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FOREWORD

This, the second issue of "Air Notes from CHINA," 1is
 devoted exclusively to "Survivel" in the China Theatre, In
this issue are the walk-out stories of U.S. Navy alr ecrews who
returned from Jap-occupied sections of French Indo-China and
the China coast. From the four cases herein reviewed can be
derived fairly typical examples of Escape and Evasion in this
Theatre and perhaps some lessons can be learned for the benefit
~ of future pilots who might be forced down in this area,

"air Notes from CHINA" is designed for Navy consumption,
and is intended to present intelligence on air activities on
the Asiatic continent which have a naval interest and which
might be of value in future naval operations.

ey, 1945 SO
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EVASION FROM AMOY AREA

PBLY-2 Croshgs in AMOY Herbor:

On 22 Moreh 1945, n PB4LY-2 "Privatcer” crashed in ANOY
harbor on the China Const. Thc plone, from Fleet Alr wing 17,
was flying its regular potrel from LUZON ond hoed just fleown over
AMOY hrrber ot 500 fcet in quest »f shipping torgcets when 1t
sustaincd a direct A/A hit in the fuscloge cnd wos sent croshing
dewn to tho water bclow, A prsscngor in this planc was Mr., Don
Bcll, Wer Correspondent for the Mutunl Broodensting Systemn. IHis
story of the crash ond subscquont reseuc ond wolkout is given
below and affords o good cxample of typicel wolk-oubs in tho
China coastal areeo. '

It nieght be noted that this plane crnshed in one of the
wrrst spots on the entire coast, not over a nile from thc
igland of AMOY, the rost henvily fortificd Japnncsc stronghold
between SHANGHAI and HONGKONG. The entire mninland gurrounding
AMOY harber is unocecupicd and is inhobited by friendly Chinesc
who heve been briefed by American serviee perscnncl cn the
handling of downed Anericen pilots. Alsc, thoere arc U.3, Navy
and AGAS-Chine stations very nearby. However, the threc islonds
in AMOY herbor, AMOY, QUENOY ond KULANGSEU arc Jap fortresses
and ore definitely unsafe., Sinilerly the harbor is considered
unsafe and ditohing therc is certninly not advisable. A crash
lrnding on the mainleond is practicable end is entirely scfe.

Don Bell:

A werd about Mr, Don Bell is in order before wo hoor his
story of this cxperience. Before Docenber 8, 1941, lir, Bell was
a radio cormentator in MANILA, P.I., ond wos well-known, both by
Aricricans and Jeopancse, for his predicticns of Japancsc inten-
tions in the Far East. He was captured by thce Japancsc when they
tonk MANILA on Deconmber 8th, n~nd was irmediately interncd with
his wifo and twe young beys in Santo Tomas prison in Monile.
There they existed until 3 February 1945 --- threc long yeors ---
when they were liberated by the spectacular zetion cof the Sceond
Battalion of tho United Stotcs First Cavelry. After over threc
- yenrs! intermnnent, subjecticn to Jnp indignities and atrocities,
and endurrnce of the “slow storvation® diet which the Japanese
designed for thesc priscners, when Bcll was liberatcd from
prison hc sent his wifc and two beoys home ond imnecdictely seb
cut "to learn cbout rodorn worfarce.® Feoling he hod "a lot to
coteh up on in o short tine,” he requestcd assignnent to the
rogt dangerous nissions possible. An? so it wos thot he happened
t~ be abonrd Lieutenont Jirn Evans' "Privatcer” on thet foteal day.
And now -~ Mr. Bell's own story:



So, we drcpped in uncxpectedly for 2 vigit in Chinn,

When I scy "unexpectedly,”™ 1 riean wo h~d about thrcc scconds’
warning and no chanee to chnnge cur ninds. And, when I soy
"dropped,” I nenn just thot: wo aropped fron abeut 500 fect ot
tho rate of about 160 knots - an? without benefit of porachute
or tine for proyer, :

Aftcr the execitorment was cll over and we WeErce in fricndly
hands, I remenber thinking, "This is a hell cf a place for a
War Correspondent to bo.™

It sounded cxeciting:

