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LIEUTENANT JOSEPH BRADLEY McMANUS
shifted his position in the cramped cockpit of his P-38 fighter and glanced behind him at the faint outline of the Labrador coast.  For a moment the boyish-looking twenty-four year-old thought about his home in Philadelphia, his family, who were taking their summer holidays on a New Jersey beach, and his girlfriend, Elizabeth. But he knew sentimental reflections were potentially dangerous. Such thoughts threatened to rob a young pilot en route to a war in Europe of his nerve, a commodity McManus and his fellow airmen would soon be needing in surplus reserves. McManus looked down. What lay below was both exhilarating and sobering: dozens of weirdly shaped drifting icebergs floating in the cold, blue North Atlantic. As far as he could see, there wasn't anywhere to set down a P-38 and walk away afterward. 

   Looking ahead, he was reassured to see Big Stoop, the massive B-17 "Flying Fortress" bomber that was his mother ship. McManus, a member of the 94th Fighter Squadron, First Fighter Group, was flying with Tomcat Green four P-38s riding shotgun behind Big Stoop which, along with the four P-38s and one B-17 of Tomcat Yellow, was part of Operation Bolero, a massive buildup of U.S. warplanes in Great Britain.
    It was Tuesday, July 7, 1942, just seven months since the attack on Pearl Harbor had thrust the U.S. into the war. Although American forces were fighting the Japanese in the Pacific, President Franklin D. Roosevelt had declared a "Europe First" policy that gave priority to an invasion of Nazi-occupied France from English soil. In preparation for that eventual assault, American troops, tanks and planes were being shipped across the Atlantic. But the crossing was hazardous. Nazi U-boats were sinking Allied tankers and freighters at the rate of half a million tons each month, and much of the lost cargo consisted of aircraft.

    The boldest aspect of Operation Bolero was a pioneering scheme to fly bombers and fighters overseas in stages, refueling at bases in Labrador, Greenland and Iceland.

   The plan had been conceived by Major General Henry "Hap" Arnold, chief of the Army Air Force, who turned over responsibility for implementing the operation to Brigadier General Carl "Tooey" Spaatz, commander of the Eighth Air Force, which had been chosen to fight the air war from England. Of all the aircraft available to Spaatz, only the long-range B-17s and the newly designed twin-engine P-38s (outfitted with auxiliary drop-tanks) could manage the flight with any measure of safety. The four-engine B-17s were responsible for keeping the course and maintaining radio contact while the speedy high-altitude P-38s flanked the bombers, a pair on each wing.
    Although the aircraft represented the most advanced technology available at the time, the talent didn't always match. To meet the need for pilots, the Army Air Force had lowered its entrance requirements for cadets and reduced flight training from twelve to seven months. As a result, the number of pilots receiving their wings increased from an annual average of three hundred in 1939 to thirty thousand by 1941. The most treacherous challenge facing these eager but inexperienced young "Roger Rudders" (as new pilots were called) was flying the North Atlantic ferry route.
     Nonstop flights across the Atlantic began in 1919, but they were made by giant flying boats, floating airships or specially modified multi-engine planes, not streamlined warplanes built for combat. In 1933,
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    Charles Lindbergh, fresh from his pioneering New York-to-Paris solo flight of 1927, made one of the earliest flights from the U.S. to England via Greenland and Iceland in a floatplane. Conditions tested the abilities of even the most experienced pilots. The unforgiving arctic weather could shift from clear skies to zero visibility and gale-force winds in minutes. Weather forecasting was primitive at best and, to make matters worse, radio transmission and reception were subject to unpredictable fade-outs over the northern latitudes, and proximity to the North Magnetic Pole sometimes made compasses spin erratically. To make it safely, the missions had to be flawlessly coordinated and the weather cooperative.

