glorious days in New York 

together.  On one of the evenings, they went out on a 

double-date that Gene had arranged.  They took their dates 

to a night club on the Coney Island boardwalk.  The 

entertainment that night was the King Cole Trio, which 

featured Nat King Cole before his celebrated solo career.   

 

However, Bob remembers little of the performance that 

evening, or of his date.  He just recalls how proud he was to 

be in the company of the noble naval officer who he so 

admired – his big brother!  

 

This was the only time that the brothers saw each other 

during the war, and, tragically, it was to be their last time 

together.  Gene was killed in action on May 19, 1945.   
Robert & Gene Erskine, 1943 

 

Gene’s parents, Vera and Max Erskine, received the telegram from the Department of the Navy 

informing them of their son’s death.  They contacted the Red Cross, which contacted Captain Richards 

of Bob’s company in Germany.  Captain Richards then had the difficult task of informing Bob of his 

brother’s death.  Upon receiving the news, Bob wrote the following heartfelt letter to his parents: 

 

June 5, 1945 

 

My Dearest Ones, 

 

Captain Richards broke the news to me very nicely yesterday.  It was as if the bottom fell out of my 

heart.  Until now the war has just been a tough and dangerous affair, but nothing more.  Now it has hit 

us directly, as it has hundreds of thousands of other good American families.  You surely must know the 

grief I feel is equal to yours. 

 

To me, Gene was always an idol, a big brother whose advice was like gold, a big brother who always 

came out on top of anything he tried.  Although we may not have appeared to be so close, deep inside 

we had a love and devotion for each other that few brothers can equal.  But, dear ones, we must not let 

this shocking blow change our lives.  Gene wouldn’t have wanted it that way. 

 

He fought for the greatest cause on earth.  He fought so that you, Mom and Pop, could continue as ever 

in the American way of life.  Don’t disappoint him now!  Keep your chins up, a look of pride on your 

faces, and please, when I return in the near future, be exactly the same as when I left you. 

 

All my love and devotion, Bob 
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In May 2002, Robert and his 

family traveled to Europe, to 

visit some of the places that the 

78th Infantry Division had 

helped to liberate during the war.  

He had been invited by Belgian 

citizens who had suffered more 

than four years under Nazi 

occupation before being 

liberated by the Americans.   

Robert described his remarkable 

experience in Belgium and 

Holland:  

These people treated us like 

royalty, spending every minute 

of every day and night, granting 

our every wish and request.  It 

was an absolutely indelible and 

exhilarating event!  [They] love 

and revere us, so much so, that 

they insist on constantly 

teaching the newer generations 

about what America did for 

them and the free world. 

Barbara Erskine Miller, Jane & Robert Erskine, Ron Miller, Gene & Geoffrey Erskine,  

Tongeren Town Center, Belgium, May, 2002 

 

Just last week (June 14, 2008), I received a card from several of my Belgian comrades.  The card was 

from the Normandy Landing Beaches, which they visit every June 6, and although their English is very 

limited, they managed to write: “The price of freedom was high.”   

On many American holidays such as Memorial Day, 4th of July, and Veterans Day, these wonderful 

people go to our American cemeteries in Belgium and Holland, and hold beautiful ceremonies to honor 

our fallen soldiers.  Forgive this unabated rambling, but I just love and respect these folks so much, I 

feel I have to let others know how much they honor America.
 

384F

465
 

In December of 2009, Robert was awarded a second engraved Bronze Star Medal for his actions in 

December 1944 in the Battle of the Bulge.  Apparently a fire in the St. Louis building where Army 

records were stored accounted for the delay of sixty-five years in awarding Robert this medal! 385F

466
 

                                                 
465

  Robert Erskine: “Bob’s Bio – WWII.”  Email correspondence with Jeffrey Mark Paull, June 21, 2008. 
 
466

  Robert Erskine: “Revised Write-Up.”  Email correspondence with Jeffrey Mark Paull, September 13, 2010. 
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Arnold David Paulen 
 

Arnold David Paulen entered the war as a 

dental student in the Medical Administrative 

Corps.  He graduated in December 1943 with 

the commission of first lieutenant in the Army 

Dental Corps.  By the end of the war he had 

achieved the rank of captain.  

 

After training and working in an army dental 

clinic, he was assigned to a unit for the 

transport of sick and wounded from the 

European theater.  His unit made three round 

trips to Europe on Liberty ships.  Following the 

war, he continued to do dental work for the 

returning soldiers. 
Arnold David Paulen on leave in Brooklyn, 1946 

 

On April 25, 1999, nearly fifty-four years after World War II ended, Arnold Paulen sent an email 

message to his granddaughter, Vanessa Paulen, describing his wartime remembrances and experiences 

as follows: 

 

Dear Vanessa...You gave me a lot to think about and to recall.  At the time of Pearl Harbor Day I was a 

student in Dental College.  It was a Sunday, December 7, l941, and I was at home doing my homework, 

listening to music on the radio station of The New York Times, WQXR, when the news bulletin was 

flashed.  You can imagine how stunned we were. 

 

In anticipation of our possible entry into the European War, the Draft was already in motion, but we as 

dental students were considered to be more valuable to the armed forces as future dentists, so we were 

to continue our studies as second lieutenants in the Medical Administrative Corps.  A year later it was 

decided that our tuition would be paid by the government and we were issued uniforms as Privates First 

Class.  That program was called ASTP, Armed Services Training Program.   

 

Our school program was accelerated, no summer vacations.  I was graduated in December 1943 with 

the commission of First Lieutenant in the Army Dental Corps.  By the time I was discharged, I had been 

promoted to Captain. 

 

I was sent immediately for 6 weeks of basic training at the Medical Field Service School in 

Pennsylvania.  After training and working in an army dental clinic I was assigned to a unit for the 

transport of sick and wounded from the European theater.  My unit made three round trips to Europe on 

Liberty ships.  These were small ships, which took just one month to build.  They were of poured 

concrete and it made for rough trips, especially in the winter storms.  In one of our convoys a ship was 

lost...I was fortunate.   
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Between trips, I worked in dental clinics in Cherbourg and Marseilles in France, and in Cardiff, Wales.  

My only contact with the enemy was in treating the dental emergencies of prisoners of war... We took 

pretty damn good care of war prisoners.   At the time of Pearl Harbor we had not yet recovered from 

the depression. It is sad to think that it needed war production to turn the economy around.  

 

The country was fully united after the attack on Pearl Harbor.  With the perfidy of the Pearl Harbor 

attack and the stories of the German atrocities, the isolationists, the "America First-ites,” were 

silenced...among them was Charles Lindbergh, the aviation hero, who had become an admirer of Hitler. 

 

I did lose my cousin Eugene Erskine, a pilot of a B-24, over the Sea of Japan. Your father was named 

for him. He [Eugene] was 6 months younger than I and we were very close. 

 

V-E [Victory in Europe] day found me on board a ship for the last time.  The ship had propeller trouble, 

and for that ship the European war’s end was well timed.  We were jubilant, but guardedly so, since the 

war with Japan was still being fought.  As you know, 2 nuclear bombs were exploded over Japan, which 

ended the war.  At the time it seemed the right action to prevent the need for an invasion.  

 

V-J [Victory over Japan] day saw me working at 

a general hospital in Staten Island, expecting to 

be sent to the Pacific theater. It was almost 

another year before I was discharged.  There was 

much dental work to do for the returning soldiers, 

and I worked at a separation center in Wisconsin.   

 

During one of my leaves I met your Grandma, and 

it took us about 2 days to decide that we were 

right for each other and we were married as soon 

as I was discharged in August 1946.  The war was 

well over, and that was our personal 

celebration....But there was still a great sadness 

for the tremendous loss of life and as the stories of 

the Holocaust became known. 

 

I’m glad you asked for my recollections. It’s not 

something I usually think about, and it’s 

important sometimes to look back. 

 

Grandma sends her love along with mine, Grandpa  

Arnold Paulen & Marcia Barishman, Brooklyn, 1946 
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Harold David Paull 
Harold David Paull enlisted in the U.S. Army on June 7, 1945, about 

one month after Germany’s surrender on Victory in Europe (VE) 

Day.  He was almost twenty-nine years old, and was married with one 

child, and one on the way. 

 

Harold was not forced to enlist in the army.  Chances are that if he 

wasn’t called up by 1945, he was not going to be drafted.  He could 

have remained a civilian, and tended to his family and business, 

without the disruption and personal sacrifice required by military 

service.   

 

But this is not what he did.  At the very time that millions of U.S. 

soldiers were returning home from the war to be reunited with their 

friends and families, Harold enlisted and served his country.   
Harold David Paull, c. 1945 

 

He was stationed in Georgia, and served in the army a little over one year before being discharged 

early, in 1946.  He was not a war hero, he didn’t earn any military honors or medals, nor did he see any 

action overseas.  However, like his three brothers, and so many other members of The Greatest 

Generation, he enlisted in the military and found a way to serve his country, in accordance with his 

own conscience and principles.  It may not be the stuff of wartime legend, but there is a great deal of 

honor in that. 

 

Harold Paull at home with his daughter Barbara (left) and his wife Bobbi (right), while on furlough, July, 1945 
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Herbert Morris Paull 
 

Herbert (Herbie) Paull was originally assigned to the 

same unit as his older brother Phil, in the U.S. Army 

Signal Corps.  They went through training camp 

together in Florida, and Herbie attended Phil’s 

wedding at the home of Mrs. Sophia Swerdlin, in 

Tampa, FL on September 6, 1943. 

 

In February of 1944, Herbie was transferred to the 

U.S. Army Air Force, and sent to England as a 

“transient,” or replacement for airmen.  Upon 

hearing of his transfer, his younger brother, Melvin, 

spoke to his commanding officer, and succeeded in 

getting Herbie assigned to his bomb group.   

 

Herbie spent the rest of the war as an instrument 

specialist, with the 390th Bombardment Group, 

369th Squadron, just up the road from Mel, in the 

371st Squadron.  They saw each other frequently 

from then on and often went on leave together.  
Herbert Morris Paull, 1942 

 

In a letter written home to his sister Bertha dated February 

16, 1944, Herbie wrote:  

 

What do you think of that?  I must be the luckiest boy there is.  

