A WWII Ace Returns to Duxford
By Marcy Garriott
In September 2013, Robert and I had the great honor of visiting the Duxford
Air Base, near Cambridge England, with our friend Huie Lamb, who was stationed there as a U.S. Army Air Corps fighter pilot from August 1944 through
October 1945.
Huie is still an intrepid traveler, who at age 89 persevered through flight delays and an unexpected overnight layover in Dallas, prolonging his travel time
by a day. Upon his arrival at the John Barleycorn pub in Duxford, where we
had booked rooms, he smiled energetically and declined the offer of a meal
and a nap, preferring instead to head directly to the air base. This was not
Huie’s first trip back to Duxford, but it was the first visit without a programmed agenda or major event underway. We were there to explore – the
weather was gorgeous, and the off-season grounds were almost deserted.
Duxford was originally built as a World War I RAF base, with administration
and housing buildings added in the 1930s as tensions built across Europe.
Early in WWII, Duxford RAF pilots played a critical role in the Battle of Britain.
In 1943, the British handed the airfield over to the Americans to use as a base
for the 78th Fighter Group. Today it houses Britain’s largest air museum, the
Imperial War Museum Duxford, along with the American Air Museum, a memorial to the 30,000 airmen who lost their lives flying from British air bases
during World War II.
After Huie’s arrival on the Queen Elizabeth soon after D-Day in June 1944, he
first went to Atcham, where the airmen received their assignments. Most of
his ship-mates were assigned to the 9th Air Force, which flew out of makeshift
tent bases near the front lines. Huie and a few other colleagues were assigned to the 78th Fighter Group in the U.S. 8th Air Force, and they arrived at
Duxford in August 1944. Huie was 20 years old.

Huie Lamb in 1944 and 2013

As we drove toward the base almost exactly 69 years later, we asked Huie about his housing, wondering if it was still standing.
He told us that the 78th Fighter Group pilots had been housed in the old RAF Officers’ Mess and Quarters, just across the road
from the main gate into the base. We soon spotted the old brick ivy-covered building through a fence, but the entire area was
closed to public access.
We headed to the main gate Guardroom, and introduced Huie. The guards were thrilled to meet him, and soon arranged to unlock the Officers’ Quarters for a private visit.
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The fighter pilots of the 78th spent their flying days in
combat over Europe or dodging flak in strafing runs, but
if they survived their missions they came back to relative
comfort each evening. They were housed in two side
wings off the main building, which contained a welcoming entry-way, a large formal dining hall, card and billiard
rooms, and even a ladies coat check for the monthly
dances held there.
When we walked through the back kitchen area where
meals were prepared for the airmen, Huie grinned with
delight as he recalled the time that he and a buddy managed to steal a frozen steak from the meat locker, using a
long home-made fishing pole of sorts. They cooked it
surreptitiously in their room on their tiny bootleg heater/
cook-stove, a ceramic coil atop a tin can. It was one of
the best meals he had during the war.
For many years after the war, the
main Officers Mess building continued
to be used by the base and museum
for functions and meetings, but the
residential wings have been neglected
for years. This struck us as rather a
blessing, as entering Huie’s old side
wing felt like stepping into a time capsule, with fixtures and signs unchanged since the war.

Huie (here with Robert) mentioned that he never spent too much time playing cards in the Card Room of the Duxford Officers Mess. To the extent he
had any ‘luck,’ he wanted to expend it while flying.
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The west residential wing of the Duxford Officers Quarters is like a time capsule from WWII.
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Huie’s old room was #19, at the end of the hallway on the second floor. The autumn of 1944 was chilly and damp, and the
winter was brutally cold, and Huie remarked that he never
once felt warm while stationed at Duxford. He and his roommate used to break the rules by plugging in their home-made
“coffee can heater” to supplement the meager central heat
provided by the base. These were confiscated when discovered, as they were prone to overload the building’s electrical
system, or even catch on fire.

Huie recalled that the airmen on each floor were assigned a
“Batman,” an older gentleman who made their beds, drew
their baths, and awoke them in the morning. If the airmen
were to fly the next day, they were generally advised the night
before, and knew to expect an extra early wake-up. They never
took for granted the luxury of eating in the same building in
which they slept – military men all over Europe were accustomed to a cold journey to the mess from their tents or quarters. Eggs were served for breakfast on mission days, and they
ate heartily. They then headed across Royston Road to their
squadron’s hangar for a briefing, and together we
headed that direction as well.

