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2016 Reunion Roundup In

781ST BOMB SQUADRON
2016 Reunion in Dallas, TX October 13-16



Look at the label on your current 
Pantanella Newsletter. The last time 
you paid dues is recorded there. Send 
checks payable to 781st Bomb Squadron 
Association to Carole Lee, 781st Bomb 

Squadron Treasurer, 4700 S. Cliff Ave. 
#308, Sioux Falls, SD 57103 to continue to 
receive the Newsletter. All 781st Veterans 
are now Life Members.

Five from the 781st.  Pretty good for one 
Squadron. It would be great if the 465th 
could get that many or more from each 
Squadron.

I look forward to seeing my friends from 
the 781st and the new friends I have made 
from the other Squadrons and Bomb 
Groups. 

On page 69 of the 781st History Book 
is a picture of Lt. Col. Lokker’s plane hit 
by flak over Blechhammer. You can find 
the story on page 70. See the Sneak Peek 
section in this newsletter to read some 
of the article. It is just one of the many 
interesting stories in the book that has 
been re-printed and can be ordered by 
sending $10.00 to the 781st Treasurer. 

— Orren Lee

The plans are being made for the 2016 
Joint Bomb Group Reunion. Look for the 
dates and hotel information elsewhere 
in this newsletter. More details and the 
registration form will be in the June 
newsletter. I hope we have a good turn 
out from the 465th Bomb Group. We 
had 7 Veterans last year in Kansas City. 

The Wyndham Garden Dallas North 
Hotel, 2645 Lyndon B Johnson FWY, 
Dallas, Texas 75234. Call in house 
reservations direct at 1-972-243-3363. 
Mention “Bombardment Groups 2016 
Reunion”.  The Group rate is $89.00 
plus tax. Room rate includes breakfast 
buffet (including made to order 
omelets) for up to two people per room. 
Additional persons are $5.00 each. Room 
refrigerators are available on request.  
Complimentary shuttle to both Love 
Field and DFW airports. Free Parking. It 
is recommended you reserve your room 
early so you don’t risk them running out 
of rooms for the Reunions Block. If you 
find you have to cancel later you may do 
so with no penalty up to 24 hours prior to 
arrival.

President’s Letter

2016 Reunion Hotel
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Charles ‘Bubba’ Braud presented the newly 
printed copy of the digital 781st History 
Book to C. J. Christ, President and Chairman 
of the Board of the Regional Military 
Museum of Houma, LA. He was very glad to 
get the book for the Museum. C. J. Christ was a B-29 
pilot during the Korean Conflict. He also wrote a book about 
the Blimp base in Houma and the German submarine 
operations in the Gulf of Mexico during WWII .

Dear Mr. Lee:
On behalf of the entire Board of Directors, the staff and all of the volunteers at the Regional Military Museum, I wish to thank you for the donation of the book covering the history of the 781st Bombardment Squadron.It is a great addition to our research library, where students at all levels can learn about the history of our armed forces and the conflicts they were involved in.

Because of donations like yours, our museum has become an asset to the region.Again, thank you, and with kind personal regards, I remain

Yours respectfully,C.J. Christ, President
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Letters

Dear Lee and the 781st Association,

What a lovely gift of the 781st ‘s 

digitized History Book.

Special accolades to Don Munce for 

all his efforts! I deeply appreciate 

them – and so will our family.

Keep going – don’t stop! You all are 

doing a great job.

Best regards,

Bill Jostworth

for Digital History Book
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ON THE LINE
By William H. Jostworth

In a telephone conversation with Bill 
Jostworth we learned of an article he had 
written at the request of Jim Althoff. It was 
published in the Pantanella News Number 
31 in January 1993. We know some of you 
will remember it but might enjoy it again as 
it will bring back memories.  And ‘us new 
kids on the block’ might learn something 
of the ground echelon. Bill says “Through 
my own memories, and input by others, I 
thought I’d better do it quickly before our 
thoughts fade into oblivion.” An abbrevi-
ated copy of his article follows:

The aircraft mechanics, in general, at-
tended basic Army training, then an 
overall school from sheet metal repair, 
to engines, hydraulics, electrical systems, 
and props, all of which make up a plane. 
After graduation it was on to a special-
ized B-24 factory school. Usually all this 
training took about 8 months before we 
joined a squadron. Once at McCook, we 
kidded about it being so flat we couldn’t 
go A.W.O.L. because the officers would 

see us for three days. And it was the first 
time most of us saw a jack rabbit that 
looked like a greyhound. Furthermore, 
it was hard to believe there was only one 
hotel and no traffic lights in the town. 
Entertainment didn’t exist. No one was 
painting, so we couldn’t even watch it dry.  
But the fall season of ’43 quickly led into 
the winter of ’44 and then we definitely 
knew we were being punished for our 
grousing about McCook. The cold, the 
snow, and strong winds made us shiver, 
and shrivel up, so much so, we’d speak in 
high pitched voices. At times we thought 
we were asexual. Factually, the line was 
one helleva cold place to work.