My part in this story begon down in MANILA whcen Licutenant
Dick Iundgren, Nevy PRO Officcr, crsually rienticncd that the
petrol flights ~ut of ILuzon night nake o good eyc-witness story
for the folks bock hore to listen to, if eny "ar Corrcespondent
felt 1like toking a feurtecn-hour trip along tho China Cosst in
n wppivatecr.” It sounded exciting. Now that I look back on
ity it was. ;

Tt took cbout five ninutcs to get ny "erders.™ A twonty -
ninutc Jecp ride, a thirty-five-ninute hop in o Piper Cub, and
I presented ry orders to Coptain Jones, C.0. of the 17th Naval
Alr Wing. :

"ant soricthing hot?¥
"The hotter it is, the better the story, Crptain.”

So, ecrly the ncxt norning I listensd in on the "bricfing,"
net Lieut. (jg) Jin Evans and his crew, all of whon sterted
telling ond showing nc why the PBLY-2 wos the finest planc that
ever did a patrol job: scven fect longer then the old PBLY,
faster, rore fire powsr, the plane thet Tokyo Rose colled the
#Pour-engine fighter® - and so on until time to check out .

_The Patrol:

My first inpression of the interior of the plene was that

it would be ensiocr on War Correspendlents if the gun turrct were

o 1littlc higher or o little snnller, or nct so rmch in the

rniddle of things, Iater the Plane Captain, Jchn Fearce, AL1F1/c,
asked rie if I'd likc bo climb into that gorne turret and have a
look at the sky; Gunner Mnurice Welker, ARN3/c, helped re clinb
in - and I began feeling n 1little mors fricndly toward that
turrct. But it rust have resented having o rookic fooling

rround with it, becnause a couple of hours leter I'nm suro it
kickced rie in the back ond kncecked ne out - but that's cll heorsay.



It heppened right afters.se..!

It happened right after we canc cut of AMOY, I rouenber
henring Pilot Evans telling Co-Pilot Ensign Kirby Lindsley how
funny it was thnt we hedn't drawn ony fire Ifrou the islond, ond
T walked out of the cockpit, thinking ~ll the fun was over for
o Tew ninutcs, storted to sit down on the little box which housed
the First Aid Emergency Gear ond which olso acted os Ty "scctb
of honor" during the ride. Just then the Nrvigoting Officer
(Engisn Frank Greene - he went Cown with tho ship) smilced over
in niy direction, indicated by sign languago thot they wcre be-
ginning to vop at us; the radionan (Jorics Wrrr) begen to double
up his fist - I suppose he wns going e shoko it ot tho Jops;
but that gesture was never finished, Suddenly the lizhts wont
out for ne. :

I found out afterwards that the Pilot had started evasive
maneuvering, was at the top of a 500-foot leap-frog and going.
down, when we were hit. It probably knocked the tail off our
plane, but we kept right on gliding down at the rate of 160 knots.
At about 200 feet the Pilot discovered he had lost elevator con-
trol and couldn't pull out, He did have time to straighten out
the wings - and then we hit.

The bounce probably broke the plane in two at the walst
(because we never saw that part of the plane again), but the
bounce must have saved scme of our lives.

The next time we hit, the nose dug right in and stayed down,
What was left of our PBLY-2 burst into flames immediately.

“out” - in the water:

A1l this was told to me by the other survivors, of course,
T knew nothing about it at all. That gun turret - at least I
think it must have been the turret, because nothing elsc could
have smacked me quite so hard on the "tail-bone” - took its
revenge and I was "out” for some little time.

How I ever got to the surface through a burning plane, I%11
never know. My first conscilous moment was when I heard the
pilot saying, "Now, just relax,”

Co-Pilot Lindsley told me later that I bounced up a few
feet away from the burning fuselage, Licut, Evans yelled at me
to get away from the plane (we were still carrying plenty of
bombs). But it hadn't registered - I was still just bouncing
there a few feet away from the plane, Then Jim Evans swam over,
grabbed me by what was left of my flight coveralls, dragpged me
away from the plane, told me to relax.
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And then things began registering on my very clouded brain,
T was still helpless, however; my life belt wouldn't inflate
(wouldn't have made any difference because there was a big hole
in it anvway), and I would have been content just to settle down
and forget the cares of the world.