    So far the flight had been uneventful. After receiving final instructions at Presque Isle, Maine, Tomcat Green and Tomcat Yellow had arrived at Goose Bay on July 4, where they'd remained for two days because of overcast. But the skies had been clear since the squadron departed Goose Bay two hours earlier. The planes were spread out in a loose formation that was easy for the pilots to maintain. McManus was flying in the outside position, well behind Big Stoop's right wing, with Captain Robert B. Wilson, Tomcat Green's ranking officer and leader, ahead and slightly above him on his left. Flying behind the bomber's left wing were Lieutenant Carl Rudder and Lieutenant Harrison "Bugs" Lentz. About five miles ahead McManus could see Tomcat Yellow, made up of the second B-17, nicknamed Do-Do, with its P-38s in tow. Peering down, McManus saw a blanket of low-lying stratus clouds obscuring the ocean six thousand feet below. His radio crackled. "Hello, Tomcat Yellow Leader. This is Tomcat Yellow Commander calling. Request a position report."

    McManus recognized the Texas drawl of Captain Dallas "Spider" Webb, the leader of Tomcat Yellow as well as the overall commander of the squadron. He was calling Lieutenant Jack Staples, Do-Do's pilot. Through a blast of static came the reply.

    "Twenty-five miles northwest of Point H, magnetic course 80 degrees, wind 25 miles per hour from 330 degrees, ground speed 195 miles per hour, reciprocal course 260 degrees. Over."

    A few minutes later the planes flew into a heavy mass of cumulus clouds that reduced visibility to less than twenty-five feet. The "peashooters," as the bomber crews had dubbed the P-38s, closed into tight formation. Together, the planes rose in search of a break in the overcast. Emerging above the clouds at twenty-three thousand feet, they saw ahead another massive wall of white rising to thirty thousand feet and beyond. Turning north they tried to skirt the front as ice formed on the Plexiglas windshields of the P-38s.

    What the hell is this all about? wondered McManus. In Goose Bay they'd been assured that the weather would be fine all the way to their destination, Bluie West One (BW- 1), a secret base at Narssarssuaq near the southern tip of Greenland. Most of the P-38 pilots were wearing summer-weight flying suits and jackets. They hadn't anticipated flying at these altitudes, where temperatures dip well below freezing. McManus was beginning to lose the feeling in his fingers and toes.

    Suddenly Staples radioed that he had a leak in his oxygen system and would have to descend to at least fifteen thousand feet. He took his B-17 down alone while the rest of the squadron circled overhead, waiting for him to report on conditions. Finally they heard his voice.

    "Hello, Yellow Commander, this is Yellow Leader calling. I'm at ten thousand and it's pretty broken down here. I think you can make it without much trouble."
    McManus watched as the four Tomcat Yellow peashooters spiraled down through a hole in the clouds to join their leader. Then Big Stoop's pilot, Lieutenant Joe Hanna, dropped his nose into the soup at two hundred miles per hour. For the peppy P-38s, flying blindly through dense gray fog in tight formation behind the lumbering B-17 was like asking supercharged racing cars to keep pace behind a family sedan. McManus's eyes narrowed in concentration and his heart knocked like a broken piston. Every muscle in his body tightened as he jockeyed the throttle, struggling to edge his plane closer to the B-17, his wingtip nearly touching Wilson's beside him. If a pilot fell even a dozen feet behind, he might lose sight of the others and become lost.
    Tomcat Green dropped to ten thousand feet, then to five thousand, to three thousand and finally to two thousand, searching in vain for clear sky. From some distance away, the Tomcat Yellow pilots could be faintly heard over the radio, but it was too dangerous to try to re-form the squadron in the clouds. The two elements were on their own. It was past the halfway point of the flight, so a decision would have to be made whether to continue toward BW- 1, divert to Blue West 8 (an alternate base five hundred miles north of BW- 1) or return to Goose Bay. As Staples and his navigator tried to figure out which base was closest, Spider Webb burst in, "Hello, Yellow Leader. I don't give a damn what you do, but do it quick!"

