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My decision to write this story after all these years was the result of meeting up
with old Air Force mates, including members of my wartime crew, and the
interesting discussions we had about our experiences many people have told me
that these stories should be told, to pass on to our descendants. Another
incident, on a visit to the old Roman Baths in the city of Bath in the UK helped
motivate me. I saw a slab of stone on which a Roman soldier had inscribed his
name and the number of his Legion. I have always been interested in reading
Roman history whish is mainly about the famous. I looked at this stone and
thought how interesting it would be to get into the head of this ordinary Roman
solider and see his personal story. This is my personal story, which includes the
training from Tiger Moth to Operations, and some relevant history.

A Welsh Squadron mate of mine was telling me about some books he had read
about a variety of airborne operations including SO£. He said "The people were
dropped here there and everywhere, but we didn't get much of a mention
George, you would think they just dropped out of a cloud" we had a bit of a
laugh about that and on reflection I decided to Call my Story.-

Most families of my parents and my Generation were touched by War. In World
War 2 the vast majority of people in the combatant nations were involved in
some way as it evolved in to what was described the "Total War". The whole of
the adult population worked at something in support of the war effort. Families
were separated for years, often without news of loved ones. My mother had no
news of dad from when Singapore fell until the end of the war, as did many
other wives and mothers. I know she worried about my welfare too. My younger
brother Ron was a member of the Air Training Corps as were many other
youngsters.

Jeans family was deeply involved; with Frank in the Army, Charles a P.O.Win
Changi and John in the R.A.F... Sister Jess served with the Guide International
service. Jean and her other three sisters were in CivilDefence. Jean's dad who
served in the Army in World War 1 was a keen gardener and he grew
vegetables in large plot near by "Digging for Victory" it was called.
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The Royal Australian Air force was formed in 1921, the same year in which I
was born and in 1939 when I became of military age World War 2 started and
Australia soon became involved. The news we received was disturbing and a
variety of steps were being taken by the Government to put the country on a
war footing. Many goods were brought under a rationing scheme and the Armed
Services were seeking recruits.

On the 6th of August 1940, my Dad joined the AIF and some months later, I
applied to join the Air force. Mum was quite concerned but realised, as did
Mums all over the world that events outside our control were such that we had
little choice but to fight back. Soon after a letter arrived, in response to my
application instructing me to attend an interview, where I was asked if I had a
preference of categories in the Air force. With my building experience, I
suggested perhaps I would be suitable for work on airframes.
After a lot of questions and discussions, I was asked if I had considered aircrew
training. I told them I was very keen to do that but did not think I had the
required education standard and they sent me for a variety of tests both
physical and mental. Then I was told that there was a correspondence course I
could do which would enable me to apply for aircrew training. I was very keen
to do that and the goal at that time was to become an Air force pilot, which
seemed a bit of a pipe dream.

A friend of mine Max Hubbard was in the same situation so we got together and
spent all our spare time at study together. This went on for a few months and
early 1941 I was called in for a medical and other examination, which I passed
and became a member of the Air force Reserve on the 29th March 1941. Max
was in the same situation so we continued with our studies including the Morse
code, which was widely used in the communications of the time. I had been told
after a test to see if we could tell whether signals sent in pairs were the same or
different, that I might have trouble with Morse, so I acquired a Morse Key for
Max and I to practice. It was all good fun as we waited for the day of our call
up.

At last, on the 14th September 1941 we were transported to RAAF Pearce, which
then included number 5 Initial Training School as part of the Empire Air Training
Scheme. We were soon issued with uniforms and our blue overalls, which were
to be worn on our station activities. This was followed by various needles to
provide protection on our anticipated travels. We also had to make our Wills,
which seemed to us rather ominous, but being young, we joked about it. I left
all my worldly goods, which consisted of a motor bike, a few tools and clothes
to Mum.

We then began the course, which included the inevitable Drill and ground
subjects-Theory of Flight-Navigation-Meteorology-Morse Code-Math's -
Pyrotechnics-Weapons-to my memory, and there may have been others. This
Course took about twelve weeks and concluded with examinations and the
separation into groups according to which type of training we were to
undertake, I was grouped with others who were to be trained as pilots and I
was very pleased and relieved as I had set my heart on this.

Initial Training School had been very enjoyable to me as I found the subjects
very interesting and I had made some new friends, including Bob Pots-Tom
Scotland -Jim Mudie- Lyndsay Fairclough and of course, Max Hubbard was on
Course too. It was my experience in Service life that when a lot of young men
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found themselves together it was not long before special friends were made
who tended to get about together. Navigation was my favourite subject.

I had studied Architectural Drawing at Perth Tech and I enjoyed again using the
drawing instruments doing air plots in the basics. Aircraft Recognition was
another subject, which was done by flashing silhouettes of aircraft on to a white
screen. The aircraft were from all the combatant countries and there were a lot
of them. We had to name them and give the wingspan, which was necessary for
estimating the range of an attacking aircraft through a gun sight. I am not sure
if our air gunners found this useful on operations or not.

Pilots in WWl did not use oxygen and there was a perception among some old
Pilots and also us young men that to use oxygen was pansy, so we were
submitted to a test in a decompression chamber to prove the importance of
using it. We sat in the chamber with oxygen masks on all except one person
and then had to write our name in our best copperplate style. The air pressure
was then reduced in stages. At each stage, we had to write our name and the
pressure was taken down to represent 30 thousand feet. The pressure then
returned to normal and we compared our writing at the various stages the
writing with those wearing masks was OK but the other got worse at each stage
and was just unreadable at the higher stages.

ROYAL AUSTRALIAN AIR FORCE

RAAF BASE PEARCE
NUMBER 5 INITIAL TRAINING SCHOOL

EMPIRE AIR TRAINING SCHEME

This test convinced
us all of the
necessities of
oxygen. We were
told that the
enemy would be
using it. It was
obvious that we
would be at a
disadvantage
without it.
As it turned out for
me later, most of
my operational
flying was done at
low level and we
did not have
oxygen in our
aircraft. More of
that much later. I
do not know if this
test was continued
because it soon

became an accepted fact that oxygen was essential.
We had gas masks and we were walked through a chamber full of tear gas
twice-once with the mask on and once without it, and I suppose it was to show
that the mask worked and also nobody liked carrying these masks around, Later
in the war it seemed unlikely that gas would be used and I don't recall having a
mask. The gunnery range was also quite good fun and I recall some time during
this period having to strip down machine guns and reassemble them and I know
that the lads who went on to be trained as Air gunners had a lot more of this in
their course.
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Morse was no problem after the practice Max and I had done but along with
most others, I found reading the Aldis lamp was difficult but managed to pass.
At the time, we wondered how this would be useful to us, but on later training
and on operations I found it to be extremely important and could be a lifesaver.

On December 6th, we were sent to the Embarkation Depot in Perth with the
intention of sending us to Rhodesia to an elementary flying school. It was here
that I met Ron Minchin who is still a good friend to this day in 2002. Our course
was number 20, Ron came from 19 of course along with other members, and
this was now a group of 40 who would be together for the whole of our flying
course. Because Japan was now in the war, it was decided not to send us and
we became attached to HQ Pearce. In the interim course, 21 had been posted
to 9 Elementary Flying School at Cunderdin and we had to wait until they had
moved on. We spent the time until we were posted to Cunderdin on the 5th
March, doing a variety of jobs around Pearce and Fremantle e.g.-digging
trenches -filling sand bags- loading and unloading drums and goods at the rail
yards- painting the hanger roofs and cleaning up the practice range plus any
odd job required. Of course, we did get some time off when we could go home
or meet in the Palace Hotel Dive bar, which became the social meeting place for
the Air force. It was while we were cleaning up the bombing range that we had
our first casualty.

One of our group, Laurie Greenhem. Was engaged in retrieving practice bombs
which were supposed to be safe, but there was an explosion and he was hit in
the face with debris. He was rushed to hospital but his eyes were damaged and
he became blind. Laurie faced this disaster with great courage and in
September when the group was in Perth, before going overseas, he and his wife
visited us, and gave us his best wishes for our future. Despite this disability, he
worked on the telephone exchange for many years. We were greatly shocked by
it all and it was great to shake his hand before embarking to an unknown
future. The time seemed to drag, we were very keen to start flying, and we
played up a bit, and gave ourselves the name of "The 40 Club". I believe we
were reported as troublesome by our superiors.
At last, on the 5th March 1942 we arrived at 9 Elementary Flying Training School
Cunderdin. We arrived at 9 Elementary Flying School Cunderdin on 5th March
1942 and were very excited about learning to fly.

The aircraft being used was DH82A Tiger Moth, all painted yellow. It was a
grass airfield and guided by the windsock, we were able to take off dead into
wind, which is not always possible on runways.

There were the usual timber framed weatherboard huts
for accommodation-Iectures-, mess and offices...similar
to LT. S. school. Our beds were three wooden planks
and a sack filled with straw for a mattress and a pillow.
Beds had to be folded in a certain way and our clothes
with personal items displayed neatly in our metal
cupboard to pass inspection before proceeding to
breakfast at about 6-7am.
If we were on first flight, we had to be at the aircraft by
7am and the last lecture was usually at 9pm, so we were
kept busy. The subjects were navigation-meteorology-
theory of flight -armament-aircraft recognition- engines and
airmanship.

Tiger Moth
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Our engines instructor told us that a good knowledge of engines would be
required and that we would be examined on the Otto Cycle -fuel and oil systems
and handling procedures.
The famous woman aviator Amy Johnson had the same engines qualifications
as him, we were told.

The importance of these words was not apparent to me at the time, However, I
recalled them much later during Operational flying when I attended a course in
engine handling at the Bristol Aircraft Factory in the UK. The information gained
on this course was a great help, particularly in foul weather.

This is just a personal account of how I found the Tiger Moth, including some
thoughts and problems, which are probably quite different from other trainees,
and because it was so long ago, a lot of detail is forgotten...

The first flight was as passenger and then after considerable instruction on
inspection of the aircraft and cockpit drill it was Time to try a take off. I taxied
out to the take off position and turned into wind, enjoying being in control. I
opened the throttle and away we went bumping and swerving quite a bit as I
tried to get the feel of the controls and when we reached flying speed I eased
the control column back and we became airborne.

My instructor in the front cockpit told me that I was over correcting as the wind
buffeted us about. This was one of my main difficulties because I was heavy
handed and the Tiger was very light to fly, and although in time I was able to
fly quite safely, it was never quite to his satisfaction. Circuits and bumps
consisted of taking off to make a left hand rectangular circuit of the airfield and
landing -repeating it many times over in .a session. It was not a matter of just
flying around and landing because we had to fly according to circuit procedure.
The instruments were -Airspeed indicator- Altimeter-Rev counter- Turn and
Bank indicator- Fuel- Oil Gauges' that were necessary to enable us to complete
the circuit as laid down. One thing I remember regarding Airmanship was that
before making a turn we had to look both ways and say "all clear turning left" or
right as the case may be and if we forgot, we were in trouble from our
instructor. As we progressed, we learned some aerobatics including -loops -stall
turns -spins -slow rolls steep turns that I recall. This was great fun, but they
had to be performed to a standard, which was not at all easy.

To do a loop it was nose down to get a bit of speed up and then some throttle -
ease stick back and if you got it right the Tiger went up and over in a complete
circle. If you got it wrong, it could stall or perhaps hang upside down at the top
of the loop as it did with me once or twice.
It was not all work and no play, and a few days Leave was a great time to get
and socialise.

When you have a group of service people, there will usually be some who are
talented in some form of entertainment. We had two expert musicians - Norm
Dunn was one of the best in WA on the guitar, and another trainee was
excellent with the violin (Ray Keegan?). I could play most of the pop songs of
the time on my mouth organ but in their company I felt shy and only played for
my own pleasure or perhaps one or two close friends.

Bob Pots and I became good mates and as he came from Kalgoorlie I used to
take him home to meet mum and my brothers and sister. Bob had a reputation
for playing it hard but mum said he was a gentleman when he visited us and I
found him to be a very good-hearted bloke.
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Singapore had fallen on 15th February 1942 and I always asked Mum if she had
any information about Dad. We had some letters prior to the fall but we never
heard a word until the war ended when we discovered that he had been a POW
and worked on the infamous Burma railway. When he arrived home, he told us
of the suffering they endured. I quote (They also serve who stand and wait)
This was the case with Mums, wives and families during the war.
In one of these visits, Mum told me that my Ariel Red Hunter motor bike had
been taken for the Army. This bike with its chrome plated mudguards had been
my pride and joy but I now had the aeroplanes to console me so I did not feel
too bad.

We used to meet at the Palace Hotel dive and there would always be a group
there if I wanted to socialise. The dances at the Embassy Ballroom were well
attended by our group and I enjoyed the dancing, which was mostly Old Time,
with some Quick step - Fox Trot - Waltz and a few others.
The progressive Barn Dance was popular because after a few steps with your
partner the girls moved to the next male and this way, we were able to meet all
the girls in the circle and some romances started this way. Night river trips with
dancing on board were another event I enjoyed. We had two pleasure ferries on
the Swan big enough for dancing (the Emerald and the Zephyr) and we had
some good times on them.

When Leave ended, we caught the train to Cunderdin for our final flying session.
Being scrubbed from the pilot training would be very hard to take and there had
been some scrubbed already, so we were all trying our very best to polish our
flying. Those scrubbed were sent off to train in other aircrew categories such as
Navigation - Wireless Operators - Air gunners to name just three, none of which
appealed to me as much as being a pilot., I was never nervous of any thing we
had to do in flying but I must confess that my first Instructor did make me
nervous when he yelled at me. I now understand the stress he felt at some of
my efforts. My second Instructor was much calmer and I began to relax and
really enjoy my flying, and after much practice, I was sent on my first solo. This
was a great moment and a wonderful feeling to be in control but there was a lot
still to be done in both solo and under instruction flying. One of the most
important exercises was to practice forced landings. The Instructor would
throttle back the engine so that we were just gliding. We then had to select a
place to land and point it out to the Instructor. Then without engine glide to the
selected spot to test our judgment. Later on Operational flying, I had to do that
to save our lives (details later).