Evans returns to burning plane:

T remember Evans yelling at Lindsley to come over and take
care of me for a few minutes; sc I dutifully put my arm over the
Co-Pilot's shoulder while the Pilot swam away - went back toward
that burning plane, looking for a life-raft,

Miracles still happen. He found one under a lot of debris,
dragged it out, inflated it; they got me into it somehow - and
then they went looking for survivors,

Thirteen of us had started out on that patrol jobs Six of
them, I never saw again., In a drop of that kind, it secmed im-
possible that any of us could have gsurvived., But, finally
there were seven of us in that littlc, half-inflated life-raft;
with one jungle-pack and two and a half paddles. So, we got
ourselves crganized as well as the circumstances permitted, and
started paddling.

....and started paddling:

fhere to paddle was a problem - which was socon answered
for us by the Japs.

During all this rescue work, we were hidden from the Japs
by what was left of the burning plane. But once we paddled out
from behind the plane and got into view of the Jap's gun positions,
they began firing at us., That told us which way not to go.

A Tew minutes before we had noted a couple of boats paddling
out our way from the opposite shore, As soon as the Japs began
firing, those boats beat it right back to the shore - and that
told us the whole story., Those were friendly Chinese, trying
to come out and rescue us: but they could never have medc it in
the face of that Japanese shelling. So they went back to the
shore, waited, hoping that we could meke 1t to them.

That was thc toughest job seven men cver had. How we
paddled for that shore, The two men who secmed 1in the best con-
dition took the two whole paddles, a third men used the half
paddle; the rest of ug used our hands. e went around in circles
. for a while, finally got the raft straightuned out, and put
every ounce, of energy into gotting to that shore in the fastcst
possible time. We simply couldn't have moved faster.
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Then we saw threc motor boats coming out toward us from
the Jap side of the shorc¢linc - and we moved faster, anyway.

Chinese Fishermen help:

By the time we got to the fricndly shore, we were really
"pooped.” Chinese¢ fishermen were yelling at us to hurry, wad ed
out into the water to help us; grabbed us by the arms and almost
dragged us ashora. '

But we found we werce not ashore at all. Ve were simply on
a mud shoal that nad becen formed by the low tide. The Chincsc
had carriecd their bosts acrogs that shoal to cpen water - about
half a mile away - and we had to make it to thosc boats.

If somebody tclls you itfs impossible to run through mud
that's knec-decp, tell them they don't know what they're talking
about., Becausc we did it. Those Jap motor boats werc getting
too damned close for comfort. We'd run a few steps, fall down
exhausted; the Chinese would help us to our fcot and wc'd run
a fow steps more, fall face~downward into the mud, the fishormen
would pick us up again.

God knows how we cover got to those boats, but we don't.

The fishermen didn't have to t¢ll us to hidc in the bottom
of those sampans; we simply fell in, completely cxhaustcd. The
fishermen got us loaded in, two to a boat, pilcd fishing baskets
over us to hide us, and they startcd paddling and punting like
no one ever paddled or punted hefore. :

Then a couple of Jap planc¢s came up looking for us. So
the fishermen paddlcd their sampans into some caves, waitcd until
the Adams had passed over; then, one by one, the sampans took off
across that lonely, exposed stretch of water.

We had to makc the shore, Japs or no Japs. So we crouched
under clam-baskets while our Chincsc fricnds outdid any Harvard
crow getting across that open bay.

Chinese Fishing Villagc:

Lindsley and I werc togothcr in one sampan. So we hit the
shore togethor - and not a soul was in sight except ourselves -
and were we a sight! My coveralls werc just hanging cn me by
the grace of one shoulder and e zipper. Ensign Lindslcy had
got into some oil somewhere along the line and looked like a
night-fighter - even the fishermen took time out to laugh at us.
Then they hustled us along and into a little Chinese fishing
village which probably appears on no map of China, but bcars
the name of Chan Tou Sik (at least that was as closc as our

- 33 - . /BEGRED



Chinesc friend could come to putting it into English for us),.