    When Hanna asked for a fuel report, it became clear that the P-38s were running dangerously low. Big Stoop's radio operator was getting nothing but static. According to Hanna's calculations, if they flew slowly at low altitude to conserve fuel, they could just make it to Goose Bay.

    As the element leader, R. B. Wilson gave the order and Tomcat Green banked sharply 180 degrees, heading back to Labrador. An hour later the planes emerged out of the overcast and found themselves over the iceberg-studded North Atlantic. Still, Big Stoop's navigator was unsure of their exact position. As the needles on his fuel gauges sank, McManus imagined bailing out into the frigid water or, when he caught sight of land on the distant horizon, onto the bleak Labrador coastline while his pilotless P-38 hurtled toward destruction. Expecting to see Goose Bay at any moment, the exasperated fighter pilots were instead informed that the young B-17 navigators had miscalculated by several hundred miles. The radio crackled with the wisecracks of worried men.

     "Get those emergency boats ready, Hanna."
     "If I get back, I'll drink a whole quart of whiskey in one gulp."
     "You can say that again, brother."
     As the planes finally approached Goose Bay, Hanna radioed a warning to the tower. "All little Tomcats of Green flight almost out of gas. Clear the field."

	McManus felt like an old man when he clambered out of the cockpit, and he could see that the others looked no better. He was tired, cold and hungry. His muscles ached from sitting in the same position for eight hours and from the tension of flying through bad weather and only just making it back on the vapors in his gas tanks. He attributed being alive to a heavenly measure of luck. Luck had been with Tomcat Yellow as well; the planes had landed safely at BW-8.


    Privately everyone felt relief, although some of the P-38 pilots had sharp words for weather forecasters and B-17 navigators. Being cocky young fighter pilots, though, everybody laughed off their brush with disaster
    "Just a little bad weather." 
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      Members of Tomcat Green Killing time at Goose Bay. 

             After the weather made it impossible to reach the base in Greenland,  their flight turned back for Labrador. 





"Maybe Hitler invented himself a cloud-making machine."
    It had been a close call, McManus thought, but surely a fluke. The Army Air Force wouldn't be sending its hot new P-38s island-hopping across the Atlantic if it didn't know they'd make it. Next time the weather reports would be accurate. 
	    On Sunday, July 12, McManus and the rest of Tomcat Green flew uneventfully to BW-1. A newly built air base nestled between 5,000-foot mountains at the end of a jagged fjord, BW-1 was the center of American military operations in Greenland.They waited there for two days until a storm front passed, then on Tuesday, July 14, flew north to BW-8 to rejoin Tomcat Yellow. After checking in at operations, the men climbed aboard a truck that took them to the camp and mess hall. They enjoyed their first showers since leaving the U.S. ten days earlier and shopped for cigarettes and candy at the commissary. Then they turned in for what they thought would be a good night's rest.
     At midnight, after only a few hours' sleep, they were awakened and told to prepare for takeoff. The sun never sets during Greenland summers, and the sky was pearl gray at 3:00 A.M. As the Lightnings warmed up, their 1,300-horsepower Allisons roaring at an earsplitting pitch, the turbosuperchargers glowing cherry red and long snakes of blue flame shooting out the exhausts. At ten thousand feet, as the planes circled and fell into formation, the sun glowed scarlet over the mountains, glinting dully off their metal skins.
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To reach BW-8, where Tomcat Yellow was waiting,
Tomcat Green Flew north over Greenland's coastal mountains.
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BW-8 was also located on the coast, several hundred miles north of BW-1. 
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The airstrip at BW-1 ran alongside a mountain-ringed fjord.
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From BW-8 the reunited flights headed east over Greenland's ice cap. Brad McManus snapped this shot from his P-38, showing Greenland's mountains poking above the heavy overcast blanketing the surface.