One late, very dark cold snowy night, 
while I was working on that miserable 
Homelite auxiliary power unit, always 
a problematical piece of crap, someone 
tapped me on the back and asked to go 
by. Being in cramped quarters, cold, and 
working with a flashlight I wasn’t in the 
greatest of spirits, however, I moved aside 

and the person then climbed to the top 
hatch. Less than a minute later, that same 
person tapped me again and asked to go 
top side. Naturally I lashed out yelling, 
“What the hell is going on?” With a sheep-
ish grin he replied, “I just slipped off the 
wing!”

For funners, on many snowy nights, un-
beknownst to Lt. Orr and M’Sgt Lutgring, 
we’d have races on the runway with tugs 
and cletracs to see who could skid the 
farthest, or who could do the best “wheel-
ie”. Money was the ultimate prize for the 
winners. 

As time progressed, separate line crews 
were assigned to each aircraft. The respec-
tive flying crews trained with their line 
crews, as a team, before shuttling the plane 
overseas. The ground personnel went by 
ship, but I personally went by rail. I hung 
on the damn thing and fed the fish all the 
way to Bizerte, Tunisia. Most of the sea 
trip was uneventful except one evening 
when major card games were underway 
on tables in the center of the hull. The ship 
suddenly pitched violently. Tables col-
lapsed, players fell to the floor and money 
flew in all directions. Winners became los-
ers as everyone scrambled for the loot.

Ultimately arriving in Italy, the train and 
truck rides to Pantanella were very miser-
able, cold, slow and sickly. An opportunity 
for an underwear salesman existed for 
nearly everyone threw theirs away because 
of diarrhea.

At Pantanella the hard manual work 
began. Tents to be pitched, ditches and 
trenches to be dug, a 6,000 foot runway 
and many hard stands had to be laid with 
heavy interlocking metal sections. All 
for the arrival of the group and squadron 
planes.

While opening bales of metal landing strip 
sections, often we’d find various items 

The Engineering Section’s Roadside Renegades
Left to Right - Bill Jostworth, Vance Hutsell, Charles Ferich, James O’Neal

and George Soroka. (Photo by Ambrose)



surviving crews. How bad was the mis-
sion? Did they see our plane? Where there 
parachutes? With no answers, a trip to 
Operations for additional information was 
in order. When no immediate information 
was forthcoming, the plate and stomach 
had no appeal for dinner. Only a prayer 
for the entire crew was palatable that 
night.

As the war started to wind down, Vance 
Hutsell and others were sent to Yugoslavia 
to repair downed planes for their return. 

But at the end of hostilities most of we 
mechanics were flown to South America, 
Puerto Rico, or somewhere in the Carib-
bean area to service B-24s, B-25s and B-
26s that were winging their way back to 

the U.S.A. Our stay at these bases lasted 
about four months and then on to the 
states for our “ruptured duck” pin.
 
My thirty-one months in the Army Air 
Corp was a great lesson in life and an 
enjoyable one. To have been associated 
with everyone in the 781st was icing on 
the cake.
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intermingled in the rusted pieces such as 
coins, medals, and pictures. Conjecture 
dictated that the bales came from sunken 
troop ships, apparently salvaged from the 
sea waters.

Rapidly we became married to our planes. 
We put it to bed by priming the oil tanks 
with gasoline for easier engine starting in 
the A.M.  We worked with other associat-
ed crews into the night, at times we stood 
night guard duty over “our baby”, got 
the BBC news over the plane’s radio and 
listened to Axis Sal. Early in the morn-
ing we’d walk the props through, drain 
condensation from the gas tanks, recheck 
all systems, and especially the cantanker-
ous auxiliary power unit. It had to work. 
We greeted the flyers, wished them good 
luck on their missions, waved ‘em good-
bye and then held our breath until they 
returned. 

