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Part I—Douglas Conway, WWII 

Sometime during the spring of 1944, Betty Mae Conway received word from the war department 

that her husband, 1st Lieutenant Douglas M. Conway, an Army Air Forces bombardier, had been 

reported missing in action after a flying fortress raid over Belgium on March 2nd. Lieutenant Conway 

had been sent overseas in December of 1943, and was stationed in England. He had completed 10 

bombing missions before he went missing, mostly over Germany. 

      Although Lieutenant Conway graduated from Roosevelt High School in Des Moines, he and his 

wife and young son, Martie, now lived in Ankeny, where Lieutenant Conway had been working for the 

Carleton D. Beh Investment Co. prior to his enlistment. At the time of his disappearance, he had two 

brothers serving in the military as well—Sergeant James E. Conway in Italy with the signal corps, and 

Norman V. Conway, who had enlisted in the Navy and was preparing to be shipped out.  

      Months went by with no word, and family members were probably fearing the worst. Then one day 

in the fall of that same year, Mrs. Conway received a cable-gram from her husband to say that he was 

safe and well and would be coming home. What a fantastic surprise!  

       Lieutenant Conway had been in hiding after his plane went down, and was eventually liberated by 

the Americans in Belgium on September 4th, 1944. He spent two days in Paris before being flown to 

London, and finally arrived back in Iowa on October 31st. He had been awarded with the Air Medal, a 

Purple Heart, a Presidential Citation, and the E. T. O. Ribbon with two Major Battle Stars. Despite his 

harrowing ordeal, he was not finished with his service, and still had to report to a rest camp in 

California a month later for reassignment. The article that follows is his fascinating story about what 

happened to him between his bombing raid and the time he returned home, nearly eight months later.  

 Continued on Page 2 

World War II and Two Brave Soldiers From Ankeny 
 

 These newspaper articles, transcribed in 2018 along with any errors that may have been part of them 
originally, highlight some of the impacts World War II had on the Ankeny area outside of the Ordnance 
plant—specifically in reference to two soldiers from the area: Douglas Conway and Reco Logli. These 
articles came from scrapbooks donated to us by Doris Bunz, but it is not known which newspaper they 
came from. Dates, if included, are noted on each article. Part I regarding Douglas Conway’s war 
experiences are as follows.  Part II regarding Reco Logli’s war experiences will be featured in the 
Winter 2018 newsletter.   
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Iowan Lived Under Noses of  
Germans— 
 
By Lulu Mae Coe 
(Not dated, but probably from late 1944) 

 

To be an American aviator wearing peasant clothes and eating in a farmhouse kitchen with Germans in 

the same room is an experience Lieut. Douglas M. Conway does not care to repeat.  He even received a 

smoke from a German. 

“I felt like I had American written clear across me,” he declared. “I didn’t even want the Germans to 

look at me, and I wished I were not so tall.” 

That, perhaps, is one of the more minor ordeals Lieutenant Conway underwent during several tension-

filled months he was “missing in action,” but it certainly ranked high among the mental hazards.                             

Peasants 

Lieutenant Conway, 23, is alive today only because of men who shall be nameless—little peasants and 

others of his countrymen, members of the underground movement—all eager to help the American airman 

caught behind the German lines. 

The aviator bailed out of his burning plane last spring, and was liberated this fall when the Yanks came 

tearing in.  

Right now Lieutenant Conway—he was promoted to first lieutenant after turning up 
again in England—is spending his leave with his wife, Bette, and his 2-year-old son, 
Martin, at Ankeny, Ia., and with his parents, Mr. and Mrs. Thomas V. Conway, 
Lorraine apartments, 2105 Cottage Grove ave. 
 

Lieutenant Conway, who enlisted at St. Louis, Mo., in July, 1943, was sent overseas in December as 

bombardier on a Flying Fortress attached to the U.S. 8th Air Force. 

For one run of the seven missions he completed before being reported “missing in action,” Lieutenant 

Conway wears a presidential citation, given, as he says, “for a beautiful job of bombing of Oschersleben.” 

 

Second Mission 

On the second mission over Oschersleben, the Fort’s tail was shot away and she was pitted with flak 

from 15 enemy attacks. The pilot made a forced landing on a royal air force airfield. 