 Hope this isn't going to be a repeat of last week's trip, he thought. He tried to warm himself up by visualizing his parents sitting in bathing suits on a sandy beach. In the Lightning next to McManus's, R. B. Wilson had impulsively torn the defroster from its mounting. He was using it to heat his gloves in an effort to keep his hands warm enough to feel the controls. Spotting an opening in the clouds, Wilson informed Spider Webb that he was taking Tomcat Green down to look for clear weather beneath the overcast.
    They descended into pitch-blackness and a hellish arctic storm. As the hole above them closed, the clouds became as dense and heavy as cotton wool drenched in tar. Rain and snow squalls reduced visibility to less than a plane's length. McManus could see the blurred outlines of Wilson and Rudder tucked behind the trailing edge of Big Stoop's wings, their props no more than a few inches from the big ship's flaps. Ice crystals flowing over the B-17's wings like a baby snowstorm often left the P-38 pilots in whiteout conditions. Wilson ordered Hanna to climb out of the mess, and the bomber began to rise at approximately 120 miles per hour.
    The P-38s, never comfortable at low speeds, were struggling. McManus looked in horror at the ice building up on his wings, making the controls sluggish in his hands. The Lightning's engines growled under the weight of the ice, and the turbosuperchargers cut in and out, forcing him to nudge the throttle continually just to keep up, burning precious fuel. Many of the fighters nearly stalled (reached the point at which a plane's speed is too low to maintain its forward momentum) and fell back in the sky.
    At sixteen thousand feet, the planes broke through the overcast and rejoined Tomcat Yellow. Everyone was relieved, although it was hard to say which was worse, flying through the storm or watching your skin turn blue at the higher altitudes. They were now only an hour from Reykjavik, but another massive front lay ahead. Over the radio someone plotted revenge against weather forecasters.
    After flying south for fifteen minutes trying to find a way around the front, Hanna reported that his radio operator was unable to raise either Reykjavik or a weather plane that was supposed to be flying about an hour ahead. Then Staples, piloting Do-Do, the lead B-17, announced that his airspeed indicator had frozen. 

Without that vital instrument, he couldn't lead through overcast, so Hanna's Big Stoop took over. Finally, at 7:15 A.M., Spider Webb's voice was heard over the radio.
    "Set a course for home. We're going back."
    The squadron turned one-eighty and headed northwest toward BW-8. An hour later, through a gap in the clouds, they glimpsed the rocky east coast of Greenland and the ice cap stretching beyond it. But what had been a broken layer of stratus earlier in the morning had developed into a solid blanket of scudding clouds rising in layers. When they tried to plow through a bank of the stuff at twelve thousand feet, conditions proved to be as bad as they'd been the previous week. Meanwhile the B-17 radio operators tried fruitlessly to contact BW-8 while the navigators struggled to establish accurate position reports -virtually impossible with an overcast obscuring the sun and clouds below concealing landmarks. They were flying by dead reckoning in unfamiliar surroundings. By this time the P-38s had dropped their auxiliary gas tanks. Everyone had enough fuel to reach BW-8, but not to fool around much on the way. Over the radio Lieutenant Harry Smith, piloting one of Tomcat Yellow's Lightnings, made a grim joke: "Wouldn't it be too bad if BW-8's closed?"
     About 130 miles from the base, the B- 17s received a coded message, apparently from BW-8, which the pilots relayed to their fighter escorts. "Ceiling twelve hundred feet. Visibility one-eighth of a mile." McManus was shocked. If that report was correct, it would be suicide to attempt to pick their way between the rocky peaks that formed the narrow corridor leading to BW-8's runway. He heard Webb order a verification of the report, this time "in the clear," or uncoded. A message came back, again in code, confirming that BW-8 was socked in.
    Spotting a hole in the clouds, McManus and several other P-38 pilots decided to take a look at the ice cap, just in case they had to make an emergency landing. As he hurtled along at an altitude of one hundred feet, McManus surveyed the topography. It was hard to estimate your height above the glistening white surface, and a low-lying ghostly haze blended against the ice, effectively whiting out the horizon. Any attempt to land would have to be carefully planned and executed. Still, he'd heard that less than three weeks earlier a B-17 had successfully made a forced landing on the ice cap not far from BW-8.
    By the time they'd rejoined the squadron between cloud layers, the B-17s had received a message from BW-1 that its runway was open. Deep inside the chalky overcast, the navigators plotted a new course. It was 10:00 A.M. Estimated time of arrival at BW-1: noon.
    McManus checked his fuel gauges. Then he radioed R. B. Wilson. "Hope they're right," he said, "because if they're wrong by as much as five minutes I won't make it."
    (When officials later compared Allied weather records to the coded messages received by the pilots, they discovered that the reported weather conditions at BW-8 and BW- 1 had been switched. Although it was never proved, they speculated that the false information may have been sent by either a U-boat or a secret Nazi radio station located somewhere on the east coast.)
    Flying at less than 150 miles per hour to conserve fuel, the planes picked their way between heavy layers of cloud. Occasionally a shaft of sunlight broke through, but otherwise the clouds were so dense that they appeared to envelop the entire ice cap. After ninety minutes, to the pilots' immense relief, they spotted the towering coastal mountains through an opening in the cloud cover. But where on the west coast were they in relation to BW-1?
    Banking toward the open sky, the pilots checked their compasses and calculated the deviation. At about the same moment, everyone realized that something was very wrong. The ice cap crept nearly to the water's edge, which only occurred at two places on the west coast, and they shouldn't have been near either of them. Furthermore, the position of the mountains and ocean seemed to be reversed, like a mirror image. It was a funhouse mirror: they were back on the east coast of Greenland.
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The original plan called for Tomcat Green and Tomcat Yellow to fly to BW-1 in Greenland, then to Iceland and finally to Scotland. Bad weather Forced Tomcat Yellow north to BW-8, and Tomcat Green back to Goose Bay. Tomcat Green then flew to BW-1 and joined up with Tomcat Yellow at BW-8. While crossing the Denmark Strait, they were forced back to Greenland.


