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“FUEL LOW, GOING TO RUSSIA” 
By Eugene Rutherford, Flight Engineer 

B-29 42-6365 - The General H. H. Arnold Special 
 

Editor’s note: 

The 175th B-29 built by Boeing-Wichita for the fled gling Twentieth Air Force was 
dedicated to General Henry H. "Hap" Arnold, Command ing Officer of the United States 
Army Air Forces during World War II.   
 
During his visit to Boeing-Wichita on January 11, 1 944, Arnold had inspected the B-29 
that would bear his name and told the division's vi ce president that he wanted the 
airplane before the first of March.  To Arnold, the  175th Superfortress built at Wichita was 
more than an airplane – it was the last "brick" he needed to build the XX Bomber 
Command and inaugurate the strategic bombardment of  Japan. 
 
While closely observing progress on the airplane, A rnold took out his pencil and wrote a 
note below the cockpit on the right side of the fus elage:  
 

"The end of a good job splendidly done.  Thanx from  the AAF." 
 
He also signed his name on the inside wall of the f uselage under the bombardier's 
instrument panel.  (Source: www.lanbob.com ) 
 
NOVEMBER 11TH 1944 
 
We had been in combat for over six months, having a rrived in India in April or May 1944.  
We had been flying missions over the southern islan d of Japan, and the cities of 
Nagasaki, Sasebo (harbor area), and Yawata mostly.  We had also hit Bangkok, 
Singapore, the Shell Oil refinery in Palembang, Sum atra and the steel works at Harbin, 
Manchuria, which is fairly close to the border with  eastern Siberia.  Our instructions 
when bombing Manchuria were to drift up to Siberia and land in Soviet territory if there 
was no other way to get back from a mission.   

The thought behind this thinking was that the Sovie ts were our allies and perhaps they 
would help us with repairs, gas, etc., so we could fly back to our base a few days later.   

We knew that if we crash landed in a rice paddy or bailed out, there was a chance that the 
Chinese would eventually get us back to our lines.  However, the Japanese Army had a 
habit of killing everyone in the various villages t hat you passed through during the trip.  
Therefore, to save a crew of 11, dozens and dozens of villagers might be killed in 
retaliation. 
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The Crew of the General H.H. Arnold Special after 1 8 Hump missions, 10 bombing missions and after sink ing 
1 ship. 

L-R Back row: 
Weston H. Price, Pilot; John Flanagan, Co-Pilot; Eu gene Rutherford, Flight Engineer; Ed Morrison, 

Bombardier 
 

L-R Middle row: 
Mel Scherer, Navigator; David Pletter, Radio Operat or; Ed Stravanski, Radar Operator; D. J. Larkin, Le ft 

Gunner 
 

L-R Front row: 
Millard Cook, Tail Gunner; John Bardunias, Right Gu nner; Frank A. Weed, Central Fire Control 

 
Now on November 11 th 1944, our crew and our plane went out ahead of the  main force of 
planes as a “Pathfinder” crew.  A Pathfinder crew t ook off about a half hour before the 
main force.  Our job was to drop 500 lb. bombs alon g with incendiary bombs.  This would 
start a fire that the main force could then see and  make locating the target significantly 
easier.  In those days, weather reports were even w orse than they are now (there were no 
satellites in 1944).  After we had been out for a w hile, the main force was either called 
back or possibly diverted to another target.  (To t his day, I am not sure what happened to 
them.)  All we received on our radio was static as we were out of range of our radio 
station. 
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A sudden typhoon had hit southern Japan.  When we r eached Japan, we flew right into 
the violent storm.  Up until then I didn’t know a B -29 could fly upside down, do barrel 
rolls and other fighter maneuvers.  Of course, we l ost an engine, as well as our Central 
Fire Control (and our guns), our radar and a number  of other instruments.  We must have 
been in the eye of the storm for a wee bit of time as we found ourselves flying up a river.  
There was a power plant and a dam on the river so w e salvoed all our bombs immediately 
on them, flew off, and were immediately back in the  storm.   

From the 468 th Bomb Group’s History: 
 
“The Omura Aircraft Factory was the target for miss ion #16 on November 11 th.  Twenty-
seven aircraft from our Group were airborne for thi s mission, of which 13 bombed the 
primary target, 7 bombed the secondary target, 5 bo mbed targets of opportunity, and 2 
were forced to jettison their bombs. 
 