Monthly dances were held at
the Officer’s Quarters, and we
saw the original ladies’ coat
check. (Huie is the smiling fellow on the left in the photograph above.)
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Huie’s batman is on the left.

Each of the 78th’s three fighter squadrons (82nd, 83rd, 84th) was assigned its
own WWI era hangar with attached offices, fronted by enormous wooden accordion doors. All three still stand today.
The briefing room for the three squadrons of the 78th was located adjacent to
Huie’s old 82nd FS hangar, and we headed directly there. Huie remembered the
briefings well, telling us of the large map
on the wall, with strings used to depict
routes, and rendezvous spots marked for
escort missions.
82nd Fighter Squadron hangar door (constructed during WWI), Sept. 2013

At first, with the front still in France, Huie and his
fellow pilots in the 78th would often fly twice a day,
generally strafing missions. After the briefing they
would head directly to their P-47’s, large bulky fighters they grew to love because they withstood attack
so well. Huie was assigned a C-model “Razorback” P47 initially, but soon obtained a D-model with a bubble canopy, which he much preferred for its superior
visibility and speed. He and his crew chief managed
to procure some beeswax, rubbing it on the wings to
make it go even faster.

Lt. Huie Lamb and his P-47 at Duxford Air Base, 1944
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(Left) 78th FG pilots leaving a briefing.
(Below) Huie in front of the briefing room.

Huie remembers the first time he saw the
“enemy.” He was flying to the far right in a formation of 16, and spotted a Messerschmitt 109
coming at him from the right with guns blazing.
Huie “broke right” and got his gun sight on the
plane, but it happened fast and his gun switch
wasn’t on. The German pilot was more experienced, and knew to put out his flaps and landing
gear at the last minute so that Huie overshot
him. Huie turned to come back, and his unit
leader shot down the plane.
But Huie soon learned the techniques that would
keep him alive for the next year, and earn him
“ace” status. He always kept an eye out in all
directions, and he put priority on teamwork with
his squadron above all else. He learned to pull up
fast and hard after a strafing run, so that the
heavy P-47 wouldn’t “mush” and lose lift. He
also learned to avoid unnecessary chances. Captain John Brown, an American pilot with prior
RAF experience whom Huie admired, advised him
early on: “Fight and run away—Live to fight another day!” Huie observed that fighter pilots’
chances for survival went way up after their first
5 missions, especially if they weren’t tempted to
go back for that second strafing run, or one more
“kill” to push up their records. Of course luck
played a role too. Huie felt fortunate that his
guns never misfired once, and that he didn’t fall
victim to the terrible winter weather conditions
that claimed so many other pilots trying to return
to base after their missions.

