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1st Lt. Jack A. Lawson, on left standing, and crew, 84th
Squadron, 437th Group, at Aldermaston, May 1944. Jack and
his crew were kiled as lhey towed a CG-4A in the 82d Airborne
Division’s initial glider [ift before dawn on D-Day.

While our planes were being loaded with ammuni-
tion at Ramsbury, I went over to 437th Operations specii-
ically to find my cousin Ist. Lt. Jack Lawson, a pilot wits
the 84th Squadron. I learned that he and his crew had no
returned from their D-Day glider lift, and that they were
missing in action. | found the two glider pilots he had
towed, F/O James L. Larkin of Minneapolis, Minn., and
F/O William Kostiak of Glassboro, New Jersey. both of
the 84th. They said that as they crossed the French coas
going in, they struck the cloud bank which we all hit. but
which they thought 1o be smoke as no moisture showed
on their windshield as normally happens in clouds

Shortly thercafter Jack’s ship began to oscillate m
the clouds. There was light flak or machine gun fire
through that area then, but they didn’t see the plane hit. o
any signs of fire from it. They were way below the pl
at one time, and they remembered seeing normal exhaus
fires from both engines. so they think both engines wers
running normally.

After further weaving back and forth, and a descens
in which their air speed showed up to 180 mph (140 1s the
maximum speed for which the glider is stressed). Larkin
said Jack’s ship went off in a steep dive to the left, bre:
ing the tow rope at about 900 feet. They broke out un
neath the clouds and started to make their approach into 2
large field. Machine gun fire was directed at them from
the center of that field, so they turned away, knowing thes
would have to take whatever came on this approach. as
they were quite low. The glider was badly crashed in the
landing, but everyone got out with no more than scratch-
es and bruises.

They hid, living on their emergency rations and wha:
help some of the French people could give them, unt
they were later able to work their way back to America
lines. They were gone about two weeks.

Into The Valley

No word of Jack or his crew could be learned from the
French, although the Underground gave them some infor-
mation on some Americans who had been wounded and
were being cared for by them. Both of these glider pilots
Bad flown behind Juck considerably, and had asked to be
towed by him on the invasion. They think he was either hit,
or the plane was out of control in some other manner, as he
Bad always given them smooth rides in the past.

Jack’s ship was C-47 No. 42-100803.

Tlearned later that Jack’s airplane had crashed, killing
the flight crew. We will probably never know exactly what
happened, but I feel pretty confident in speculating that

i they ok a burst through the cockpit, or through their con-

trol cables. The C-47°s oscillations described by James
Larkin (see story below) are very descriptive of what an
wntended airplane will do. Up until it begins (o stall, down
uniil the speed gives it more lift, up again, then down, and
20 on, usually until one wing gets higher than the other and
it goes over.

The story following is that of the two glider pilots
Jack Lawson and crew towed in on this mission. Glider
pilot James Larkin recounts their experiences before and
during the Normandy invasion.

Long Journey Into Normandy
by James L. Larkin

[The following article by former GP James L. Larkin
(see above story) is edited from the original, which
appeared in Silent Wings, The Voice of the World War 11
Combat Glider Pilows (Horn, a, 1,8-9). James Larkin was a
glider pilot with the 84th Squadron of the 437th Troop Car-
rier Group. |

Today when I think of D-Day and that night landing
25 miles behind German lines, my thoughts bounce back o
the many milestones of my wartime glider-piloting experi-
ence. | particularly remember the excellent waining 1
received to prepare me for that first combat on D-Day.

An important milestone was graduation day at Lub-
bock Advanced Flying School. It was February 1943 and
[ was in Class 43-3. Immediately after graduation about a
hundred of us newly-minted Flight Officers left for Ard-
more, Oklahoma for our first taste of infantry-type train-
ing, designed to enable us to survive on the battlefields
we were destined to fly into. A couple of months later
came a transfer to Bowman Field in Louisville, Kentucky.
At Bowman we did both flying and infantry training.
Our training continued through a three-month stay at
Laurinburg-Maxton, and when we got to England we
had more intensive training. There we were also taught
advance ground- survival techniques by some hard-bitien
airborne officers,

Chapter 6 Normandy: D-Day



I piloted the Jast glid-
er in the 437th TC Group
formation. T made it to the
western coast of Nor-
mandy, but it took me over
wo weeks to get to Sainte-
Mére-Eglise, only 25 miles
to the east. The C-47
pulling my glider was shot
down and its crew killed
shortly after we came over
the French coast.

Our four-ship eche-
lon hit heavy ground fire at
the Normandy coast line.
Tn just a few minutes T was
no longer able to get a
response from my tow
ship on the intercom. Then
the tow ship began u serics
of steep dives followed by steep climbs. Twice we repeat-
ed these wild ups and downs- ~through a cloud layer yet! 1
stayed on tow until the tow rope snapped. Now on my own
at 900 feet over western Normandy, I lowered my airspeed
to the minimum and eased my way toward the dark, hidden
ground. Shortly after touchdown, the left wing of my
CG-4A hit an unseen concrete telephone pole. We stopped
rolling and found that none of us were seriously hurt.

Our glider had a 57mm anti-tank cannon on board
along with three 82d Airborne gun crewmen. Bill Kostiak
was riding as co-pilot. Cpl. Jasinske, the gun crew chief,
hastily removed the firing mechanism of the big gun and
it was under his arm as we took off into some nearby
thick woods.

We buried the firing mechanism in the woods and
stayed there all of D-Day watching the airshow overhead.
Allied warplanes were everywhere bombing and gunning
the enemy all around us.

The next day we ran out of drinking water. Late on the
night of June 7 we left the woods and knocked on the door
of a nearby farmhouse which we had scouted during the
day. The response from the French family who answered
my knock was overwhelming. We were welcomed with
smiles and hugs, but conversation was impossible. In the
confusion of the crash landing I had lost my French-
English dictionary.

We pantomimed that we were really thirsty. René, the
lady of the house, brought us a pitcher of hard apple cider
and we all had a glass of that lively beverage, but we sull
wanted water. More mimicry of drinking gestures brought
us in succession red wine, white wine, and some fiery
Calvados brandy. We took a good slug of each of these and

James L. Larkin

#Used by permission (Hom and Larkin).
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kept up the mimicry. Finally some water showed up and we
drank lots of that. too. We had some cheese and sausage to
eat and then hugged our hosts goodnight and retumed to
our woodland hideout. We were [eeling no pam.

The five of us came back to the farmhouse about mid-
night the next day. René fixed us a welcome meal of ham
and eggs and we drank more wine and less water. Waiting
for us at the farm house were two young men from the
French underground forces. One of these men spoke
enough English to get us out of the pantomime business.

With the help of various other Free French guerrillas,
we began (o thread our way eastward across Normandy.
We walked nearly every night for the next two weeks. Our
guides tried 1o find an opening through to American battle
lines, but no luck. We had some hair-raising brushes with
Germans on some of those night hikes. By day we hid out
in woods and ravines; sometimes in old buildings. When
the weather was nice we had a good airshow every day.
Once we were very nearly taken out when a P-47 dropped
a big bomb near us. In the end we got through the battle
lines by hiding in a barn near the town of Valognes in
central Normandy.

W just stayed still one day, and the 4th U.S. Infantry
Division “captured” us in the barn. We gave up without a
struggle. My two years of training had served me well.
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