First in with one brother for so long – then go overseas and 

run into another one on the same base.  To me, it’s still a 

dream, as it’s almost unbelievable.  People must think I have a 

pull with the Army. 

 

Herbert would be very pleased to know that his grandson, 

Harrison Paull, who recently graduated from the U.S. Air 

Force Academy, carries on the proud tradition of military 

service to his country. 

 

 

  

 

 

 

  

 Herbert Morris Paull, 1942 
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Herbert Paull with Mrs. Sophia Swerdlin, Tampa, FL, 1942   Herbert Paull, Sarasota, FL, 1943  

 

Herbert Paull and his neighbor from home, London, April 1945  Herbert Paull and his brother Harold Paull, 1945 
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Melvin Robert Paull 
 

My father, Melvin Robert Paull, served as 

a corporal in the U.S. Army Air Corps, 

371st Squadron, 390th
 

Bombardment 

Group.  He was trained as an airplane 

mechanic, served on the ground crew, and 

flew missions upon B-17 bombers.  His 

plane was known as the Dorothy Dee. 
 

The 390th
 

Bombardment Group 

participated in 301 operational missions, 

dropping over 19,000 tons of bombs; 179 

of its aircraft were lost, with 147 missing 

in action, and 32 due to other causes.  The 

Group’s Blue Book shows a total of 378 

aircraft destroyed; 78 are noted as 

probably destroyed, and 97 as damaged. 386 F

467
   

 

The Group was awarded two Presidential 

Unit Citations, 8 Battle Streamers, and 

many commendations.  During its combat 

history, the Group’s bombing accuracy 

was reported as the best in the 8th Air 

Force, and its aircraft losses were lowest 

per mission flown/bombs dropped. 387F

468
 

Melvin Robert Paull, c. 1942 

 

Like many WWII veterans, my father didn’t talk about his war experiences very often, but he did share 

one story with our family.  It was about a certain high-altitude bombing mission over Germany.  He 

was not permitted to fly on this particular mission, due to an injury he had suffered as a child.  When 

he was about four years old, he got his hand caught in the wringer of his mother’s washing machine, 

which caused him to lose his little finger, and most of his ring finger on his right hand.  This injury 

caused his hand to freeze up during several high-altitude missions.  

 

This resulted in his being reassigned to the ground crew for all ensuing high-altitude missions.  My 

father was upset at being grounded as he wanted to fly missions with the rest of his squadron.  

However, it was very fortunate for him that he was grounded for this particular mission, because the 

plane was shot down over enemy territory, and there were no survivors.  The injury that he had 

suffered as a little boy, had, in effect, saved his life. 

                                                 
467

  The Story of the 390
th
 Bombardment Group (H).  Third Edition, Turner Publishing Company, Paducah, KY, 1947. 

 
468

  Ibid. 
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While serving in the U.S. Army Air Corps, my father wrote dozens of letters to his sister, Bertha, at 

home chronicling his wartime experiences.  The letters covered his nearly three years of service, from 

October of 1942 to his return home from England, following the war’s end, in August of 1945.   

 

Nearly fifty years later, in April of 1994, just two years before his death, his niece, Barbara Paull, 

conducted an in-depth interview with him regarding his wartime experiences. 388F

469
   

 

Presented here are excerpts of his letters, followed by a transcript of his interview.
470

  The author 

presents this information as a tribute to his father and to all of the courageous men and women of this 

remarkable generation of our family, who sacrificed so much in the proud service of their country.  

 

Keesler Field, Mississippi, Undated 

 

Anyhow, I had my choice of five or six different schools and I chose aircraft mechanics.  It’s a five 

month course, and another month is spent working at an airplane factory before I graduate.  I figured 

that the school would do me the best, as I could use what they teach me in civil life if necessary. 

 

Keesler Field, Mississippi, Thursday, October 29, 1942 

 

Bertha, it seems that 

nobody will be able to 

stay out of the army.  

We’ve got quite a few 

men over 40 in our 

barracks; besides that a 

very good percentage of 

our flight are married.  I 

certainly feel that any 

red-blooded American 

wouldn’t be satisfied 

unless he is doing 

something toward that 

war effort.  I feel that 

practically every man in 

our squadron would 

stay in the army, in spite 

of all the moaning they 

do, for the duration, 

even if they would be 

given their release 

tomorrow. 

 
Mel Paull in front of the 394th Technical School Squadron, Keesler Field, MS, November, 1942  

                                                 
469

  Barbara Paull: Interview with Melvin Robert Paull regarding his World War II experiences, April 22, 1994, p. 1-11. 
 
470

  The excerpts from my father’s letters and his interview are largely unedited but for the addition of occasional comments 
[shown in brackets] which have been added for clarity. 
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Keesler Field, Mississippi, Monday, November 16, 1942 

 

I am going to school every day now, 

and it’s pretty tough.  First of all, 

there are no chairs in the school.  

We have to stand eight hours a day.  

Next of all, my class is a very smart 

class, as most of them were 

mechanics in civil life, and they 

seem to know all about the things 

we are studying.  What do I know 

about engines, magnetos, 

generators, etc., but I think I am 

managing all right. 

 

P.S.  Tell Jake [Bertha’s husband, 

Jake Friedman] I am doing a little 

boxing.  I had my first match last 

Friday.  The fellow I fought had a 

10 lb. advantage over me, but the 

decision of the judges was a draw.  I 

should have won, as I cut the other 

fellow’s eye so bad, he had to have 

three stitches put into it. 
Mel Paull in his school clothes, 394th Technical School Squadron, Keesler Field,  

MS, November, 1942 

 

Keesler Field, Mississippi, December 9, 1942 

 

Don’t worry, Bertha, I do not box anymore, as I have no time for it.  We are kept busy from the time we 

get up (7:30 AM) until the time we finish school (11:00 PM), getting only about one hour for ourselves. 

 

Keesler Field, Mississippi, Monday, January 25, 1943 

 

We’re [going to] have a change of schedule starting tomorrow, which is going to give us more time off.  

Right now we start our day at 7:30 AM and [are] finished at midnight.  We spend eight hours in school 

(standing all the time as there are no chairs, and we aren’t even allowed to lean on the tables), three 

hours at drill, study, and calisthenics, three hours for chow, and the rest of time to police our barracks.  

Starting tomorrow we are only going to have six hours school, and no drill. 

 

Keesler Field, Mississippi, Tuesday, February 16, 1943 

 

I failed the physical exam on account of my right hand.  Everybody that graduates B-24 AM [Aircraft 

Mechanics] school must go to aerial gunnery school upon completion of that course, that is, if they meet 

the physical requirements.  Upon completion of gunnery school they become engineer-gunners on a B-

24 bomber where their life isn’t worth two cents.   
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Last Saturday, our class took the exam, and the Major on the examining board would not pass me, not 

because my finger was missing, but because my little finger did not have full extension.  I know I should 

be thankful because I did not pass, but still, I’m a little disappointed.  It would have meant a staff 

sergeant’s rating, a pair of silver wings, and a chance to become a bombardier.  Now I may become an 

instructor of this field, or be sent to Detroit, Michigan. 

 

Keesler Field, Mississippi, Sunday, February 21, 1943  

 

The barracks aren’t as crowded now as they were a week ago.  The first classes in the squadron have 

graduated and are beginning to ship out, and so that gives us more room.  Now there will be a class 

graduating and one shipping out every day.  In fourteen days, my class will graduate.  Last week we 

were allowed to warm up a BT-9 (a single engine plane), this week we will warm up a B-24D, all four 

engines.  Next week we work under field conditions.  That is, we make engine changes with as few tools 

as possible, taxi planes, and jack them up without the use of the conventional hydraulic jack; then we 

graduate. 

 

Keesler Field, Mississippi, Tuesday, March 2, 1943 

 

I have just six more days of school.  This week we are working out in the woods under field conditions.  

We are replacing and installing parts in planes, making engine changes without the use of cranes, 

camouflaging, and eating out of mess kits.  The past two days we have been scraping paint off a plane 

so that it can be painted camouflage.  We have to use the tools on hand, so we are scraping it with razor 

blades.  We were supposed to taxi planes, but the class before us cracked up two planes, and we don’t 

have any to work on right now. 

 

Douglas Aircraft Company, Long Beach, California, Wednesday, March 17, 1943 

 

Gee, Bertha, so much has happened in the past week, I don’t know where to begin.  I graduated AM 

school at Keesler Field with an average of 88%, which was in the upper fifth of my class.  As a result, 

they wanted to make me an instructor, but I was so fed up with the way the school was run, and the 

smart non-coms there, that I told them I didn’t want any part of it, so they sent me way out here. 

 

I’m going to an advance factory school here specializing in the B-17 Flying Fortress.  The school and 

camp here is run by the Douglas Aircraft Company, and is 100% better than the school at Keesler.  The 

course is only 28 days long, but we do in a day what we spent eight days on back at Keesler.  All our 

instructors are civilians who have worked at the Douglas plant from two to eight years, and they really 

know their airplanes.  I’ve learned more here in one day than I did in four months at Keesler. 

 

Our barracks here are right on the grounds of the factory.  We have classes on the factory field and 

inside the plant.  All we do here is go to school, eat, take an hour’s calisthenics and sleep.  We go to 

school from 7:00 AM to 3 PM, and really put in a day’s work in both theory and practical work.  We 

have civilians, paid by Douglas, to clean our latrines, barracks, cook our food, serve us, and do all our 

K.P.  It’s just like a soldier’s heaven here.  The food is the best I’ve had since I’ve been in the army, as 

it is cooked by women, and if we don’t eat until we are ready to burst, they get insulted. 
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Our camp is only 12 miles south of Hollywood and Beverly Hills, and about 4 miles from the heart of 

Long Beach.  The people out here think they can’t do enough for you.  You don’t have to walk 

anywhere; just stand on the curb, and within two minutes five cars pull over to pick you up.  The girls 

out here are beautiful, and very generous.  There are 45,000 employees at Douglas, and 85% of them 

are girls, with only about 800 soldiers here at the factory. 