Two of the aerobatics we had to practice are worth a mention. Some of my
loops had been too loose and on one occasion so loose that the Tiger almost
stopped upside down and I found myself hanging on the straps looking down at
mother earth. Gravity pulling on my arms and legs made it difficult to control
the aircraft so I decided to tighten the loops up a bit. A slow roll in a Tiger takes
good coordinating skill to complete smoothly and without loosing much height
because as it slowly rolls over the controls have a different effect on the attitude
than when in normal flight. A simple example of this is- normal flight -stick back
and nose goes up-{when upside down} stick back and nose goes down.

At last, the time came for the final test with the Chief Flying Instructor who
could either pass or scrub me. I felt quite nervous of him as he questioned me
on various airmanship matters before telling me to taxi out and take off. It all
went well until he told me to do a loop. I decided to keep it a bit tight but it was
too tight and he was very annoyed and said I nearly blacked him out. He then
told me to do a slow roll, which I did, but he told me I had lost too much
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height. Oh hell I thought, he is going to scrub me. When we landed, he gave a
bit of a blast, but said I did show glimpses of intelligence and he gave me a
pass. The next step was a posting to Number 4 Service Training School at
Geraldton on the 4th May 1942.

We travelled to Geraldton on privately owned Midland Line in coaches on the
end of a goods train, which took 16 hours. The conditions were for seating only,
but as it was a night trip, we took turns in stretching out on the luggage racks
above and two lay on the floor. As the train lurched on, one luggage Tack partly
collapsed and the occupant tumbled down onto the lads below. No one was hurt
and I cannot remember what happened about the damage but we did abandon
that idea. Geraldton was to be our base for training on the Avro Anson aircraft,
which had twin engines, was much larger than the Tiger, and was still used on
operational flying in Australia.

The introduction to the Anson included general information regarding it's
performance and good knowledge of- cockpit drill which must be performed
before each take off- fuel systems - under carriage control which was manual
and required about 120 turns of the winding handle. This was very hard work
for me when flying solo.
The Anson had a full blind flying panel and was suitable for night flying, for
which we trained in the Link Trainer. The Link Trainer was an important training
tool for flying totally on instruments. It was virtually an enclosed cockpit with
full blind flying panel and controls for ailerons- rudder and tail plane with a stick
control column. Externally it had small wings and tail assembly with movable
aero foils similar to an aircraft and adjacent was a large table. At this table sat
an Airman who operated an apparatus, which recorded what, took place in the
cockpit and he could introduce rough air similar to rough weather. The attitude
of the Link Trainer responded to the cockpit controls in the same way as an
aircraft, but it did not have quite the same feel. The exercises were too
numerous to mention them all here, but I will mention one to give the reader an
idea. The apparatus on the table could draw the course of any route being
flown, one exercise was to fly a Maltese cross The student, using a stopwatch to
measure distances, and the compass for direction had to fly the Maltese cross,
doing an exact rate one turn for each change of direction. Rough air could be
introduced to add to the problems. If the lines joined up at the end, you had
done a perfect flight I managed to get very
close with practice, but never exact. Quite
primitive compared to current similar type
trainers no doubt, but a very clever design
for the time and very effective in training us
to fly in all weather at night, which we
would have to do continuously on
Operational sorties.

The group I mainly went around with at
Geraldton was Jim Mudie -Tom Scotland -
Bob Potts -Max Hubbard and Lyndsay Fairclough, we all mixed quite well. AN soN
For the next 8 weeks we would fly our Anson's in the intermediate training
Squadron and if successful would gain our Wings as qualified Air force Pilots and
then move on to advanced training squadron.

I found the Anson good to fly and my instructor was a good bloke, with whom I
developed a good rapport. I told him about my worries during my final flying
test at Cunderdin and he told me to forget about it, as I was doing quite well
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with him. This gave me the confidence I needed and I had no real problems
with any of the different aircraft, which I had to fly in the future. At this stage,
our training was to practice all the maneuvers of which the Anson was capable
until we attained the standard required to obtain our wings. Ground subjects
were extended and one was using the bomb sight. The building used for this
was quite high and had a raised platform with the bomb sight mounted on the
front edge, and overlooking a large map just above the floor in the form of a
belt, which could move towards and under the bomb sight.

The student lay on the platform and looked through the bomb sight at the map,
which began to move towards him, representing the view of ground passing
under an aircraft. I do not remember the exact procedure in using the bomb
sight, but he had to get a target on the map running between two wires until it
reached his line of sight and then press a button. I think an
infrared light gave the result, we all had turns at this but I do not remember the
results and suspect that the target would not have been in great danger!
There were two satellite airfields, one at Georgina, which was used for
intermediate training, and one at Kojarina for advanced training. We sometimes
stayed over night in tents and had to do two-hour sessions guarding our
aircraft. I recall my good friend Tom Scotland waking me at the conclusion of
his shift," It's all yours Ollie" he would say with a look of pleasure as he dived in
to bed. I would take the rifle and stand with fixed bayonet hoping nothing
happened. If anyone approached, we had to challenge with "Who goes there?"
and as it was always the Orderly Officer he would reply "Friend" -"Advance
friend and be recognised", would Command. He would flash his torch to inspect
that we were correctly attired and dash off in his Jeep. We thought all this was
a bit boring but I suppose there was the possibility of someone damaging the
Anson's and was necessary.

My logbook shows that on the 14th July I had my Wings test and passed Good
Average, which pleased me and increased my confidence. The next step was to
Advanced Training squadron when we would have to learn to use the Anson in
an Operational manner before the Wings Presentation Parade. Even though our
Wings had not been presented, we were now able to take other trainees as
passengers and had to do this for some of our exercises. A navigation exercise
in cross-country trips
was done in pairs
with one piloting and
one navigating. On
one of these trips, I
was navigator and
with head down
working on the chart
I became air sick and
about to vomit.
Hoping to avoid
messing the aircraft I
slid open a window,
in the hope that the
slipstream would
suck the vomit out,
but this was not to,
be and it all blew
back in my face. I
felt a complete fool
and my friend
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'Hooge' Norman who was the pilot enjoyed the event immensely and liked to
relate the story. Later when I flew a Short Stirling aircraft, it had a designed
clear vision panel by the pilot, which could be opened without air blowing in. I
then consoled myself with the thought that I had been ahead of my time! There
was always a bit of humour in it all.

On September 1 we were presented with our wings. We marched on to the
parade ground in our best blue uniforms and formed up into three ranks facing
front. It was a great day for us after all the tough training we had been through,
so we had done our best to look smart for the presentation by the Air Officer
Commanding Western Australia. When our names were called out, we marched
out to the Air Officer and saluted. He then pinned our wings on our uniform:
shook our hands and offered his congratulations. At the conclusion of the
presentation, the Air Officer said a few words, which I do not remember in
detail, but he did congratulate us on becoming qualified military pilots, and let
us know that this was just the beginning of our service.

As soon as possible, we returned to our huts to get out our sewing kit "House
Wife "it was called and stitched our wings on to our uniform. When leave was
granted, we went into Geraldton to show off our wings emblem. It was a great
time for us, but I suppose it was nothing unusual to the good citizens of
Geraldton, who had seen so many courses in town.

Jean and I are often invited to the Pilots Graduation Parade at n02 Flying
Training School at Pearce Air force Base and enjoy seeing the lads receive their
wings from an Officer of Air Rank. I represent the Aircrew Association WA
Branch in my capacity as President. This organization consists of people who
have qualified for a flying badge in the military forces of certain countries who
have been allied in war and are still interested in such matters. The current
parades are much more formal, with prizes presented to those with the best
results in the various segments of their training followed by a fly past and very
professional aerobatics. We then visit the Officers' Mess for light refreshments
and to meet the new pilots with their proud parents and friends. Most of the
pilots have attained a University Degree in relevant sciences before
commencingflying training. It is a very enjoyable day for us.

Leave was always very welcome and if there was no time to go to Perth we
would head for Geraldton where the people were very friendly and of course
some of them were girls of our age group, which made it, more interesting than
camp. Some short time romances occurred but I do not recall any dramatic
events. When pilots gathered around for a few beers the main subjects were
flying and girls, and it might surprise the reader that at this stage of our
training, it was flying which came first.
One morning after a night of socializing, I went for a swim at the back beach
with Tom Scotland, Jim Mudie and Lindsay Fairclough. Tom describes this event
very well in his book 'Voice from the Stars' and I would like to record it too as I
saw it. We all went into the water and did a bit of body surfing, and after a
while Lindsay and I headed for the beach and sat talking about our flying. Tom
and Jim were still out surfing and some time later, we heard shouting from
them. This kept on and although we could not hear what they were saying we
were worried that they were in trouble, and Lindsay decided to go for help and
off he ran towards some people in the distance. I thought, "I can't just sit here
and wait "so I went into the water to find out if they were in trouble or not.

When I got close, I saw Tom holding up Jim who looked just about exhausted so
I swam across to lend a hand and Tom told me that we were in a rip or
something and were unable to swim towards the shore.
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Tom and I both had goes at swimming while still trying to keep Jim afloat but
were unable to progress. We were all getting very tired and then we heard
some one calling. It was a local man who knew the beach and had experience in
such matters. Swim towards me he shouted. This was parallel to the beach and
we managed to get there with Jim much to our relief and found ourselves
standing on sand. Lindsay who had brought this man down, had cut his feet
badly on rough ground, and we were very grateful to them both. I do not recall
how we thanked our friend for his help but I do remember how the experience
drew us closer as a group. Sadly, both Jim and Lindsay were to be killed during
the air battles over Europe. I do not know the circumstances but I did meet
Lindsay's dad after the war and he did not seem to know either. So many of the
lads have no known graves.
After this little episode, it was back to Advanced Training Squadron to continue
learning how to use the Anson on Operational duties. I found this period very
interesting.

Another exercise we did in pairs was machine gunning, We took turns as pilot or
gunner and flew at low level past a ground target which was hard to hit because
we had to fire from the side and allow for deflection which is a bit like shooting
at clay pigeons. The target did not suffer that much but we had a great time
and there was some improvement with practice. This emphasised the fact that
we were training for war and for the first time since training began, I wondered
a bit about the future.

Being young, I did not dwell on it and soon concentrated on the task at hand
and I managed to keep this attitude for the rest of the war. Formation flying
was an interesting experience and takes good concentration. The tricky bit I
found in keeping place was the delay between opening the throttle and the
response from the aircraf~. When it did move you might find you had used too
much throttle and you ~l!"e going too close to the chap in front wished you had
brakes like a car With. We got the feel. We continued with intense training until
the 17th September, we returned to Perth to await a postingto what turned out
to be the UK.
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BackRow LrR: Tom Ahearn. Colin C~Arthur CIuUcMs, Jolm Hobson. Raj Banfield, Peter Han.fM; MaxHllbbard. Phil Gray.
Mldtile: Jeffl1a1fiey, Alan Crain. George ive. Stan Davey, Bt)o Hardie. NonnDunn, DonFal/XIner, itlhn Corom.
Fmnt: lindsay Fairclough. Arrhur Berryman. Tommy Crabb, Dan Conwi.1)',George Geddes. Jim Forrest, Colin Chick, Len Hinton.

'B'

Bad; RowL-R: Jolinwe. Kevin McKnight, Wnl Kfi!lplOn,DavidJo.ne,f, ill Mitdte1l, Roberts_
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At last, we had completed our training at Geraldton 4 SFTS and were qualified
pilots, ready to be posted towards Operational duties. We returned to Perth and
our posting to the Embarkation Depot at the old Princess May School in
Fremantle, before being granted 1 week embarkation leave, which I spent at
home with Mum and the family.
I do not recall much of my activities, except for my 21st birthday when I had a
bit too much to drink in the Palace Hotel Dive. Mum was not impressed! After
this, we had to report every day for duty, which was casual work on the wharf,
with marches and parades to keep us out of mischief. During my various leaves,
our group went to dances at the Embassy Ballroom and the YAL and of course
met girls, which we enjoyed and some romances developed. In my case, none
of my dates developed to the stage when I had a special girl friend with which I
would keep contact. At last, the time came for us to pack our gear for our next
adventure by sea to the UK. We did not know when or where we were going
and were not permitted to discuss our activities outside of our group. Security
was regarded by me as very important so I had no visitors at our embarkation
and I do not recall whether we had many or not .It was pleasing to see Laurie
Greenham who had been blinded at the bombsite. He and his wife had come to
give us their best wishes for our future and we returned the compliment with
much shaking of hands and back slapping.

The SS Nellor was a small cargo ship with a few cabins and an Indian crew who
really spoilt us with attention. Because of their religion, the ship had live sheep
on board to enable them to be slaughtered by their own people. Dan Conway in
his book 'The Trenches in the Sky' mentions something I had forgotten. Max
Hubbard was very excited to tell that his father had travelled on the Nellor when
it was a troopship in World War i-It is a small world some times! The trip was
quite comfortable and the sea was not as rough as it can be in the Great
Australian Bight, which has a reputation for rough seas* I remember watching
an Albatross; which glided behind the ship for several days, and thinking to
myself-what do I really know about flying even though I was wearing pilot
wings?? It was great to stand at the bow and watch the Dolphins swimming
along in front of the ship for hours on end. By this time, we knew we were
headed for Melbourne, which we reached in 8 days. During this trip, we had no
specific tasks to perform, which gave us time to strengthen our friendships and
I recall Max Hubbard, Lyndsay Fairclough, Jim Mudie, Tom Scotland and Norm
Dunn as my closest mates. Ron Minchin who was on board was destined to
serve on the same Royal Air force Squadron as me and become a life long
friend, but at that time, we didn't know each other that well. Dan Conway had
been commissioned off course and I think Frank Shapcott was too. Frank had
been a Squadron Leader in ground staff who re mustered to aircrew, where he
was reduced to the same rank as us while training. It must have been a very
hard decision to make and sadly, he did not survive the war. Sadly, Max,
Lyndsay, Jim and Norm also lost their lives in the air over Europe.

