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327" FIGHTER CONTROL SQUADRON MAKES ITS OWN HISTORY

Story Behind Recent Find Shows Cold War Began on V-E Day 1945
By Major Fenmore R. Seton, USAF (Ret.)

Weimar, East Germany - 1961

Paper is at this time a precious commodity,
and the Communist government recycles
every available scrap. Those who collect and
turn it in receive a modest reimbursement.
Members of the Communist Youth
Organization known as the Young Pioneers,
seeking to earn a few marks while
performing a patriotic duty, go from house
to house collecting as much paper as
they can.

One Young Pioneer, Gerolf Zahn, while
picking up donations from an elderly couple
comes upon an interesting bound
manuscript in their pile of old books. Itis
illustrated with group photographs of young
U.S. Army Air Corps officers and airmen.
With his very limited English, Gerolf opens
to the dedication and reads:

"This is dedicated to all the little guys who
didn't need to be told that man should walk
in dignity and in justice and in peace. It is
dedicated to the smaller things like mail
from home, and the larger things like the
steadfast faith of the people back home. It is
dedicated to our Allies, too, because we’re
all in this thing together.”

Intrigued, Gerolf decides to keep his find.

* * * * *

North Haven, Connecticut - 2000
On a December afternoon, while reading
with interest the fall issue of the quarterly

Newsletter (The Ninth Flyer) published by

the Ninth Air Force Association, | spotted a

small Editor's query asking whether any
reader had knowledge of a volume printed
in Weimar entitled "Record of the
327" Fighter Control Squadron™?

Memories long-buried wrenched into life,
because there is nobody now alive who
knows more about the origins of that volume
than |. With help from the editor of The
Ninth Flyer, | was directed to Bernd Smith of
Weimar, Germany, a collector of WW II
memorabilia and head of the German
chapter of the U.S. Veterans Friends
Germany. E-mailing back and forth, Bernd
and | stitched together the fabric of a
compelling story. What it showed, unnoticed
in the celebrations of victory on May 8, 1945
"V-E Day”, was that even as the Allies in
Europe were exultantly hoisting flags of
victory, the Cold War had already begun!
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On V-E Day, | was a first lieutenant serving
with the 327" Fighter Control Squadron
(327" FCS), known to Ninth Air Force pilots
by the code name of Sweepstakes. From oul
mobile Command and Control center ir
Weimar we were engaged in close ai
support for the U.S. ground forces a shoi
distance ahead. We still maintained ou

battle stations for the weeks followin

V-E Day --- but with the enemy routed, ther

was much lessened activity and we had ot

first free time in almost two years.



Taking advantage of this leisure, our
commanding officer ordered a small group
of squadron officers, as an additional duty,
to publish a history of our 327™ FCS.

It was to cover our movements from the
United States to England by convoy; our
eight months of invasion training there; our
hazardous English Channel crossing in a
Liberty ship; our landings from LCPs on D
plus 3 on the Bloody Red Fox sector of
Omaha Beach; and our 11 months of air-
ground support for the combat troops of the
First Army.

As recorded in the Squadron history:

“Then there had been the days in Normandy
--- days of indecision and doubt; days of
sickening impatience. There were days in
the field when the comforts of a ‘lost’
civilization wistfully recalled themselves to
memory. There were endless days of K-
rations, cold, rain, discomfort. There was
the rough edge of operations --- demanding
more and more each passing day. There
were days of hard, bitter work, and nights of
restless wonder as the German planes
strafed and the shells came whistling over
head. There was the ironic comfort of the
whump of our ack-ack; there were muddy
fox holes, and work, work, work!! There was
the thrill of the breakthrough at St. Lo, and
the satisfaction of a job well done as the
commanding officer in proud and glowing
terms congratulated the squadron.”

“There was the relentless chase through
France --- the liberation of Paris, and the
hysterical, ecstatic welcome that made every
airman feel a hero. There was the sober ‘sit-
down’ in Belgium: the nightmarish
withdrawal during the Battle of the Bulge;
the blows of our Air Force that helped break
the back of the once-vaunted Luftwaffe for
all time. There was Germany itself; the
demands of the Ruhr pocket, and the ever-
moving front, which tried the talents and the
adaptability of our squadron.”

The history was written and approved, :
prompt arrangements were made with
local printing firm, Weimarer Druck u
Verlagsanstalt, to print and bind 300 copi
with the paper to be furnished by c
squadron since none was available
German printers in those tumultuous da
after the Nazi defeat. As the time for picki
of the histories drew near, our squadr¢
suddenly received orders to pull bac
westward from Weimar immediately.

The high-level decision to divide German
into British, Russian and American zones ¢
occupation had just been put into effec
Ordered to leave just a few weeks before th
histories would be ready, our squadro
officers were not troubled. After all, wi
reasoned, the Russians were our allies
Once we explained our good-faith mission
unquestionably the Russians would allow us
to cross back into Weimar for a quick pick:
up from the printer.

What actually happened is as vivid to me
now, 56 years later, as it was then. In June
1945 my commanding officer had detailed
me to take a small truck with a driver and
proceed to Weimar, nearly 100 miles to the
east, where | was to pick up and to pay for
the squadron histories. | was conversant in
French and my driver, Corporal Javornicky,
spoke a passable Russian.

No one had any qualms about the trip except
for one lone fellow officer. Crinkling his
nose, he said, "Seton, when you get to that
Russian Zone barrier, all you’re going to get
is a kick in the ass." | worried not and took
off with the driver as ordered.

What we both expected when we reached
the border point was that we would receive a
warm welcome from our Russian comrades-
in-arms.What actually happened was
completely unanticipated and even today, as
| recall the incident, nothing less than
shocking.