 

I enjoyed the trip here very much.  We traveled Pullman all the way, ate in diners, except coming 

through Texas.  There we stopped at fair-sized towns, and ate in the best hotels.  We took the southern 

route, and came through Mississippi, Louisiana, Texas, New Mexico, Arizona, and California.  The 

scenery was exciting and fascinating.  I saw deserts, swamps, plains, snow-capped mountains, mesas, 

canyons, and hundreds of oil fields.  This is a vast and great country, this country of ours. 

 

By the way, I was made Private First Class when I left Keesler Field, and am allowed to wear one stripe 

now.  It also means $4.00 a month more, but I will not get paid until I leave here five weeks from now. 

 

Douglas Aircraft Company, Long Beach, California, [Tuesday], March 30, 1943 

 

I’m a little disgusted today.  I’ll tell you why.  I was made corporal last Friday, but I don’t believe I’ll 

be one, as I think I’ll be broken soon (due to missing a train from Los Angeles, and arriving back at 

camp at Long Beach 30 minutes late for bed check). 

 

No, Bertha, I am not being trained for instructor.  The boys that made the best marks here are given a 

plane at the factory and fly out of here as its crew chief.  It’s quite a bit of responsibility, as the crew 

chief signs for the plane when it comes off the assembly line, and the officer pilots are responsible to 

him for the condition of the plane.   

 

I don’t believe I’ll get the opportunity to become crew chief, although my grades are good, but I don’t 

believe I can pass the physical on account of my right hand.  Most probably I will be assigned to a 

squadron and eventually become ground crew chief, which I think I’d like a lot better. 

 

Douglas Aircraft Company, Long Beach, California, Wednesday, April 7, 1943 

 

Well, it looks like I am going to be allowed to keep my stripes.  I imagine the only reason the first 

sergeant told me I was to be busted was to worry me a little.  It’s an old army game, and I had to be 

gullible.  I’m glad I saw the captain about it anyway, as I knew the sergeant couldn’t bust me, but only 

recommend it to the captain. 

 

I shall graduate this school this coming Tuesday.  Although I’ve enjoyed it here and learned quite a bit, 

I’ll be glad to be through, and hope that I won’t get any more schooling.  I’ll probably be shipped out of 

here next week to Salt Lake City, Utah, to be assigned to a squadron. 
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Mel Paull (front row, third from right) graduating from Advanced Aircraft Mechanics School, Douglas Aircraft Company, Long 

Beach, CA, April 13, 1943 

 

Douglas Aircraft Company, Long Beach, California, Wednesday, April 14, 1943 [undated] 

 

I graduated yesterday with honors.  I had the third highest average in a class of thirty.  My average for 

the complete course was 91%.  The first five in the class were made crew chief of Flying Fortresses.  I 

was lucky enough to be one of those five.  The rest of the class was sent to an overseas replacement 

center at Salt Lake City, Utah, and will be “across” within a month.  So, you see, the first break I got 

was being delayed from being sent overseas. 

 

However, the best deal I have received was being made a flying crew chief.  I will receive a plane here 

at the factory when it comes off the assembly line, and then I will be solely responsible for the 

maintenance, inspections, and working order of that plane.  I shall fly with the plane anywhere it goes, 

except into combat.  When the plane goes into combat, I will be replaced by an aerial engineer, who is 

also a gunner, and become the ground crew chief.   

 

That’s a pretty good deal, as the B-17 is a long-range bomber and that keeps me at a base a good 

distance away from [the] combat area.  Of course, this setup depends upon whether I am capable of 

holding such responsibility, for as the factory official told us, “We are the boss of the airplane, the boss 

of all the men who work on it, a glorified bookkeeper, and also a messenger,” as we have to take care of 

all reports, and see that they are turned in to the proper authorities. 
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I’m very happy about the whole thing, as I get a chance to get right in the middle of the most fascinating 

and interesting part of the army, besides getting the best opportunity ever to learn airplanes, and learn 

them well.  You know, it costs the government $16,000 to send one man through the school I just 

graduated. 

 

I have nothing to do for the next ten days except to wait for my plane to come off the line.  Then I will 

spend the next week helping with the tests, pre-oiling, and inspections, before we take off for the base it 

is assigned to.  I am not wasting the time though, as I am using it to gather more information about my 

plane, and picking up the classes I didn’t understand so well when I went through them. 

 

One would think I was very egotistical from this letter as the only thing I’m writing about is myself, but 

that’s about all one can write about in the army. 

 

Douglas Aircraft Company, Long Beach, California, Wednesday, April 21, 1943 

 

I had a very nice Pesach, [Passover] the best that could be expected without going home.  The first 

night Hymie Leinwand (North Carolina) and myself went to Shul, [synagogue] but out here they have 

no services on the first night.  We were lucky enough to be picked up by two civilians there who invited 

us to their home for the Seder [Passover meal].   

 

They were two young fellows from New York, strictly Brooklyn, and they and their wives had a very nice 

Seder, although the cooking wasn’t so good, as the couples were just newly married.  However, it was 

the first Jewish cooking I had since I’ve been in the army, and anything would have tasted good to me. 

 

I am still waiting for my plane to come off the assembly line.  I can use the rest though, as I was pretty 

tired from going to school every day for the past five months.  When I do get my plane, I think that I 

shall be one of the busiest soldiers in the army.  We have a thousand and one different forms to fill, and 

a thousand different pieces of equipment to check.   

 

I should get my plane about Monday, and then about another week and I leave here.  It’s been pretty 

nice here, and I hate to leave, but so do the other boys, and there is nothing that can be done.  From 

here on out it will all be work, work, and more work. 
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Training Detachment, AAFTTC, Cheyenne Modification Center, Cheyenne, Wyoming, Friday, April 30, 

1943 

 

Well, I had a lot of excitement the last few 

days.  I received my shipping orders 

Wednesday; however, I couldn’t ship out, as 

my plane didn’t even have its first flight.  

Wednesday afternoon it went up for its first 

flight.  We flew it about 7,000 feet, and the 

scenery below was beautiful, way beyond 

description.  My plane was ready for delivery 

yesterday morning, and was, along with me, 

taken over to the Ferry Command.  I had to 

stay with my ship until my pilots came out and 

we took off at 3:00 PM.   

 

We had quite a crew, beside three passengers, 

two of which were army officers, and one a 

woman pilot who ferries planes.  We left her 

off at Palm Springs, and continued on to 

Albuquerque, New Mexico.  We stayed at 

Albuquerque two hours while the plane was 

serviced, and had dinner.  It was just twilight 

when we landed, but now it was dark; the rest 

of the way was to be night flying.   

 

I got awfully air sick.  We had to cross the 

mountains and the air was full of air pockets, 

so the plane was pitching and rolling all the 

time.  I went back to the waist section and 

laid down on the floor, and went to sleep.   

Mel Paull (below, left) Cheyenne Modification Center, Cheyenne, WY 

May, 1943 

 

I awoke just as we were approaching Cheyenne, Wyoming.  Altogether it took us 7 hours and 40 minutes 

to fly about 1500 miles.  I now have about 9 hours of flying time to my credit.  As soon as I get 50 hours, 

I get a pair of Silver wings to wear on my blouse. 

 

My plane is now at the United Air Lines, where they are putting on the secret equipment (the equipment 

which is going to win this war for us) and being modified.  We are quartered here at Fort Warren, and 

are taken out to the airfield, five miles away, by truck.  There are only about forty of us apprentice crew 

chiefs here, and we are the only Air Corps men on the camp.   

 

I guess I haven’t any complaints coming about the army.  I certainly have hit it lucky since I’ve been in.  

The only thing I can’t get is a furlough.  I’ll be ready to leave here in about two weeks, and continue on 

to my squadron, when I will be able to apply for a furlough.  I’ll have a good chance of getting one then. 
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Geiger Field, Spokane, Washington, Tuesday, May 25, 1943 

 

Anyhow, my orders didn’t come through until this morning, and I was assigned to the 571st Bomb 

Squad, 390th Bomb Group.  Now this squadron has been organized for quite some time, and is just 

finishing its training before going overseas.  Because I arrived late, all the positions in the squadron are 

taken, and I imagine I shall lose my plane, although I don’t care much to keep it.   

 

Also, being sent overseas doesn’t bother me much, as I knew that eventually I’d end up there.  But what 

does bother me is a furlough.  I’ve been planning on that furlough for months.  I can only get a six day 

furlough, and cannot go east of the Mississippi on it.   

 

Going east of the Mississippi is nothing, as if I thought I could make it home and back in six days, I’d go 

home whether it was east of the Mississippi or not, but six days, it would take me five days to go one 

way unless I could fly, but that is out of the question, as it would cost at least $200 to fly home and back, 

and where would I get that kind of money?  If only I could get home to see the family, it would make me 

feel a lot better, and make things a lot easier.  There’s nothing for me to look forward to now, except to 

the day this damned war ends. 

 

Bertha, it’s swell to have a sister like you.  Sometimes one has to tell his troubles to someone, and I 

don’t know who else I would write this to.  I’d be afraid to write a letter such as this home.   It’s a funny 

thing how I think of things now, that never entered my mind when I was home.  Gee, I feel ten years 

older since I left home.   

 

When it really comes down to bare fact, I have no complaint.  Most of the fellows in the squadron are 

from the east, and they are all in the same boat as I.  Conditions here are fine.  The food is good, the 

officers and the non-coms are swell.  We get one day a week off, which we can spend in town if we want 

to, so you see, aside from getting a furlough, things couldn’t be better. 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squad, 390th Bomb Group, Army Air Base, Great Falls, Montana, Wednesday, June 16, 1943 

 

First I want to thank you [Bertha] for making my furlough possible.  It was wonderful to be home the 

short time I was, and I feel 100% better, and more interested in my work.  I arrived in camp safe and on 

time.  I’m glad also, that I had the chance to see Linda Sue.  She is quite a girl.  Rachel was being very 

good when I left.  I think she will be all right with Mama.  Mama looks well in spite of all the worrying 

she does about us.  Papa did seem awfully tired though.  He is working so hard. 

