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    “SOMETHING FOR THE TROOPS - - - “ 
A true story about Maj. Baine E. Fulton, 339th Food Director, as told to your 

editor by John B. Henry, Jr., our CO 
 

John Henry, our Commanding Officer and I were in the hospitality room at our 
reunion in Charleston. We were inhaling the elixir of a few ‘adult beverages’, bending 
our elbows and discussing events and friends of years gone by. In the course of our 
conversation, I happened to ask John, “How come, General Jimmy Doolittle, the head 
of the Eighth Air Force, was always visiting us at Fowlmere?” This question brought 
forth a curious smile from our beloved leader and the following story - - - 

 

The above drawing by political cartoonist Chuck Ayers of the Akron Beacon Journal 
dated March 2, 1979 appeared on the front page of the newspaper on the day Shorty died. It 
shows Shorty's motorcycle parked in front of Akron/Fulton Municipal Airport. Shorty's helmet is on 
the seat and the name “Shorty” appears on the side of the bike and the flag flies at half-staff. 
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One day an Army Air Force 
Major appeared in our CO’s 
office. Col. Henry had received 
word that the ‘top brass’ would 
appreciate any assistance given 
this officer. His name was Baine 
E. Fulton, also known as Shorty. 
“As I recall,” said John, “He was 
no youngster, about fifty. Small in 
stature (thus the name Shorty) 
but well built,” The Major’s 
record was quite unusual. Born 
January 5th 1892, he took his 
first airplane ride in a “Curtis 
Pusher” in 1911, and got his pilot’s 
license in 1927. He made his first parachute jump in 1932. 

Our CO was awed by his accomplishments and he told him so, “Major your 
record is quite impressive but I don’t quite know what I could do with you in a 
Fighter Group?” The Major smiled and said, “Just assign me to solve your worst 
problem, anything that I can do for the troops, that’s all I want.” Col. Henry 
immediately responded, “In that case, you are our new Food Director!” 

The story unfolds, a few days later Shorty came to John and asked for a truck 
to go to London for some equipment. The Colonel told him to just go to the motor 
pool and get what he needed. After awhile, the Major returned with a truckload of 
equipment including an ice-cream making machine! 

An ice cream machine? Wait a minute! This WAS wartime! The lowest priority 
in war would be ice cream. There was probably a very few places in the British Isles 
that could even make ice cream and one of them was now at Fowlmere! At the GI 
kitchen of Station F 378, you now were served homemade ice cream! I wonder what 
‘Ike’ would have to say about that? 

But back to our story - - - 
The food situation almost instantly improved. A 

few weeks later the Major came to our beloved chief 
and asked him if he could have a personal transport. 
John, pleased with his performance told him to go down 
to the motor pool and pick up a Jeep. The Major smiled 
sheepishly and said, “That isn’t exactly what I had in 
mind, I was thinking of a motorcycle.” John, surprised, 
told him that was not a problem, “Just go down to the 
motor pool and check one out.” The motor pool was a 
little concerned about the appropriateness of the 

 

 

Don't know the date this photo was taken or the 
people, but you can not miss Shorty in the middle. 

Major B. “Shorty” Fulton 
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request, but a few days later Shorty appeared with his green motorcycle. It was not 
an Olive-Drab GI-Green bike but a brilliant, traffic stopping, Kelly Green motorbike 
with a sidecar to boot! Henceforth our Shorty Fulton was known at Fowlmere as “The 
Green Hornet!” 

Let us pause here to 
explain a few things. During 
Jimmy Doolittle’s days as a 
‘Barnstormer’ he was a close 
friend of Shorty’s. Jimmy 
purchased his gasoline at Fulton’s 
airfield in Akron. Shorty gave 
him credit when no one else 
would, and allowed him to pay it 
back whenever he had the money. 

Doolittle tells how the 
Major wangled his way into the 
Eighth Air Force under his 
command without his knowledge! 
One day an Aide brought Shorty 
(a major) into Doolittle’s office 
(a three star General). Shorty 
walked over to Doolittle threw 
his arms around his shoulders 
and said, “General you Old 
Bastard, it’s great to see you.” The Aide gasped! Thereafter when Maj. Fulton 
appeared he simply announced, “That man is here again.” 

This prewar friendship continued during our Food Director’s stay at the 339th. 
Thus the many visits by General Doolittle to our field. 

Major Fulton however, had greater things in mind. According to John Henry, 
early in 1945 the war’s end was evident and Shorty, the ‘grounded aviator,’ told our 
CO he wanted to do something for the war effort, fly bombing missions.  Our Colonel 
informed him if he flew ten missions in a bomber he would be awarded an air medal. 
John also told Shorty that he, John Henry, did not have the “clout” to accomplish his 
desires, but if the Major was able to pull strings with his friends in the higher 
echelons our CO had no objections to his ambitions. 