  McManus's heart sank. The numbers weren't in his favor. They were still two hours away from BW-1, and his remaining twenty-four gallons of fuel would last about twenty minutes. While the others circled and the radio buzzed with anxious conversation, he thought, We're kidding ourselves. We're miles from anyplace. I'm going down.
    When McManus announced his decision, it prompted a discussion among his fellow pilots about whether to try it with the landing gear down, or up for a belly landing. Carl Rudder, who had completed two forced landings with wheels up during training, said that the reinforced steel underside of the P-38 could withstand considerable impact. The rule of thumb, Rudder warned McManus, was to keep the gear up anytime you didn't know for sure what the surface was like.
    At 11:40A.M. McManus broke away from the squadron and descended toward the ice cap. R. B. Wilson, Tomcat Green's leader, followed him down and pulled alongside, while Lieutenant Robert H. "Egghead" Wilson (no relation), a Tomcat Yellow pilot who was a close friend of McManus's, flew behind.
    While the rest of the squadron circled overhead, McManus skimmed very low over the ice cap, trying to determine the direction of the wind. (Landing into the wind would help him slow down more quickly.) The weather had cleared considerably except for a high overcast, and the surface looked promising: icy and hard-packed, flat as a billiard table. Despite Rudder's warning, McManus badly wanted to make a conventional landing. During briefings at Goose Bay, they'd been told that no one had ever attempted a wheels-down landing on the ice cap, but they were also told that it might be possible. McManus knew that if he were successful and rescuers later dropped fuel supplies, he could gas up and take off again, salvaging a brand-new fighter.
    He flipped the microphone switch on the control yoke.
    "So long, fellas," he said, trying to sound jaunty. "See you later."
    Feeling his way down cautiously, McManus dropped his flaps and lowered his landing gear. At 110 miles per hour he gently touched the surface, nudged the throttle to lift off again, then dropped down again and rolled a little farther, testing the terrain. It felt solid. He touched down at 70 miles per hour, his nose high, his rear wheels rolling along the ice. For a couple of hundred yards it appeared to be a textbook landing. The plane had slowed to 60 miles per hour by the time the nose wheel touched down. It broke through the ice, the landing gear buckled and, in a single, sickening motion, eight tons of aircraft flipped heavily onto its back.
    Had it struck tarmac, concrete, gravel or even hard-packed soil, the P-38's bubble canopy would have been crushed, and McManus with it. Fortunately aglaze of ice over a few feet of snow is a more forgiving surface. You stupid idiot was the first thought that came into McManus's mind; then, after collecting his wits, he began to evaluate his predicament. On the minus side, he had crashed his plane and was hanging upside down from his safety belt and parachute stays in absolute blackness inside what was left of his cockpit, now buried in snow and beginning to fill with smoke. On the plus side, he was alive. Outside, he could hear the roar of P-38s buzzing over the wreckage.
    Fire was always a danger after a plane crash, but the smoke dissipated almost as soon as it appeared. McManus figured he wasn't carrying enough fuel to face a serious threat, but he didn't intend to stay in the cockpit long enough to find out. Struggling to remain calm, he switched off the circuits and unfastened his safety belt. Locating his army knife, he cut himself free of his parachute and rolled down the cockpit's side window. Then he twisted himself into position, shoved his legs through the narrow opening and began kicking his way out.