We went through the village to a stone housc, werce asked to
step in., Therc we met the rest of our party. They had arrived
first and were waiting for-us,

"Thoy knew we were friends".cesst

Up to this timec, not a word or a gesture had passcd botween
any of us and the Chincse fishermen who had rescucd us, They
knew we were Amcricans. They kncw we were friends and allics,
They risked their lives in saving us. No questicns askced, no
rcward wanted. But, aftcr they knew wc wore safe; after tea and
cakcs had been scrved; then the wholc village crowdod into that
room tc stapc at us. Eyc-witnesses began broadcasting, in very
loud Chincsd®, and with plenty of gecstures, their version of how
we had bcen shot down by Jap ack-ack, how funny we looked trying
to run across that mud-flat, how wc had boen smothercd under
seveoral layers- of fishing baskets. Then the story tcllers began
disagrcecing on the details; it must have becn about the noisiest
regscuc party theat ever happened,

Then suddenly all the ncise and the talking stopped, as 1if
by megic, Wec couldn't hear it, but they did., Thosc Jap Adams
were overheed agein., Somewhere, a couple of bombs were dropped,
but not in our viecinity. The Adems flew away finally, and wc
all breathed casicr again.

Then Mr. Huang appearcd on thc scene. He spoke enough
English so that he could tell us all about it, But hec ncver did
tell us who he was. He was just a "Chinese business man." Hc
just heppcncd to be visiting in the village. It was very fortu-.
nate that he was there, becausc he know ecxactly where to go and
what to do.

"Rice Paddy Navy':

Imagine our gasps of amazed delight when he told us that
there was a United Statcs Naval Station just 80 1i (about 27
miles) away. It would be tough going, considering our occonditions,
but he would take us there within less than two days.

That was thc happicest news we ever heard. Horo we hod been
shot down less than 2 mile from a Jap garrison, wc hed beon
shelled (and some of those ghells ecamec very closc), we had been
chased by motor boats and scarched for by Jap plencs less than
two hours ago - and herc was a2 man tclling us thet we were within
a few hours of safety.
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Huang told us we'd better be moving ocut of that village,
however., The Japs might havc spotted us and thoy might deecidc
to start bombing the village. So, we'd better get oursclves
rcady for somc foreed marching.

Chinese hospitelity:

The first hour was casy, but worrying. We climbed into
small junks, sailed along within a mile of that Jap-held coast-
linc, got out about an hour later, walked about four milcs,
were received as heroes by thc town army, bedded down for the
night after a swell Chinese Banquet. From somcwherc a Chineso
doctor appeared, dresscd the wounds cf Radioman Warr, who had
2 bad shoulder wound, We resolved then and thereo thet if anyone
ever said anything derogatory about a Chinaman within our hearing,
there'd be onc helluva fight then and there. Our own parcnts
couldn't have taken bettcr care of us, than did those Chincsc
people who met us, fed us, clecthed us, stayed up all night so
that we could have thelr beds. They couldn't do encugh for us -
and we were humble with gratitude,

An interesting note at this juncturc was when the local
Villagc Chief produced from nowherc a "Pointie-Talkic.™ With
this 1little miracle to improve Sino-American convergntion and
mutual understanding, we succecded very well in cxchenging
thoughts and planning our departure., (Wo latcr lcarned, upon
recaching KUNMING, that thesc "Fointie-Talkies" hed been distri-
buted scveral months before by a U.3. Navy Licutcnant who had
travelled through thisg area in the intercsts of arranging the
escape and evasion of downed Allied pilots.)

T..e.We couldn't have got away from thosc AmericanS,...":

Huang was bettor than his promise., He told us that we
would be with the Navy within 48 hours. Actually, we mct the
Navy within 24 hours., Bes'n's Matc Tucker was cut looking for
us, The Navy station at ILUNGKI had already heard about our
unexpectcd visit, men wore alrcady cut over every possible route
looking for us, AGAS men were doing the same thing, combing
roads and rivers - we got away from the Japs all right, but wc
couldn't have got away from those Americsons who wore out looking
for us if we had tricd, Not that we tricd.

When we sew.Tucker, swinging alcng with a Tommy-gun over
onc shoulder and a bag of iron raticns over the cther - well,
you can talk about a sailecr's wslcome, but you haven't scen
anything.

