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The first time Harry Baxter Shields landed in Hanna, he had to be rescued. 
 
He jumped from a crashing plane, in the middle of a blizzard, on a night so dark he couldn't see the ground 
below. 
 
Shields survived the jump and spent little time in Hanna, but the time he spent there made an impression. 
He never forgot the people who found him or the people who cared for him, even as he bailed from other 
planes shot down in World War II. 
 
Shields fought a tough war. He spent a year in a German prison camp and was marched to a concentration 
camp. He kept most of his war experiences to himself. But he would tell his children about Hanna and the 
people who braved the blizzard to rescue him and six of his fellow soldiers on Jan. 8, 1942. 
 
"He was so touched by the strangers in your town. It affected him all of his life," said Shields' daughter, 
Lauren Shields of Marin County, Calif. 
 
Now, 66 years later, Harry's children want to show the town of Hanna the appreciation their father so 
obviously felt. With money their father left after his death, they've started the Harry B. Shields Memorial 
Scholarship to be awarded to one Hanna High School senior each year.  

"It's just a fascinating story to me," said James Catlin, guidance counselor at Hanna High. "What a cool way 
for some folks to honor their father's legacy." 

 
<b>The LB-30 bomber</b> 

 
As far as World War II bombers went, the LB-30 was a bit of an odd duck. 
 
It was essentially a combat-ready B-24 built to British specifications with British equipment, armament and 
markings. The planes were meant to be shipped to Britain for use in the European theater. About 165 of 
them were reconstructed as unarmed transports and remained part of the United States Army Air Force 
fleet. "LB-30" was their USAAF name. 
 
The LB-30 ferrying Shields was supposed to fly west from MacDill Field in Florida to Salt Lake City, 
eventually departing for war at Hickam Air Force Base in Hawaii, according to the book "7th Bombardment 
Group/Wing: 1918-1995" by Turner Publishing Company. The plane had been scheduled to fly into Pearl 
Harbor on Dec. 7, 1941, but engine problems prevented the trip. 
 
On Jan. 8, 1942, the plane carried eight soldiers. 
 
The pilot, 1st Lt. Frank W. Potter, called for a weather report as the plane took off from Moline, Ill., about 
5:30 p.m. Skies were supposedly clear through Salt Lake City, according to the report filed by the Accident 
Classification Board, which is the official Army record of the crash. 
 
But the weather report was wrong. 
 
About 30 miles east of Cheyenne, the clouds came. Potter radioed Cheyenne for another weather report 
and it came back favorable to Salt Lake City. But the clouds just got thicker. Potter tried to fly below them 
but they hung too low around Cheyenne for him to fly safely. The pilot tried to climb above them, but the 
plane wouldn't hold altitude. 
 
"I told the crew to stand by to bail out at 16,000 feet. At 14,000 feet, I was losing 1,000 feet per minute at full 
throttle," Potter said later in the accident report. 
 
Staff Sgt. Shields, the crew chief, first knew something was wrong by the vibrations of the ship. Engine No. 4 
wasn't running right. About 15 minutes later, Potter told them to get ready to bail out. 
 



Shields told the accident committee that he noticed a long blue streamer coming from the propeller on No. 4. 
 
About 10 p.m., the eight men jumped. 

 
<b>A Coke interrupted</b> 

 
Ralph Penman was 18 when Joe Evans burst through the doors of Love's malt shop, movie theater, 
community hall, candy store, bar and dance hall. Love's was a Hanna gathering place. The building, like 
most buildings in the coal-mining town, was owned by Union Pacific Railroad. Penman sat in a booth, having 
a Coke with three other local boys, including his friend, George "Prince" Wales. 
 
Evans had quite the tale. He'd been driving home to Elk Mountain just before 10 p.m. when he saw a man 
blow across the road in front of him. At first, he thought he was hallucinating. Then he realized the man was 
attached to a parachute that wouldn't collapse in the gusty wind. 
 
Evans picked up the man who told him about the bomber crash. Seven more soldiers were lost, somewhere 
in the blizzard. Evans drove the man to the Hanna hospital and then drove to Love's. 
 
Penman and his buddies jumped from their booth, determined to help. They piled into the old Hudson Eight 
that Penman had borrowed from his dad and took off into the night. 
 