We said farewell to the Nellor and crew and took a train in to Melbourne, where
we were billeted at the Show Grounds. It was the usual activities, collecting
bedding etc and settling down, which included parades where we were told how
we were expected to behave and various dangers we would be exposed to in
the big City, especially if we engaged in casual sex!
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One activity I enjoyed was ice skating, which was new to me. I had been
roller skating in Perth but I found this to be much more difficult because of
weak ankles.

I suppose we would have liked to impress the girls with our expert skating, but
this was not to be! They were excellent skaters and we enjoyed watching them
gliding about and performing intricate exercises. Our attempts did however
provide a good slapstick comedy when we slithered and often fell on the ice, to
the detriment of our dignity and our uniforms, which ended up soaked and
wrinkled. It was all good fun and the girls thought it was hilarious. We had been
told about a famous painting in the Young & Jackson pub opposite Flinders
station. The subject was Chloe, a nude young woman and of course, we went
there for a beer and a look, it is rather amusing in the year 2002, to remember
how unusual it was to see such a picture in 1942. The first Tuesday in
November is Melbourne Cup day and it fell while we were there, so a group of
us decided to go and try our luck. I had never been to a horse race before and
knew nothing about horses or how to lay a bet, and none of my mates were any
wiser, but we had a great time learning how to lose a few bob.

The colour of the jockies on beautiful horses and the excitement reverberating
through the crowd created a feeling of high spirits and made it a great day.
Jean and I do go to the races occasionally these days and we still enjoy seeing
the beautiful horses. Thousands of them have suffered and been killed in the
wars over the centuries, such is war! On one of our marches, we were
confronted by a flock of sheep heading for the show ground and had to stand to
attention while they passed and some of the boys saluted and made barr
noises. The man mustering the sheep thought we were pretty stupid and I
suppose we were. Another little incident I remember was a dance we attended
when we hid a couple of bottles of beer in some palm bushes, to enjoy at
interval We went out at interval, but someone had out smarted us and pinched
our beer. The time passed pleasantly until the day arrived for us to leave
Melbourne and our beloved Aussie for a few years, or forever.

REMUTAKA
Our pleasant stay came to an end when we were taken to Port Melbourne to
board the 55 Remutaka, which had been a cruise ship, but was now taking
supplies and passengers to the UK. About 80 other aircrew joined us, which
gave us a total of about 120, which were much less than the number travelling
on the average troop ship. This small number could be accommodated in
standard cabins with six bunks and we were delighted at our luck.
Dan Conway and Frank Shapcott who were Pilot Officers were sent on the 55
Port fairy, and we Sergeants were responsible to an Officer from the other
group. Apart from Submarine watch, we were free to make our own
entertainment, which consisted of various games and a lot of card playing. The
trip across the Tasman was pretty rough at times, but did not detract from our
fun and games.

It was a beautiful clear day as we turned towards Wellington New Zealand and
the sea was calm as we approached the harbour. I remember thinking that the
scenery of the green hills dotted with houses was the most beautiful I had seen
up to that time. Jean and I called into Wellington on a ship in 1972 and I once
again enjoyed it. A few days were enjoyed in Wellington, where we were
entertained by members of the Royal New Zealand Air force. The Rimutaka was
loading supplies for the UK, and while this took place we travelled by train to
Auckland, where we had to wait for the ship. The local people were very kind to
us and invitations to homes were plentiful. Max Hubbard and I spent a pleasant
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weekend in a beautiful suburban home and were treated with much kindness by
a very musical family. We then had a week on a farm with a family called
Bethel. There were quite a few young people there including a young NZ soldier
who was recuperating from some thing that happened to him in the fighting in
the Middle East.

The two daughters and son of the family invited some friends to visit us and we
all had a great time enjoying farm life and some party times. We went to a
nearby beach, which had some good surf, and to our surprise, the sand was jet
black of volcanic origin, but there was no dust in it, to make us dirty. When the
time came to return to Auckland we expressed our gratitude to the family, and
all seemed a little sad at the parting. I think we stayed at the YMCA in Auckland
and that was where Tom Scotland asked me if he could put some money in my
money belt for safe keeping. We were both a bit naive in those days and I
accepted it as a good idea; thinking that my money belt was quite safe, but I
was to be proved wrong. Some of us went into the central shopping area and
called at a pub for a drink or two before going our own ways. When the others
departed, I decided to visit the toilet... My money belt was over under my
jacket, but over my other clothes so I removed it and hung it behind the door.

When I reached the street I realised I had left it behind and ran back, only to
find it gone. I found a Police Station and reported the matter and was told there
was not much hope of getting it back. The thought of telling Tom was quite
daunting but it had to be done, so I confessed to my stupidity and Tom was
quite forgiving. Tom and I have had a bit of a chuckle about it in recent years
and still meet for a bit of a chat over old times. One day I was walking in the
city when a huge NZ soldier of Maori extraction approached me and grabbed my
hand and pulled a bottle of beer from under his shirt "Hullo Aussie have a beer"
he yelled as he thrust the bottle towards me. It was a kind gesture but the beer
was warm, so after a short drink I handed it back with a big thank you. "No no
it's all yours, drink the lot Aussie". This was a command as he slapped my back
so I thought it prudent to drink it all as he would take it as an insult if I refused.
When the beer was finished he seemed happy, and laughing he gave me a great
slap on the back which nearly knocked me over. He seemed pretty full of beer
as he staggered off, leaving me feeling a bit sick after drinking a whole bottle so
quickly.

I found a secluded spot and brought it all up. "You can't hold your beer Ollie"
was all I got from my mates when I told them. One more little incident was
when Max, Jim and I were waiting for a taxi to take us to the YMCA late at
night. A car containing two men pulled up and offered us a lift, which we
accepted with thanks and told him where to go.

When we got along the road a bit we realised that we were not going in the
right direction, so we asked the driver where he was taking us, and got no reply
as he kept going. There was talk going on between the two in front and we
became suspicious. After several requests to stop to let us off were ignored,
Max became annoyed and grabbed the passenger's tie and pulled his head back
over the seat. He was gasping a bit and we were yelling "stop the car "which
the driver did. We jumped out as the car sped off and found our selves in a
small park on the outskirts of the city. There was much relief followed by a lot
of laughter and chitchat when the humour of it hit us. These incidents are not
much, but they did add a bit of spice to life. Most of the boys had little yarns to
tell which added to the pleasure of our social life.

15



Our stay in NZ was a wonderful experience of kindness from the people and we
were sad when the day came to board the Rimutaka to sail off into the Pacific
towards Panama. The ocean was calm as we settled into ship life, which was
mainly playing deck games, doing our submarine watches-,Gym exercises-
cards and some sing songs around the piano. There was a large lounge area
containing a good piano, where we played cards. We had more than one good
pianist in the group, which enabled us to gather around and sing the current
pop songs with loud mostly tuneless voices. It was great fun!

I understand that the Captain kept well away from the normal shipping lanes to
reduce the risk of submarine attack, but we didn't know that at the time. No
submarines were sighted as far as I know and we arrived safely at Panama.
Shore leave was granted, except that some of us had to do a 2 hour stint
standing at the foot of the gangway to check the people leaving and returning
to the ship, which meant I had to return before my mates We wandered along
past the many open fronted shops and through the markets which were
teeming with people including lots of American sailors and soldiers..

The Americans thought we were British and called us "Limeys", when we put
them right some of them tried to mimic our accent, with very little success and
we responded with a few Goddams, which started some friendly socialising.
After swapping a few yarns and having a couple of drinks with the Americans,
the time came for me to return to take my turn on duty at the gangway. There
was very little traffic along the gangway and I was getting pretty bored until an
American sailor came along: "Hi Aussie, I've got a brother out there- what's it
like out there" My knowledge of Australia as a whole was very limited at that
time, but I did my best to paint a good picture and concluded with "it's the best
place in the world to live," We chatted on about our countries and how the war
was going until some airmen arrived to board the ship. When I had checked
them on the sailor pulled a flask from his pocket -"have a scotch Aussie before I
go". I had never had a whisky before, but I took a good swig, not realising how
strong it is compared with beer. Drinking on duty was a serious offence and I
should have refused.

The next thing I knew was to wake up on board the ship to find myself in
trouble... The Officer in charge gave me a good dressing down and said I would
be confined to the ship at Colon. He was a pretty good bloke who came to me a
few days later and told me that I had been a very stupid young bloke, but he
would give me another chance and I would be allowed ashore at Colon, but woe
betide me if I offended in any way.

As the ship entered the first lock, I marvelled at the wonderful engineering feat
of constructing the canal. Thousands of lives were lost through Malaria and
other diseases such as Yellow Fever carried by mosquito during the
construction, which is the down side, but an upside was the great progress in
the medical understanding in keeping some control and treatment of these
diseases. Jean and I went through the canal in 1972 and went ashore in
Panama. We hired a taxi which was driven by a black man of African extraction
who took us to a lot of very interesting places and gave us the appropriate
history. One, which springs to mind, was a large elaborate church with a gold
altar. The gold was provided by a pirate named Morgan who is famous for his
daring exploits. Our driver suggested Morgan might have been seeking Gods
mercy. The driver also told us that his father had come down from the USA to
work on the construction-: had survived the appalling conditions and stayed in
Panama for the rest of his life. It was a great day with a personal touch to
enhance our visit. The water rushed into the lock, raising our ship to the next
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level to allow us to proceed into the next lock when the gate opened. The ship
was being towed by tractors with cogged wheels. It was very strange to be
going through the jungle, which was so close that you felt that it was almost
within reach.

This process continued until we reached the large Gaton Lakes, which are much
higher than the Oceans on either side, we then crossed the lakes and were
lowered through Locks down to Colon for a brief stop. Very little of our visit
remains in my memory but I do know that I was on my best behaviour. Open
fronted shops and bars in the main streets, and some timber terraced
residential buildings, which did not appear to have firewalls separating the
tenancies surprised me.

NEW ZEALAND SHIPPING AND FEDERAL S.N. Co.
76 RIMUTAKA (HI)
B 1923 Armstrong Whitworth & Co., Walker-on- Tyne. T: 16,385 g, 10,333 n.
D 551. 6ft (168. 12m) x 72 ft (81. 95m) x 38.5 ft (11.73 my.
E Tw ser, 2 dbl reduction geared turbines; 13,250 IHP; 3 dbl and 4 sgl ended cylindrical
blrs. Stm P 215 lb. 16 kts. By builder.
H Steel. 5 passenger dks. F: 54ft (16.46m). B: 368ft (112.17m). C: 499,982 cu ft
(14,158 cum)b. 200,000 cu ft (5,663.4 cum) ref, 7 chambers.
P230 1st, 180 2nd. Crew: 337.
1923 Delivered to P&O as Mongolia for their Australasian service, a sister of Moldavia.
May 11: Maiden voyage London-Sydney via the Suez Canal.
1928 Second class
accommodation was
redesignated 'Third'.
1930 P: 840 Tourist.
1938 May 7: Transferred
to N.z>S.Co. on a charter
basis and renamed
Rimutaka. Although the
ship was re-registered at
Plymouth she was never
owned by N.Z.S.Co. The
vessel is included because
she was to all intents and
purposes one of their
liners. Renovated.
Dec 8: First sailing
London-Wellington. P: 272
Tst.
1944 Carried the Duke of
Gloucester to Australia
where he was to be Governor General.
1950 Jan 10: Sold, by P&O, to Cia. de Nav. Ineres, Panama, for £95,000. Renamed
Europa. P: 500 Tst.
July 5: Placed on Antwerp-New York service.
1952 Transferred by her owners to the Liberian flag; became Nassau. Employed on New
York-Nassau cruises.
1961 Sold to Cia. Nav. Turisticana Mexicana (Natumex), Acapulco and renamed
Acapulco. Profile modernised at Fairfield, Glasgow. Interior remodelled, a cinema
installed together with a shopping arcade. Serviced U.S. southern Pacific ports to
Acapulco. Not successful.
1963 May 19: Laid up at Manzanillo, Mexico.
1964 Dec 15: Arrived at Osaka for demolition which took place in the following year.

Our WA building regulations would not permit such dangerous building
practices, but of course these had been there for along time. And had not burnt
down, but the potential was there.
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We sailed out into the Caribbean Sea which was one of the most dangerous
parts of our journey. It was a favourite hunting ground for the German U Boats
and this was the beginning of our service in an active war zone. The Captain
steered staggered zigzags in an effort to disguise our true course and launched
Paravanes. These looked like long steel cylinders, designed to remain parallel to
the ship, when towed on long steel ropes from the bow of the ship. The ropes
were to sweep or perhaps explode mines, we were told. Our submarine watches
were increased and we all kept our eyes skinned when on deck, but I don't
recall hearing of a sighting, for which we were very thankful. We passed to the
west of Cuba in a northerly direction close to the East coast of the USA, which
was not visible, but the word went around that we would call in at New York.

The beautiful weather was now changing to cold winter as we went north, which
made our submarine watches very uncomfortable, but we rugged up as best we
could. I had developed a carbuncle on my neck which was sprayed with Iodine
by the medic who told me to see a doctor if we called at New York. It was very
painful so I was looking forward to having it lanced as soon as possible.

Our arrival in the Hudson River was very exciting as we passed The Statue Of
Liberty on our way to the dock quite near where the great French Liner
"Normandie" lay on its side, after having been sabotaged. The weather was
freezing with a lot of snow about on the high rise buildings and the roads, which
produced a beautiful scene. Machines were sweeping the snow from the roads
which contained a traffic density such as we had never seen. The first snow I
had seen was on the ship as we neared New York, and when it arrived, it was
such a novelty to us that we made snowballs and threw them at each other,
much to the amusement of our more sophisticated passengers. The Americans
greeted us very warmly and provided us with great entertainment. They had
done their homework about Aussie slang and expressions, which included
"Sheila's" for girls called us "dinkum Aussie Jokers" and knew that "bum" did
not refer to a "tramp". It was all rather amusing and we responded with some
of their slang. I do have some evidence, in the form of invitation cards of what
we did which brings to memory some activities which I had forgotten.