FROM THE AIR, R. H. WILSON watched as his friend upended his ship in a cloud of snow. A puff of smoke rose in the air. There was no sign of anyone crawling from under the wreckage.
    Wilson turned around and brought his plane in for a landing. He lowered his flaps but prudently kept his landing gear up. Seconds before he touched down, as his props were skimming the ice, he flipped off the master switch to reduce the risk of fire. Less than a minute later he slid to a smooth stop.
    Grabbing the first-aid kit, Wilson leaped out of his cockpit. He could see McManus's plane about half a mile away, but with every step his flying boots sank nearly a foot into the soft snow, and he was exhausted by the time he reached it. What had appeared to be smoke from the beginnings of a fire turned out to be steam rising from the radiators. Furthermore, a dazed McManus clambered from under a wing and staggered to his feet just as Wilson reached him.
    "Well, Egghead, didn't think I'd make it, did you?" McManus said. Then he turned and waved to the pilots flying overhead, who responded by doing slow rolls and other acrobatics.
    Wilson, noticing that something had sliced right through McManus's heavy winter flying jacket, discovered a two-inch gash on his arm. "Better take care of that;' Wilson said, ripping open a packet of sulfanilamide, the antibacterial wonder drug of the day. 
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	   A P-38 on the ice cap. The plane's propellers and hubs have broken
off on contact with the ice and been left behind in it's trail. 


He sprinkled a little on McManus's wound and covered it with a compress bandage.
    One by one the remaining pilots came in for successful wheels-up landings. Harry Smith was the last to land, bringing in his Lightning so smoothly he didn't even bend the props. Even though he was in the middle of nowhere, Smith dutifully filled out his checklist before joining the others at McManus's plane.
    Photos, taken with a bellows-style Kodak camera that McManus's father had given him, show grinning young men striking self-consciously casual poses in front of the flipped P-38. They sport the same insouciant expressions that young racing-car drivers wear after emerging uninjured from a high-speed crash. 
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	After they had crash landed,
the stranded aviators converted the B-17s into living quarters for their crews and   the Lightning pilots 
	
	      The B- 17s, with their greater fuel capacity, remained aloft for half an hour, sending SOS signals without receiving a reply. The navigators calculated their position as 65o20' north latitude, 40o20' west longitude - near the east coast, less than a hundred miles from the spot they'd crossed three hours earlier after turning back from Iceland. They'd flown in a huge semicircle over the ice cap. It was not a proud moment for the navigators. Finally, the B-17s skimmed smoothly along the ice, smashing the ball turrets located on the underside of the planes and bending their props, but otherwise landing undamaged.
      On the ice, the stranded airmen quickly began turning their downed ships into a survival camp. Squadron leader Dallas Webb took 
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	Lieutenant Jack Staples listens in on a B-17's radio. From the moment they landed, the big bombers' radio operators tried to make contact with the outside. 