"Those dumb kids," Joe Evans would later tell his daughter, Dorothy (Evans) Wales. "They didn't even have 
overshoes and they were out traipsing around in the snow." 
 
The boys found an old country road and drove west, in the direction that, from the pilot's story, the plane 
would have crashed. They'd drive about a mile, stop the car, yell and listen for a response. After about five 
miles, someone yelled back. 
 
But the clouds and blowing snow made it nearly impossible to see. The wind made it hard to follow the 
man's voice. The boys had to maneuver the car in several different directions to shine the lights on the 
prairie around them. 
 
They finally found the soldier at the bottom of a draw. Penman doesn't remember the man's name, but he 
does remember that his leg was hurt badly enough, he had trouble walking. And, when the men tried to 
drape his arm over their shoulders to carry him out, he winced in pain and couldn't be carried out that way 
either. 
 
No one can be sure, but the soldier might have been Staff Sgt. Shields. 
 
Jim Shields of Concord, Calif., said his dad told him that he had been rescued by some kids coming home 
from a malt shop. And Shields shattered his elbow when he landed, which might have been the wincing pain 
Penman remembers when the boys tried to brace the man over their shoulders. 
 
Also, years later, Jim Shields said their father returned to Hanna and tried to get in contact with a man 
named George. 
 
George Wales joined the Air Force himself and flew B-51s. He eventually married Joe Evans' daughter, 
Dorothy, and moved to Fort Morgan, Colo. He died in 2002. 
 
But on that night in 1942, he was just a kid who helped save a United States soldier in a time of war. 
 
Penman, Wales and the other boys drove the soldier to the hospital. The soldier gave them his parachute. 
 
"George's mother said she would make shirts out of it for us," said Penman, now 85 and living in Rawlins. 
 
"She made George a silk shirt, but she never got around to making mine." 

 
<b>The town rallies</b> 

 
By the time the boys got back to Love's, Evans had already rallied a rescue team and reported the accident 
to Carbon County Sheriff Glenn Penland. Soon, most Hanna men, including the coalminers with their 
headlamps, were combing the hills in the dark and the snow looking for the rest of the crew. 



 
For three days, people read about the story in the Rawlins Independent Democrat. Penland was quoted 
extensively, though neither Evans nor Penman was interviewed. 
 
"They were the heroes and when the Rawlins paper came out, it was the sheriff who took all the credit," said 
Dorothy (Evans) Wales, who still lives in Fort Morgan, Colo. 
 
By 2 a.m. Jan. 9, seven of the eight crewmembers had been found. The body of the eighth, 2nd Lt. Phillip T. 
Wolking, was found a day later and a mile and a half north of the crashed bomber. His partially opened 
parachute was still attached to him. 
 
He probably hit part of the plane when he came down, judging by the injuries described in the accident 
report including "a large cut, clean to the bone, extending from the left hip to below the left knee." 
Crewmembers reported hearing him cry out after bailing from the plane. The plane may have also circled 
through the men as they dropped on their parachutes. Wolking may have been hit then, too. 
 
Searchers feared that the heavy snow had covered his body. But the unrelenting wind had blown the snow 
clear by the afternoon of Jan. 10. 
 
The final report did not give a clear cause for the crash. Crewmembers testified problems with engine No. 4 
and ice on the carburetor. Though the committee found no evidence of fire in the engine, it concluded the 
crash was caused by inclement weather and, possibly, the pilot's inexperience. He had only spent 45 hours 
in an LB-30 before the journey. 
 
"That the pilot was not thoroughly familiar with the airplane, engine, accessories and controls, the committee 
intends this as no criticism. The lack of familiarity may, or many not, have been caused by inadequate 
transition. It is appreciated that in time of war, lack of time frequently interferes with desired thoroughness." 

 
<b>A gift of gratitude</b> 

 
For a time in his childhood, Harry Shields lived not so far from Hanna. 
 
His father homesteaded in Holyoke, a small town in Colorado. His family tried to work the land during the 
Dust Bowl years, Harry was in charge of the chickens, his father tried to put in the crop and his mother took 
care of the house. His mother actually worked so hard, the family says, that she died. Harry and his father 
moved to Illinois. 
 
Before the war, he was B-17 instructor for the U.S. Army Air Corps. 
 