Several hours after takeoff it was discovered by We ather Control in China that a typhoon 
was moving across the Yellow Sea directly in the pa th of our aircraft and that weather 
conditions at the primary target would not be as go od as had been forecast. 
 
Consequently, attempts were made to contact the for mation by radio and to direct them 
to the secondary target at Shanghai.  By the time t he message was received, however, 
many of the planes were over Omura and bombed that target by radar.  Those aircraft 
Crews, who did receive the message in time, altered  their courses and hit Shanghai 
where visibility was much better.  This difficulty with unforeseen weather conditions 
caused the mission to be less successful than had b een hoped for.” 
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The Canberra (Australia) Times – 13 November 1944 

We had taken off at midnight and had flown until ea rly evening before we broke out of the 
storm.  Normally, a B-29 with the extra gas tanks w e had could fly a little over 18 hours, if 
everything went as planned.  We had already flown a  good many of the 18 hours when we 
broke out of the storm.  We were over land, but whe re?  Our Navigator took a sun shot 
that showed we had been blown far north by the terr ific wind of the typhoon.  We 
estimated we were over northernmost China or Korea.   We could not get another fix as 
we needed a star to do that.   

Now another engine on the same side as our dead eng ine began to act up.  The cylinder 
head temperature red-lined and the oil pressure dro pped somewhat.  I did not shut it 
down as two dead engines on the same side of a plan e are a lot harder to control and I 
was hoping that the now dying engine would last for  a while.  Obviously, we had no hope 
of getting back to our base or even the front lines  where we had gone into a Chinese B-
25 base a month or so before.  It was either crash land, bail out or drift north into Siberia.  
Of course, the decision was made to go into Siberia  and take our chances that the Soviet 
fighters or their anti-aircraft guns would not shoo t us down.  We learned later that they 
had done just that on a couple of occasions over on  the Kamchatka Peninsula area 
where our twin engine bombers were flying missions out of the Aleutians had to land or 
go into the ocean that was so cold that they would only survive in the water for about 5 
minutes. 

When we turned north the 100 mile per hour winds th at had been pushing us further and 
further north became tail winds so that we were goi ng to have enough fuel to get into 
Siberia without any problem.  (Editor’s note – the normal flying distance between  Omura 
and Vladivostok is 712 miles.)   After about an hour we crossed the border flying at about 
10,000 feet.  We could see a number of airfields, w ith one large one that had long 
runways.  We headed in that direction, but at the s ame time saw a half dozen Soviet 
fighters come up out of a small airfield.  They sta rted buzzing us and trying to get us to 
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fly into their field.  Finally, they got serious an d began to machine gun all around us, 
although they were seemingly careful not to hit us.   

 

Missing Air Crew Report (top half) 

We were very reluctant to go into that airfield as the runways were really too short for a 
B-29.  Our first pilot, Weston H. Price - a skilled  a pilot as I have ever met - did get us onto 
the field without going through any of their barrac ks.  It was dusk by that time.  An 
extremely old Russian sedan with some soldiers drov e out to our plane and the Lt. in 
charge climbed up into the nose section and somehow  got the message across that we 
were to gather up all our weapons (Colt 45s), throw  them down and come out with our 
hands up.  It was extremely cold, and it took the s edan a number of trips to get all of us 
up to their flight operations building.  The men at  this airfield turned out to be Soviet 
Naval flyers, and the reason they were so insistent  that we land onto their airfield was 
that it was a real coup for the Soviet Navy.   
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Vladivostok 

We stayed at that airfield for a few days while Mos cow flew out some Generals to 
interrogate us.  I think they were pretty hard on s ome of the crew, but I don’t remember 
that they were that hard on me.  I was very uncoope rative and I think they thought 
perhaps as a very green 2 nd Lt. I probably didn’t have enough knowledge to was te their 
time (which was probably true). 