 

We are working very hard now.  I’m assigned to a plane and work with five other fellows keeping it in 

flying condition.  Three of us work during the day, and three during the night.  There’s so much work to 

be done to maintain a B-17 that we are kept going all the time, and when we get through with the day, 

we are dog tired.  Sometimes I don’t even bother getting undressed, [I] just lie down on my bunk, and 

I’m fast asleep. 
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Melvin Robert Paull, US Army Air Force, 571st Bomb Squadron (H) (bottom row, 2nd from right).
 

389F

471
 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), 390
th

 Bomb Group (H), “Somewhere in England,” [Sunday], August 1, 1943 

 

I am fine and in the best of health.  Working a lot harder and longer than we did back in the States, but 

then we have a job to do over here, and I don’t mind it so much.  I can’t say much about what we’re 

doing except to read your local newspaper.  We work from day break until dark, and since there is a 

strict blackout here every night, and one can’t do much in the dark (that is in an army camp), I don’t 

have much time to write letters. 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), [Monday], August 23, 1943 

 

I just received your letter and was very pleased with it.  You see, it was the first I received at this 

address.  Mail means more to us over here than anything else.  The boys would rather sweat out mail 

call than go to mess.  Last week I managed to get an evening pass and visited (censored) a town of 

(censored).  It was my birthday, so the boys treated me to two shots of rum, and then we had dinner in a 

tea shop.  By the way, I’m quite a tea drinker now. 

 

Bertha, you can ask me all the questions you want, but I’ll have to use my own discretion as how I 

answer them, as there are many things I can’t talk about (isn’t that right censor?)  From time-to-time, 

I’ll try to let you know, as much as I’m allowed to, what we are doing.  
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  The Story of the 390
th
 Bombardment Group (H).  Third Edition, Turner Publishing Company, Paducah, KY, 1947, p. 228. 
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The Bad Penny was the first B-17 ground crew that Mel Paull (not pictured) was assigned to when he arrived at the  

Parham Airfield in Framlingham.  After about a month he was transferred to the ground crew of the Dorothy Dee. 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), “Somewhere in England,” Wednesday, September 8, 1943 

 

Lenore wrote that you went to the wedding in Detroit and had a good time.  She said she took care of 

Rachel and Linda Sue [Bertha’s daughters, Rachel & Linda Friedman] for a few days.  [The wedding 

was probably Leonard Adler and Beatrice Goldfarb’s, which took place in Detroit, on August 22, 

1943]. 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), Thursday, September 23, 1943 

 

I’ve heard from both Phil [Mel’s brother] and Lenore [Mel’s sister] in the past week, and they’ve 

written me about both the wedding and the reception.  Herbie [Mel’s brother] even sent me the picture 

and clipping of Phil and Pearl that was in the Tampa paper.  Mama always looked forward to the day 

that Phil would get married, and so it isn’t any wonder why she is so disappointed at not being at the 

wedding. 

 

I’ve been to London twice already and had very good times both times.  I didn’t have time to do much, 

as I don’t know the city, and have a difficult time getting around.  As for confusing cities, Pittsburgh has 

nothing on London.  I can’t imagine anything worse than to get lost in London during a blackout.  Yes, 

you can always ask the natives for directions, but they give you a long spiel, confusing you more than 

before, and end up, always, with the phrase, “You can’t miss it.”  That phrase is the stock joke with the 

American soldiers. 
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Oh yes.  The last time I was in London, I met a very nice girl from New Castle on the Tyne, who was 

vacationing in the city.  I took her out that night, and had a very enjoyable time.  We went to a theatre.  

Anyhow, she invited me to her home in New Castle, and I may go there, if I ever get a furlough. 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), “Somewhere in England,” Friday, October 22, 1943 

 

As I said before, Bertha, we G.I.’s would be completely lost without the A.R.C. [American Red Cross].  

Even on the base here, the A.R.C. girls maintain a snack bar and day room for us.  They keep it very 

neat, and supply us with lots of reading material, including newspapers from all over the States (except 

from Pittsburgh).  Several times a week Red Cross girls bring a truck (donated by the people of Ipswich, 

Massachusetts) out to the line, and serve us coffee, donuts, and chewing gum, right at our work.  Yes, I 

am definitely all for the A.R.C. 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), Tuesday, January 4, 1944 

 

Well, here it is the beginning of another year, the second that I have spent in the army.  From the way 

things look over here, it seems to be the popular opinion that we won’t have to spend another New 

Years in the army.  Yes, we are all praying for the coming year to be a victorious one, and one where 

peace may rein again.  The outlook is very bright, much brighter than it was two years ago, isn’t it? 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), “Someplace in England,” [Wednesday], February 16, 1944 

 

I advise you all to sit down before reading this letter, for if you don’t, you will probably fall down.  I’m 

going to show you that truth is stranger than fiction.  By this time I’ve probably aroused your curiosity 

as to what this is all about; well I’ve met the first person, since I’ve been in the E.T.O. [European 

Theater of Operations] from home, who I really know, and he’s stationed right here on the same base 

that I’m on.  It’s no other than Herbie.  After two years we had our reunion in a G.I. mess hall.  I was so 

happy to see him that I threw my arms about him, and was on the verge of tears.  The GI.’s in the mess 

hall, who didn’t understand the situation, must have thought us crazy. 

 

I see Herbie every day now, although he is in a different outfit, and his barracks is just a short walk 

from mine.  My plane is just a few yards distance from the shop where he works.  It would be nice if he 

could get into my outfit, for in that way, we could be sure of being together.  

 

Yes, Herbie wasn’t on the field more than a half hour before he got in touch with me.  I was servicing 

my plane with gas when the orderly from [the] engineering office brought me the news, and right then 

and there I dropped the gas hose, and ran into the mess hall to find him.  He’s in the barracks right 

now, and has a few words to say. 

 

[Herbie] What do you think of that?  I must be the luckiest boy there is.  First in with one brother for so 

long – then go overseas and run into another one on the same base.  To me, it’s still a dream as it’s 

almost unbelievable.  People must think I have a pull with the Army.  We haven’t heard from Phil yet.  

We are quite anxious to hear about his new outfit.  If you saw him on his furlough, write us and let us 

know. 
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571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), “England,” [Saturday], May 6, 1944 

 

I may be able to see Phil in London in the near future.  I wrote him that I can make it, and for him to 

write me what day he can.  I know London pretty well now, so I don’t think I’ll have any trouble meeting 

him.  It’s been two years since I’ve last seen him, and I’m looking forward to our reunion with great 

anticipation.  

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), 390
th

 Bomb Group (H), “England,” [Saturday], June 24, 1944 

 

This is the first chance I’ve had to write since D-Day.  It is midnight, and I’m still on duty, so you can 

see, I don’t get much free time.  It looks as if I’ll never be able to meet Phil.  I haven’t been able to get 

to London, as I’m always broke.  I could get my pilot to fly me over his field, but I can’t find out which it 

is. 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), 390
th

 Bomb Group (H), “England,” Monday, July 17, 1944 

 

We have 57 [missions] on old Dorothy Dee now, without her ever turning back because of a mechanical 

failure.  That’s good, in fact, it’s excellent.  I don’t know whether you know it or not, but our group has 

already had two citations by the President.  We’re even privileged to wear the unit citation ribbon with 

an oak leaf cluster. 390F

472
 

 

Bertha, if only you could send me snapshots of yourselves every once in a while, I could see how Rachel 

and Linda are growing.  Besides, I don’t know what would please me more than snapshots of home.  

What pride I could take explaining them to the boys, and we do like to talk of our homes, for they are 

ever present in our minds. 
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  The Story of the 390
th
 Bombardment Group (H).  Third Edition, Turner Publishing Company, Paducah, KY, 1947, p. 23. 

By the end of the war, the Dorothy Dee’s 104 missions were second among top-ranking aircraft of the 390
th
 

Bombardment Group for missions flown. 
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Mel Paull (3rd from left) and the ground crew of the Dorothy Dee, 390th Bombardment Group, 1944  
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571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), 390
th

 Bomb Group (H), “England,” [Thursday], August 17, 1944 

 

I am a year older today, but don’t feel any different.  In fact, today was spent just as any other day over 

here – work.  I don’t know whether I wrote you that Herbie, Phil, and I were all together in London, 

amid the Buzz-bombs and all.  Herbie and I only had a 24-hour pass, but the Red Cross Director called 

our colonel and got us 24 more, so all-in-all, we were together two days.   

 

We had lots to talk about – home, the family, Pearl, our outfits, the war, and our plans for after the war.  

We took a very interesting sight-seeing tour, and pictures along with it.  We also took a photograph [of] 

the three of us, which you shall receive in the near future. 

 

 Herbert, Melvin, and Philip Paull, London, England, August, 1944 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), 390
th

 Bomb Group (H), “England,” [Tuesday], August 29, 1944 

 

We had a swell party on the base last Wednesday.  It was held in one of the hangars and all the G.I.s on 

the base attended.  Glen Miller and his orchestra furnished the music.  There was plenty of food, beer, 

and music – and women.  [We] even had some American WACs, who I don’t like at all.  Most of them 

are snooty, and are out for the officers.   

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), 390
th

 Bomb Group (H), “England,” [Monday], September 25, 1944 

 

I spent my second Rosh Hashanah in the E.T.O.  [European Theater of Operations].  Although I had a 

very pleasant one, I was disappointed in one thing.  Herbie and I were to meet Phil in London.  Later, 

through G.I. means, I found out that Phil was in France. 
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571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), 390
th

 Bomb Group (H), “England,” [Thursday], October 12, 1944 

 

I’ve received just one letter from Phil since he went to France.  He likes it very much, and wrote that he 

had more fun there in one night than all the time he spent in England. 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), 390
th

 Bomb Group (H), “England,” [Sunday], November 26, 1944 

 

Anyhow, I enjoyed my furlough very much; the only way I could have had a better time was if I were 

able to go home.  I spent the first day in Cambridge and went sight–seeing through the university.  It 

was very inspiring and wonderful, but I’m afraid I’m not much of a sight-seer.  After seeing one ancient 

church, they [all] seem the same to me.  They’re all built in the 16th century, took so many years, and so 

many thousands of year, and this kind visited, and that queen was held prisoner there, and so on.  It’s 

all very romantic, but I’m interested more in modern buildings, with hot and cold running water and a 

plumbing system. 