The New York City Defence Recreation Committee arranged for us to visit the
Hotel Edison at 8pm on the 4th of February 1943 to attend a dance. I do recall
that the girls were very good dancers and it was all a bit professional compared
to our Perth dances. One girl seemed a bit surprised, when I told her that we
often went to dances without taking partners. We had good food, good company
and good transport to and from the hotel. The transport ensured we did not get
lost or go off with any of the girls. As if any of us, good boys would try that! The
Anzac Club of New York City provided us with a Courtesy Card which read
"American Hospitality Center for the fighting forces of Australia and New
Zealand". This was a focal point where I was able to arrange to see a doctor
about my carbuncle which was very sore. As the doctor examined, he said, "I
see by your wings that you are an Aussie pilot; how many Jap planes have you
shot down son?" It would have been great to say even one, but I had to confess
that I had only just qualified and had not been in combat. It was not to be my
lot to shoot any enemy aircraft down in the war. I thanked the doctor for the
relief he had provided and we had a chat about the state of the war, after which
we shook hands, "Good luck son there is no charge for my service, it was a
pleasure." At the Anzac Club we received an invitation to an "Evening of
pleasure time with Fred Waring and His Pennsylvanians".

First at the Vanderbuilt Theatre, for an hour to enjoy the music of this famous
band of the time. It was quite exciting to sit in comfort in a beautiful theatre
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with the band in the flesh, and listen to all the favourite songs of the forties.
Following this we proceeded to " Waring Studios:" at the corner of Fifty Third
and Broadway for Supper -Entertainment-Games -Dancing before returning like
VIPs to our beds for the night. Next day Max, Jim and I decided to visit the
famous Empire State building which was the tallest building in the world. We
had heard all sorts of stories about it "It sways in the wind we were told and the
lifts go up like rockets", so we had to see this wonder! The lifts were pretty fast
and we soon reached the top and entered an external walking area, which
revealed a stunning view of the city. There was what I recall as a silver dome,
but it may have been another shape.

Hundreds of names were written on this panel so of course we had to add ours.
I have often wondered if that was the purpose of the panel or were we just
vandals like all the others. When we returned to the ship there was a notice
"All Leave Cancelled", so we realised that we would soon be leaving New York
to cross the dangerous Atlantic.

The Battle of The Atlantic had been raging since the beginning of the war,
causing terrible losses of shipping, lives, and urgently needed supplies for the
UK. The German U Boats hunted constantly night and day, some forming
groups which were known as wolf packs, and later reports indicated that over
1600 ships had been sunk in that period. We did not know that at the time, but
there was plenty of anecdotal evidence of many losses, including witnessed
events, when people were seen struggling in oil covered waters, which in some
cases, the oil was on fire. The Royal Navy was hunting U-boats with increasing
success and was helped by Royal Air Force Coastal Command .Some of my
Aussie mates served on Sunderland flying boats in this capacity. Bomber
Command also contributed by bombing their harbours, and the factories where
the U Boats were built. The battle of the Atlantic was to be won by the allies
eventually but when we left New York and cruised in to the Atlantic it was a
very dangerous place and most of us felt a bit apprehensive. When the ship
reached the open sea we witnessed an amazing sight as dozens of ships
approached from all directions and gradually formed up into a huge convoy.

The ships were all shapes and sizes and with a variety of functions. It was
pleasing to see several war ships forming up and patrolling around the convoy,
obviously to protect us. I felt better for seeing them! We were told that the
speed would be a slow 8 knots to enable the slower ships to
keep station and to minimise smoke output, which could help the enemy to
locate us. Jim, Max, Lindsay, Tom and I spent quite a bit of time together but I
don't remember a lot of detail, except I do remember that I always relieved
Tom Scotland on submarine watch. The weather was freezing with strong cold
winds, which chilled us to the bone when we had to man the Oerliken guns for
our watch of two hours every night. Our gear was too light for this job so I put
two pairs of socks on but still my feet froze, so next night a third pair were
tried, but this seemed to slow the circulation in my feet and made
it worse. That was my main discomfort, which was not much to put up with.
There was an oil tanker near us and I used to watch it ploughing through the
waves as the weather got very rough, and the swell and wind built up towards
the approaching great storm. The waves were washing right over the tanker,
which had a walkway from near the bow to near the bridge at the stern, and I
enjoyed watching crew members waiting at one end for a gap in the waves
before running flat out to the other end. I did not envy them!!.
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One night we heard loud explosions coming from the perimeter of the convoy
and I saw a glow in the sky, which seemed to me to be a ship on fire, but this
was not confirmed as far as I know. Next day when we woke up we noticed that
the Remutaka was rolling to a much steeper angle, which made it necessary to
put our arms out to touch the side walls of the corridors for balance, as we
made our way to the deck to see what was happening. We arrived on deck to
find ourselves in a wild storm with huge swell followed by great white capped
waves, which were being whipped up by screaming icy winds. It was hardly
possible to walk without hanging onto a rail or some thing. As the bows dipped
down into the troughs the waves splashed onto the deck and the stern rose to
near the sea surface, causing the propellers to vibrate violently, which
reverberated through the stern. It was too cold and wet on deck so I made my
way to the large lounge room where some people were reading, while others
were trying to play cards on tables which were tilting so much that cards and
money kept sliding off on to the floor. Suddenly a huge wave caused the ship
to roll to port so steeply that the piano and all the furniture broke loose and
started to slide up and down with the roll of the ship. It was absolute chaos as
the piano crashed among the tables and chairs, people, cards, books and
money all sliding out of control until gradually the roll reduced to a more
manageable rate.

There were many minor injuries and one broken arm, we were told. I did a bit
of sliding but did not need any medical attention. Below deck some of our group
who were not feeling too good had taken to their bunks. I don't remember who
was involved but in one cabin a wave
smashed open a port hole and a lot of sea water gushed in all over the
occupants. They thought the ship might have been torpedoed at first and
rushed out into the corridor, heading for the deck, but were very relieved to find
that it was not a torpedo. The port hole was far enough above sea level that it
did not happen again and the damage was soon fixed. We heard reports that
there had been trouble in the engine room and that we had slowed down but I
don't know the details. After a few days, the storm had abated and we found
ourselves in more comfortable seas, which was a great relief.

Our course now seemed to us to be taking us much further north and we found
this to be true. One early morning I went to relieve Tom Scotland from
submarine watch and was surprised to find the ship in a flat calm. "What a
contrast this is I thought"-It seemed almost unbelievable after the storm. "Hullo
Ollie "said Tom "its still and freezing today Ollie and there is a funny bumping
sound, what do you think it is? I'm too bloody cold to think at all Tom and I
don't have a clue-what is it" "Look over the side mate and you will see." As the
morning light increased I found we were in an ice pack and as far as we could
see the sea was covered with small ice blocks. So we sure had come north.

As I recall the weather was very crisp and quite pleasant especially after the
storm, as we cruised along among the ice flows in close proximity to some
other ships which had also slowed down. A fog began to envelope us and I
remember thinking "I hope it gets too thick for the U Boats to find us but not
thick enough to reduce our vision of the other vessels". I was a bit concerned
about the possibility of colliding with the other ships, but I am sure the Captain
would have been amused if he had known of my thoughts.

Stupid young Airmen who know nothing about the sea or controlling a ship he
might comment! The remainder of the trip was quite peaceful, with clear
weather, until one morning we entered the Irish Sea to the sound of loud music
emanating from the loud hailers of our escorting war ships which were weaving
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about in a sort of victory parade. It was a wonderful event that is still vivid in
my memory. Max, Tom, Lindsay, Jim and I were beside our selves with
excitement and stood at the rail waving and cheering at the war ships as they
passed. The next great excitement was going ashore at Avonmouth, which is
the port for Bristol, and stepping on to the soil of the battling UK. With our kit
slung across our backs we formed up on the wharf and marched up a local road,
heading for Bristol to catch a train to London I remember being with Max, Tom,
Jim and Lindsay as we marched along but I don't remember how we got to the
train at Bristol or Avonmouth? One event on our march that I will never forget
was an elderly man, wearing World War 1 medals, standing at the roadside. As
we marched past he took off his bowler hat and held it over his breast.

It was a thank you for coming to give us a hand and was the most touching of
welcomes. I often think of him even now. The Aussie accent came in for quite a
bit of amusement at times and I remember one of the guards who were
directing us had an accent, which sounded strange to us. One of our group,
George I've said, "I don't call that English anyhow!". Later when I flew with a
crew there were four different accents buzzing around the aircraft and we
hardly noticed it. Sadly George I've did not survive the air war in Europe. The
train ride provided us with our first view of the pleasant English countryside in
winter mode as we progressed towards London. At Paddington we were met by
a RAF Officer of Air Rank who welcomed us and thanked us for coming to give a
hand in the Royal Air force. We stayed at a Salvation Army Hostel where we
were treated with the kindness for which they are known. Wherever I went
during the war the Salvos were there helping and I have great respect for them.
The first night in London is etched in my memory because it was so black with
no external lighting at all, so finding our way around was quite an adventure. I
spent some leave in London and I know some of the places we used to visit but
I don't remember when.
Codgers Inn was a favourite spot, which was known as the Aussie Bar and the
Boomerang Club for socialising and the inevitable beers. We visited the Windmill
Theatre which was famous for operating every night during the London
bombing-an example of the London spirit of the time.
Local WA information was available from Australia House, including Aussie
newspapers and facilities for letter writing and receiving. There was no time to
investigate famous places of British History before leaving by train to
Bournemouth, where a receiving centre 11 PDRC was situated.

The main thing I remember about the White Hermitage Hotel where we stayed
is the lifts of 19th century origin. These were manually operated by pulling on
ropes. It was quite light to operate them and I was amazed at the counter
balancing because it seemed the same whether one or ten people
were on board. Several thousand Australian and New Zealand airman spent
time there while waiting for posting to RAF Training Command Units.
Bournemouth was a very nice place on the sea front and the local population
seemed to be tolerant of our boisterous behaviour. We had a parade each
morning except Sundays, but on most days we had quite a bit of free time
between lectures, when we could get together in the local pubs and meet some
local girls. I had developed some boils on my body during the sea voyage, so I
reported for treatment and was put in hospital for tests and treatment. While I
was in hospital some of our group were sent to some place near Newcastle for
army style training, which I believe was pretty tough and when I heard the
details, I was just as happy to have missed it. When I was considered fit I was
discharged and instructed to attend an interview to discuss my future. I had
been provided with a roll necked pullover from Aussie Comforts and as it was
quite cold I wore it to the interview. IIBe seated Oliver-liDo you think you are a
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Battle of Britain pilot coming here in a roll necked pullover?" the Officer said, as
he glared at me. He spoke on matters of dress and told me that only Battle of
Britain pilots were allowed to wear them. He then asked me which Command I
wished to serve in. When I said Bomber Command he seemed pleased but I did
not think it would have made any difference what I said. I was told that at some
time the Germans had flown over from France and dropped some bombs, one
on our parade ground and one, which damaged our favourite pub. Luckily, it
was on a Sunday and there was no one on the parade ground, but damaging
our watering hole was deeply frowned upon. I did hear that there were some
casualties but I don't recall the details.

I received an invitation from Mr. and Mrs. Newman to spend a week or so at
their home in Barton on Sea Hampshire, which I was very pleased to accept.
Mrs. Newman came to escort me to her home one morning and I remember
traveling by train for some of the journey. As we passed through the country,
she drew my attention to the trees in bare winter mode, and explained how the
scene would change with the coming of spring when every thing could burst into
flower. .It was all very interesting to realise what a marked difference between
the seasons there is in England compared to Australia. The conversation then
turned to London, which was to her the centre of the Empire. It was quite
obvious that Mrs. Newman loved the green and pleasant land to which I was
being introduced. .Eventually we arrived at the Newman home, which was
called "Rest Harrow." .It, was a very nice house set on quite a large block with a
pleasant garden and I

I

surrounded by
d

8< I
pleasant countrysi e. [ti!,
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I was introduced to ~==
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Mr. Newman and a
son Robert who would
have been about 14
years old. They were
a very friendly family,
from whom I learnt a
great deal about
England. We went
cycling, visited a golf
course and enjoyed
good company, for
which I was very
g ratefu I.
Mrs. Newman was even kind enough to attend some boils I had developed on
the sea journey. Theit' son Robert has lived in Australia for many years and I
have recently been fortunate to locate him. I hope to meet him in due course to
go over those days, when I hope to refresh my memories of that time. When I
returned to Bournemouth I found a letter posting me to Clyffe Pypard which was
an Elementary Flying Training School, situated about 3 miles southwest of
Swindon.
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Clyffe Pypard was a grass airfield not far from Swindon, which was using Tiger
Moths for elementary flying training. I was sent there to do a refresher course
before going on to an Advanced Flying Training School. It was great to get into
a Tiger again and enjoy the
aerobatic capabilities of this
wonderful little aircraft. My
first flight was with an
instructor who had to
refresh my memory of the
procedures in Tigers and
advise me of Royal Air
force rules which could
vary from what I was used
to. He then told me to do
some circuits and bumps
and various other exercises
to make sure I was OK for
solo flying. Before going
solo, we went on a few
flights around the
countryside to familiarise
me with the English
landscape, which was so
different from WA. In WA if
you saw a railway line or a
road in any particular area
you would be pretty sure
which ones they would be.
When I got airborne in
England and looked down, I
saw roads and railway lines running in all directions. Added to this was the large
number of villages and towns, which all looked so similar to me. I realised that
map reading was going to be entirely different in the UK and Europe. Swindon,
which is a large town with huge rail marshalling yards, was close By, so I flew
as close as allowed and tried to commit it to memory, so that I could use it as
a pin point (an exact position when navigating). In time Swindon, and several
other towns which I could recognise, could be used as pin points during daylight
flights. England was completely blacked out at night, except for RAF airfields,
where flare paths were switched on when required. I did my first UK night flying
in a Tiger and had no problem landing on the flare path, so I began to feel a bit
more comfortable with English conditions. This period was from 20th April to
4th May 1943, when I was posted to 15 Advanced Flying Unit, Grove Airbase
near Wantage.
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Advanced Flying.
I arrived at Grove on 9th of May and settled in ready to begin flying again. The
Nissen huts, which were our quarters, were corrugated iron, which had been
rolled into a semi circle, in section, to form both walls and roof. Our beds were
iron with wire mesh to support the mattress, which consisted of 3 square
sections. They had a tendency to slip apart and let the cold air in! There was an
iron stove fired by coal in the centre of the hut and the beds adjacent were
much prized. The Mess, Flight Offices, and ablution blocks were all of similar
construction on these temporary RAF airfields on which we would serve for the
rest of the war. The Airspeed Oxford was the Aircraft we were to fly. It was
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powered by twin radial engines of 450 horse power and wing span of 53 ft 4
inches- smaller than the Anson but more manoeuvrable and sensitive. In 1936
the company submitted a proposal to meet an Air Ministry specification for a
twin engine trainer and gained an order to supply 136 aircraft .It was used
extensively as a trainer during WW2 and I found it great to fly. Some written
exams requiring a knowledge of hydraulic and fuel systems etc had to be taken
before flying commenced. Advanced flying was an intensive course of seven
weeks which was to bring us to a standard in aircraft handling, navigation in
night and day conditions, instrument flying in all weathers, and on beam
approaches, which would enable us to fly an Operational aircraft with a crew in
a competent manner.