 

Missing Air Crew Report – bottom half 

We were taken by a Lend Lease American truck (I nev er saw a Russian truck while in 
Russia) up into the mountains just west of Vladivos tok.  By the way that old sedan was 
the only vehicle they had on the airfield.  The Len d Lease truck was brought in from 
somewhere else.  We stayed there for a night while a young American civilian from our 
State Department arrived.  He took our names, ranks  and serial numbers, and asked us if 
we had any questions.  Of course, we had three: 
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1. Will the Soviets drive us back to our plane? 
2. Will they give us some fuel? 
3. Will they let us try to repair our plane and the n fly it out of there? 

 
The eleven of us had repaired and changed engines m any times in India and China, so if 
things were not too bad we could get out of there o n three engines.  His answers were 
“no”, “no”, and “no”. 
 
He also said we would never see our plane again and  that we would remain in Russia 
until the end of the war.  We asked him what the St ate Department was going to do to 
help us.  He was very direct and told us they were going to do nothing as far as he knew.   

 

This was a very special B-29. 

By this time we figured we were talking to a real d umb US State Department 
representative and we became rather abusive so he p acked up and left.  After all these 
years we still refer to the U.S. State Department a s the “Useless State Department” 
because of that clown.  We found out much later tha t the State Department and a General 
Deane were working very hard to get us out.  Genera l Deane, who worked so hard for us, 
was captured by the North Koreans during the Korean  War.  He was held for many 
months and just had a terrible experience.  He was always held in high esteem by the 
200+ of us that he helped. 

The eleven of us were then driven down to a town cl ose by and placed on a passenger 
train that was very similar to what we had in the S tates at that time.  It was nightfall.  The 
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steam locomotive had armored plates along the side of it.  We were placed in a car by 
ourselves along with a couple of NKVD (KGB) men.  T his was our first introduction to the 
NKVD.  They were about the same as the Gestapo in G ermany.  They seemed to rule 
Russia with an iron fist.  The civilian population was scared to death of them and rightly 
so.  The NKVD acted with almost complete impunity.  They could shoot you or throw you 
in prison almost at will.  They told us that we wou ld be passing close to the Chinese 
border and the Japanese often shot at the trains so  we were not to light any matches for 
cigarettes.  After an hour or so the train stopped and armored plating was hung over all 
the windows.  We had no problems with any Japanese gun fire.   

The next morning we got to a town called Khabarovsk  (pronounced Ha Bar Isk), 364 
miles from Vladivostok.   

 

Trans-Siberian Railroad Map 

We eleven Americaniskis  were then taken to a Soviet R+R camp for the wound ed but 
recovering Soviet officers.  The Japs and the Sovie ts were warring along the border there 
to the extent that it was a part time undeclared wa r.  At the camp, we were under the 
command of the Red Army and treated very well.  It was extremely cold outside (up to 60 
below zero) therefore everyone stayed as close to a  wood stove as possible.  We were 
fed well by their standards.  We ate what they ate except it was slim pickings for them 
also.  The problem was that what they delighted in eating just wasn’t anything we cared 
much about.  Raw fish wrapped in “delicious” rye br ead dough for example.  The bread, 
soup and tea were good but the red caviar they used  for butter was just raw fish eggs.  
They seemed to have cornered the vodka market and d rank it like water.  They couldn’t 
understand why we backed off so much.   Reason: It cut your throat and made us drunk 
as skunks.  Oh, what headaches we had!  At night th ey had dances where the men 
danced with each other and were offended because we  would not dance with them.  They 
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had a few native Siberian girls for kitchen help.  I think these girls were a form of Eskimo.  
They were about 5 feet tall, fatter than whales, an d ugly as sin, but they had a great sense 
of humor!   

We taught them a Boy Scout game that we had all lea rned as 12 year olds in the States.  
In the game you all stand in a circle and one perso n has a leather belt. He goes around 
the circle and slips it into someone’s hand.  They in turn smack the next person in the 
rear while they run around the circle.  They in tur n would get the belt.  This was just 
these gals’ cup of tea.  They would whoop and laugh  until the tears ran down their faces.  
I imagine that this is still a popular game in Sibe ria. 

After a week or so, another B-29 crew showed up.  O f all things it was a crew from our 
Squadron and we knew these fellows very well.  They  also had found themselves out of 
gas in northern China on a raid flying back from Ja pan.  Now there were 22 of us. 