During WWII, the planes of the 78th FIGHTER GROUP OF THE 8th AIR FORCE
were easily recognizable by the black & white checker-board design painted on
their noses. The 78th FG was responsible for escorting the heavy bombers of the
8th and directly attacking ground targets in mainland Europe, moving further
east with the front line. It was composed of 3 squadrons – 82nd (Huie’s), 83rd,
and 84th – each with approximately 25-30 active pilots, deploying 16 planes per
mission.
The 78th flew a total of 450 missions out of Duxford, and lost 128 pilots.
The unit received two Distinguished Unit Citations, one in September 1944 for
aerial support of Operation Market Garden, and the other in April 1944 for destruction of German aircraft on the ground.
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Huie’s first kill took place on October 12, 1944, when he shot down a Bf 109 over Hamburg. Only three days later he made
history as the third 78th Fighter Group pilot to down a Messerschmidt 262, the world's first operational jet-powered fighter
aircraft. He was wing-man at the time to Captain Brown on a train strafing mission near Osnabruck, Germany. Back at 15,000
feet, Brown said “let’s head back”, and Huie looked back one last time. He recalled: “Someone had hit -- I believe -- an oxygen
tank, and that thing had exploded and it had gone up about 10,000 feet, the big white smoke cloud. But I was coming back
and I saw this bogey get out on the deck. I called it out and my flight leader said ‘I can’t see it, go check it out and I’ll cover
you,’ and I said OK! So I headed down there and I was going about -- I would say 500 miles an hour --and I was still not gaining on him.” [1]
Only then, unable to close the distance even in a dive, Huie figured out the bogey must be one of the new German fighter
jets he had heard about.
He continued: “Well, then I hit water injection and you could feel the water injection kind of jolt. I gained on him a little bit
but didn’t feel I could catch him, so I fired a shot just hoping to get lucky. That let him know I was there, and he started a slow
turn to the left to see who I was. When he turned around I was able to cut inside of him and get real close behind him. And
he led me up a flat corridor that they set up into the German base and I was so close they didn’t shoot at either one of us.” [1]
The German jet pilot had led Huie into a flak corridor over the Bohmte airfield.
Huie kept focused. As he told author Thomas Cleaver: “I opened fire and hit him in the forward fuselage. He flipped over
then straightened out and went lower. I closed in to around 100 feet right behind him. I only had two inner guns that still
had ammo after the strafing. I hit his left engine and he fell off to the right and went in, exploding on impact. I’d been so
close to him that they couldn’t open fire before, but as soon as he went in, every gun on that field opened up on me! I got hit
in the rudder, and it jammed. John radioed me to go lower, and I went across that field – at maximum speed so low I must
have nearly hit the ground with my prop. It was all a blur. I got out of there and pulled up. John joined up and told me that I
had taken a lot of hits. This was my second victory, and I had previously promised my crew chief, George Schmidt, that I
would do a victory roll if I claimed a kill. However, with my P-47 so badly shot up, I decided I’d just worry about getting back
on the ground in one piece, which is what I did. [2] I just came straight in and landed.”

A page from “Duxford Diary,” first published in 1945; Huie has an original print of this photograph.
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At the museum 69 years later, Huie ventured inside the old 78th FG briefing room. He immediately spotted some framed photos
on the wall, photos of American fighter pilots from the winter of ‘44/’45 that so far the museum historians had been unable to
identify. He excitedly pointed to one of the photos: “I know all of these guys! Troy Eggleston, [Roland] Wolf, Winfield Brown,
and Larry Nelson – I came over on the Queen Elizabeth with Larry. And Wolf, he’s the guy who came to me and said ‘Please don’t
take this personally, but I don’t make friends with anyone.’ Me, I felt differently. Friendship and teamwork was what kept us
alive.”
Still eyeing the photo, he then grew reflective. “Troy Eggleston. It’s a sad story – he died soon after this picture was taken.” His
eyes filled with tears.

(from left) Troy Eggleston, Roland Wolf, Winfield Brown & Larry Nelson in fall 1944
Troy, who was Huie’s friend from flight training and his Duxford room-mate, died soon after the photo was taken.

Over dinner that night, we asked Huie about his friend Troy. Huie explained that after the October missions, a cold rain set
in and the grass runways were too muddy for flight operations with the heavy P-47’s. Operations were temporarily moved
to Bassingbourn, 14 miles to the west, so that a pierced steel planking runway could be laid for winter operations at Duxford. Huie had just been promoted, and on November 26th was sent out on his first assignment as element leader, on a
bomber escort mission. While taxiing his plane through the mud, his plane got stuck and slightly nicked a prop. When the
tug arrived, the prop was inspected and his flight nixed. Troy took Huie’s place. During the mission, the 82 nd Fighter Squadron was vectored onto 40 Bf 109s approaching the bombers over the Rhine [3], and Troy was shot down by the Luftwaffe.
To this day Huie wishes he had flown instead. He does not believe he would have been shot down in Troy’s place; he believes that as element leader he could have helped protect the other pilots. After the war, Huie visited Troy’s parents in Oklahoma to console them for their loss and share stories of their son.
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Robert had arranged for Huie to take an
actual flight on the field, and soon it was
time to head over to the tarmac. Huie was
introduced to Brian Jones, a KLM pilot who
volunteers at IWM Duxford in his spare
time. They climbed aboard a vintage T-6
trainer. Though Duxford now has a concrete runway—constructed early in the Cold
War—Brian and Huie elected to take off and
land on the grass, as during the war. Huie
had not flown a T-6 since his training stint in
Eagle Pass TX in early 1944, but at 89 still
flies small planes from time to time back
home. When Brian offered him the controls, he didn’t hesitate, and executed a
successful roll maneuver! He was fully energized coming out of the plane, simply remarkable for someone who had barely slept
the previous 24 hours.