My first flight on the 12th of May with Instructor FjLt Davey was quite pleasant
as he put me through the conversion to flying the Oxford before he sent me
solo on the 15th I really enjoyed flying this aircraft, which was light and zippy to
handle, although some said it was a bit tricky. Above is a copy, from my log
book of the general flying program and I will select some of the more
interesting items for discussion.

These comments are as I found things and may differ from the experience of
other pilots. The Oxford flew quite well on one engine, but if one failed on take
off it was, a very serious matter and the aircraft may swerve violently or even
get out of control. In this exercise, at a safe height, we would suddenly cut out
an engine to see how the aircraft behaved, then devise a means of recovery. In
this, we were advised by our Instructors. As well as flying, we had to do a
considerable time in the Link Trainer to polish our instrument flying. One
important Link exercise was flying on the Lorenze Beam, which was designed to
enable finding your airfield and landing on the runway in a very thick fog. This
had to be done in the air when I was sent to Beam Approach School. A lot of
night flying was done, including cross country navigation, some times there
were two pilots, one navigating and one flying and some times, we were solo.
Beacons, which flashed
two letters in Morse code
in short intervals, had
been installed in various
localities all over the UK.
We were provided with
charts showing us the
position of each Beacon.
This night exercise, which
we called Beacon
Bashing, started with a
Briefing in Flight
premises. The Flight
Commander selected
about three beacons in
scattered positions, and
we had to work out an air
plot to provide cou rses
and times to go from
beacon to beacon and
retu rn.

Off we went solo with our air plot and a stop watch to time each leg, and hoped
we would find the beacons. It was a good test of precision flying. One night on a
Beacon Bash, I was quietly flying along, when suddenly there was a mighty roar
as an aircraft thundered straight over me, missing by not more than six feet.
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The violent turbulence so shook and
rocked the Oxford that it took me a couple
of minutes to smooth out. It was a near
miss, which gave me a nasty fright and
emphasised the need to keep a wide
sweeping look of the sky. Mid air collisions
were not uncommon in war time flying
because of congestion and other military
factors.
Although we were kept very busy, there
were times when we could go into
Wantage for a few beers in the local pubs,
often by hailing one of the .many trucks
travelling along the A338, which passed
quite close to Grove airfield. Tom Scotland
and Jim Mudie were also on the course,
but they were associating with two local
girls, so I did not always go with them. I
do not know how they found the girls!
There were pilots of other nationalities on
course and we were all getting to know
each other. Bob Taylor, an English
pilot/and I found we had a common
interest in motor bikes and we began to
get around together a bit. He used to ride in the Isle of Man motor cycle races.
Which were very popular at the time.

The Manx Championships I think they were called. I had two motor bikes before
joining up and a group of us, although not classed as a club, used to have point
to point races and slither around on the mud flats that existed near the
causeway in South Perth. One day Bob said, "I've had the nod that there is a
good road cafe which is used by the long distance truckie's not far away and the
food is really good. There is no menu so you just say, "I will have What ever is
on tonight please" and some times, you get a special. Off we went a few times
when not flying and were given bacon and eggs more than once. In view of the
food rationing we thought this was pretty good. I don't know if this was a legal
treat for the long distance truckies, or whether it was black market. We didn't
ask! During some night flying, I was stationary on a perimeter track in an
Oxford, waiting for permission to turn onto the runway and take off, when
suddenly the aircraft began to vibrate and shudder violently. "What the hell is
that"? was my first thought as I scanned the instrument panel, "all Ok there" so
I looked along the wings and saw another Oxford had taxied into my starboard
wing and his airscrew was chewing the end off the wing, until eventually the
pilot shut down his engines. This was quite a shock to me, and also a worry
because an accident while taxiing was a very serious offence for the pilots
concerned. I called Control to explain what had happened.
The Officer in charge was quite curt, but said he would send a truck to pick me
up. Now came the interviews and written reports to ascertain who was to
blame. Fortunately, for me, Control confirmed that I was stationary and in the
correct position waiting for permission to take off, so no charge was laid. I did
not meet the other pilot and was never told what happened to him. I hope he
didn't get into too much trouble. Night cross country flights were done with, two
air crew, one navigating and one piloting. My log book shows two night flights
marked WIT cross country. On these, we used the wireless to find bearings
from radio transmitters of known location.
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To find our position we took bearings from three well spaced transmitters.
These bearings were then drawn on our chart from the transmitter and
extended until they crossed. Where they crossed was our position. Like most of
our Aids, it needed some adjustment because while we had been taking the
bearings we had travelled some distance and an allowance had to be made for
this.

We practiced many night landings and we had three Aids, which are worth a
mention. The UK was blacked out except for RAF airfields, which had a standard
flare path. To assist the pilot to approach the flare path in a safe and consistent
manner a 'Drem System' was provided. This consisted of lights on poles, which
surrounded the airfield in the shape of a circuit, with a funnel of lights leading to
the end of the landing runway. As the pilot turned into this funnel at one
thousand feet, he could see a Flight Path Indicator, which was situated at the
end of the runway. If he was too high on his approach he would see amber
light, too low, a red light, and a green if correct. Even with poor visibility,
provided he kept in the green he would touch down on the runway in a safe
position. It was necessary to have absolute faith in our instruments and aids
because in foul weather on a black night your normal senses could let you
down.

An example of this could be search lights shining at an angle through cloud, or
some natural distortion in your line of vision. I remember an occasion, when
because of such an illusion, my natural senses told me that my wings were very
much out of level, and I even felt as though I would slide out of my seat if not
strapped in. My instruments told me that my wings were dead level, so I
accepted their reading and they were proved correct. In those days, we could
not go high enough to fly over the weather as we do now. On June 1st 1943, I
was posted to No 1 Beam Approach School RAF Watchfield, Course 196. This
was all blind flying with only the instrument panel visible and was quite
demanding.

A brief description of the Beam Approach System is worth a mention...

A signal was transmitted from the airfield in a known direction. There was a
front beam and a back beam with the transmitter in the centre as shown above.
The front beam was the one the aircraft must fly along to reach the runway on
the airfield and the back beam was its reciprocal. The signal became wider as it
left the transmitter and became fan shaped. It consisted of

a constant sound in the centre with a dit dit on one side and a dash dash on the
other side. There was an 'inner marker beacon' near the end of the runway
sending a signal which could be heard as you passed over it and a similar 'outer
marker beacon' some distance from the runway. We practiced flying the beam
in the Link Trainer before trying it in the air. Then with our
Instructor in the aircraft, the hood was pulled down so that we could see only
the instrument panel for our blind flying. .We had a chart showing us the
location of the beam, which enabled us to fly to the nearest part of the beam.
When we passed through the beam and heard the signals, there was no way of
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telling whether we were on the back beam or the front beam. We knew the
direction of the beam, "say" due north to reach the runway. The method used
to find whether we were on the front or back beam was to fly across the beam
at right angle; in this case say east to west. The time to cross the beam was
measured with a stop watch and then we would fly along the beam; i.e. in this
case due north. After some minutes we would again cross the beam and
measure the time taken, and if the second time was less than the first we knew
that we were on the front beam.

Having established that, we would find the beam and fly along in the constant
sound section at the correct heading; i.e. in this case due north. There was
always a wind, which caused a drift off the centre into the dits or dashes, and
the beam width decreased as we went, so it was quite tricky to keep on the
centre. It was safe at one thousand feet along the beam so we would fly at that
height until we came to the outer marker beacon. Its signal was quite distinct,
so on receiving it we would start descending at an exact airspeed and an exact
rate of descent, trying to arrive at the inner marker beacon at one hundred feet.
If we were on the beam and got the signal at 100 feet the Instructor would
raise the hood and we would see the end of the runway to land. It was a great
feeling of satisfaction to see the runway after flying blind for about one hour
and thirty minutes.

My log book shows that I spent five hours in the Link trainer and ten hours in
the air flying the beam. This course increased our skills greatly, but there was
another three weeks of advanced flying training to pass before we would be
posted to an Operational Training Unit to fly with a complete Bomber crew of up
to eight men One other aid was called Fido { Fog Intensive Disposal Of}. I had
no personal experience of this but we were provided with information regarding
the procedure required to use it in an emergency. Dan Conway in his book
"Trenches in the Sky" describes it as "consisting of parallel pipes about 45
metres away from and along each side of the runway, and about 915 meters of
the approach. The clean burning of petrol there from provided the heat to
create a chasm through the fog" which would enable a safe landing. There were
15 airfields equipped with Fido including some emergency air fields such as
Woodbridge on the East coast. Later on operations, we had to land at
Woodbridge and I will tell that story when discussing operational flying. An
Australian, Air Vice Marshall Don Bennet contributed a lot to the creation of
FIDO and I am told he was the first pilot to use it to land in fog. He was also
famous as a Pathfinder.

The last three weeks of advanced flying consisted of several night cross country
flights and intensive practice of the exercises required for completion of the
Course. I don't recall any incidents or problems in that period. On the 27th
June, I was posted to 12 Operational Training Unit Chipping Warden to fly
Wellingtons with a full bomber crew. Tom Scotland was posted to another OTU
to fly Whitley aircraft and we did not meet again until after the war. Jim was not
coming with me either so the three of us shook hands and a bit of a
back slap "until we meet again" We said but I was never to see Jim again My
new friend Bob Taylor and I had enjoyed some good times but now we were to
be parted and I never saw or heard what happened to him.

I reported at 12 O.T.U ... on 5th July after a few days' leave which I had spent
in London meeting up with a few of the lads in the Boomerang Club and
Codgers Inn for a chat and the inevitable beers .Also to Australia House to find
news of home. We were told that one of our group had been mugged and
slashed with a razor. That was the only such incident I heard of affecting one of
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us during my stay in the UK. The facilities at the airfield were the usual for a
temporary wartime base with Nissen huts for living quarters. There were a lot of
other Categories of aircrew on the Base, who like us had completed their
specific training and were posted there to join others and form into bomber
crews.

The Wellington was an operational bomber and much more complex than those
we had trained on, so we had a lot to learn. The first two or three weeks was a
study session including a complete understanding of the, oil, fuel and hydraulic
systems, emergency procedures and the engines, including the handling of
them in different weather and other difficult situations. The power was two 1500
hp Bristol Hercules radial piston engines, span 26.26 m and the length 18.5 m.
Armament two .303 machine guns in the nose and four.303 in the rear turret.
The airframe was of geodetic construction designed by Barnes Wallis who also
designed the bouncing bombs used by the Dam Busters to breach the dam walls
in Germany. Having completed the ground studies it was now time to form a
crew. The RAF method of forming crews was by filling a large room or space
with young men of all the different aircrew categories. Navigators, Air gunners,
Wireless Operator lair Gunners, Bomb aimers and Pilots, and leave it up to
them to sort themselves into crews. I stood there looking at this crowd thinking,
"How the hell is this going to work? What if no one wants to join me" Looking
around I noticed an Aussie WoplAg and I thought, "I wonder if he is available"
and went and introduced myself to have a bit of a chat. Les Steele was from
Perth and we flew together through our tour of operations. That started the ball
rolling. Les and I stood together and a young Scot came up "I want an Aussie
pilot," he said, so after a chat with "Scotty" I agreed and now we were three.
He had a mate air gunner "Bill" who was English and Scotty brought him over to
join us.

I then saw a Bomb Aimer with a Canada badge on his shoulder standing alone
"We are a bit of a mix, would you like a Canadian" I asked "Let's ask him" was
the reply and so we were joined by Chuck. As I recall that was our complete
crew for the Wellington, but later, another gunner joined us. (Allan also a
Canadian was only with us for a short period.)

It may seem a strange way to form crews but to me it had some merit, because
when a large group of young men with a common interest meets, they soon
make special friend, and these men would need to be good friends to cope with
what was ahead.

They would be posted to Bomber Command and would have to fly and work in
what was virtually an Aluminium can, which provided little protection against
flak or fighter attack. Some of the hazards ahead would be foul weather, icing
in, freezing air, electrical storms, snow and rough conditions from Mother
Nature. Then the flak barrage which often was so intense that the sky was
virtually a wall of exploding shrapnel, the search lights in their hundreds lighting
up the aircraft and trying to isolate one and cone it. The cone was
when several search lights concentrated on a single aircraft and followed it,
when it took evasive action. It was very difficult to shake them off and gave the
gunners and fighters a sitting duck situation. One friend who did succeed in
shaking them off told of losing height from about 20 thousand feet to about 5
thousand in the process of his evasive action. There was also some malfunction
of aircraft or equipment at times.