Lieutenant Conway was on his eighth mission when he was forced to bail out. It had been a quiet run 

until Focke-Wulf 190s attacked the American bomber, slightly out of formation, killed three crew members, 

and set the plan afire. 

“I hope that is my last parachute jump,” asserted Lieutenant Conway. “I didn’t like it.” 

 

Continued on Page 3 
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Iowan Lived Under Noses 
of Germans— 
 
 

He had to go through fire to reach the hatch, and his hands and clothes were 
burned. The crew members had to kick open the hatch, which was not operating 
properly, and the opening was too small, so that the bombardier cut his face as he slid 
through. 

 

Pulling the rip cord too soon, he was caught in the propeller wash from the plane and the chute straps 

snapped his legs so violently the thought the Germans had fired on him. 

“I didn’t really feel I was falling until I went through a cloud, and then I knew I was going down,” he said. 

“I went whizzing over a town about 30 miles an hour, and I thought I would land on somebody’s rooftop.” 

 

Beckoned 

However, he hit the ground. As he picked himself up, a peasant beckoned him into nearby woods. The 

American did not walk into a trap, but into the first bit of help that eventually was to return him to American 

lines. 

The Des Moines officer ran to a hiding place in the woods. The Germans had learned  
that the Americans were in the vicinity and it was necessary to get away—and fast. 
 

Somewhat later, Lieutenant Conway was given civilian clothes.  Within a few days after Lieutenant 

Conway landed, other airmen were being helped by the peasants. 

“We did not know how we ever could get out,” Lieutenant Conway declared. “There did not seem to be 

much to look forward to, and things looked pretty grim.” 

 

The Forests 

The deep forests seemed to offer safety, if not escape, so the men “took to the woods.” 

They built a shack by putting poles in the ground, weaving thin branches for sides, and making a roof of 

galvanized tin—which they carried by night from a farmhouse. 

“We slept on straw and we did not eat very good,” Conway declared. “We snared rabbits, but smoke 

would give us away, so we couldn’t do much cooking. We also had wild berries. For two days we practically 

starved. Sometimes somebody would bring us food.” 

 

Moved to Cave 

After a month in the “south sea” dwelling, which was scarcely adequate in the rainy spring and summer, 

the men “moved” to a hillside cave. They were there for months—lonely, often hungry, sometimes frightening 

months, but months that were brightened by a number of interested, kindly natives, eager to help. 

“A man from a farm brought us hot food, meat and potatoes every night,” the Iowan said. “We just had 

bread and butter all day—and we got pretty sick of it, but those dinners were good. We had a bedspring 

covered with straw for a bed.” Continued on Page 4 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 

   

 

 

Iowan Lived Under Noses  
of Germans— 

 

 

The cave served as the abode for a large number of rats, as well as the Americans,  
but the men “sort of got used to them.” 

 

In those months, the men took careful walks—always uneasy that a German patrol might shove into the 

forest—lay in each sun as came along and read three books (their entire library). 

The rest of the time it was just sit—and wonder—and worry about the folks at home—and wait, 

apparently without anything to wait for. 

 

Slept in Clothes 

The men did not remove their clothes at night or day for months, as the nights were chilly. A nearby 

stream was exposed to enemy gunfire, and they were safe to go there only about once every two weeks. They 

could not bathe and they could not shave. 

Lieutenant Conway had no toothbrush, and he is having trouble with his gums and teeth as a result. 

The peasants brought the men tobacco, selling at the rate of two pounds for $15. 

   The men rolled their own, so Lieutenant Conway was in practice when he got home. 
 

When the time came for an escape attempt, Lieutenant Conway was too ill to try it. Desolate, he watched 

his comrades leave. 

In the end, he was better off. They fell in with the French Forces of the Interior and had more trouble than 

Conway in rejoining their command. 

After the men left, the Iowan lived at the home of one of his benefactors, assisting with the work. 

 

Lots of Germans 

As the Germans were in full retreat by this time, the vicinity was full of the enemy and Conway spent most 

of his time dashing off to the woods. 

The nights were not much better, for the Germans always were banging at the door of the farmhouse, 

seeking information. The owner had cleared out a passageway which led about 500 feet from his home, so that 

Conway could take refuge there if a patrol really sought him. 