When Huie and Robert and I returned to Duxford the next morning, we first visited the old control tower, where we could view
the enormous field. Before the mesh runway was laid for winter operations, eight P47’s would take off abreast together on
the grass, two groups of 8 then forming up in the sky as a “squadron” of 16 planes, and three squadrons forming up as a
“group” of 48 planes for a mission.
The weather was still warm and sunny, and Huie again observed that never once did he experience such a pleasant day during
the war; by December of 1944 Europe was already in the grip of its coldest winter in a century.
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Huie preparing to take off in his P-47, MX-O. The 78th FG started adding
the checkerboard nose paint to its planes after D-Day.

(Below) Bing Crosby, entertaining the troops in front of
one of the Duxford hangars.
(Photo taken by Huie)

The 78th Fighter Group experienced a several week “No-Fly” period in
December 1944 due to a low pressure system that brought “pea soup”
fog. Pilots used the base link trainer to maintain IFR proficiency, but
also had time to create some “horsing around” photos. In this photo
from Huie’s collection, officers attempt to get pilots to fly despite the
low ceiling.
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When Huie and his fellow fighter pilots returned to Duxford from Bassingbourn in early December, the steel
mesh had been laid. While at Bassingbourn they had started training on four P-51 Mustangs, in preparation
for their transition to this longer-range and more maneuverable fighter. The 78th would be the last Fighter
Group to make the transition. Pilots of the 78th loved their rugged P-47’s, and were unhappy about the
change, but over time grew to appreciate the Mustang’s strengths. P-51’s for the entire 82nd Fighter Squadron were delivered on December 16, but bad weather and fog kept the airmen grounded for almost two
weeks. Huie named his new plane “Etta Jeanne” after his little sister back home in Texas.
Huie and his
sister Etta Jeanne

Back inside the control tower in 2013, Huie spotted a map.
We located Duxford in East Anglia on the map, and gauged
the distance over the North Sea to missions in France, Holland and Germany.
Huie knows the North Sea well, having been one of the very
few pilots to survive a ditching in those frigid waters during
the war. Turns out it was on his very first mission in Etta
Jeanne, on December 29, 1944.
The foggy weather had finally cleared. Huie took off with 31
other P-51s, to escort bombers to Nuremburg. He was flying
as element lead, with John Childs as his wingman. As the
formation approached Frankfurt, Childs’ radio failed and so
he and Huie aborted and headed toward Holland and the
North Sea as the most direct route back to home base. Suddenly Huie noticed with alarm that his coolant temperature
gauge was climbing into the red zone. He had little experience trouble-shooting on the P-51, but he went to manual
control, opened the radiator door, and noted with relief
when the temperature went back into the green. He closed
the radiator door, and was now over the North Sea, when
the temperature started rising again. This time opening the
door had no effect. He could see the English coast, and
pulled back on the throttle. Wingman John Childs had no
way of knowing why Huie was slowing, but stayed with him.
Huie thought perhaps he could make it to land, but the coolant temperature kept rising, and then the engine caught on
fire and quit. He would have to bail out in his parachute over
water.

Huie points to the coastline near where he had to ditch his P-51
Etta Jeanne on its first mission. He dreams that someday an
expedition will be created to locate the remains of the plane,
which is thought to rest in relatively shallow waters. A few
specialized shops are able to re-build WWII era planes from such
remains – the “data plate” is the key item which establishes the
authenticity of the aircraft.
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He recalls: “I started opening the canopy but it seemed stuck. I finally got it open and unbuckled my seat belt and
shoulder harness, but I couldn’t make it to land, and by this time I was too low to bail out. I was about 5 miles from
Orford Ness when I ditched.” The plane’s right wing caught a wave and cartwheeled rather than sinking, which Huie
credits with saving his life. “I inflated my Mae West [life vest] but had a hell of a time getting my dinghy unstrapped
from my parachute. I finally got it unstrapped and inflated but I was too weak to get into it. Man it was COLD. I just
hung on to the straps and prayed for some help. While holding on to the dinghy I certainly had thoughts that I might
not make it. I remembered a poem I had read about a young man that was down on his luck and his father sent him
a small piece of rope with a knot on one end. His Dad told the young man ‘If you've played out your rope till it's
almost all gone, a big knot in the end will help you hang on.’ That is what I did. Hang On.”
John Childs saw Etta Jeanne hit the water, but his radio was still out, so he couldn’t call for assistance. He noted
Huie’s position, and headed towards nearby RAF Martlesham Heath Air Field to get help. As he approached, he saw
a Walrus sea-plane readying for take-off. Remarkably, an airborne 356th Fighter Group pilot (Bill Crump, of pet coyote fame)
had spotted the ditching also, and called Mayday which alerted
Air Sea Rescue. Childs led them to the ditching site in his P-51,
executing 360’s along the way to slow himself down enough to
accommodate the Walrus’ sluggish speed. The Walrus crew landed, pulled a barely conscious Huie from the water, and got him to
a military hospital within 20 minutes. The doctor later told Huie
that after 5 more minutes in the water he likely would not have
survived.
John Childs