The ground staff who serviced and repaired the damaged aircraft did a
wonderful job in all weathers and in all the hours of the day, but any thing
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produced by man gives trouble at times. That was where we were headed so we
settled down to train as a crew. First, I had to do the conversion course to fly
the Wellington with an Instructor. I found the Wellington heavy compared to the
previous types and the throttle levers were on the left side, which I didhllike,
but after a few circuits and landings I got used to the different layout and began
to enjoy flying it. After about 5 hours with an Instructor earning all that was
necessary I did a solo trip of about 20 minutes and was now able to bring my
crew aboard. On the 23rd July, we were taken out to a Wellington to do our first
solo flight as a crew, and as we travelled, I thought about my responsibility for
their safety and the fact I was in charge of the aircraft. I was 21 years old and
had never been in charge of a situation which involved the safety of other
people before, so I felt a bit apprehensive .The crew had duties relating to their
job such as testing their equipment and it all went quite well, which was
comforting for me.

The landings I did during the war would run into the thousands, but I only
remember four clearly for various reasons. The first was with the crew a few
days later when I did the best landing of my career. There was usually a bit of a
bump as we landed but this day I was holding off, waiting for the bump when I
heard the rumble of the wheels running along the runway and I realised we
were down. "A beautiful landing Skipper" came over the intercom. This came at
a good time just when the crew would be wondering what sort of pilot they
were stuck with, so it was a bit of luck. They had called me Skipper, so I began
to feel accepted, but knew I would have to keep doing my very best to help
create a good team spirit. Of course the crew also had important responsibilities
and were feeling their way too. The navigator had an exacting task and when he
gave me a course and airspeed to fly it was important that I fly as accurately as
I could until the next change of course. It was self discipline of us all, which
would make a good team. All members had to be able to take temporary charge
according the situation. (I.e. if the gunner reported a fighter on the port,
quarter and told the pilot to corkscrew port he would do just that) The bomb
aimer would, issue instructions to the pilot as he tried to get the target in his
sights) It was similar for other members in certain circumstances.

One of the most important exercises was high level bombing in both night and
day. Some of these consisted of
navigating across country to a
designated position and bombing it
with a camera. The resulting
photograph would show how
accurate we had been. For the night
trips, there was an infra red light on
the ground, which was invisible to
us, but showed up on the

photograph.
Vickers Wellington

Photographs Were used on real bombing raids
too for intelligence purposes. Fighter affiliation was an interesting and enjoyable
exercise for me but I don't know if the crew thought so. The reason that I
enjoyed it was because it gave me an excuse to fling the aircraft about doing
violent evasive action. A Spitfire or some other fighter would approach us,
waggle his wings, and then retire some distance behind and position for an
attack. Our reaction would be something like this-Gunner "Bandit port
quarter at 1000 yards closing -prepare to corkscrew port -600 yards -
corkscrew- Now!" He would open fire, (only mentally). I would corkscrew port
and the bandit would fire his camera gun. Some times if he thought, he had got
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us he would formate on us and give us a thumbs up. This was good fun but the
thought of a real attack was quite fearful and I tried not to dwell on it. When it
did happen later, we did not have time to do any of that. That is a story yet to
come. We always turned towards the side the bandit was on to give him
maximum deflection as we crossed below his path. If we turned to the other
side, in this case to starboard, he would be able to follow us with ease.

Another gunnery exercise using live bullets was enjoyed by the gunner. An
aircraft towing a drogue on a very long rope would fly at some distance and the
gunner would try to shoot holes in the drogue. The drogue looked like a long
cylinder of canvas, which we would pass at different angles and distances to
give the gunner some problems. The Wireless Operator would practice taking
bearings and also listen out for messages during some of these exercises, so
that by the end of the course all the crew should be ready for operations.

We didn't get much time for leaving the base, but we did find the Castle Inn, an
interesting pub reasonably close and one English lad had a small car and a
small amount of petrol for transport, if you were lucky enough to know him! The
pub is on high ground just above where the battle of Edge Hill took place during
the Civil War... Like many English pubs, it has a theme concerning the battle. I
could almost feel history as I stood with my pint, surrounded by breast plates
with axe holes in them; and weapons of that period adorning the walls. We
could look down the hill and try and imagine the horror of the battle "We
humans!!" I thought "still fighting" And we are still fighting all over the planet
even as I write.

On the 31st of August we went to the Flight Office half expecting to find
ourselves on the posting list, but to our surprise we were told to report to
Briefing for a bombing raid on an ammunition dump which had been located
near D'Hesdon in northern France, "So this is the start of a long Tour in Bomber
Command" I thought, but it was not to be Another completely different job was
to be my lot for my operational tour, flying in (The Airborne Forces Group) 38
group RAF.

We reported to the Briefing, where we were provided with the details by the
various section leaders- Nav Officer- Gunnery Officer-Met Officer- Intelligence
Officer-Radio Officer - Bombing Officer and the Commanding Officer. I then got
together with our navigator and bomb aimer to arrange our flight plan. This was
to be a night Op, so in the evening about one hour before take off time, we
were taken out to the aircraft to check all our gear and run up the engines to
ensure that they were serviceable. All was OK so we waited for instructions to
take off. Sitting there waiting and feeling a bit nervous I wondered what lay
ahead, would we get there and back and would the operation be successful. At
last from Control"JP Y JPY permission to take off."

All thoughts other than the task in hand left my head as I opened the throttles
and at the correct speed lifted the old Wimpy into the air. I don't recall the
details such as height, course etc, but as we cruised along towards the enemy
occupied coast, I do recall feeling apprehensive of the dangers of the air war. I
had not felt nervous of flying training, but now there was a new dimension and
this feeling of apprehension was often to occur. As we approached the coast
we could see search lights probing and also some light flak. The word (light)
when it is used to describe flak it is referring to calibre and the height it can
reach, but not to the quantity which could be very heavy indeed and often was.
Light flak went to seven or so thousand feet, heavy flak to more than twenty
thousand feet. As we crossed the coast some flak came in our direction, but we
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were not damaged. Some search lights lit us up so well that we thought every
one down there could see us, but it passed over, much to our relief on the
approach to the target we could see fires on the ground and explosions as
others dropped their bombs. The bomb aimer guided me on the run in until he
called "bombs gone" and then I did a steep turn onto the course, which the
navigator had given me for the return. Each crew member had his private
thoughts and some remarks were made over the intercom as we cruised along,
mostly of satisfaction that we had completed our job. A very welcome sight was
the cloud over the coast of England. This cloud was often the first indication of
the coast, and it gave me a thrill every time I saw it, as we anticipated landing
at base. After landing, we were picked up and taken to de briefing by
Intelligence Officers who asked us about the details of what happened and what
we saw. The rear gunner had had the best view and he reported having seen
large explosions, which convinced him that the target had been destroyed... The
rest of the crew were of a similar opinion and the Officer noted our comments
and then invited us to leave and go for a meal. The information thus gained
would be useful for future briefings for similar operations. We never did find out
how successful the raid was rated, but we were only one crew among many on
that Op. This experience made us feel that we were now a real crew and ready
to be posted to an Operational Squadron. It had also drawn us closer to the
ground crews who serviced the aircraft.

When a crew went to take charge of an aircraft, the NCO in charge of the
servicing would greet us with a book (EE77). This book contained a list of all
items, which had been done since it had last flown. These items had been ticked
off by the airman who had done the job and was signed by the NCO in charge.
The pilot had to go through it all and if satisfied he would sign it and take
charge of the aircraft. The crew would then check the outside of the aircraft to
ensure that all materials restraining the various aerofoils had been removed and
that there was no visible damage, before climbing aboard to check their
personal equipment. The Pitot Head was a little tube through which the air
flowed to measure the airspeed and a small cover was put over it while the
aircraft was on the ground. If the pilot took off with this still on, he would have
no airspeed indicator.

A very small mistake maybe, but a very dangerous one. I won't go through all
the cockpit drill which was quite lengthy, but two matters are worth a mention
The first thing I did was test all the movable aerofoils with the control column
and then run up the engines, one at a time. These petrol engines had two spark
plugs to each cylinder and two magnetos to make the spark. The main test was
to warm them up and when the temperatures and oil pressures were OK, open
up to full throttle to make sure they would reach the maximum revs required. If
they did, we would switch off one magneto to see if there was a drop in revs
and if OK switch it on and turn off the other one. There was
mostly a small drop when we did this, but if it was over a certain figure the
pilot would declare the aircraft unserviceable and the crew would leave the
aircraft and report the problem to the ground NCO. I can only recall one night
when that happened to us and we had to change aircraft. "Hats off to the
ground crews for a good job done".

The next day we were introduced to the latest navigational aid. This was the
first electronic aid as far as I know. It was called 'GEE' and looked like a small
television set, which could be used to find your position within a limited range. I
don't remember precisely how this was done, but a signal appeared on the
screen and this was applied to a special chart to find your position.
The remaining time at 0 T U was spent on night and day Homing on GEE, which
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consisted of flying away from base in any direction for about 20 minutes and
then finding our way back using GEE. This was to be very useful in the future. A
final day doing heavy load tests and then a posting to 1665 Heavy Conversion
Unit at Woolfox Lodge near Stamford, for conversion to the 4 engine Stirling
Bomber. We then had some leave, which I spent in Scotland with some of the
crew. It was great to relax for a few days in a new and interesting country, full
of friendly Scots who showed its environs and us around Dundee.

We went to some of the local pubs where I was introduced to drinking a pint of
beer laced with good local whisky while playing darts. After two or three of
these, my game went right off and I realised that this type of drinking was too
strong, so in future I politely refused the whisky. That got a few laughs and
some comments:-'Eh you're a wee drinker Aussie', but I thought discretion was
the better part of valour so I just told them that we Aussies were mostly
teetotallers. This caused an uproar and much backslapping. A swim in the City
pool was enjoyable after a long spell without a swim since leaving home.
Swimming was a favourite activity for me then and still is at the age of 81.

The local dances were well attended by the local girls and very well run, so of
course we young men were keen to attend too. I went to two of these and was
introduced to some girls by Scotty. We had a great time there and a couple of
interesting incidents happened to me. One night we were walking two of the
girls home in the black out, when all of a sudden a female appeared through the
gloom and started bashing me over the head with her hand bag shouting 'why
don't you go back to Canada where you came from, that is my brother's girl you
are with and he is off in the army fighting, while you are just drinking beer and
stealing his girl'. I remember that vividly but perhaps not word perfect, because
she mentioned Canada. She soon cooled down and stopped hitting me but it put
paid to any intentions I had. On the other night I had been dancing and was
sitting aside when six Black Watch soldiers who had also been dancing came up
to me, said that a girl told them that I had stolen her hand bag and they
wanted me outside to discuss it.. I did not have a clue what it was all about and
I did not relish the idea of going out side with them, but I thought, "I am a
RAAF pilot and I must keep my composure and not disgrace the RAAF Aussies
or myself "so with some trepidation I went with them.

The Black Watch was known to be a tough outfit and these boys sounded quite
aggressive but they did not become physical, much to my relief. They accused
me of taking a girl's handbag and I strongly denied it without raising my voice
and after a heated discussion among themselves, they seemed to doubt
whether they had the right bloke. They were all Privates and I was a Flight
Sergeant but I wasn't sure whether this would be to my benefit or detriment in
their decision to bash me or not... After their discussion, one of them came to
me, looked at my wings, and asked me what I did. Having just done my first OP
I said, "I'm a bomber pilot" "OK mate' he said" we'll give you the benefit of the
doubt" and they started to go inside, just as some one came and told them that
the bag had turned up. The tide turned and they began calling me Aussie and
treating me like an old mate. They were good company and it would be my
good fortune to meet many Scots when I flew with the airborne boys later.
Leave always seemed to be over in a jiffy and this was especially so.
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We arrived at 1665 Heavy Conversion Unit on 16-9 43 as a trained crew to
convert to the Stirling Bomber. I was destined to return to this Unit as a Screen
Instructor in about 18 months but now it was all very new. The Base was similar
to previous and we soon settled in. The first day was spent looking over a
Stirling, which was kept in a Hanger. As I walked in and stood by the wheel, I
was aghast at the size and thought, "how the hell will a little bloke like me be
able to fly this great thing?" The wheels were over shoulder high and the
cockpit was 22 ft 9inches above ground- 6: 93 metres or about four times my
own height, and the length 87 ft 3 inches -25 : 59 metres about 18 ft -- 5 :6m
longer than the Lancaster which would supersede it as a bomber.
The Short Stirling was the first four-engine bomber to enter the RAF and it was
a great morale booster for the British people, who had had a very tough time,
with military bad news and the bombing of their cities. Mr Churchill was soon to
inspect one, which was flying on display for him, and he was very pleased to
see the first of the bombers, which would be able to bring the war to the
German homeland itself. The British could see and hear these large aircraft
heading out to strike the enemy and were heartened by it. The first night raid in
which Stirling's took part was to Germany (Berlin) on thel7th April 1941. More
about the service of the Stirling later, but at Conversion Unit it was my task to
learn to fly it.

These four engine aircraft required a Flight Engineer who had a panel of
instruments such as oil pressures, temperatures and the fuel system. Although
he had fuel gauges, it was necessary for him to calculate the consumption to
get a more exact result. To do this he needed an Airspeed Indicator and an
Altimeter for height. Every time the pilot changed the engine settings, he would
advise the FIE of the new settings to enable him to do his sums. It was possible
to fly the Stirling on short trips without an FIE, but this was only done to ferry
them or similar as far as I know.
Dennis Royston joined our crew as FIE and we are still in contact in year 2002.
He was just eighteen years old and had come straight from the training course.
The Stirling had a Mid Upper Gun Turret so another gunner joined the crew for
what turned out to be a very short period... He was a Canadian and his name
was Alan but I don't recall his full name.

