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The next time Kent flew was the same as the first; breakfast, then the briefing 

tent for their mission objectives. Kent wasn’t flying with Tully this time around. 

Instead, he was placed with a tight knit crew who had recently lost one of their waist 

gunners to an enemy fighter’s bullets.  

Unlike the first crew Kent flew with, these guys were talkative. They didn’t pay 

Kent much mind as they went through the system checks. The other waist gunner 

asked in a gruff manner, “How many kills you got?” 

“How many what?” 

“Kills. How many of the bastards have you shot down?” 

Kent blinked at the man. “None.” 

“None? You ain’t a rookie, are you? Its bad luck to be a rookie on a veteran 

crew.” 

Swelling with an indignation he wasn’t aware of even having, Kent bristled. 

“No, I’ve been up before.” 

The other waist gunner wasn’t buying it. “Yeah? How many missions have you 

flown to have no kills? Or are you just that bad of a shot?” 

“I was in the air just the other day. There wasn’t anyone to shoot. The Jerries 

weren’t ready for us.” 

The man wasn’t impressed. “So that’s it? You were up in the air only the other 

day?” 

Kent narrowed his eyes. “I’ll shoot straight, don’t you worry about me.” 

“Hey, lay off him, Mariano. You were worse off on your second time up,” one of 

the guys said. Kent thought he was the radio operator, but couldn’t be sure.  

“Its bad luck, I tell you,” Mariano muttered. 

When the pilot gave the order to get to their stations, the radio operator who 

had stood up against Mariano held Kent back a moment. “Don’t let him get under 



your skin. Our other waist gunner and he were best friends even before the war. 

Mariano’s a nice guy, but he’s not dealing with Chester’s death very well.” 

Not sure what else to do, Kent nodded and made his way back to the waist gun 

position. 

Almost as if to contrast how easy his first mission had been, his second shaped 

up to be a completely different story. They weren’t in the air more than thirty 

minutes when the ball turret gunner shouted out that enemy planes were coming 

towards them. The fighter planes that usually escorted them right after rendezvous 

were late. A thrill of panic swept through Kent. Everything was drowned out by the 

sudden rapport of the machine guns firing into the morning. A cacophony of voices 

sounded over the coms from the ball turret and the tail gunner as they called out 

their targets.  

Adrenaline pumped through Kent’s veins as he caught sight of an enemy 

fighter. He swung his machine gun around and took aim. Before he could squeeze 

the trigger, one of their fighter escorts came between them and the enemy. The 

shots coming from that plane were deafening. They must have hit the mark because 

one of the fighter’s engines sputtered and began spewing dark, thick smoke into the 

sky. It buzzed past the plane and out of Kent’s sight.  

“Where did they go?” Kent asked.  

Mariano gave a short, humorless laugh. “Run off by those colored boys, I’d 

imagine. That or they left on their own accord. We must be getting close to those 

anti-aircraft guns the Germans like so much. Those fighters don’t want to be caught 

in friendly fire.” 

Suddenly, music could be heard over the coms. Kent recognized the familiar 

melody of Glenn Miller’s song “In the Mood”.  

Before Kent could ask what was happening, the captain cursed over the coms. 

“Damnit, Garcia! Turn that American Forces Network off.” 



Garcia responded hotly to the order. “It isn’t me! I think they patched into our 

signal somehow. If I turn it off, then we lose the coms.” 

The song came to an end and one of the sultriest voices Kent had ever heard 

began talking. “Hi, fellas. Are you still around? Well, you won’t be for much longer, 

that’s for sure. What would your death be for, hm? You’re nothing but a sacrifice 

made by Franklin D. Roosevelt. Go home. Save yourselves. Go home to your girl who 

even now is in the arms of some F-4 because you aren’t there. Doesn’t seem fair, 

does it? You’re risking your neck while some yokel idiot that couldn’t even make it 

into the military cozies up with your girl? Turn back now. Nothing but death awaits 

you in Vienna.” 

Abruptly, the woman’s voice stopped and was replaced by Jimmy Dorsey’s 

song “Blue Champagne”. Eventually, the signal faded into static and then silence 

once again.  

The odd broadcast made Kent uneasy. He glanced over at the other waist 

gunner. “What is going on? How does she know where we are going?” 

Mariano scoffed. “That was Axis Sally. That dumb broad is always trying to get 

us to give up, to stop fighting. Sometimes she uses our names and tells us where we 

are going on our mission.” 

“How does she know all of that?” Kent breathed.  

The older waist gunner shrugged. “I don’t know. Don’t pay her any attention. 

We’ve got a job to do and if she gets you distracted, well then, the Nazis have done 

their job, haven’t they?” 

Kent could only nod as he turned his attention back to the skies outside of the 

window. Inside, he couldn’t help but tremble. If the enemy knew their missions, how 

could any of them survive? 

 


