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Lisrary NOTES 3

UNEXPECTED ANTI-AIRCRAFT FIRE

Take-off time was set at nine-thirty pm, and the first
landings started at midnight. We were completely un-
prepared for the very heavy anti-aircraft fire we re-
ceived as we passed over the offshore channel islands of
Jersey and Guernsey and on into the coast of Nor-
mandy. This came, unfortunately, at just the time the
planes were starting their descent from 6,000 feet to
800 feet, which was supposed to be jump altitude.

On the approach, several of the troop carrier aircraft
were shot down by anti-aircraft fire, including that of
my company commander. The entire flight column
was soon disrupted,
both by aircraft
taking evasive ac-
tion from the anti-
aircraft fire and by
fog. The combina-
tion of these forces
caused the tight,
orderly formation
to dissolve. Several
aircraft, including
my own, were hit.
The wing of my
C-47 was on fire. 1
remember very well
standing in the
doorway and see-
ing this lazy stream
of ~tracer bullets
crossing from sev-
eral directions from
2omm and gomm
ground fire coming
up all around. I use
the term “lazy”
because it looked
that way from my
perspective. There
was one tracer to
every five of the ex-
plosive rounds, making the specter appear as a slow
stream of water from a fire hose. 3

As a sidelight, I should mention Horst Schmidt
Dorneden, consul general of Germany, whom J spon-
sored to the Bohemian Club in 1986. He told me one
night, as we walked among the redwoods at the Bo-
hemian Grove, that he was operating one of those
20mm and gomm guns in the area I was flying over and
was firing at us!

When my aircraft was hit, I immediately stood the
troopers up and did the checks preparing for the jump.
Meanwhile, my aircraft, as well as others, was takin
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evasive action. Aircraft were crossing in several differ-
ent directions. All of this caused a widely dispersed
jump pattern on the ground. In short, it was a mess. We
were not prepared for this. My aircraft was losing alti-
tude rapidly so the pilot gave the green light to jump. 1
got all the troopers out, then jumped myself. By the
time I jumped, the airplane must have been very close
to the ground because as soon as my parachute opened,
1 got caught in a tree, and after untangling, I hit the
ground hard.

REAsSEMBLING THE UNIT

On the ground, and in the darkness, I had not the re-
motest idea where we were with reference to the desig-
nated drop zone
for my particular
unit. Once on the
ground, 1 gathered
up about a dozen
of my troopers as
well as fifteen or
twenty troopers
from other units
which had landed
nearby and had
started out, for no
particularly good
reason, going back-
wards from what
I believed was the
direction of our
flight in. I remem-
ber that, although
at times the moon
could be seen
through the heavy
cloud cover, gener-
ally on the ground
it was pitch dark.
We soon came to
a sunken, narrow
road. Perhaps at
some time in the
_ distant past it had
been a Normandy cart road.

Moving along in the darkness, from a distance of
twenty feet or so, I saw a dark figure sitting on the
bank. For identification, every jumper was equipped
with a cricket, a little gadget one used to find in a box
of Cracker Jack. One snap of the cricket for “chal-
lenge” and two snaps in response for “friendly.” 1
snapped my cricket at the dark figure and all 1 heard
was a hoarse voice, “I have lost my cricket.” I walked
over and there was Major General Maxwell D. Taylor,
the 1015t Airborne Division commander, sitting all
alone. I identified myself as Lieutenant Roberts, so1st