After completing all the ground training which covered the oil, fuel, hydraulic,
and, in this case, the electrical systems which controlled the Under Carriage and
most of the moving parts, it was time to meet a Flying instructor. We meet at
the aircraft with my crew...We all did our external inspections and climbed
aboard through a door at the rear of the fuselage and took up our positions for
the final checks. When the Instructor was satisfied with what had been done he
told me to start up, do my cockpit drill and run up the engines for testing .This
now involved the FIE who was watching the temperatures and pressures which
had to be OK before I could open full throttle. When we did this, there were
chocks under the wheels and brakes were full on.

The Instructor, who was satisfied, asked me if I was satisfied and, ready to take
her into the air. "OK" I said and taxied out to the end of the runway, where I
stopped and asked Control for permission to take off. Because of its large and
long fuselage the Stirling had a strong tendency, especially in a cross wind, to
swing to the right (starboard) on take off. The spiralling wind {torque) from the
airscrews also hit the fuselage on the starboard side causing the aircraft to
swing into wind like a weather cock. The Instructor advised me to open the
starboard throttles in advance of the port throttles but together. So I put my
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hand on the four throttles and twisted the throttles to keep the right ones in
advance, as I opened them up to full power. This contained the swing and we
roared down the centre of the runway until we had sufficient speed to lift off.
This may seem a trifle to mention but it was not unusual to see a Stirling swing
off the runway before the pilot had mastered that problem. Of course, this could
cause damage and even injury. As we rose into the air and I felt the smooth
response from the controls, I knew that I was going to love flying the Stirling,
which was just as well because I was destined to fly it for the rest of my
wartime flying. We did a couple of circuits, getting the feel of her and then I had
to approach and do my first landing. These aircraft had dual controls, so if I
stuffed up I knew the Instructor could take over and get it down. I turned into
line with the runway at a thousand feet, and, with the undercarriage lowered,
began descending on the approach, judging to touch down close to the end of
the runway. When in the correct position, I called for full flap, ready to land.
The electrical control for the flaps was a bit of a reach for the pilot when he
needed both hands for the control column, so it was operated by the second
pilot for landing. The Instructor did this for me in this instance. I found the
Stirling much lighter to handle than the Wellington, despite it being much
larger, but with my eyes about 22 feet
above the bottom of the wheels, which, were operated by the sjpilot when I
called, the extra height at touch down seemed a bit strange at first. The landing
was OK and the instructor gave his approval with some advice, including a run
down on what he expected of me in future exercises. Flaps were small aerofoils,
which when lowered would give extra lift, to enable the aircraft to land or take
off at a reduced speed. After five hours flying with instructors on day and night
circuits and bumps, load tests, forced landings, .and other emergency
procedures the Instructor said "you seem to know what you are doing and the
crew have been checked by other instructors, do you feel ready to go it alone?"
"Yes" I said so he wished me good luck and left us to it. I did feel slightly
apprehensive about my new responsibility with seven of us on board, but off we
went on our first trip alone. This did not mean that our dual instruction was
over. We did three daylight and one night cross-country trips with Screen
Instructors such as Navigators, Flight Engineers, and Wireless Operators on
board to give advice and check if we had any problems with those functions.

.s~irling Ma"kl-~..Vf.
. tJ Bomber Commaifd"s
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My logbook shows that on the 16th October, on a daylight cross-country the
Port Inner engine petered out and had to be feathered. When an engine failed,
the airscrews would "wind mill "{spin very fast}, they had been known to break
off if the engine jammed for some reason, which could be fatal if the airscrew
hit the aircraft... They also caused additional drag, which would increase petrol
consumption. To feather the airscrews the blades could be rotated to a position
where the airflow would not rotate them. We had an Instructor on board, but he
said" What now George?", and left it in my hands. The aircraft started to swing
port, so I eased back the throttles and trimmed the controls until she flew
steady. This was to be my first three-engine landing and I am pleased to say
that the Stirling behaved very well and we made a good landing, this was more
good experience for me.

Screen Instructors were aircrew who had completed a tour of operations and
were posted to non-operational duties, helping trainee crews with problems
they might encounter on operations, and also check the efficiency of the crews.

This day as I write is 1st January 2003. This year I will turn 82 and Jean and I
will celebrate our 59th Anniversary, if we keep our present good health that our
many friends have been wishing us.

So back to some more snippets of my life. We are very busy with our interests
and don't live in the past, but I am just jotting these words which I hope, may
be of interest in the future, and find that I am enjoying it.
After two more days cross country trips working as a full crew, we were briefed
for a night trip. The briefing for this was similar to a night bombing raid The CO
told us that we were to fly to the Isle of Man on a triangular course and do a
camera bomb on a certain target. We were then briefed by the various Section
Leaders, Nav, Met etc before making out our flight plan. The Navigator had the
most work to do at this time in conjunction with Pilot and the Bomb Aimer, who
would have to map read from his compartment. There are some high mountains
on the Isle of Man and I do remember Chuck, our Bomb Aimer, marking out the
heights in blue pencil on his maps to ensure I kept a safe height when passing
them. We continued this practice all through our Operational .flying because it
was mostly low flying, and great care had to be taken to avoid hitting high
ground. The crew worked smoothly together, the weather was reasonable, and
we completed the exercise to the satisfaction of all, including the CO.

That was our last flight on 1665 HCU, but there were some emergency
procedures to be practiced on the ground, including Dinghy drill. I do recall
floundering around, fully clothed in a pool and trying to climb into a dinghy. We
all managed it, but it was not easy even in calm water, and I take my hat off to
those who did it in rough seas. We were now ready to be posted to an
Operational Squadron. On the last night, Scotty, Les, Dennis, Chuck, Alan, Bill
and I went into a local pub, sat around with our pints, and chatted about our
future prospects on a Bomber Command Squadron. I was destined to return to
1665 HCUin about 18 months as a Screen Instructor as it happened. Next
morning we found our posting was to196 Squadron RAF,which was not an
Australian squadron, but a RAFsquadron, crewed with mixed nationalities.

A few days leave were granted, so the Brits went home and the rest of us went
to London. Les and I went to Australia house to get news of home and then met
Chuck at a Club for food, drink and socialising. We were joined by another
visitor in civilian dress. He bought us a drink and entertained us with interesting
stories about his travels in the Merchant Navy. He asked us where we came
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from and when Les and I said Perth, he reeled off some streets and places in
Perth and Fremantle, which he had visited. When Chuck mentioned Toronto, he
did the same thing. It was obvious that he had travelled a lot or that he had
done his homework and we accepted him on face value, in the Aussie style!
Some time later, he was telling Chuck how much he enjoyed Canadian Bourbon
whisky and asked Chuck if he liked it... "Sure do, but we can't get it here," said
Chuck. We carried on discussing the merits of various beverages, but as I only
drank beer in those days, I didn't know enough to join in, so just listened. He
leant towards Chuck. "I'm sometimes able to get a bit of Bourbon Chuck, would
you like a bottle "7 Chuck agreed and he said that a ship was in and a mate
could get him a couple, and quoted a reasonable price. He would have to pay
cash if Chuck could manage it and he would be in the Club with it tomorrow.
Money was of little value to us in those days so Chuck handed over the cash
and they shook hands on the deal...! went into the toilet and very soon, a chap
came in and stood near by. He looked at me and said, "You want to watch that
bloke you are with mate, he is a bit suss. " I returned to try and give Chuck the
wink but our friend must have guessed what I had found out, because he
excused himself to go to the toilet and disappeared with the money.

Although we visited the Club, a couple more times we never saw him again. Our
first reaction was "The rotten bastard" but after a bit of hurt pride, we saw the
funny side and had a good laugh. At least he had done his homework and had
been quite entertaining. There was a story
going around that most of the Con men in London were Aussies, but he wasn't
because he didn't have our highly cultured accent! We went to the
Hammersmith Palais for a couple of nights of dancing which was great fun, and
then after writing letters home and checking for mail from home it was time to
report to 196 Bomber Squadron at RAF Witchford.

During our training, we had heard of casualties through crashes; caused by mal
functions in aircraft, collisions, accidents in foul weather and some by human
error. I had missed a mid air collision by a second as I mentioned in Advanced
Flying School. It is easy to accept that accidents would happen in the pressure
of such intense and concentrated training but I was surprised when I read that
5327 were killed and 3113 injured during flying training in Bomber Command
during the war.

This included all nationalities, which were involved, and I do not know how
many were Aussies. We were lucky to have got this far I suppose, and it was
time to (Brace ourselves as Winston Churchill had urged) for a tour in Bomber
Command. Being young and fit, we didn't ponder this so much.
My good friend Ron Minchin had been at 1655 HCU too, and he was also posted
to 196 Squadron, so I would be lucky to serve with one of the old Pearce 40
Club mates for the next 18 months on Operations.
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We reported to Bomber Command 196 Squadron Witchford on 30th October
1943 expecting to do an Operational tour on the raids over Europe including
Germany, but unbeknown to us the Squadron was in a state of transition. It
was in the process of being transferred to 38 Group {the Airborne Forces
Group}, which had been enlarged from a {Wing} in preparation for the
proposed Second Front, the landing in Europe.
This was to be a turning
point in my life and before I
continue the story, I would
like to make a few
comments. Memory of
specific events can be
varied to people who have
been through them
together as Police find
when they question people
who have been in car
accidents together. Each
person sees it from a
different perspective and
remembers different
aspects. During my story
up to now, I have used my
logbook and have had
many discussions with
people like Ron Minchin,
Tom Scotland and other
surviving members of our
training courses, and read
books by them to refresh
my memory and to try and
get a balanced view. I
recall when Jean and I
went to England and met three members of my crew, Dennis, Jim, and Junior
(our second rear gunner), for the first time after the war and we four blokes
went over our experiences, we all agreed that the events we shared did actually
happen and were a historical fact. When we described them from our own
perspective, you could be forgiven for wondering whether we all had been in the
same aircraft. Dennis castigated me for saying that in a certain crash no one
had been hurt. I realised I should have said, "We all survived". All the events in
this story did actually happen, but they are described from my personal
perspective and viewpoint, and the feelings I had at the time. Words spoken in
inverted commas may not always be word perfect, but do convey the same
meaning.

We did quite a bit of flying at Witchford, but only one trip, on the 7th November
is of interest. My logbook shows that we had an engine failure and landed some
where on three engines. When the engine cut out I tried to feather the airscrew,
but it started to windmill very fast and would not feather. It was a bit worrying
because it was really revved up, so after a few tries, without success, I decided
to slow down the aircraft, and to do this I throttled back and pulled back the
control column, which raised the nose, and we slowed to just above stalling
speed. On the third attempt, it feathered, and we did a three-engine landing at
the nearest airfield, where I declared the aircraft
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U. S. We phoned base and they sent a truck to take us home. The aircraft was
serviced by the ground crew and another pilot was sent to pick it up {I was told
that Ron Minchin picked it up} but Ron has never said and probably would not
remember anyhow.

After the war Les Steele and I were having a beer with some of his mates in rhe
Como Hotel and Les began telling them about this incident. "The aircraft went
out of control and was going up and down and rolling, but George eventually
regained control and landed it safely". That was the story from his perspective
and he was amazed when I told him that I was doing all that, trying to feather
the airscrew. I realised that I was at fault for not telling the crew why it was
happening.

That is an example of what I have said about memories and perspective!

On the 19th November, the Squadron moved to airfield Leicester East just near
Oadby. We did not know about 38 Group at that time or what purpose there
was in all this, but just did as directed. As I understand it, certain crews who
had done about half their tour were transferred to Lancaster Squadrons to
complete their tour, and others came to Leicester East with us. One Aussie who
had done quite a few Ops and came with us was my good friend Keith Proud
who now lives in Queensland. He became a Prisoner of war after being shot
down at Arnhem in September 1944, some of his crew were killed in the action.
The crews who were transferred to the Lancaster Squadrons would be pleased
because The Stirling had much higher losses than the Lancaster for various
reasons including lower speed and height.
When I was first given a bed on arriving at the Squadron, the bloke in the next
bed came over to welcome me in a very worried state of mind... "Glad to meet
a new face George, that bed has been empty since our last OP, the poor
bugger who slept there didn't come back, and we were full of holes, I don't
know how the hell we are going to get through George.!!" .You'li be OK mate I
said 'and made some comment which probably was inadequate. He was
transferred to Lancasters, which would give him a better chance, and I hope he
did get through.

This Stirling 1 V has been modified for a new Role
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Our mid upper Gunner was not required, so we said goodbye to Alan with
regret. The oxygen had been removed because we would be flying low, the nose
was changed to give a better view for night map reading, the engines had
improved cooling to enable glider towing, and a coupling was provided at the
rear for connection to tow ropes. The white stripes on the wings and fuselage
were painted on allied aircraft, which took part in the D Day Normandy
Landings. It was for easy recognition by the navy and our fighters. Any aircraft
without them would be attacked. They were painted just before D Day, and as
over five thousand aircraft were involved, it was a worthy achievement by those
who organised it. It was a well-kept secret, which I only discovered just before
take off on the evening of 5th June. We did not know why it had been done until
we found out that it had been done to all aircraft taking part.

This is a personal story and does not aspire to be a History, but I think, what I
have called 'A short 'Short Stirling Story' may be of interest.
The first British four-engine bomber was the Short Stirling, which entered
service with Bomber Command in August 1940. Its first Operation was in
3Group on thel0 -11-1941 and its first night raid over Germany was on17 April
1941. It was designed to meet a specification issued by Air Ministry in July 1936
-B 12/36. Short Bros had experience with the four engine Sunderland Flying
Boat and designed the Stirling with a similar wingspan of 112 feet 9inches {34:
38 metres)-Iength 87 ft 3 inches -and four Bristol Hercules engines {after trials
with other types}. In 1936, ideas of how heavy bombers could be used in a
future war were varied, and quite a few changes were made to the design
before it could be accepted for service.