Jimmy Doolittle claims he never knew how Shorty maneuvered it but he got to 
fly missions as an observer on a B-17. The Major would fly with a parachute bag full 
of photographic equipment. On his second mission, the B-17 he was flying in as an 
observer was hit by anti-aircraft fire. Only Shorty and six of the ten crewmembers 
got out! Major Fulton grabbed his parachute bag full of photo equipment and ‘hit the 
silk’. When his chute opened, the jolt loosened his hold and he dropped the bag. Upon 

Camera from another plane catches Shorty’s B-
17 in its flaming dive. 
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landing, Shorty slightly bruised, 
furiously searched about for his 
camera equipment. When the Germans 
captured him, he had his captors join 
in the search for his prized 
equipment. One wonders what his 
interrogators thought when he 
explained he was merely the Food 
Director at the 339th Fighter Group. 
They must have thought he was some 
sort of spy or at least a secret agent 
with all that photographic 
paraphernalia. 

Upon capture, Shorty was imprisoned in Stalag Luft One with Jim Mankie and 
David Mackenzie of the 503rd until they were all liberated.   

Doolittle relates, “One day I got a phone call from Rheims. It was Shorty.” He 
said, “Boss send a plane over here and get me.” Doolittle asked, “How are you?” 
Shorty answered, “I’m almost pure.” 

John tells how he returned to Fowlmere, smiling with a purple heart for the 
injuries received and satisfied that he had done something worthwhile for his 
country. 

His daughter wrote a biography entitled, “They Broke the Mold.” It contains a 
lot of personal Anecdotes. 

“Silent Heroes Among Us - - - an anthology of 8th Air Force stories, contains 
at least four of Shorty’s articles and 22 pictures of 339th activities. 

At the age of 68, in 1960 our “Green 
Hornet” made his last parachute jump. 

He was the founder of the Akron Municipal 
Airport now known as the Akron-Fulton 
International Airport. Among many things, he was 
instrumental in bringing the “All American Soap 
Box Derby” to Akron and in getting long term 
sponsor Chevrolet involved. Incidentally, Akron-
Fulton Airport is the home of the Goodyear Air 
Dock, birthplace of many airships including both 
the Akron and Macon, the only airships designed 
from the ground up as flying aircraft carriers.  

As a family member, “Shorty’s” grandson Hal 
Fulton recently joined the 339th FG Association. 
We thank him for the pictures and information 
presented here. He would love to hear from you 

Shorty Fulton, seated on left is seen here 
wearing his Purple Heart, with Jimmy Doolittle at 
Fulton's 1974 Retirement Dinner. 

 

 

B.E. ‘Shorty’ Baines, Feb. 1960 
photo Akron Beacon Journal 
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and exchange stories; his address is listed in our roster.  
One of the Pioneers of Aviation and a great American, Shorty died on March 

2, 1979. He loved Aviation, Motorcycles and the 339th, as John Henry says, “He 
always wanted to do something for the Troops!”                                     

                                                                                                                                      
     

A Halloween Prank! 
By Fred W. Cox, Ordnance 

I have thoroughly enjoyed the article in the March 
Newsletter about The Green Hornet, Maj. Baine E. Fulton. 
There is another chapter to the motorcycle incident, you may 
not have heard. 

On Halloween night Oct 31, 1944 some person or group 
of persons stole the ‘Harley’ motorcycle belonging to ‘The 
Green Hornet’. You can imagine ‘what hit the fan’ the next 
morning. When Major Fulton learned that his beloved 
motorcycle was gone, everyone was put on alert to find his 
cherished bike. 

I’m not certain just how long it was before it was finally 
located, perhaps a day or so. Unfortunately, it was found in 
one of the Air Raid Shelters in my area. These shelters were 
built without any entrance doors (if a bomb burst, splinters of a door could prove 
deadly). They had labyrinth type entrances (like they put on rest rooms for easy 
access but still maintain privacy). To shield from concussion, the entrances were 
made small. You had to do some twisting and turning in a very narrow space in order 
to enter the shelter. 

The MPs tried to remove the bike but they just could not roll it out. Since the 
Ordnance (my department) had the only vehicle maintenance shop on Base I was 
called upon to help remove it. The mechanics had to take off the two wheels to 
reduce the size in order to get it through the exit. This did the trick! They then put 
it back together and delivered it to Maj. Fulton in A1 condition. 

Shortly after, I received a phone call requesting my presence at the Major’s 
office in the Mess Hall. Being the good Sergeant that I was, I reported to him in a 
military manner and threw him a snappy salute, with “fingers and thumb extended 
and joined”. He returned my salute and asked me to sit down. Then he took me into 
his confidence and said he believed that some of my men in Ordnance were involved 
in the theft of his beloved ‘Harley’. Shocked, I let him know that I felt certain that 
none of my boys had anything to do with the incident. 

Fred W. Cox 
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To this day, the perpetrators were never found. How do you suppose that bike 
got into that shelter? As far as I know, none were ever found to be guilty.  

The Green Hornet was a great guy. I saw him almost every morning on my way 
to the Mess Hall for breakfast, and he greeted me with a “Morning Lad”.  Fred            
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