command. The B- 17 crews were to shelter inside their ships, and the P-38 pilots would move into the B- 17s they had flown behind. As ranking officers, Webb took command of Do-Do and R. B. Wilson of Big Stoop. Although they were confident that they would be rescued, rations were pooled and divided to last two weeks, limiting each man to one proper meal per day, plus a candy bar and a cup of hot chocolate. (In anticipation of rationing in war-torn England, some of the officers had their own stashes containing items such as whiskey, ham and chocolate, in addition to silk stockings and lipstick.)
    Warnings were issued not to eat excessive amounts of snow (to prevent sore throats) and to wear sunglasses at all times (to prevent snow blindness). Crews transformed the insides of the bombers -renamed Hotel Do-Do and Hotel Big Stoop- into something approximating sleeping quarters for two dozen men. Despite his protests, McManus was given a canteen cup of 90-proof medicine and tucked away in a sleeping bag inside Big Stoop, where he slept for nearly twenty-four hours. Meanwhile, aerials suspended from box kites were flown above the crash site while the radio operators sent continuous SOS signals. With all the magnetic interference and weather turbulence in the area, however, it was not clear whether they were getting through.
     Concerned about exhausting their planes' batteries, the crews examined the engines of their B-17s to see whether they could be run. Luckily they were undamaged. A shallow trench was dug beneath Big Stoop's number one engine so the propeller blades would clear the snow, while several men hacksawed two feet off the blades of one of Do-Do's props.  With both engines running, the batteries were kept charged. Unhappily, efforts to devise a system to heat the bombers failed, and the men spent a cold night, dressed in their fleece-lined leather flying suits and whatever spare clothing they had, buried in sleeping bags.

    The next day, Thursday, July 16, was cold. A fog enveloped the ice cap, accompanied by rain and a chilling wind, which everyone knew would ground any potential search parties. While the radio operators repeatedly sent position reports, others used their ingenuity to improve on their first day's crude efforts at building a camp. A helmet filled with a mixture of gasoline and oil served as a rudimentary cookstove. A member of one of the bomber crews figured out how to heat the B- 17s. He took a metal oxygen bottle and cut a hole in either end with a hacksaw. An engine exhaust manifold pipe was wired tightly over one hole and run like a flue through the fuselage wall. A tin can lid served as a damper over the other hole. Then oil drained from the engines and turbosuperchargers was dripped into the canister using a parachute strap for a wick. Each of the B-17s had one of the contraptions mounted against the inside wall of the fuselage, where it served as a space heater.

    The third day, Friday, was clear and sunny, but there was still no response to the radio signals, and some of the men were growing pessimistic. They passed the time by sleeping or playing gin rummy or hearts. Finally one of the radio operators received a message in Morse code asking about injuries and supplies that were needed and confirming their position.
As word spread through the camp the reaction was electric. Men whooped and hollered, leaping in the air and dancing in the snow.
    Later that day two C-47 transport planes were spotted in the distance.  The excited men shot off flares and waved until the planes made a low, slow pass. Anticipating a supply drop, the men ignited a smoke pot to help the pilots judge the wind, which was gusting as high as fifty miles per hour. A package was dropped by parachute, but as soon as it reached the ground the wind picked it up and sent it hurtling across the ice cap until it disappeared. Fanning out as the planes made additional drops, the men managed to snag and smother the parachutes. Inside burlap bags were blankets, sleeping bags, food, whiskey, medical supplies and - a little pilots' humor - condoms. As the planes soared away, they blinked the message "Goodbye and good luck." 
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	One of the stranded fliers prepares a meal over a makeshift cookstove in the lee of a B-17.