More from the 468 th Bomb Group’s history: 

Two Crews are listed as “Missing in Action”: Capt. Weston H. Price and Crew and Lt. 
William Mickish and Crew.  Capt. Price, piloting “T he General H.H. Arnold Special”, on 
his way to Omura on November 11 th failed to return to Base.  Lt. Mickish and Crew we re 
listed as missing after the 3 rd Omura mission on November 21 st.  Lt. Mickish was piloting 
“Ding How”, A/C 42-6358.  “The Special”, which has received a goodly share of publicity 
in the USA, participated in 10 combat missions and had a total of 563:30 flying hours.  
“The General H.H. Arnold Special” flew on the Palem bang, Sumatra mission called “the 
longest land-based mission ever flown” and aborted on September 26 th when it caught 
fire and was brought safely back to the Forward Bas e by Major Boyce C. Anderson.  It is 
believed that these missing Crews are safe, and we hope that they will find their way 
back to Base.” 

There was one true Russian girl who was not a nativ e.  Her name was Natasia.  Her 
English was very good and she was very friendly.  S omehow she got 22 red stars like the 
soldiers had on their fur hats.  She gave one to ea ch of us.  We soon figured out that she 
was a plant.  She asked many questions that seemed harmless enough.  We soon 
steered clear of her so all she probably learned we re some dirty American jokes.  There 
was also a beautiful Russian girl named Ruth.  She was the private property of the 
Colonel in charge.  She was about half his age.  Sh e didn’t come out of her room very 
often and she never smiled.  She just did not look happy.  After we were there a few days 
they took us to a railroad station.  This was the l ast of any decent times in Russia…from 
there it was all downhill. 

I forgot to mention that we had our first of the tw o showers we had in Russia in the 
months we were there.  It seemed there was a Russia n law that everyone must have a 
shower every two weeks.  Now a cold shower at 60 be low zero was not the greatest 
experience in your lifetime; however, it was one sh ower you will always remember.  We 
had another in the train station at Novosibirsk som e weeks later.  It was a little warmer.  
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By that time we understood that your nice clothes w ere not safe from the civilians while 
you were in the shower.  If you were not careful th ere was a great exchange of clothing 
and you were then clothed in the rags the civilians  wore.  We took turns taking the 
shower and guarding our clothes.  In the meanwhile the word got out that there were 
Americaniskis  taking a shower.  It must have been around the tim e for lunch (3:00 pm) 
for all the Russian ladies in the neighborhood, as they all came to the railway station to 
watch.  Of course we went into our strip tease acts  which they seemed to enjoy very 
much. 

At Khabarovsk, we were driven down to the railway s tation where we were introduced to 
a NKVD Lt. in uniform.  He was to be called “Mr. Be al”, and his job was to escort us to 
our new home away from home, wherever that was goin g to be.  Little did we know that 
we would be taking a trip on the Trans-Siberian Rai lroad…first to Novosibirsk, which was 
at least as far as from Los Angeles to Portland, ME  (Editor’ s note – 3,222 miles ).  We 
would then change trains and go south at least as f ar as from Portland, ME to Miami, FL. 
(Editor’s note: 1,140 miles). 

 

Trans-Siberian Railway 

This was to be the coldest, the hungriest, and the most lice and bedbug infested trip 
lasting around three weeks that anyone could imagin e.  The train itself was made up of a 
large steam locomotive followed by a rather crude d ining car.  Next came two “soft” cars 
followed by two “hard” cars.  The soft cars were fi lled to capacity with women and 
children and old or crippled men.  The civilians to ok their meals in the diner.  We plus a 
B-25 crew we met were to occupy the 1 st hard car and the last one was empty, just being 
pulled along.  What was the difference between a ha rd car and a soft car?  The soft car 
had a wood stove and an area to store wood, followe d by a small room where two ladies 
(porters?) slept.  Their only job was to keep the w ood stove going 24 hours a day, so 

Novosibirsk �

Khabarovsk �

Vladivostok  
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they took shifts.  Next was a small room with a ver y dirty toilet and wash bowl.  There 
was an aisle up the left side of the car and wooden  planks about 2 feet wide and 5 ½ feet 
long that ran from the windows to the aisle.  They were triple-decked with the top one 
intended for luggage.  The whole car was carpeted a nd the so-called berths were covered 
with mohair.   

