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  This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to persons living or dead are purely coincidental.




  





  Sounds That Angels Make




  





  At flight school my training officer told me that tail gunners seldom survive their second or third missions.




  “Nazi fighters always go for the tail gunner,” he assured me.




  I know. I was shot down nine times. But for some reason I only remember the fourth.




  That fourth time, I clearly recall the smell of my leather flight jacket, mingled with the oily smell of the freshly greased gun turret. And I remember the banshee’s howl of the wind when the last of our four engines coughed and died. Our Wellington bomber was in agony when she pitched over and began her slow spiral downward to her inevitable destruction. Mostly I have no problem recalling the sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach as the airplane seemed to be coming apart around me.




  Then there was the lieutenant’s toneless voice over my headset, saying, “Abandon the plane—bail out if you can.”




  I remember Paul—the little guy from Halifax—he saved me that fourth time.




  But I can’t remember what happened to him.




  But who is this guy staring at me? He certainly isn’t Paul. In fact, he isn’t anyone I know or have ever known. Odd thing is, there is a sad look in his hazel eyes as if he knows me.




  ***




  Allan Culbreath squirmed inside as he faced his father. He squirmed every time he visited the Sunshine Care Facility. The air was always too hot and oppressive. It made him sweat. He kept his bomber jacket on during his visits to his eighty-five-year-old father. He kept his jacket on because he wanted to feel like he could bail any time he felt like it. These visits were getting harder and harder to bear. Besides, Dad was never happy to see him anyway.
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