“I knew the Americans were coming and I was so close to freedom I didn’t want to take 

any chance that the Germans would catch me,” he answered. “I didn’t sleep too well, for I 

was afraid a patrol might catch me unaware. I don’t think I ever was sound asleep.” 
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The day Lieutenant Conway dined in the kitchen while the Germans were there he had been taken una-

ware. He strolled off—“casually” he hoped—toward the woods. 

The farmer, learning that the Germans did not speak French, called Conway back. The Germans, waiting 

for repairs on two trucks, which had crashed, were to be about quite some time and Conway’s sudden disap-

pearance might have aroused suspicion. 

And, if worse came to worst, he could bring out  
some of his best French, learned in Roosevelt  
High school. 
 

So he went back to the house, ate dinner and smoked a German cigarette. 

“But I decided to go out to the valley and go fishing,” he said. “I couldn’t stand 

any more.” 

While he was out there, machine gun bullets began to whizz around and he dived 

for the woods, considering himself the target. As he learned later, Germans in the 

village had drunk a little too much wine and were shooting for the fun of it. 

 

Night in Cave 

During the German retreat, 10 people spent the night in Lieutenant Conway’s personal cave, as they 

considered it one of the safest places.   

On several occasions, Lieutenant Conway saw American fighters overhead.  He also was close enough 

to the bombing of a German gas consignment being moved to the front that it was a wonder he was not 

killed. 

 

Enjoyed 

“Of course, I enjoyed the excitement, but with so many Germans around, I had to be careful,” Lieutenant 

Conway asserted. “And I had to be so careful not to speak English.” 

The day the farmer came to the woods to tell the Iowan the Americans had come he was “the happiest 

man in the American army.” 

It was an advance patrol, trying to find the Germans, who were running too fast for it. 

The farmer wanted to take Lieutenant Conway to the village to show off what  
he had been hiding for months, but an American officer advised him to leave at  
once. 

 

 

 

Iowan Lived Under Noses  
of Germans— 
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Iowan Lived Under Noses  
of Germans— 
    
         He rode with 300 German prisoners toward Paris—or part way. After a time, Lieutenant Conway grew 

tired of the barrage of stones and clods that greeted them—because of the German prisoners—in every French 

village, “And I was tired of Germans by this time,” he said. 

 

Part II—Iowan Living Under Noses of Germans—Pfc. Reco Logli will be 

continued in our Winter Newsletter… 

Photos from Summer Events 

June Ice Cream Social 

 

 

 

 50 Years  
 In Business! 

 
    

 
 

 
          Rob Denson                   Don Lamberti 
     DMACC        Casey’s General Stores 

 
 
 
 
Carl Moyer 
Karl Chevrolet 

  
 
 
 
    

 
 Page 6 

Continued on page 7 



 

 

Check out our new website!  We are proud to unveil our new and updated 
webpage!  Ankenyhistorical.org  You can now pay for your membership online if you 
wish.  As a member, you can now view our newsletters, upcoming events, flyers and 
pictures of Ankeny though the years.  Take a few minutes to set up a new account with 
your email and password.   
 
Our monthly “Ankeny Through the Decades” feature is now in its second year! Members 
of the society review articles from Ankeny’s former newspapers: The Ankeny Times, 
Ankeny Today, and the Ankeny Press Citizen. This year’s articles are highlighting events 
from the 1950s, 1970s, and 1980s.  
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Photos from Summer Events—        
 
Night at the Museum 
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Dates for 2018 

September 25  – 7:00pm – Monthly meeting 
 
October – Pumpkins, Pumpkins  
   at the House  
October 7  – 2:00 – 4:00pm – Open House 
October 23  – 6:00pm – Board meeting 
                 7:00pm – Monthly meeting 
 
November 4  – 2:00 – 4:00pm – Open House 
November 11 – 2:00 – 4:00pm  

We Love Our Veterans 
Open House 

November 12 – December 15 
A Vintage Christmas  
at the House 

November 27  – 7:00pm – Monthly meeting 
 
December 1  –  Annual Cookie Sale  

and UpTown Ankeny’s  

Santa’s Treasure Hunt 

 

Check out our new website for upcoming 

dates and programs! 

ankenyhistorical.org     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mission: 
The Ankeny Area Historical Society’s mission is 

to inspire in our community a sense of meaning 

and belonging by sharing the history and 

culture of the Ankeny area.  