A hard car was the exact replica of the soft car wi thout anything but the wood.  They 
were also built a lot cheaper in every way.  I am n ot sure what their real purpose was but   
I suspect they were used to haul troops. The proble m for us was that they were built so 
cheaply that the wind whistled right through them.  The benches were about 4 to 6 inches 
too short for us to sleep on, but about right for t he average Russian.  We were issued two 
blankets but one really had to go under you if you wanted to sleep.  As soon as we would 
turn off the coal oil lights, the bed bugs would st art working on us.  Bed bugs must be 
related to the fire ant...they hurt very badly when  they bite.  By the first day we had to 
learn to live with lice that seemed to think that Americaniskis  were far more tender than 
any Russian.  Since all the trains on the single tr ack railroad had a higher priority that we 
did, we spent hours each day on side tracks.  This was bad as we dared not to run out of 
wood in between stations.  At 25 to 50 below zero, this would have been fatal. 

Also our food had to last from station to station.  Occasionally it would not last and we 
would be taken in small groups to the dining car.  I must say they ate about the same as 
we did.  Russian rye bread, tea, some watery cabbag e soup at times, and once in a while 
a small cat food sized Russian Army ration, which w as a favorite dish.  The porter would 
open the tin can which you would put on the wood st ove to heat.  Inside the can was a 
piece of horse meat about thumb-sized, surrounded b y congealed grease.  It sounds 
terrible but when heated in that cold weather it wa s delicious.  We would have been 
happy with the food if there had been three times a s much of it.  Mr. Beal really wasn’t 
that much of a problem except the only word in his language was “nyet” to everything.  
He had absolutely nothing to do with us.  He must h ave been very worried that if he did 
not get us to our destination he would have been mo st certainly shot…if he was lucky.  
The NKVD did not tolerate any mistakes from anyone.    

Finally we reached our destination which was a smal l town around 5 miles outside the 
town of Tashkent, Uzbekistan, which was part of the  Soviet Union at that time.  
Uzbekistan borders on Afghanistan so you can see ho w far south we were.  It was a little 
warmer, but with little or no wood for the stoves, it seemed just as cold as or colder than 
Siberia.  They took us to a large very old compound  made of stone, brick and adobe as 
far as I could tell.  They had a fairly modern buil ding in the compound where we ate our 
meals.  The compound was gated with Soviet soldiers  walking the walls.  They said it 
was for our safety.  HA!   

The 27 of us – the H.H. Arnold Special crew, The Di ng How crew and the B-25 crew 
arrived at the Tashkent prison in the first week in  Dec. 1944. We were met by about 173 
American airmen who were in bad shape and terribly depressed. Since we had some 
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problems of our own, we could not imagine how much worse off they were compared to 
us.  We soon found out that a good number of them h ad been held in Russia for a year or 
more.   

It gradually came out that they had gotten to the t own of Ashkhabad and thought they 
were on their way to freedom.  They were told that there were a number of Lend Lease 
trucks about an hour’s walk from them.  At nightfal l, they were to head for the trucks and 
it would take three or four days and nights to driv e cross-country, around the Caspian 
Sea to Tehran, where they would be turned over to A merican authorities.  At the last 
minute the Soviets received word from Moscow to cal l if off and return them to Tashkent.  
Later we learned some American columnist had writte n an article that had appeared in 
the Saturday Evening Post magazine that day, tellin g how General Doolittle’s fliers had 
gotten out of Russia in approximately the same mann er.  This teed off the Soviets as they 
did not want the Japanese to know that the Doolittl e fliers had indeed gotten out of 
Russia.  Our fellows waited until nightfall and mad e a run for the Persian border.  This 
was fruitless, as the Soviets had complete control of Persia.  It took the Soviets with their 
dogs three days to recapture all the Americans that  had escaped.  It was the dogs they 
could not hide from. 
 
Upon hearing that news, 50 or so of the men just to ok off running.  It took many Soviet 
troops to finally round them all up over a week’s t ime.  The Soviets put them in a jail 
without food water or heat, and roughed up some of them.  Stalin got so mad he sent all 
the prison guards to the front lines where they wer e to stay without relief.  The new 
guards were told the same thing would happen to the m if there were any attempts to 
escape in the future.  So the new guards were a lot  tougher out of sheer terror.  
 