When they were off it was our time to 
sleep or have some fun. Sports of all sorts 
became the vogue. Taking the com-
mander’s motorcycle and/or the famous 
German jeep left at the hard stand, was 
a thrill. I can’t remember the number of 
times the Harley threw me when hitting 
a rut. Of course, we never went to Doc 
Rapoport with a sprain because it was 
alleged he believed in placebos – an injec-
tion of distilled water into the swelling. So 
we limped along until it healed.

Hunting trips with the jeep and our car-
bines across the rough fields were an excit-
ing adventure but game was scarce. We 
think the Ities, or the plane noises chased 
them away.

When our coveralls became grimy, we’d 
wash them in 100 octane airplane gaso-
line, slip the sleeves, or pants, over the 
highest prop blade and let the wind dry 
‘em and blow out the smell. Wouldn’t civil-
ians lust for just the drippings?

In the summer evenings, the 6 x 6 truck 
would pick us up for the bath or swim and 
take us to the Ofanto River. One of the 
favorite spots was diving off the piers of a 
destroyed bridge that once went to Ceri-
gnola. It was great fun, but cool weather 
made us return to our P.T.A. baths out of 
a helmet.

Of all the miserable repairs, wing gas tanks 
were the worst to remove and replace. 
First, to take off the wing plates, a small 
bucket of screws had to be removed. Then 
each tank in the series had to be drained, 

collapsed and pulled out manually, a 
very tough and time consuming job. But 
instead of following the factory manual 
someone came up with the idea of pulling 
them out with a cletrac. It worked beauti-
fully and saved many hours of labor. The 
guys all shared their ways of solving prob-
lems and assisted in helping each other 
ready their planes for the next mission. 
Communicating, improvising, assisting 
and humoring made the line a team effort. 
Rank never became an obstacle or an issue 
the goal was to get the plane back on flying 
status quickly and properly.

Thanks to Dave Orr, Engineering Officer, 
and Leo Lutgring, Section Chief: their 
combined quiet authority, astute man-
agement style, and dedication to quality 
maintenance made us want to bust our 
butts for them. We took 
pride in our job because 
they treated us like equal 
men, respecting our 
abilities, and having confi-
dence in our work.

According to 15th Air 
Force maintenance re-
cords, the 781st had one 
of the best. At the Omaha 
reunion, Leo Lutgring 
said never once did a 
781st plane return because 
of a maintenance error.

There is another side to 
my story and it’s about the 
empathy and concern for 
the flyers. As the crews 
arrived for their mission 
on “our baby” there was 
always anxiety in the air. 
We never knew the mis-
sion details, the dangers 
discussed at the briefing, 
or what their chances 
were of returning. But as 
the planes taxied to the 
runway, became airborne 
and started to group
it was an exciting spectacle
to watch. And as they flew out of sight, we 
experienced a terrific letdown. Through-
out the day we’d wonder what exactly was 
happening to the crew and plane. Like in 
the “Memphis Belle” movie we’d gather for 
their return watching for flares (troubles), 
count the planes in formation and look for 
“our baby”.  But after they had been out 
there over nine hours and didn’t return, 
we were almost certain it had gone down 
somewhere. In that case, we’d question 

Pantanella, 1944 – Bill Jostworth working on the 
supercharger of “Belle Ringer”
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SNEAK PEEK
The following is an excerpt from the 781st History Book covering the story of Lt. Col. Lokker.

The South Oil Refinery at Blechhammer, 
Germany was attacked on 20 November 
and intense flak at the target resulted in 
the loss of the aircraft piloted by Lt. Col. 
Clarence J. Lokker, 781st Squadron Com-
mander.

The only members of the 781st aboard 
the aircraft were: Lt. Col. Clarence J. Lok-
ker, 1st Lt. Grosvenor W. Rice, Navigator, 
and 2nd Lt. Joseph S. Whelan, Radar 
Operator. Crews from the Squadron 
taking part in this mission were flown by 
Lts. Van Asperen, W J. Smith, Hudson, 
McKeon, Benson, and Billger. Sgt. Wil-
liam L. Allen, Gunner on the Crew of Lt. 
Benson, was hit by antiaircraft shrapnel 
and received moderately serious injuries 
of the back which required him to be 
hospi talized.

On the bomb run, and seconds before 
bombs away, Lt. Col. Lokker’s plane took 
a direct flak hit in the wing between num-

ber two engine and the fuselage. The wing 
began to break off and the plane burst into 
flame at the point where it had been hit. 
Col. Lokker gave the order to bail out. Lt. 
Joseph Kutger, 55th Bomb Wing Naviga-
tor, was seated directly behind the Pilot 
and, through the side window, he could 
see the wing breaking off. He knew that 
he had only a few seconds to escape. He 
told Lt. Whelan to get out but there was no 
response and it was likely that Whelan had 
been wounded or killed by the flak burst.