A Walrus sea-plane, the same type that rescued Huie from the North Sea.

After Huie’s visit, IWM Duxford historian Carl Warner located records in the British military archives
pertaining to his rescue.
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(Left) Huie in front of the 82nd FS hangar doors
with his P-47’s rudder, damaged in the October
1944 attack on the Me-262 German fighter jet.

(Below) Huie, on the right with his lip still bandaged from hitting his gun-sight, with wing-man
John Childs as they examine a dinghy of the type
he had to use in the emergency ditching of P-51
Etta Jeanne in the North Sea.

(Below) John Childs,on the left, and Huie with Brussels.
Brussels earned his name by being just a “sprout”
when first adopted by Huie’s friend Troy Eggleston.
After Troy was shot down in November 1944, Huie
continued to care for his dog. Brussels even earned a
spot on the 82nd FS pilot board.
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Huie was soon flying again, in Etta Jeanne II, and the adventures continued. He recalls the day he had engine trouble, and made an
emergency landing at a 9th Air Force base in France. He spotted some of the friends he had made on the voyage over on the Queen
Elizabeth, and told them all about Duxford: the meals served in the same building where he slept, the sheets on the bed, the card
and billiard rooms, his batman. His buddies slept and ate in tents. He recalled with a smile: “they were mad!”
March 19, 1945 marked the best day of the war for the 78 th Fighter Group, in terms of aerial successes, and presented another
close call for Huie. He had spotted a group of Bf 109s down below, and dove down toward them. He recounted in the recently
published book “Aces of the 78th Fighter Group”: “Just as I was closing in on the 109s, I glanced over my shoulder and there were
four 190s diving on us! It was a trap. I was flying a P-51 that wasn’t mine, fitted with tail warning radar – its light was flashing red
on my instrument panel! I figured it was my wingman. I assumed that he was doing a pretty good job of staying with me. I made
several head-on passes with the 109s, hitting one of them, before I called
the rest of my flight to tell them it was time to head home. It was only then
that I realized I was alone, and those radar warnings had been for German
fighters on my tail! I climbed away and got the hell out of there myself.”
On the way home, he teamed up with Capt Winfield Brown, and they
spotted and shot down an Ar 234 (German jet bomber.) They watched as it
hit some trees and burst into flames.
On April 10, Huie made “ace” status by destroying three German aircraft on
the ground at Werder Aerodrome. Lt. Colonel John Landers was Group
Commanding Officer that day, and the three squadrons of the 78 th claimed
52 strafing victories. Sadly, two pilots from the 82nd FS were lost that day.
The 78th Fighter Group’s last World War II mission was flown on April 25,
1945, escorting 11 Lancasters sent to destroy Hitler’s mountain residence,
the Berghof, in Berchtesgaden. Huie flew a special two-seat P-51D that
day, with group flight surgeon Ben Pentecost in the back. After escorting
the Lancasters to their destination, “the group provided escort for B-24s hitting marshalling yards at Salzberg. [Second] escort complete, the 78th crossed the Belgian coast at 1350 hours and 77 of the 78 aircraft sent aloft were on the ground at Duxford by 1440
hours. Sadly, Lt. Edward Carroll of the 82nd FS perished when his fighter crashed in fog near Sawston, in Cambridgeshire.” [3]
The mission lasted 6.5 hours. Huie still has
in his personal files an original copy of the
Stars & Stripes article that Pentecost wrote
about the flight.
A little over two weeks later the war in
Europe was over. Huie remembers bottles
of champagne being handed out, and the
best fireworks he had ever seen, over Cambridge. He had survived 44 missions in a P47 and 23 missions in a P-51. He was promoted to captain, and training commenced
almost immediately to prepare the airmen
for deployment to the Pacific. Before they
could be deployed, the Japanese surrendered. Huie and the 78th Fighter Group left
Duxford in October 1945, and the base was
returned to the RAF.
(Left) Lt. Col. Pentecost and Huie brief for the
flight to Berchtesgaden.
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Brigadier General Murray Woodbury
pinning the Distinguished Flying Cross on
Huie Lamb.