Life in the compound was no better than on the trai n.  Our senior officer was a Lt. 
Commander Naval officer named Wayne.  Second in com mand was as Army Air Corps 
man, named Major McGlinn.  The Lt. Commander though t he was Captain Bligh.   He was 
a real ass by nature and the NKVD had him really sc ared.  He harassed everyone that he 
could.  A Navy enlisted man did not jump as fast as  he could have.  Commander Wayne 
had him locked up in a small room for a month on br ead and water.  The last day was 
Christmas Day.  He would not release him even on th at day.  McGlinn, on the other hand, 
was a 40 year old reservist who had been called up.   He had been an airline pilot.  His B-
29 crew had parachuted out over Siberia in August 1 944 in the dead of night.  It took 
them a month to find some Siberian wood cutters who  led them to a town.  They had 
existed on small frogs and white grubs for almost a  month before they were found.  He 
was a great officer and he kept Wayne away from us Army Air Corps fellows.  We would 
do almost anything for him and resisted Wayne if we  could. 
 
Major McGlinn was at his wits end.  Lt. Commander W ayne seemed to be off his rocker. 
McGlinn was trying to hold it together.  Our 1 st Pilot Capt. Wes Price was just what 
McGlinn needed.  Price was probably the best B-29 p ilot in the Air Corps.  He was a giant 
of a man. He had played football for Washington Sta te and was an honorable mention All 
American player.   
 
Wes had been a B-24 instructor pilot, and taught me  to fly the B-29 when I had only flown 
twin engine trainers with wooden props.  (I never w as worth a damn as a B-29 pilot, but 
all of 1946 and part of 1947 I was a B-25 flying ma intenance pilot.  I test flew all the B-25s 
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that came out of overhaul.  I could either reject t hem or OK them to be accepted back into 
the Squadrons at Mather Air Force Base in Calif.) 
 
I never saw a pilot or man that could compare to We s Price.   
 
When the shoes and toilet paper (TP) arrived from M oscow, McGlinn told Price he needed 
a couple of men to distribute the shoes and TP.  Th ey were to personally hand each man 
his five sheets and talk to them each day. I was th en to report to him every couple of 
days and tell him which men needed special attentio n in any way.  
 
This took up a whole lot of my time each day, which  was a good thing.  We had a number 
of Navy personnel with bad burns from their interio r fuel tanks catching fire in the twin 
engine Ventura bombers they were flying out of Alas ka.  They had awful times with the 
Jap Zeros.  We had men badly injured from parachute  jumps.  Others were just plain sick 
from lack of nourishment.  I remember one young sai lor whom we had a watch on as a 
suicide risk.  Wes Price recommended me for the job . The 1st pilot and Flight Engineer 
depended on each other a whole lot when flying a B- 29.  So we had a special 
relationship. 
 

 

Perry-Castañeda Library Map Collection – University  of Texas 

Sometime around Christmas the Battle of the Bulge t ook place.  For the first time the 
Soviets seemed to be concerned about us to the poin t they brought in a short wave 
radio.  We listened to a BBC broadcast each evening . The Soviets seemed extremely 
worried…as were we.  We had assumed that the Allies  were winning the war and we 
might see the end of the war some time in 1945, but  now it looked like Germany was far 
from defeated and the war would drag on and on and we would never get out of this hell 
hole.  
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Finally the weather cleared and the Air Corps could  rule the skies and parachute in 
supplies to our troops.  The Soviets went back to n ormal.  They took their radio and 
began to be jailers once again.  
 
By mid-January the Americans that had gone down the  previous spring and summer 
were beginning to become really bad off; there were  just too many who were so run 
down that it was fruitless to report them all to Ma jor McGlinn.  By now, he was one of 
them.  I finally went to Wes Price, my 1st pilot. W es and I and our crew had only arrived at 
the prison the 1st week in Dec.  We were hungry but  in relatively good shape.  Somehow 
or other Wes and I got to talking about the Geneva Convention.  Our Bomb Group had 
listened to a lecture by our Briefing Officer on th is topic at one time or another.  
 