 

From Cambridge I went to Edinburgh, and spent the rest of my furlough there.  I had such a good time 

there that I never did get away from the place.  Edinburgh Castle sits on top of a hill of solid rock 

overlooking the city.  It’s exactly like the story book castles I’ve read about when I was a kid.  I could 

tell you more about it, but it would take all night.  Anyhow, I wasn’t much interested in sightseeing.  

After spending a year and a half doing hard work without a furlough, all I was interested in was having 

a good time.  I slept late every morning, went dancing a lot, went ice skating, the movies, and drank a 

little.  All in all, I enjoyed myself thoroughly.   

 

Scotland is the only place I’ve felt completely at ease.  Down here in England there is always a sort of 

strain between the G.I. and the English.  Mainly because of the Anglo-American relations and being 

Allies.  Well, it’s something that shouldn’t be talked about until after the war. 

 

V Mail, “England,” [Friday], January 19, 1945 

 

I’m afraid to take my pass anymore.  It seems like the girls over here feel as if it’s now or never.  If they 

don’t hook a G.I. now, they’ll never get to the States.  I had one that came all the way from Edinburgh 

to see me.  When I asked her why she traveled all that distance to see me, she said that she came down 

so we could get married.  I shook her loose but fast. 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), 390
th

 Bomb Group (H), “England,” [Friday], February 16, 1945 

 

The war news seems very good, and it shouldn’t be long now until it will be over here; even then I 

imagine it will be some time before we get to come home. 

 
571

st
 Bomb Squadron (H), 390

th
 Bomb Group (H), “England,” [Sunday], March 11, 1945 

 

Bertha, I’m not the least bit serious about the girl over here, so Mamma needn’t worry about me.  I 

haven’t met any girl over here that can compare to those I knew at home.  I understand that England 

has been at war a long time, and the girls haven’t got the opportunity to keep themselves as well as our 

girls, but it isn’t that, there is something else lacking. 
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V Mail, [Wednesday], April 4, 1945 

 

I have been so busy lately, I haven’t had much time to write.  Dorothy Dee has passed the [censored] 

mark, and we were the first in our crew to ship over [censored] missions.  It has kept us busy lately. 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), 390
th

 Bomb Group (H), “England,” [Friday], April 20, 1945 

 

I’m enclosing a picture you might like to see.  Herbie and I were on K.P. [duty] the same week [and] 

when [the] Public Relations Office heard about it, they came up to get a picture of us brothers on K.P.  I 

know the potatoes need eyed, but then, that’s a lot of potatoes. 

 

President Roosevelt’s death was quite a shock to me, as well as [to] all of the United Kingdom.  I think 

England is mourning his death as bad as the States, but then, he was a great friend of England’s.  Most 

of us soldiers felt very bad about it, as we had a lot of faith and confidence in him.  If only he could have 

lived a few weeks longer, to see the victory which he strived so hard for. 

  
 

Herbie Paull and his brother Mel serving on K.P. duty, April, 1945 

 

“Still in England,” [Wednesday], May 16, 1945 

 

Since last week you have probably been wondering now [that] the war over here is over, when are we 

coming home?  Well, I’d like to tell you, but I don’t know.  All I do know is that I will probably have to 

serve against the Japs.  Whether I shall get home before I go there or not, I don’t know.  Although there 

was great rejoicing over here, and probably at home too, I didn’t do much celebrating, mainly because I 

keep remembering that there still are the Japs to be beat.  The only empty thing about the German 

surrender was that President Roosevelt didn’t live long enough to see it. 

 

Bertha, even though the war is over, we still have a lot of work.  For a while, we were carrying food to 

the Dutch.  I went along on a couple of the trips, and it was all very exciting.  In the cities the people 

were gathered in the streets, and waved at us with large orange handkerchiefs.  It made me feel good all 

over to see people welcome us like that. 
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Herbert, Melvin, and Philip Paull, Parham Airfield, Framlingham, Suffolk, England, May 10, 1945 

 

Another exciting event of the week was a visit from Phil.  Yes, he finally received his furlough, and came 

to visit Herbie and me last Thursday [May 10].  Phil, I think, is satisfied with the army, as well as the 

army could satisfy him.  Of course, he would rather be home with Pearl.   

 

Phil brought three bottles of champagne and one bottle of cognac with him.  We drank two bottles of 

champagne that night, and saved the rest for our 300th Mission party last Sunday [May 13].  That was 

the third eventful occasion of the week.  We had the hanger decorated luxuriously with colored supply 

parachutes.  The girls were thrilled at the sight of all that silk.  We all had a good time. 

 

571
st

 Bomb Squadron (H), 390
th

 Bomb Group (H), Sioux Falls, South Dakota, [Friday], August 31, 1945 

 

My furlough seemed so short, it went so fast.  It seems as though I didn’t get anything done, none of the 

things I thought about over there.  One thing though, Papa was feeling much better, and on the road to 

recovery when I left.  You know, it was much harder getting back to the army than it was when I first 

left.  Then it was much easier serving overseas than it is here.  Sure, it was more dangerous overseas, 

but I was more or less on my own.  Here they have so many petty regulations, which they try to enforce. 

 

This base is the worst I’ve been on.  It seems as if the war ended too quickly, and now they don’t know 

what to do with us.  Everything is in confusion.  I was supposed to have been processed yesterday, but 

my records are lost, so I don’t know how long I’ll be here.  A few weeks anyhow. 
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Mel Paull’s Interview regarding his Wartime Experiences, by Barbara Paull, April 22, 1994 

 

Mel Paull:  I got my “greetings” on my birthday.  It was August 17, 1942, and I was in the service in 

September 1942.  I was 21.  Of course, I wanted to go.  I think most of the young boys then wanted to 

go.  The attitude was that they wanted to do everything they could to win this war because they felt this 

was a just war and it was a war that had to be fought.   

 

I wanted to go previously, but my two brothers were already enlisted, and I was under 21.  At that time, 

you needed your parents’ permission to join the army if you were under 21.  The draft age was 21.  

Later they lowered it to 18.  But if you were under 21 you needed permission from your parents, and 

there was no way my parents were going to sign papers for me to go, with two sons already in the 

service.  They felt pretty bad when I was drafted, but there was nothing they could do.     

 

My father was in business and my brother Phil was in business with him.  When my brothers were gone, 

I just helped my father in his business.   

 

A good portion of my friends enlisted as soon [as] war was declared.  In fact, some of them even 

enlisted before the war.  I lost a very good friend in Pearl Harbor who  had enlisted in the army before 

the war, because he felt there was going to be a war, and he wanted to be in it.  Another good friend of 

mine, Hershey Maddis, enlisted right away to be a pilot, and he was shot down early in the war.  I had 

lost friends even before I was drafted.  

 

My brothers went in in February, and I went the following September.  They were in training down in 

Florida, around Miami, in the Signal Corps.  My two brothers, Herbie and Phil, enlisted together and 

they were [stationed] together.  They were enjoying it down there.  There was no danger yet.  My 

brother Phil met a WAC there, who was a lieutenant in the WACs and he married her in Florida.  They 

enjoyed their training in Florida. 

 

Barbara Paull:  When you were drafted, did you have any choice about which branch of the service 

you went into? 

 

Mel Paull:  When you’re drafted, no, you don’t have any choice.  They sent us to Fort Meade, 

Maryland, which was a base where they tested you to see where you would fit in.  After you took the 

intelligence test, they told you what you were qualified for, and then you had a choice. 

 

I was qualified for many programs.  I was qualified for radio school and airplane and engine mechanics 

school.  I guess at that time I wanted to stay in the States as long as I could so I picked the school that 

had the longest program.  That was airplane engine and mechanics school.  When I chose that they sent 

me to Keesler Field, in Biloxi, Mississippi, where I had my basic training and went to school.  I took my 

training for B-24s.  They were [known as] the Liberator bomber. 

 

The training was regular school hours.  At 5 in the morning you had your breakfast.  Everywhere we 

went we marched in formation.  We marched to breakfast.  Then we marched from breakfast back to the 

barracks.  Then we went through our exercises and we marched to classes.  If we had to go to the 

dentist, we marched to the dentist. 
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In basic training, I met a few fellows from back home, whom I hadn’t known before.  They were from 

Pittsburgh, and they knew the area where I lived, and we became friends.  The people I knew were in 

different school squadrons, so I didn’t get to see them much. 

 

It was very hot in Mississippi.  We used to have to pass in review every Saturday morning, and this was 

done on the apron of the airport, which is a long runway.  All the different school squadrons would 

march in front of the commanding officer.  That was in full dress uniform and it was very hot.  A lot of 

us passed out in the march.  It was hot and humid with a lot of mosquitos.   

 

This was the first time I was away from home.  I never went to camp or anything.  At first it was a little 

terrifying.  I became very lonesome.  But after a while, when you build up comradeship with your fellow 

soldiers; why, it took the place of family.  You did things together.  You did things in groups.  We 

enjoyed each other. 

 

I only had contact with my brothers through letters.  At Christmas when I was in Biloxi and my brothers 

were in Florida, which wasn’t too far from Biloxi, I tried everything to get there, but I couldn’t get 

enough time off to get down to Florida.  They wouldn’t allow me to go there.  So I never did get to see 

them in the States. 

 

When I finished learning to work on B-24s, we went through a review board of officers who looked at 

our records and the grades that we made, and decided what you were going to do.  I had very high 

grades.  Of course, I had a bad right hand.  I had a finger missing from my right hand.  At the time it 

happened, the doctor told my mother that I’d never be a soldier, but it wasn’t true.   

 

Anyhow, when I saluted the officer, he noticed my hand and he asked to see it.  He said to me, “How 

would you like to be an instructor here at the school?”  I said, “Well, if you want to make me an 

instructor because of my hand, put me on limited service.”  At that time they had limited service for 

anybody not strong enough to go through the rigors of training or of the war.  I said, “Put me on limited 

service.  That way I can tell someone else to move my chair for me.  I said, “Either that, or let me go 

with my group.”   