That night we slept in real sacks, aote American food,
smoked Amecricen cigorettes, listened to American servicc men
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swapping their experiences for ours - boy, it was heaven.

We did a lot of walking and bitching, jocp and plane riding
after that before we gob back to KUNMING where we could roally
rest, and draw a complete outfit of ncw oI clothcs. But, now
that it's 2ll over, I think we ought to get something on the
rceord for the benefit of the rest of you who may beé dropping in
on China uncxpectedly.

_ Prust the Chingse:

And the first end most jnportant thing we want to suy is
thig: trust the Chinese. He's your friend and hefll take care
of you, He's your a1ly in this wnr and you nover hed a more
1oyal one, He'll hide you, he'll fecd you, clothe you, care for
you, get you back tc your own pPenple. You may have a hard time
understanding him at first - put kcep your sense of humor and
use the gign languoge and overlook his gquesr littlc wayS.
Remember that you're 2 prcbty quecr-looking duck to hinm, too.

And as a War Ceorrcspondent, who has no busincss at all going
through en experience which crn't be talked zbout or written
about cxeept in scereb journals, T wan® tc express ny personal
admiration for lots of things: for the way the survivors of
1,ieut, Evans' crow handled themselves in o time of roal danger;
the way the Navy has orgenized its share of o Chinn Const Rescue
gervice that mokes it 99 chances out ~f 100 thet, if you drop in
~n China unexpocctedly, you'll be token care of, brought beek to
civilization:- why, they makc o drop that looks like seurtains”
turn out to be one of the fincet vacations you've over had.

#"Thanks, Navy.,":

Personally, I owe plenty to the Navy. Jim Bvens soved my
1life (end I hope he gets the proper citation for whot moy have
just been a job to him but meant considcrably more to mc than
that). Those men ot IUNGKI mede me oble to apprecinte the fact

_that my life was worth saving (to me, at lenst). And, all along
the line, all the wey up 1o KUNMING, thc Navy cnd its men have
done a job that no othor cutfit in the world cculd have dene.

Yes, I owe a lot - including my 1ifc - to the Nevy. And
if there's any way 1 can Iepay it - well the Japs heve missed
me twicc and I guess I711 be around foT a while longer, welting
to repay favors,. '

Wcll Done - Jim Bvans:

And moy we -- the roeporting officers from Chinc =- add a
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note herc., In intcrrogating the orcw of this PBLY=-2, in
talking over the detoils of the ernsh, of "erming to¥ in the
water, ond of getting safely intc Chinesc hands, °ne Paet is
carmen to all the storios, Co=-pilot, crow menbers ond Possengcer
Bell join in saying, in the words of ong cf thom, #T'd likc to
scy, Licutenant, thot our pilot, Jim Evons, wes ',,0' during
the whole damned thing. IHe 14,0k over! from the menment we hit
the wotor until we meb the Navy and he reolly tock care of the
1~t of us. I gucss you'd call nis nections thnt dny thorclc’;
whatcover they were, it's dnrncd surc thot we all owc our lives
pretty much to his quick-thinking and corl-hcadcdncss.”

Lieut. (jg)‘Jamos Fvans showed himsclf to be a1l man that

day in Morch, 1945, ond hie conduct was truly o credit to tho
Unitcd Statcs Nevel Scrvica.

AT



DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVY
NaAavAL HisSTORICAL CENTER
805 KIDDER BREESE STREET SE
WASHINGTON NAVY YARD DC 20374-5060
IN REPLY REFER TO

5750
Ser AR/01442
November 21, 2005

Mr. David Deatherage
1707 Rob Roy Lane
San Antonia, TX 78251

Dear Mr. Deatherage:

This replies to your telephone request for duplication of the May
1945 “Air Notes From China.”

As requested, I am enclosing copies of the document that is
located in the World War II Command File in this Archives. If
vou have access to the Internet, you may want to view the website
of the Naval Historical Center (http://www.history.navy.mil) for
more information about naval history. The Frequently Asked
Questions section may be of particular interest to you.

Your interest in naval history is appreciated and I hope that
this information will prove helpful.

Sincerely,

ﬂlLEEN M. LLOYD :

Head, Operational Archives Branch

Enclosures