We decided that the Soviets must be completely unaw are of the conditions set down by 
the Geneva Convention on the treatment of POWs, let  alone men who were their “Allies”.  
With a lot of fast talking on my part Wes agreed to  try to talk to the Soviet Colonel in 
charge of the guard unit.  He had replaced the form er Russian in charge after the failed 
escape attempt.  He was a Cossack...he wore a beaut iful black Cossack uniform.  He was 
evidently a war hero.  He seemed to be someone of g reat stature.  We seldom saw him 
but he looked like a real military man.  
 
A few days later I asked Wes if he had been able to  talk to the colonel and how did it go? 
Wes said the colonel was polite but his answers wer e not encouraging at all.  As for the 
lack of food... all Russians were rationed accordin g to their place in society and 
importance to the war effort, and we were not contr ibuting anything to the war effort.  
 
The Geneva Convention said we were to receive and w rite letters.  Russia had been at 
war since 1939…no one had paper and the post office  was practically non-existent by 
this time.  The Convention said the Red Cross could  inspect a prison camp and deliver 
packages.  His answer: "The Red Cross is a Christia n organization.  The USSR was no 
longer a Christian country, and therefore the Red C ross was not allowed in the USSR"    
 
The fact that we had no heat and had been in our sa me uniforms for months on end was 
an unfortunate problem but there was nothing he cou ld do about it. There was no way to 
shower or take a bath where we were.  The lice were  eating us alive, and we certainly 
smelled like goats and were as dirty as pigs.  
 
So much for the Geneva Convention in the Soviet Uni on! 
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Photo courtesy of the 40 th Bomb Group and the New England Air Museum 
From the collection of Ernest Caudle 

Editor’s note: The McGlinn crew’s “adventure” is do cumented here: 
 

http://www.40thbombgroup.org/memories/Memories42.pd f 
�
In passing, I was made the Supply Officer.  All the re were for supplies were about three 
dozen completely worn out boots that were of no use  to anyone.  There was also a large 
pile of toilet paper.  By estimating how long the w ar would last and dividing the total 
number of sheets in a roll, somehow we had agreed t hat each man would be issued 5 
sheets a day.  Not too bad as no one had enough to eat to generate much poop anyway.   

Of course the Russian citizens suffered as well.   I remember in Tashkent the bread was 
fine except it was 70% rye grain and 30% floor swee pings.  The way we got around that 
was to get one of the Russian kitchen helpers to sl ice the bread for you.  You then laid it 
on the wood stove.  When it turned brown, the straw  would stick up and any small pieces 
of glass would shine like diamonds.  After picking at it for a while, you felt safe to eat it. 

Just outside the kitchen door there was an old man sweeper.  He had fought on the White 
Russian side during the revolution, and although he  was now free, he had no ration.  He 
existed by begging for food.  We took turns smuggli ng him bread as we left the mess 
hall.  If the NKVD caught us the bread was taken aw ay from him and we were short 
rationed the next day.  We became adept at walking past him and slipping a slice into the 
large pocket of his old overcoats. 
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In late winter, in February, I believe, General Dea ne got us all out in the same method that 
had been tried sometime in December.  It was quite an adventure for all of us.   

 

 
 

Major General John R. Deane 
 

When we reached Tehran we were turned over to an Am erican military hospital.  We were 
not allowed into the hospital until we all stood on  the parade ground and were deloused.  
We then took off all our clothes that had only been  off us the two times we had the two 
showers some months before.  Of course they had nev er been washed so they were a 
disgrace to the military.  The clothes were put in a large pile and I imagine that was the 
last of them.  We were then marched to the hospital  shower like little naked jaybirds.  We 
were then put to bed as some were not well off.   

A day or so later most of us were put on a C-46 and  flew to somewhere in Egypt.  
Arrangements were then made to fly us to Naples.  F rom there we took a Liberty ship in 
convoy to the Brooklyn Naval Yard.  This was a 33 d ay boring cruise.  Our convoy was 
attacked by a German wolfpack in the bay off the Ro ck of Gibraltar.  I believe three empty 
oil tankers were hit before the wolf pack was drive n off.  None were sunk.  That was the 
excitement of the cruise. 

