Comments regarding Joe B. Maloy Jr. for 392" Bomb Group Reunion 2019.

My father, Joe Bruce Maloy Jr. was from Montgomery, Alabama. He was born in
November 1924. He entered the Eighth Air Force in 1943. He was a ball turret gunner on a B-
24 flying out of Wendling with the 392" Bomb Group. I have provided two handwritten excerpts

from a larger account of his life and war experiences.

The first excerpt is the actual account of being shot down and bailing out after a raid on
Berlin in April 1944.

The second is from April 1945 when the P.O.W.’s from Luftstalag XVII B in Krems,
Austria were marched back and forth for hundreds of miles as the guards sought to avoid capture
by the Soviets. During that march they witnessed the slaughter of Jews who were being marched

out of Mauthausen Concentration Camp.

Like many others my father was quiet about his war service. You didn’t see it reflected
in his day to day life. When he came back, he went to the University of Alabama on the GI bill.

He married my mom and he worked for Kimberly Clark Corporation until he retired.

One thing I didn’t fully appreciate until T was older was why it was that as a child I could
never get my Dad to go on a camping trip. He must have swormn an oath to never again be

without indoor plumbing and central heat.

However, around the time of his retirement he began to hear stories of people who denied
that the Holocaust had ever occurred. That ate at him. He could not abide that there were people

who claimed loudly that something he had seen with his own eyes never happened.

He wrote almost one thousand pages in wire bound notebooks of his experiences in the
war. He began to tell his story publicly. His logic was simple. “I am the unimpeachable witness.
I was just a kid from Alabama who was thrust into something he never wanted to see or

experience.” He had no political agenda; he simply told what he saw.

He spoke to high school civic classes, Rotary clubs, Kiwanis, you name it.



Telling the truth gave my father purpose in his later life, but his Eighth Air Force
experience didn’t prevent him from enjoying life. In the mid 1990°s I bought a new car. It was a
large Mercedes convertible sedan. I went to pick him up to take him to lunch. I hadn’t told him
I had bought a new car. He came out of the house and saw it in the driveway. He walked all the
way around it and said, “Wow. The last time [ got a ride in a big Mercedes convertible it was

from Gestapo Headquarters to the P.O.W. camp...but we’re just going to Chick-fil-A, right?”

My father passed away in 2006. He and my Mother rest at Arlington. I know he would

wish you a happy and successful reunion.
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KAMON DELeH,

DAVID BOBINSON +

When | entered the Coca-Cola Company’s “ Whom do you
choose” Program, asking for the opportunity to carry the
Olympic Torch, | was asked to state my reasons for
wanting to be a Torch bearer. My answer was:

As a veteran of WW2, who served in the 8" AF and
survived a year as a P.O.W. in Stalag XVII B, | would
consider it a privilege to carry the torch in remembrance of
those who fought with us; both the living and the dead. As
| run, | shall think of their hands being on the Torch, with
mine. Our last Hurrah.

| was selected in May of 1996. On July 17, after a
ceremony at the Peachtree City’s Plaza, | carried the
Flame one kilometer, past huge crowds of cheering
spectators, to the accompaniment of thundering music. An
unforgettable experience!

In an effort to keep my word, | listed the names of my old
friends, my combat crew members and my close friends
from P.O.W. days on a small piece of paper. | folded it and
taped it to the palm of my right hand.
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