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THE LUFTWAFFE STRAFFING ATTACK OK 1=ISTON AIRFIELD

By Merle Olmsted

The July, 198l issue of the newsletter contained a regquest for
informstion and memories on the "big" air raid on Leiston Airfield. This
request brought forth considerable camment, and we can now consolidate
this msterisl, end give a much clesrer picture of whzt happened that night.

The first area of uncertainty was the date. Although initially we
had beer unable to find mentiorn of it in official pspers, through the
@iligence of Joe DeShay, the date was found in a copy of 357th Group records
fror Clmsted's files, for June, 19LL. _dere it noted, without deteils, thct
the reid had teken place on 7 June., Former 357th pilot, Earle Taylor was
able to confirm this. He recalls: "I, along with four other pilots, arrived
at 66th Fighter wing Hdgers, about 9 A¥ on D-Day morning, June 6th, 19LL,
just as the 78th Ftr Grp was returning fror: their 2nd mission of the day.
Afte lunch our orders were cut and the 5 new pilots were assigned to the
357th at Leiston. Ve arrived at 357th Grp Hdéqgers late that afternoon ard
were billited in transit officers quarters for the night. Late that night
is when the strefing sttack on the ress hall occurred. I don't know the
exsct time of the sttack."

Jim Frary, of the 362nd Scdn, seems to be one of the few to heve mede
any written comments at the tire, ant this extract is from his diary entry
for 6§ June: "I was stancing outside the orderly roam (he was on CQ that
night), and there was a red alert on &t the time, I heard the plane
cording in low fror the south. I didn't think about it being German until
he resched the edge of the field and T could see him silhouetted ageinst
the sky. Just as 2 precaution, I crouched dowr. in front of the door. Loout
then our A4 guns started to fire. Pink tracers were going ell around the
enemy ehip. Just as he got almost out of my rance of vision he banked
around to the east and cut across the camrnmel site. It wes then thzt he
cut loose with his guns, putting three holes ir the mess Ill end plowing
up the baseball field with his .50 and 20 mm guns. The AA outfit fired about
300 rounds of .50 and 8 rounds of LC mm at him 2s he crecssed the field.

They apparently hit him as & ras cap and same scraps of metal were founc leter.

The time wes almost surely around midnight. This is ecsily seen by
the f:ct that the main mess hell was crowded with men having midnight chow.
Apparently a door was left open and the light from this atiracted the
German pilot's sttention. He fired one burst in the direction of the mess
hell, and Bmery Gael's letter is the best recollection of what happened
there: "I was in the mesc hall that night, sitting on a bench with ®arnicke,
having a snack. We heard the plane coming and then 2 big boar like & cannon,
it blew a big hole just below the roof. As all of us hit the deck the
benches and tables flew &ll over and we were hollering at the cooks to shut off
the lights, which they did. Lying across ry legs wes a hesvy weight, I tho't
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"it was Karnichke and I keptwhiepering hic name thinkirg he wes hurt.
After 2 bit the iights went on and laying across my lege was & bench.
I hzd a2 cut on my leg, but thet was extent of the injuries.”

Out on the flight line, there were small dramas being enscted
also. Clsude Allen, of tne 363rd Sqdn remembers: T"At apiroximztely
midnight I had been to the mess hsll and then to our squadron arez to
pitk up meil and some extra blenkets as several of us in "A" flight
usually siept out on the line neer the ships. I was driving the bamb
servize truck and a Sgt Van Tine (may be mis-spelled) was riding with
me. Vhile returning to the line, we stopped at the racdio shack just
of{ the perimiter treck and were informed that an alert had been in
effect but as 211l seemed 1o be clear, I pulled back on the perimiter
and headed toward "A" flight area. Suddenly we heerd this loud drone
overhead which sounded like an aircrefs making & sharp turn, coring
in fram the direction of Leiston and lights started flashing fram the
aircraft!s guns. This is wnen I went out of the left side of the
truck, my partper out the right side. About the time we were flat on
the ground the Ack Ack opened up. My partper yelled out "Allem, where
are you?" I was on the inside of the perimiter and I wes out in the
open. Be yelied "Come over here. He was wnere there were accouple of
ruts where a plene or truck had run off into the soft dirit. They were
as welcamed as slit trenches. bthen all was clear we found the truck,
which had gone only & short distence befare stopping, but did not see
any damare to the truck. We thought the Kraut had spotted and attack
us, (I did not know sbout the mess na2ll until later but the Kraut had
headed in thet direction). We continued on to ®"A" flight area and were
told that & certain Sgt had been hit and was being taken to first aid.
The story wes out the next day that several fellows were out in the open
wher the atteck began and they dived for cover. This sergeant's carbine
wae found where he hzd jammed it into the mud, discharging it, and the
gun's back pressure had caused the minor damage to his hand. The Sgt
suffered & great deal of ribbing about not getting the purple heart.

He is now deceased.”

Ken Sylvester, of the 363rd Sqdn, wes also on tir line that night:
"Three ar four of us were out on the line on the other side of the field
working an one of the aircraft. Wwe had & 2% ton truck parked zlongside
the revetment. Wwhen we heard the aircraft, we knew it was & jerry &s
their engines sounded differert, like they were rumning rough. It
seemed to me he headed on an angle fram where we were disgonally ascross
the field. We could see the tracers from his guns as be went over. Wwe
had @ ring mounted .50 machine gun on the roof of the truck and es I
remenber, no one went near it. We all dove under the truck. 5e made thst
one pass and got out of there.™

(ver on the other side of the field, ir the 36Lth Sqdn area, Joe
DeShey tells us wnzt heppened: "I was out &t the flight line working on
en zircraft et thet hour of the night., I heard the burst of gunfire, and
it seemed &s thouogh flasres 1it up the area. I knelt down on one knee
near & hard spot, with ry Yhompson sub-machine gun scross my other kimee.
The enery sircraft zoamed over me fram my blind (bsck) side anc &s 1
looked upward I could see ihe flame from his exhsust stecks of his engine,
and he was mighty low.,”
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