Our State Department, instead of just sending our f olks and wives a telegram saying we 
were missing in action, could have followed up with  another telegram stating we were no 
longer MIA but were safe and being held in a neutra l country.  That would have been a 
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great relief to all of our families.  Approximately  500 people went through unnecessary 
worry and grief.   

Of course, the NKVD did not follow any of the rules  of the Geneva Convention.  Some 
had been there for a very long time and none of us were allowed to write a letter to 
anyone.  No letters were received.  No packages wer e received.  Neither the Red Cross 
nor anyone else came to inspect our living conditio ns that I am aware of.  There were no 
medical facilities for the naval airmen that had ho rrible burns from their internal fuel 
tanks catching fire from Japanese gun fire.  One of  our fellows had to have his appendix 
taken out.  They had nothing to give him to knock h im out during the operation.   

Sometime in the early 1990’s I received orders putt ing me on POW status along with 
everyone else.  It seems the government had so many  cases throughout the past 50 
years of military people being held in countries th at were really not friendly to the USA 
that they changed the rules for being declared a PO W.  I believe now if you are held 
against your will and the will of the USA you can b e declared a POW.  If I am correct 
under the Geneva Convention a POW being held by a c ivilized country has some rights 
that the Soviets did not observe.   

 

The Gen. H.H. Arnold Special, after 16 Hump trips a nd 9 bombing missions and 1 sunken ship 
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Source: National Archives 
 

Ironically, the crew of the H.H. Arnold searched fo r Ted Faulkner and his crew that were missing in ac tion on 
November 3 rd 1944.  8 days later these men were also declared m issing. 

 
From the 468 th Bomb Group’s History: 
 
“Mission #15 on November 5 th against the Singapore Naval Base was the longest d aylight 
raid in which the 468 th had taken part, and except for mission #5 against Palembang, it 
was the longest bombing mission ever flown.  Twenty  B-29s of this Group were airborne 
of which 17 bombed Singapore, 3 hit the secondary t arget at Pangkalanbrandan, 2 
jettisoned their bombs, and 1 was seen to crash int o the Bay of Bengal in the vicinity of 
the Andaman Islands. 
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The crashed B-29, A/C 42-6370 (“Lethal Lady”), was piloted by Colonel Ted S. Faulkner, 
Commanding Officer of the 468 th Bomb Group.  Also aboard the ship were Major Harve  
Johnson, Group Bombardier, and Major Robert T. Arno ldus, Group Navigator.  The loss 
of these men who have contributed so much to the su ccessful operation of this Unit has 
been felt by all personnel of the Group.  Search pl anes were dispatched and Naval 
vessels in the area was notified, buy no trace of t he Crew or the aircraft was discovered.” 
 
“The remaining members of the Crew were all of the 793rd Squadron and our close 
friends.  Lt. Ike Eigler was Co-Pilot, Lt. Pete Pet erson - Radar Operator, FO Ed Kennedy - 
Flight Engineer, S/Sgt. Emerald T. Queen – Tail Gun ner, S/Sgt. Albert B. Gruber, Right 
Gunner, S/Sgt. Buster Westbrook - Left Gunner, Sgt.  William Glibbon – Radio Operator, 
and Sgt. Ward Miller – Senior Gunner. “ 

From Ancestry.com: 

World War II Prisoners of War, 1941-1946 about Euge ne P Rutherford 

Name: Eugene  P Rutherford  

Report Date:  11 Nov 1944 

Latest Report 
Date:  

Mar 1945 

Grade:  First Lieutenant or Chief nurse or Head dietitian o r Head 
physical therapy aides 

Grade Notes:  First Lieutenant or Lt. Jr. Grade  

Service 
Branch:  

Army  

Arm or 
Service:  

Air Corps  

Organization 
Type:  

Bombardment, Heavy/ Very Heavy  

Area Served:  Asiatic Theatre  

Status:  Returned to Military Control, Liberated or Repatria ted 

Report 
Source:  

Individual has been reported through sources consid ered 
official 
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Left to right: 
 

Mel Scherer, Gene Rutherford, Ed Morrison, John Fla nigan 
 

From the collection of Dr. Yates C. Smith 
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