“Grand Maw,
This was taken the day that I was presented my D.F.C. ‘44.
Love & kisses, Huie Jr (Sonny Boy)”

Duxford Aerodrome from the air, 1945
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After VE Day, Huie stayed at Duxford and helped train new pilots for deployment to the Pacific front. These photos (possibly situated in Room 19) were
taken on VJ Day, when the Japanese surrendered and the young pilots found
out they would not be deployed to that front after all. Huie is on the top right
in the photo above.

Huie with Troy’s dog Brussels (left) and in front of the 82nd FS
hangar/briefing room at Duxford (above.)
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IWM-Duxford (Former) Director Richard Ashton, Marcy Garriott,
Huie Lamb, and IWM-Duxford historian Carl Warner
Huie greatly enjoyed meeting some key museum
personnel on this trip, and they seemed equally
pleased to meet and talk with him. Although many
veterans have visited IWM Duxford, only rarely does
an American visit who was actually stationed there.
Richard Ashton, (former) Director of IWM Duxford
and the American Air Museum, showed Huie around
the grounds, and introduced him to Carl Warner, the
museum’s Research and Information Manager, who
is leading the charge to integrate more personal
‘stories’ into the museum’s exhibits. Huie shared his
own stories in a video interview, and has helped Carl
and his staff identify colleagues in archival photographs; the exchange of information continues via email. Huie owned a camera during the war and with
Marcy’s help will be sharing scans of his many Duxford-era photographs with the museum.

Carl Warner and Lucy May Maxwell with Huie

Static P-47 display at the IWM-Duxford
“American Air Museum”
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APPENDIX 1

The Stars & Stripes article written by Lt. Col. Pentecost about
his flight with Huie to Berchtesgaden.
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APPENDIX 2

The poem that inspired Huie to “Hang On” in the frigid waters of the North Sea until he was rescued, December 29,
1944.

After surviving the war, Huie married his lovely wife
Doris in 1950. They recently celebrated their 64th
wedding anniversary.
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APPENDIX 3

Each pilot carried with them an escape kit, for use should they ever be shot down behind enemy lines. This kit included a personal
photo taken in civilian gear, which was to be used to obtain a local identification card. This collection of ID photos from the 78th
Fighter Group was given to Huie at a P-47 reunion in 1991 by Major Harry Downing, former CO of the 84th FS.
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1943 – 1945
Erected by American Army Air Forces personnel to commemorate two years of combat operations against Nazi Germany while stationed at Duxford. American pilots
flew 465 combat missions from this airfield from 8 April 1943 until the victory in
Europe 8 May 1945. They destroyed 333 German aircraft in aerial combat and 343
while strafing airfields. This plaque is offered as a tribute to the courage of those
airmen and to the devotion of duty of ground specialists whose work made these
victories possible.
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APPENDIX 5

Robert in Buzzin’ Cuzzin, over Fredericksburg, TX

Photo by Scott Slocum

Marcy & Robert Garriott
Robert and Marcy met while getting their electrical engineering degrees at Rice University, and together attended Stanford for their engineering Masters’ degrees. With an MBA to boot, Robert went
into the computer game business, and Marcy into telecommunications. They are now retired from
those original careers, and since 2000 Marcy has been directing and producing documentary films.
Robert and Marcy are both private pilots with multi-engine and instrument ratings, and both are jet
type-rated. Robert additionally flies helicopters and war-birds.
His P-51 is named “Buzzin’ Cuzzin,” after the original plane that
Bill Spengler flew with the 83rd Fighter Squadron at Duxford.

Bill Spengler, center, with the original Buzzin’ Cuzzin,
Duxford 1945
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