 

That was the deciding point.  He let me go with my group, and they sent me to Crew Chief School, in 

Long Beach, California, where they built B-17s.  I had been trained on B-24s, now all of a sudden they 

were going to make me a crew chief on B-17s, which I had no training on.  It was an altogether different 

plane with a different engine.  The B-24s had a hydraulic system to run their different apparatuses and 

the B-17 was all electrical.  But I went through the factory, where they started off with a bunch of bolts 

and continued through until the plane was finished. 

 

The factory was a nice duty because most of the employees who built these planes were women.  When 

the plane was finished, it was taken up for a test flight.  They had civilian pilots to do that because the 

plane didn’t belong to the army.  I was the army representative, and I had to go on the flight.  So I got 

on the plane and the pilot said to me, “Have you ever flown before?”  I said, “No, I haven’t.”  And he 

said, “That’s all right.  Neither has the plane.”  So that was the first flight for the plane and the first 

flight for myself.  I was a little frightened at first, but when you saw that the pilot and the co-pilot were 

very comfortable, you started to relax. 
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Barbara Paull:  You’d never flown before?  How did you get out to California? 

 

Mel Paull:  By train.  We spent four days on the train to get to California from Biloxi, Mississippi.  

After I got through crew chief school, I was assigned to a squadron in Spokane, Washington.  So I went 

with the plane from Long Beach to Spokane by plane. 

 

As soon as I was assigned to a bomb squadron, this was a combat outfit and we knew that we were 

going into combat somewhere.  We didn’t know where.  This was the squadron I spent the rest of the 

war with.  It was the 390
th
 Bomb Group, and I was with the 571st Squadron.  We were going through the 

final phases of training.  At Spokane, they were already in the second phase.  And from there, we went 

to Great Falls, Montana, for the third phase. 

 

Barbara Paull:  What did the training consist of? 

 

Mel Paull:  We simulated missions, we simulated war conditions, and we kept the planes flying.  We 

went through gunnery school.  My particular job was servicing the engines and keeping them in number 

one shape.  Anything that happened to the plane, we had to repair.       

 

I left for England in June of ‘43.  We spent five days on a troop train going from Great Falls, Montana, 

to New York to go to England.  For security reasons we went up through Canada and down into New 

York.  The planes had already left and gone to England.  We left from Fort Shanks, New York, by boat.  

We went to England in a convoy of many, many ships.   

 

The ship we were on was the Frank Parker.  It was a luxury ship before the war, but this was converted 

into a troop ship, and it was no luxury, believe me.  The swimming pool was no longer a swimming pool.  

It was a latrine for all the men.  We had what they called double boating.  Down in the hold, the bunks 

were four high, and the passengers were divided up into two groups.  One group would spend 12 hours 

above deck, while the other group got 12 hours below deck.  Then you would just change places, so two 

people were assigned to the same bed.  One would have it for 12 hours, and the other would have it for 

12 hours.  It was a very crowded situation.   

 

It took us about eight days.  We watched the Statue of Liberty until we couldn’t see it any more.  Then 

we joined a convoy.  We landed in Liverpool, England. 

 

Barbara Paull:  In the U.S., what was it like being Jewish in the army? 

 

Mel Paull:  It had its moments.  I had no problems.  The only problem I had was with a Polish fellow.  

His name was Wojekowski.  He gave me a hard time, until one day I just couldn’t take it anymore, and I 

let him have it.  I gave him one right to the jaw, and he never bothered me after that.   

 

But there were incidents.  I palled around with a fellow from the south.  He was a real nice fellow and 

we got along real well.  I was standing in the hangar one day, and a fellow walked across the floor of 

the hangar and he says to me, “You know, I can just look at that guy and tell you he’s a Jew.”  I said to 

him, “You can do that all the time?”  He says, “Yeah, I can pick ‘em out anywhere.”  I said, “Is that 

right?  Would you pick me out for a Jew?  I’m standing right next to you.”  He says, “No.”  I said, 

“Well, I happen to be a Jew.”  That was one incident. 
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But normally, everybody was in the same boat at the same time, and we were treated okay.  We went to 

services.  Not so much in the States as when we went overseas.  When there was danger around, we 

needed services.  I think it was more a connection to home than it was to anything else.  When we were 

overseas we didn’t have a Jewish chaplain, but we had a Protestant chaplain run our services for us. 

 

I had an incident with the Catholic chaplain that wasn’t very nice.  Near the end of the war, we got 

notice that my father was very ill.  In fact, I think the war was already over.  We were just sitting around 

waiting to come home.  I got notice that my father was in the hospital with a cerebral hemorrhage, and 

they didn’t know whether he was going to live or not. 

 

I was looking for some kind of help to come home, and I went to the Red Cross.  The Red Cross said, 

“There’s nothing we can do for you.”  The only chaplain on the base I knew was a Catholic chaplain.  I 

figured, I’ll go see him.  Maybe there’s something he can do for me.  I went over and was talking to the 

Catholic chaplain, telling him my situation, when he answered the phone.  From the phone, I could hear 

it was the girl from the Red Cross.  She said, “Is that the guy who wants to go home?  I told him there 

was nothing I could do for him, and I don’t want you to do anything for him.”  He got off the phone, and 

told me there was nothing he could do for me. 

 

But then I was walking back to the barracks, and the commanding officer from my crew drove by, and 

he picked me up, and he says, “I understand you’re having a problem back home?”  And I said, “Yes, 

my father’s very ill.”  And he said, “I’ll tell you a secret, but don’t let it get out.  Stay with the squadron.  

You’ll get home much faster than if you try any other way.”  Then I knew that the plans were already in 

the works to go home.  It was two days later that we got the order to go home. 

 

Our first commanding officer of our bomb group, the one we went overseas with, was Jewish.  He was 

from Maryland, and he was a graduate of Pitt.  He was a colonel, and he was up for lieutenant general.  

He was on a fighter plane and he crashed into a mountain in England. 

 

We [dis]embarked in Liverpool.  We unloaded the boat and we had to march about two miles to the 

train station.  We marched in formation with packs on our backs and our duffel bags.  The English 

women were all out there cheering us.  They were happy to see us but the men didn’t care that much, of 

course, because the English women liked American men.  They felt the American men treated them 

better than the English men.     

 

Barbara Paull:  What was the situation as far as the war? 

 

Mel Paull:  The situation wasn’t good at all.  England’s air force had been destroyed, and they were 

just rebuilding it.  In fact, they were expecting an invasion from Germany, which never happened.  We 

were being bombed every night by the Germans.  They seemed to come over to England at will, 

whenever they wanted to.   

 

The bombing was ferocious, not so much where I was stationed, because we were out in the country.  

But in London, there was bombing every night.  The air raid sirens would go off, the search lights would 

go up.  I was stationed in a place near Ipswitch, near Framingham, which was 90 miles northwest of 

London.  Bury St. Edmunds was our headquarters for the wing.   
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When we first got to the base, we went through a period when we had practice missions.  The plane 

would go out every day and practice on a target and then come back.  Then we started to make short, 

low-level raids into France.  The planes couldn’t go too far into Germany because they had no fighter 

escort.  The escorts could only go so far because the capacity of their fuel limited them.  When the 

planes started going into Germany, they would only get escorts so far into France, and then they would 

have to go alone into Germany.  That was very rough, because that’s when the German planes could 

attack us, and the bombers would have to fight them off without fighter protection.  That’s how we lost a 

lot of planes, and those planes couldn’t finish their 25 missions. 

 

I flew on several missions, but then this bad hand of mine froze up, and I couldn’t fly at high altitude.  

Later on I went on some missions.  We dropped food into Belgium, and flew on a mission to Lintz, 

Austria, where we picked up liberated French soldiers, and took them back to France.  I went on several 

other missions like that, but I was no longer a gunner.  I worked the ground crew.  I crewed a B-17 from 

then on. 

 

I went over with the plane that was built at the factory, and it was called the Bad Penny.  After the first 

month there, I was transferred over to a new plane.  It was a better plane, called the Dorothy Dee.  My 

crew chief then was a career army man.  He had been in the army for about 20 years already, and he 

was a very rough guy, but nice.   

 

We all knew our business, and the plane that we crewed went through more missions without an 

abortion – that means without coming back with a malfunction – than any plane in the whole European 

Theater of Operations.  That was the only one of the original planes that came back, that wasn’t shot 

down.  The other planes were all shot down, but not the Dorothy Dee.  

 

Barbara Paull:  What do you attribute this success to? 

 

Mel Paull:  Good maintenance by the ground crew! (Mel laughs).  You couldn’t say it was good 

piloting because there was many more than one pilot on that plane.  One time that plane came back so 

shot up they were going to junk it, but we wouldn’t let them.  We had to take it over to the sub-depot.  

That plane was out of commission for about two or three months, until we got it into condition to fly 

again.  It was a B-17 bomber.  It had the most missions of any plane in our squadron. 

 

If you had to be in a war, England was a good place to be.  First of all, you could mix with the people 

right away.  I guess a lot of American customs were patterned after English customs, and it wasn’t hard 

to adjust to the English people.  The English were very outspoken.  What was on their minds was on 

their tongues.  But they were nice people.  We got along fine.  In our village, they treated us fine.  When 

you weren’t working or fighting, you had a nice, comfortable place to be. 

 

Barbara Paull:  What did you do to enjoy yourself? 

 

Mel Paull:  In the evenings, if we had a night off, we would go to the local pub, which was a community 

gathering place.  It was a lot of fun.  You played darts, and you drank their light and dark beer in mugs.  

They did a lot of sing-alongs in the evening around the piano.  They were pleasant evenings. 
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I went poaching.  I was dating this one girl, and her family took me poaching.  The properties all 

around there are owned by rich people, and the townspeople are not allowed to hunt on them.  

Poaching meant they went hunting without permission, and I went on a couple of those trips with the 

townspeople.  I didn’t hunt, because I couldn’t shoot animals.  This one fellow, he was an infantry man 

just back from the African campaign.  I was out with him, and all of a sudden, he’d just turn around and 

I’d look over, and he’d shot a rabbit or a quail or something.  They started to tease me a little bit 

because I wasn’t shooting.  They said I couldn’t shoot.  So I said, “Okay, put some cans up on the fence 

there, and see if I can shoot.”  They put the cans up on the fence, and I shot down every can.  I said, “I 

just don’t want to hunt.” 