Kutger picked up his chest parachute 
with his right hand as he pulled the bomb 
release handle with his left and dove out 
of the bomb bay, attempting to snap on 
his chute. He fell some 20,000 feet before 
he succeeded in this and then, pulling 
the ripcord, he hit the ground after only 
two or three swings of the chute. He was 
almost certain that no one else had gotten 
out of the plane.

However, Lt. Col. Lokker, Co-Pilot Capt. 
Milton Duckworth, Bombardier Lt. Hock-
man, and Gunners Sgt. James Bourne and 
Sgt. Lee Billings managed to parachute 
to safety. Immediately upon hitting the 
ground Col. Lokker and Capt. Duckworth 
were cap tured by a German farmer near 
an antiaircraft gun installation. The farmer 
took them to his farm and left them with 
his wife as guard while he went to look for 
more airmen. About one in the after-
noon the farmer’s wife permitted them 
to escape and they headed for the Oder 
River in hopes of getting to Poland where 
they might obtain help from the Polish 
underground.

About six that afternoon they encountered 
a patrol of German soldiers, who imme-
diately pursued them, firing their rifles. 
Capt. Duckworth was hit in the leg, fell, 
and remained down until captured. Col. 
Lokker was some distance ahead and the 
last that Capt. Duckworth saw of him he 
was running into a thick clump of under-
brush under fire from a dozen German 
soldiers and with two German soldiers 
chasing him. Hockman, Kutger, Billings, 
and Bourne also were taken prisoners.

Reports by the Germans to the captured 
men indi cated that Col. Lokker had been 
taken prisoner. How ever, on 7 January 
1945 Gen. H. H. Arnold, Commanding 
General, U. S. Air Fbrce, wrote to Col. 
Lokker’s wife that an official determina-
tion had been made that Col. Lokker had 
died on 21 November 1944. On 4 March 
1946, Maj. Gen. Witsel wrote that Col. 
Lokker was killed 20 November 1944 and 
was buried at Langenlieben, Germany, a 
disputed area between Russia and Poland.

Poor cooperation from the Russians made 
it impos sible for Graves Registration to 
enter and confirm the report. Finally, on 
22 August 1949 Lt. Col. W E. Campbell 
wrote that the grave had been located in a 
civilian cemetery at Lengenlieben and the 
remains moved to a U. S. cemetery near 

Lt. Col. Lokker’s plane hit by flak over Blechammer.
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Lt. Col. Clarence J. (Jack) Lokker.

BOOK RECOMMENDATION
from Bill Jostworth. 

LAUGHING OUT LOUD

This example shows the importance of accuracy in your tax return. The 
IRS has returned the Tax Return to a man in New York City after he 
apparently answered one of the questions incorrectly. In response to the 
question, ... “Do you have anyone dependent on you?” the man wrote: 
... “7.1 million illegal immigrants, 1.1 million crack-heads,4.4 million 
unemployable scroungers, 80,000 criminals in over 85 prisons, plus 450 
idiots in Congress and a group that call themselves Politicians.” The IRS 
stated that the response he gave was unacceptable. The man’s response 
back to the IRS was.... “Who did I leave out?”      

Note: If you google it you will find you can 
get it from Amazon or Barnes and Noble, 

even Walmart. Paperback was $9.90, 
Barnes and Noble $16.60, Walmart $29.93.

THANK YOU
Donation was received from Terri Tiehen, daughter of Larry Tiehen of the 781st.

Liege, Poland. Subse quently, the remains 
were returned to the U. S. to Lt. Col. Lok-
ker’s former home at Holland, Michigan.

On 15 September 1986 Lt. Col. Lokker, 
was awarded posthumously the Distin-

guished Flying Cross and on 20 September 
1987 the Silver Star for his actions on this 
mission. The medals were presented to 
Mrs. Robert Wilson, former wife of Col. 
Lokker, at the first and second reunion 
meetings, respectively, of the 781st Bomb 

Squadron Association. This belated 
rec ognition was accomplished largely 
through the efforts of Col. Burton C. An-
drus, U. S. Air Fbrce (Ret.), former Com-
manding Officer of the 783rd Squadron 
and a West Point classmate of Col. Lokker.
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