Shields returned to war after he recovered from the crash in Hanna. He survived raids over the Ploesti oil 
fields in Romania, Germany and Austria with the 15th Air Force. 
 
His B-24 bomber was shot down over northern Italy in 1944 and he was imprisoned at Stalag Luft III until 
1945. He survived the 240-mile "Black March" of prisoners from Poland to Germany and was finally freed 
from the Mooseburg concentration camp. 
 
After the war, he married Eleanor Ross Laurence, his wife of 57 years. He had five children and 9 
grandchildren. 
 
One of his sons, Jim Shields of Concord, Calif., said his father suffered post traumatic stress disorder and 
rarely talked about the war. 
 
But he would talk about Hanna. 
 
"My dad came from a very poor background and was always kind of a humble guy," said daughter Laruen 
Shields. 
 
"He didn't like to talk about his military experience except for the few times he would talk about the auxiliary 
stories. One of them was Hanna, and how lovely the people were there." 
 
Major Harry Baxter Shields, a long-time resident of Novato, Calif., died Jan. 10, 2003. He was 85. 
 



Years later, three of his children -- Jim, Lauren and Rodger Shields -- got to talking. They wanted a way to 
honor their father's memory and remembered the stories he told about that small town in Wyoming. They 
started the Harry B. Shields Memorial Scholarship, the first of which was awarded this year to Audrianna 
Cruz, 18. She'll use the money to study early childhood development at the University of Wyoming. 
 
And now it is Hanna's turn to be thankful. 
 
"I think it's a marvelous thing to do," said Dorothy (Evans) Wales, who returns to Hanna every Memorial Day 
to catch up with old friends. "I just think it's one of the nicest things I've heard about in a long time." 
 
Ralph Penman thinks the scholarship will be a great gift to the students of Hanna. But he is not surprised 
that the little town made such an impression so many years ago. A generation earlier, the town lost more 
than 100 people in two coal mine explosions just five years apart: "It was a coal mining town and we were as 
poor as dirt. If someone was in trouble, you just got there and helped out." 

 
Contact reporter Kristy Gray at (307) 266-0586 or kristy.gray@trib.com 

 

Scholarship goes to inspiring Hanna graduate 

 
For two years, talk about Audrianna Cruz's future didn't focus on when she graduated high school. It focused 
on if. 
 
"My freshman and sophomore years, I was more into sports and hanging out with friends. I would rather go 
have fun after school than do my homework," said Cruz, 18. Her grade-point average hovered around 1.9 to 
2.0. 
 
"It was more about having fun in the moment than thinking about what would happen in the future." 
 
Then Cruz attended the University of Wyoming Summer Institute. She lived with college students for three 
weeks. She took classes that interested her -- the history of hip hop and the influence on American life and 
film production. 
 
Suddenly, a student who never thought about college couldn't wait to go. She was excited about learning. 
 
For the next two years, Cruz dedicated herself to her studies at Hanna High School. She made a senior 
video of her class. When she didn't understand something, she went for help. Studying became satisfying. 
She raised her GPA to 3.7. 
 
"There is a lot of fun stuff I missed out on, but it's not something I regret because it's going to help out on my 
future," she said. 
 
Partway through her senior year, Hanna High guidance counselor Jim Catlin received a call. A man named 
Jim Shields wanted to set up a scholarship in memory of his father. Sixty-six years ago, his father had 
jumped from a crashing plane near Hanna and he always talked highly of the friendly townspeople. 
 
Shields and his siblings wanted to award an annual $1,000 scholarship to a Hanna High senior, no strings 
attached. 
 
And, the caller told Catlin, "You know the kids. Pick a kid that exemplifies the hard-working nature of 
Hanna." 
 
Catlin talked to the senior class sponsors and the school principal. All suggested Cruz. 
 
"She kind of exemplifies Hanna," Catlin said. "She comes from a hard-working family. She really set some 
goals and went for them. I can't think of enough good things to say about Audrianna. Of course, I'm biased." 
 
Cruz will use the money to study early childhood development at Wyoming. She went to preschool in Hanna 
and has seen the influence teachers have on young children. She wants to have that kind of influence over 
young learners. 
 
On graduation day, Cruz looked at her family as she received her diploma. 
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"Seeing my family crying and being so proud of me, it was amazing," she said. 

 

 