 

Barbara Paull:  What about casualties in your battalion? 

 

Mel Paull:  The fliers, they were almost all casualties.  Their immediate needs were taken care of in 

England, but they were sent back to the U.S. for the more long-term hospitalization. 

 

Barbara Paull:  Was the war what you expected? 

 

Mel Paull:  I didn’t expect anything of war.  Was it glorified?  Not at all.  There were a lot of humdrum, 

boring hours before you see any action.  Especially during training, you go through months of boredom.  

It’s hard living.  You’re never warm enough, you never have enough clothes.  You’re living in Quonset 

huts, and you’ve got a little pot-bellied stove with coal to keep you warm.  And you never have enough 

coal to keep the fires going.   

 

It’s hard to work in heavy clothes.  We worked many hours without gloves on in winter.  You can’t do 

engine work with gloves on.  So your knuckles were always scraped and raw from scraping against 

metal, and your hands were always frozen. 

 

One of the worst things over in England was getting a shower.  For the enlisted men, they had a 

communal shower.  It was a brick building and it was about a half a mile from the barracks and it 

wasn’t heated and it was cold water, and you really froze taking a shower.  It was a hardship.  We took 

up a collection in our squadron of all the G.I.s.  We raised enough money to build our own shower in 

our squadron, with boilers and hot water.  That was after we were there a year-and-a-half, that we had 

these nice showers. 

 

The equipment was good.  When we didn’t get enough parts for planes, we would go to wrecked planes 

and strip them and use those parts in the good planes.  A plane never was out of commission because of 

parts.  We always found some way to requisition parts, even if we had to take them off another plane. 

 

The British Air Force was rebuilding.  They weren’t getting the planes in the air that we were.  At one 

time we could put about 3,000 planes in the air on one day.  Their air force was completely knocked out 

in 1941 – the Battle of Britain – and they had to rebuild their whole air force. 

 

Germany had been preparing for war secretly for years, and so, at first, their equipment was probably 

superior to that of other countries.  But it didn’t take us long to catch up.  When we went over, we felt 

we were bringing the best power of war with us, and that we were going to win the war.  We were better 

than the Germans. 
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Barbara Paull:  Did you feel American leadership was good, that people knew what they were doing? 

 

Mel Paull:  We had a saying in the Army.  It was called SNAFU: situation normal, all fouled up.  That 

was the army way of doing things.  But as far as the commanders of the army, like Eisenhower, and 

Spaatz, we felt they knew what they were doing. 

 

Barbara Paull:  Did you have a good sense of what was happening day-to-day? 

 

Mel Paull:  Yes, we had a very good sense.  The Stars and Stripes newspaper kept us well-informed.  

We knew what cities were being bombed.  We knew the results of the bombing.  We knew when we were 

taking a beating, like this one raid here over Munster, we took a very bad beating.  I think we got honest 

reporting.  When the invasion [of France] started, we followed every day the gains we made and the 

losses we made.  We had a large map right in our barracks.  Every day we adjusted it to where the front 

lines were.  We knew the cities we were bombing and what the targets were.  We knew when we were 

going after ball-bearing plants or submarine bases. 

 

We were not aware of the conditions of the Jews in Europe, not until after the invasion.  We knew the 

situation wasn’t good.  We knew that Hitler didn’t want Jews, but we had no idea about the 

concentration camps that were run into when the invasion started.  That was a real shock.  We all knew 

Hitler was an evil man.  We all thought he was an evil man out of control. 

 

Barbara Paull:  What did you know prior to the invasion of France?     

 

Mel Paull:  We didn’t know much about the invasion.  We knew something was going on because we 

saw some practice missions.  The night of the invasion I was on guard duty on my plane, out on the 

apron, which was the runway of the airport.  The officer in charge drove up to me in his jeep that night 

and said, “Be very aware of what is going on tonight, because things are going to happen in the 

morning.”  We had to be on our alert.   

 

Right before dawn, the sky was just filled with transport planes pulling gliders.  We knew what was 

going to happen then.  We got orders to get back to work – the planes were going to fly a lot that day.  

We were doing short runs supporting the invasion.  I wasn’t on flying duty then, but I snuck on one of 

the planes, and flew over on one of the short missions.  That channel between England and France was 

so loaded with boats that you could just practically walk across the Channel.   

 

That was the start of the invasion.  But we saw the planes in the morning.  The troops were flown over a 

day before the invasion and dropped behind the lines, and they had to fight their way back to the coast 

and disrupt all the communications they could. 

 

Barbara Paull:  You mentioned your brothers coming over.  When did that happen?     

 

Mel Paull:  Must have been in 1944 when my brother Herbie came over.  He was there for two years.  

They came over to England as transients, as replacements for air men.  They weren’t assigned to any 

squadron.  They were originally in the Signal Corps, but they were transferred to the Air Force.   
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My brother Herbie was an instrument specialist.  He worked on instruments in the plane.  I guess they 

were going to assign him to a sub-depot, which was not a normal combat outfit.  They did major repairs 

on planes.  If a plane needed a really major repair, it was sent back to the sub-depot.   

 

When I talked to my commanding officer, he got Herbie assigned to our bomb group.  He was assigned 

to the 569th squadron, which was about a mile up the road from my squadron.  He spent the rest of the 

war with that squadron.  I saw him frequently from then on.  We went on passes together. 

 

Phil was assigned to the 15th Air Force.  He was on air transport planes, these planes that pull the 

gliders.  He was also an instrument specialist.  Where was Robin Hood from?  Sherwood.  Phil was 

stationed near Sherwood Forest.  When he got there, it was after Herbie came.  In fact, Phil came with 

the invasion forces, because his group was preparing for the invasion.  They were going to carry the 

troops over to France. 

 

When Phil got to England, we made arrangements to all meet in London; Herbie Phil, and I, for the first 

time in 2½ years.  Phil and Herbie got two three-day passes to go to London.  I was only due for an 

overnight pass.  I went to my master sergeant, and I told him what the situation was.  And I went to my 

first sergeant, Sergeant McCarren, and I told him what I wanted.  He said no, I was getting a two-day 

pass, and that was it.  I wasn’t allowed to go to London on a two-day pass, because it was too far.  I 

said, “You can give me the two-day pass, but I’m going to London anyhow, no matter what you say.” 

 

I took the two-day pass, and I went to London.  The three of us got together.  We were at the Red Cross, 

and they heard that the three brothers had got together, and it was a big thing.  They put the three of us 

on a radio program that was broadcast back in the States.  I told the colonel who was working at the 

Red Cross about our situation.  He called my commanding officer, Colonel Moller.  He said it was the 

first time we met, and my two brothers had two three-day passes, and I only had a two-day pass.  Well, 

the Colonel said, “Give him the same thing.  You have my permission.” 

 

But when I got back to my squadron, I had to report in to the first sergeant.  He told me, “You go back 

to your barracks.  You’re under house arrest.”  I said, “What for?”  He said, “For being AWOL for 

four days.”  I said, “No, I wasn’t.  I had a pass from Colonel Moller.”  And I showed it to him.  He was 

very put out about it.  He couldn’t put me under arrest, but I got every shit detail there was for the next 

month.  Any bad detail that came up, it was allotted to me.  But it was worth it anyway.  It didn’t hurt 

me. 

 

After the invasion, we worked all day and night to get the planes out in the morning.  We’d work on the 

engines at night.  We weren’t allowed any lights.  We had to have the light shining down, because there 

were always enemy planes coming over, and if they saw a light, they’d bomb us.  Then they had the buzz 

bombs.  They were small planes, man-less.  They were like little rocket ships, and they carried a ton of 

bombs in them.  The Germans made them so they would fly until they got over London.  Then they would 

run out of gas, and fall on the city.   

 

In fact, the night we met in London – Herbie, Phil, and I – was the night they had sent over more buzz 

bombs than any other night [the Fieseler Fi 103, better known as the V-1, or to the British as the buzz 

bomb or “Doodlebug” was an early pulse-jet powered predecessor of the cruise missile].  Something 

like 85 or 89 buzz bombs hit the city that night.  And we were staying in a bed and breakfast in Princess 

Square.   
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We knew there was bombing because we’d got knocked out of bed a couple of times during the night.  

But we were used to bombs, so we didn’t go to the air raid shelters; we’d just go back to sleep.   The 

next morning when we went out, all the homes on the other side of the street were bombed out. 

 

Barbara Paull:  Why were you always short of money?     

 

Mel Paull:  Well, $30 a month didn’t go very far.  When we first got in it was $28, then it was $30.  

When we got overseas we were making $54 a month.  Listen, there were things to do on the base.  There 

was always a card game going on.  You had to have your quota of beers every night.  Money went.   

 

I remember one day I won about $400 on a crap game at the base.  I was going on pass the next day, a 

three-day pass to London.  I went into London, and I blew the whole $400.  The last money I had was 

taken off me by another G.I.  He was one of the paratroopers who was dropped behind the lines on D-

Day.  When they got back to England they all went AWOL, because they had a hard time finding 

anyone, and they had no money.  I was on my way back to the Red Cross Club, and he pulled a gun and 

he robbed me.  I said, “That’s okay.  Just leave me my train fare so I can get back to the base,” ‘cause I 

wasn’t going to fool with him.         

     

Barbara Paull:  How long was your tour of duty?     

 

Mel Paull:  We were there for the duration.  Some of the enlisted men enlisted for three years, but after 

they enlisted it was changed.  You were in for the duration.  I was in England over two years, and in the 

army for over three years. 

 

When I left England, our bomb group was being transferred to the Pacific.  We were to come back to the 

States and be outfitted with the new plane, the B-20, to fight the Japanese.  We got back to the United 

States, and the first thing we got was a delay enroute of 30 days.  They gave us a 30-day furlough at 

home.  Then we had to report to Sioux Falls, South Dakota, and be outfitted in these new planes, B-20s, 

and be off to the Pacific.   

 

At that time, if you earned enough points – like 80 points – you were eligible for discharge from the 

army.  You got points for being in the army every month, for being in battles, and so on.  The problem 

was, all of us had over 100 points, being in the army so long, and [in] so many battles, but they didn’t 

put it on our records, and they could take us to Japan.  Fortunately, while I was home on furlough, the 

Japanese surrendered.  I’d been away from home for three years, under extreme conditions.  Of course, 

I didn’t want to go to Japan, if we could help it. 

 

When I came back from Europe, I was sent to Indiantown Gap, in Pennsylvania, where I got my 30-day 

delay enroute.  I had to report back to there and go to Sioux Falls, South Dakota.  When I got back to 

Indiantown Gap, the war was over already.  I said, “What’s the sense of sending me to Sioux Falls?”  I 

said, “Release me.”  They said, “No, the orders said Sioux Falls,” and they sent me there.   

 

I got back to Indiantown Gap two weeks later than the rest of the fellows in my outfit, because my father 

was ill at that time, and they gave me a two-week extension.  So, actually, I was home for 44 days.  They 

put me in charge of taking the fellows back to Sioux Falls, South Dakota.  We all had train tickets on the 

Pennsylvanian, to go to Chicago, where we would change trains. 
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When we got to Chicago, we had a two-hour delay before the next train.  So a fellow said, “Can we go 

out and see Chicago?”  So I said, “Just be back here in two hours.”  Well, they didn’t get back until 

three days later.  I would go every day an hour before our train was scheduled to leave, to see if they 

would get back there, and they didn’t.  But I knew they’d have to come back because I had their meal 

tickets, and they would run out of money.  On the third day they showed up, and we continued on our 

trip to Sioux Falls, South Dakota. 

 

In Sioux Falls, all those bomb groups were reporting and were supposed to be outfitted and move on.  

When the war ended, there was no place to move on, and the camp was overcrowded.  They were 

pitching tents in the streets.  You’re supposed to read the bulletin board every day, to see if your name 

was on it.   

 

One day I read the bulletin board, and my name was on it to be sent to some temporary camp in the 

desert.  I felt I’m not going to get out of the army so fast, I’m going to be stranded at some camp in the 

desert.  This was September of ‘45.  So, I just pretended I didn’t read what was on there.  I didn’t 

report.  Two days later they called me in and said, “You’re supposed to have left two days ago.”  I said, 

“Well, I didn’t see it.”  The result was I didn’t go to the desert.  They sent me back to Indiantown Gap, 

to be discharged.  So, I got out of the army about three months before the rest of my group did. 

 

When we came back to the States, we flew back in our combat planes.  The flight was from our base to 

Wales, to Iceland, to Newfoundland, to Boston.  We were scheduled to leave that day.  Well, I saw 

Herbie’s plane was ready to leave, and they called out the red flares.  The red flares mean it’s called 

off, you can’t take off.  I saw his pilot didn’t listen to it, and took off anyhow.   

 

That was the last plane to leave the field.  This was in Iceland, and Iceland got fogged in for five days.  

So Herbie got back to the States five days before I did.  He was reassigned, I think it was to Columbus, 

Ohio.  He was able to go home on weekends.  I got out of the army about three months before he did. 

 

Barbara Paull:  When you got back to Pittsburgh, had things changed?     

 

Mel Paull:  Oh, yeah.  All the pretty girls were gone in my group.  I had to find younger girls to go with.  

The others were all married.  My friends were pretty much intact.  Before the war, we used to play a lot 

of ball up at Davis field, on Hobart Street.  When I got home, we finally got enough people to have a 

touch football game.  We went up there on a Sunday, and I guess it was the first game they saw up there 

all during the war, because when we started our game, all the people who lived there came out to watch 

us and cheer us.  That was an unusual event.  There were a lot of parties.  As each one returned, there 

was a separate party. 

 

The war years were a time of optimism, a time of pride.  Everybody had good feelings towards each 

other.  It was a time when everybody helped everyone else.  It wasn’t a time of “me only.”  We had our 

heroes.  The war created heroes.  They were heroes of a situation, not because they wanted to become 

heroes.  I don’t think anybody set out to become a hero.  They did what they had to do, and in doing so, 

they became heroes. 
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Philip Samuel Paull 
 

Philip Paull enlisted in the Army on May 5, 1942, and 

was assigned to the U.S. Army Signal Corps.  He was 

assigned to a training camp in Florida, where he met 

Pearl Burger, who was serving in the Women’s Army 

Corps.  Their wedding, on September 6, 1943 was a 

great story of how complete strangers befriended the 

American soldiers during the war.  They were married 

in the home of Mrs. Sophia Swerdlin, a civilian in 

Tampa, who generously offered the use of her home 

for their wedding ceremony.  

 

Phil was later transferred to the 15th Air Force, where 

he was an instrument specialist, and flew aboard air 

transport planes.  In 1944, Phil was sent to England 

with the invasion forces, as his squadron was to carry 

the troops over to France, during the invasion.  He 

was stationed at an Air Corps Replacement Center, 

near Nottingham and Sherwood Forest. 

 
 

Philip Samuel Paull, 1942 

 

A photo of Phil taken at the Swerdlin 

home in 1942 suggests that he was 

invited to their home in Tampa for the 

Jewish holidays, almost exactly one 

year before he and Pearl were married 

there.  Having the wedding so far from 

home, without his parents and siblings 

in attendance, was undoubtedly difficult 

for Phil, and a little disappointing for 

his family who were used to sharing 

such joyous family occasions with one 

another.  But, as Ms. Swerdlin so aptly 

put it in the following letter addressed to 

Phil’s sister, Bertha: ...this is war-time, 

and everything is so different, one 

doesn’t know what tomorrow will bring.      

 
Phil Paull, with Mrs. Sophia Swerdlin and her son, at the Swerdlin’s home in 

Tampa, FL, Rosh HaShanah, 1942 
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Tampa, Florida   

Oct. 3, 1943 

 

Dear Mrs. Friedman: 

 

Forgive me for not writing to you 

sooner, and believe me when I say 

that I haven’t even taken time to 

relax or think.  Everyone these days 

are doing more than ever before, and 

I am no exception.  This time I am 

beginning to feel a little fatigued, 

because I have been going at a 

continued pace, not realizing how 

much one can do and not do.  That is 

a poor reason for not answering your 

most welcomed letters.   

 

We feel very close to Phil and 

Herbie, and enjoyed having them 

with us so very much at all times.  We 

enjoyed the privilege of having Phil 

married here, even though we did 

wish you could all be present, but this 

is war-time, and everything is so 

different, one doesn’t know what 

tomorrow will bring.  I, too, know 

that we will meet in person someday, 

as the boys speak so much of you, it 

makes me feel proud to know you 

from such a distance. 

 Philip & Pearl Paull, 1943 

 

 Pearl is a grand girl, and we know they will be happy.  I haven’t heard from the boys since I wrote them 

a note, and hope to see them very soon. 

 

 My love to you all, and best wishes for a Happy New Year, and next year our sons should be in their 

own homes. 

 

 Sincerely, 

 

 Sophia Swerdlin 
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Phil’s wedding at the Swerdlin home wasn’t completely devoid of family – it was attended by his 

brother Herbert Paull, and by a woman who may have been a cousin on the Gelman side of the family, 

by the name of Gertrude.  Following the wedding, Gertrude wrote the following letter to Phil’s mother:    

 

I must mention that the bride looked beautiful.  She wore a lovely lace dress, brown, with a flower veil, 

and an orchid corsage.  She is a very sweet girl, and I am sure she will make Phillip [sic] a good wife.  

Everyone there was crazy about her, and Mrs. Swerdlin left nothing undone to make her comfortable. 

 

I guess that’s about all I can tell you, Mrs. Paul [sic].  You were missed by your boys.  Each one of them 

at different times, and several times said, “Gertie, please write Mama and tell how nice it was.”  Of 

course, Mrs. Paul [sic], it goes without saying that you deserve a lot of credit for bringing up your 

children in such a fine way that they are liked and respected wherever they go.  It is indeed a tribute to 

Phil that a total stranger like Mrs. Swerdlin went to the effort and expense of a wedding for a boy whom 

she never knew.  He looked wonderful and happy.  Herbie looked swell too.  They are fine boys.  I 

almost collapsed when I saw Herbie.  He’s a little bigger in the width than when I saw him last. 

 

Well, I’m afraid that if I don’t stop banging on this typewriter soon, I will wake up my children, so I will 

close with my sincerest wish that you and Mr. Paul [sic] will kleibn [kleibn is the Yiddish word for 

gather] much nachas [nachas is Yiddish for the joys and pleasures that parents derive from their 

children] from your son’s marriage. 

 

I hope this letter finds you all well.  Please give my regards to Mr. Paul [sic] and Lenora [sic] and 

Bertha and Ella (she owes me a letter), and to all of your family.  My husband joins me in wishing all of 

you a very happy new year, and may the time not be too far off when your boys and my brothers will 

come back and we can all start life over again in peace. 

 

With fondest regards, 

 

Gertrude 

 

P.S.  The wedding ring is gorgeous.  Ask Phil to tell you how the rabbi explained the symbol of the 

stones in the ring.  It was very interesting.  In fact, I think Phil said he gathered a few points in selling 

rings from his explanation.  Leave it to Phil to think of business even while he’s in the process of getting 

married. 

 

Oh, yes, another P.S.  In case you want to write to Mrs. Swerdlin, her address is: 

 

Mrs. Jack Swerdlin 

6406 Cherokee Avenue 

Tampa 

 

If there’s anything more you want to know about anything, just drop me a note, and I’ll write you at 

once.  Good night. 
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“It is a generation of towering achievement and modest demeanor, a legacy of their formative years when they 

were participants in and witness to sacrifices of the highest order.  They know how many of the best of their 

generation didn’t make it to their early twenties, how many brilliant scientists, teachers, spiritual and business 

leaders, politicians and artists were lost in the ravages of the greatest war the world has seen.” 

 
 – Tom Brokaw, The Greatest Generation 

 

 
 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Victory celebration in New York City following Germany’s surrender on V-E Day, May 8, 1945 

 
To the courageous men and women in the Polonsky and Paull family, and to all of the members of  

The Greatest Generation who so proudly served their country in World War II – 

 

The world owes you an everlasting debt of gratitude – we will never forget your courage and sacrifice. 
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