Two of the design changes, which caused problems, were the reduction of the
wingspan from 112ft to 99ft-l inch and increasing the height of the
undercarriage. Air Ministry required the wingspan to be reduced. We were told
that it was to enable the Stirling to fit into the hangers, and this reason was
accepted by us. Since then I have read that there were other reasons too, but I
have seen no hard evidence of what they were. This was probably a factor in
the lower ceiling of about 17000 ft. I believe the increased height of the U C
was because test pilots said the aircraft was taking too long a run before it
would take off, and had recommended the angle of incidence of the wing should
be increased by ldegree.( the fore and aft angle where the wing joins the
fuselage}. Too many had already been constructed to do this so increasing the
height had a similar effect, but it made the U C more prone to collapse in some
circumstances

Stirling MK III

Winston Churchill, during a quiet period from politics between the wars built a
long brick wall on his estate, with his own hands the story goes that he asked a
friend what he thought of his wall. "There is a crooked brick here and there
Winston". "Yes it is easy to see what is wrong, but can you see what is right,"
said Winston? There is a perception among some aircrew, who flew the later
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Models that the Stirling was a complete flop, and one writer said it was "no
good as a Bomber." I accept that it had its limitations when compared to the
Lancaster and the Halifax in the later massed raids, and these limitations
caused it to have much higher losses of aircraft and crews.
That is a hard fact, but as Mr Churchill said to his friend-, "Can you see what is
right", it was the first four engine British Bomber and it was still operating in a
variety of roles at the end of the European war in1945. Stirling's were used by 7
Squadron in the Path Finder Force, which was formed in August 1942, and they
flew on 18,440 operations on Bomber Command duties. It could carry six sea
mines (Halifax -1) and played a prominent part in mine laying. (3881 sorties,
13,845 mines, and lost 84 aircraft in the process} The Mk 1V which we flew in
38 Group was used for paratroops dropping, towing Horsa Gliders loaded with
troops and all manner of equipment including vehicles and small artillery guns,
dropping equipment and Agents into Europe.

The cockpit provided a much better view in all directions than the Lanc and
Hallie. This was good when we were low flying in at night to find a Resistant
Group and drop our canisters.
I found it beautiful to fly, had the best manoeuvrability of the three heavies,
according to some Test Pilot reports. This was also a good asset when dropping
supplies from 500 ft or less at night. It was as tough as old boots. I personally
was involved in two crash landings and it did not break up badly or catch fire,
and we suffered no serious injuries. Military pilots do have a sentimental feeling
about their main aircraft. I am no exception having flown Stirling's from
September 1943 to June 1945 in all sorts of weather and activities at night and
day. I just felt like writing a bit about an old warhorse, that when it could no
longer lead the charge, kept battling along to the end. At least when I write
about the Stirling and some faults, you will know that she had quite a few
qualities that were "right."

So back to the story at Leicester East,
Our flying consisted mainly of Load Tests and Cross country exercises and it
was on one of these that I blotted my copy book. When landing on the main
runway we used to turn on to a short cross runway and taxi to our dispersal
point where the aircraft parked. On this occasion, by the time we had slowed to
a safe turning speed we had just passed this runway, so instead of continuing
on for a much longer trip to dispersal, I thought I would be smart and just turn,
around and go back to the cross runway. As I turned the aircraft about he
starboard wheel ran on to the grass and to my dismay the wheel began to sink
into the soft ground. We kept turning as the wheel sank up to the axel and
came up against the edge of the runway, and there we stopped. I dreaded the
thought of what the CO would say and do, and was not looking forward to
hearing the taunts of the crew and my fellow pilots.
The first flak came from Control who told me to report to the CO. Full of nerves
I knocked on his door, entered and stood to attention. He was not pleased "You
are a bloody idiot Oliver, you have been told not to go on the grass and you
have just ignored the order." He then lectured me on Airmanship, and drew my
attention to a comment by an instructor, in my Log Book, that I tended to be
slack in airmanship. "Pull your socks up Oliver, and get a shovel and go and
help dig it out." Out I went with my shovel, and endured the remarks and looks
of the ground crew who were trying to get it out. There I stood while they had
to get jack hammers to ramp the runway and then get a tractor to pull it on to
the runway. I reported to the Flight Commander in a rather humble mood,
wondering if my Log book would be endorsed to my detriment, but he was a
pretty good bloke and let me off with a bit of a lecture.
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One Saturday night when there was no flying Les and I decided to go in to
Leicester for a look around and have a couple of beers. When we went into a
bar, we were told about a dance in the Bell Hotel, and decided to go and suss it
out. It was a good show with quite a few Service men and some pretty good
looking girls dancing. I asked a couple of girls for a dance and when the dances
finished I escorted them back to their seats, as was the custom.

Sitting there between dances, I noticed a good looking blond wearing a Tartan
dress. I had been to Scotland on leave and I thought her dress would give me a
subject to open a conversation, so I went and asked her to dance with me. I
started by asking her if she was a Scot and was told she was a Leicester girl. As
soon as I took her hand and we began to dance I felt very attracted to her, and
after some more dances, I picked up courage to ask if I could walk her home.
She agreed, and to my delight we wandered through Leicester and found our
way to 244 Fosse Road South. We had a bit of a hug outside and I was not in a
hurry to leave. After a few minutes her mother appeared, and I was introduced.
To my surprise, her mother told her to invite me to dinner on the Sunday, and I
accepted with pleasure, provided I could get the time off. The girl's name was
Jean Hopkins and she has been Jean Oliver for 59 years this coming August.

Jean has an animated and enthusiastic approach to life and I found this very
attractive, so I was tickled pink to think I had been invited to dinner on the
Sunday and would see more of her. Jean told me how to get back to the YMCA
in Leicester, where I was staying for the night, so off I went on the five K walk
through the black out, hoping I would not get lost. I finally made it and hopped
into bed with a sigh of satisfaction. When morning came and I looked outside I
was pleased to see a thick fog over the city and wondered if flying had been
cancelled. When I reported to the Squadron, I saw that it had been cancelled.
"What a bit of luck, now I will be able to get time off for the dinner" Not a very
patriotic thought, but then the war had to take second place on that Sunday! I
then told my Flight Commander that a local family had invited me to dinner and
he gave me permission to go, but gave me a time to report back. The British
people were very hospitable to us so he was not surprised and told me to enjoy
myself. I forgot to say there was a girl involved!!!

The Hopkins family were very friendly and as time passed, I developed a feeling
of belonging, which, with Jeans love, was a sort of anchor for me when things
went wrong in flying. Every time I got a bit of leave, I headed for Leicester and
Jean. Her Mum and Dad accepted me in a friendly manner and made me feel at
home. Whether Dad was worried about Jean having an Australian boy friend I
was never sure, but he was always nice to me and I went with him to his
gardening plot several times when Jean was away teaching. Mum was very
friendly and I am told that she liked having a black haired, brown eyed lad
among all the blue eyed blonds in the family. She often called me over and
gave me a swig of one of her home made wines and we wou Id have a bit of a
chat. I enjoyed that.

When I next reported to the Flight Office, I found that we were all to be issued
with Wellington boots because of the mud on the base, which we had to
negotiate to reach the facilities. There was mud everywhere and without the
boots, our trousers became caked with it. I had never seen such mud, having
grown up on the Perth sand plain, but I had learned the hard way to keep
strictly to the runways when taxying. In the village of Oadby, we found a great
pub, which had a large open log fire to warm up the bar. It was named "The
Owl" and it was within walking distance, so we adopted it for socialising when
there was no night flying. It is still there, but it has been extended and
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modernised, and although it is very nice, it has lost its old world atmosphere,
which we loved. The local farmers used to drink there and some were great
characters, mostly World War 1 vintage who, used to playa game called Shove
Halfpenny [pronounced Hapney] It seemed a bit like bowls except that they
shoved these halfpennies along a board. I never found out how they scored, but
we enjoyed watching them. One of them brought a Rooster, which sat on his
shoulder, where it got an occasional sip of whiskey. Its eyes used to roll a bit,
but it never fell off his shoulder. Another bloke had a little dog sitting in a
hessian bag, which was slung over his shoulder. This dog loved his beer and of
course, he didn't have to walk home like us.!!! To get to the Owl we had to
cross a stream (it has since been filled in). The stream had very muddy banks
and bottom and the only way across was on an old tree trunk, which served as
a bridge. We went across in daylight, but returned in the black out with quite a
bit of beer on board. It was difficult to find the trunk in the black out and often
we would hear swearing from blokes who missed the trunk and waded across in
mud up to the knees. On a couple of occasions, someone slipped off the log into
the stream, which made a horrible mess of their uniform. We found all this very
amusing and a relief from constant flying.

Some of my mates were quite disappointed and frustrated at not being on
Bomber Command because we seemed to be serving no purpose. Plenty of
flying, but only exercises, with no particular aim, that, we were aware of.
Bomber Command activities were reported with praise in the papers, for taking
the war to the enemy every night, and we didn't have a clue what our duties
were to be. At this time, we had not heard of 38 Group, which unbeknown to us
was being expanded from a Wing to an Airborne Forces Group.

I was looking forward to having Christmas dinner with Jean and family, and I
didn't really care what our future duties would be at that time. I had decided
earlier that my philosophy was to just, do what I was ordered to do, and not
tempt fate by asking or volunteering for any specific jobs.

I enjoyed Christmas with Jean and her family and met her four sisters, Joan
who was a Superintendent of Education in London. Jess was a Tailoress in
charge of her department in a company, and was Commissioner of Guides in the
Leicester district. Mary was a dressmaker in charge of a department in another
company. Madge was fluent in five languages and in charge of the foreign
correspondence in a Leicester business. No wonder Jean took charge of me!!!
Frank was much older he was a Permanent Officer in the British Army and had
risen to the rank of Lieutenant Colonel, but he was away on duty, and I never
did meet him, John was in the RAF, and he was serving in Rhodesia then. The
ship he travelled there on was torpedoed, but he survived after some time on
the water. I did meet John later, but I don't recall him having told me the
details of that adventure. Charles joined the Navy when quite young, but at that
time, he was Comptroller of Chinese Prisons in Singapore... He was captured
when Singapore fell and spent the war as a prisoner, where he did good work
among fellow prisoners who needed care. This was recognised with the award of
the BEM. My Jean was the baby of that lot and was doted upon by them all!

On my return to the squadron, I found that we were to be transferred to Tarrant
Rushton Base in Dorset near Blandford, and we were then given some
information about 38 Group and the type of work we would be doing with the
Airborne Forces.
Jean shared a lot of my experiences during the rest of my flying, until the end
of the of the war in Europe, so I am introducing some of hermemories, which
she has written recently, for a book that the British War Brides in WA are
producing.
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A Stirling IV of 196 Squadron tows off a Horsa Glider

This will serve as an introduction to the subject matter I will be discussing in
some detail, and will give her perspective of some of our experiences together.
She mentions some of our experiences after the war, which were quite exciting,
and I hope to speak more about them in due course.

Over to Jean before I tell the story of flying with the Airborne Boys.

Some Memories of a British Warbride. - Jean. E. Oliver April 2002.

I was born in Leicester England the youngest of eight children. After attending three
primary schools I went to the TVyggeston Grammar Schoolfor Girls [TVilliam
TVyggeston, rich wool merchant, who lived in the Tudor Era, endowed a school for
both girls and boys] I matriculated from there, and when I was eighteen, was
accepted at White lands Training College for Teacher training. TVhitelands is a
London College so consequently was evacuated during the war. The first term was
spent at home completing a number of projects and also teaching-under
supervision-at local schools. The remainder of the college year we occupied an
orphanage in Halifax Yorks. Sleeping in huge dormitories. For the rest of the war
the college was domiciled at Bede College in Durham. I commenced my teaching
career in September 1942 and coped with the usual numbers of evacuees (at one stage
I had 78 pupils) besides A.R.P.duties etc. Some Saturdays I metfriendsfor coffee at
a Leicester Department store as I did the first Saturday in November 1943. It was
arranged we should meet at the Bell Hotel [since demolished] to go to a dance.
Clothing coupons were scarce so I wore my only decent outfit, a Goray skirt
[remember those girls] with jerkin to match and a gold blouse. The material of the
skirt and jerkin was pseudo tartan predominantly blue with a gold stripe.

There was the usual scatter of servicemen at the dance and after a time a handsome
R.A.A.F. pilot came over and asked me to dance. It transpired he had recently
returned from Scotland, having been invited there by a Scottish member of his crew,
and the tartan had caught his eye!! The first words he spoke to me were "Are you a
Scot!! "
TVe spent the evening together and then he walked me home. My mother was waiting
at the gate for me and after introductions, invited him to Sunday dinner. Goodness
knows how he managed to find his way across the city, in the blackout to the
Y.M.C.A. after all he was a pilot and not a navigator!! And he also turned up for
dinner the next day.

George was stationed at Leicester East on the outskirts of the city [Now a Regional
airport but a few Nissen huts and the control tower still remain.] We met a number
of times going for walks, cycle rides the cinema and so on. Soon it was Christmas
and George helped decorate the house and was, of course, invited to Christmas
dinner. My mother had managed to acquire a turkey and we all salivated at the
thought. Not so George when it was put on the table with all due ceremony-at that
time he could not tolerate poultry. My mother found an alternative. He could do no
wrong in her eyes, the reason being he had very dark brown hair, and we were all

fair and she had always wanted a dark haired child!!!!!

After Christmas George was transferred to Dorset, He was on SPecial Duties and
had leave every six weeks which he spent at our home. My brother was in the R.A.F.
serving in Rhodesia, as it was then called, so he was able to occupy his bedroom.
Teaching was a reserved occupation -for some reason they thought we were too
important to join the Forces!!!!-so of course I was working, but at that stage we
had a two hour lunch break to enable children to go home for a meal. [School
dinners were brought in soon after] If I wasn't on duty George would meet me at
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school, we would catch a bus and go to the closest British Restaurant for baked beans
on toast. From Dorset he was transferred to TViltshire and I was able to spend a
holiday at TVestbury and snatch a few hours together.

George came on leave at the end of ]VIay when we became engaged and bought the
ring. TVe decided he would be eligible for leave in August when we would marry. He
returned to camp with instructions to go to his Parish church to have the Banns
called. This was comPletely foreign to George having been brought up a Baptist.
However, they were called at St. Mary's Church, Steeple Ashton in TViltshire. This zs
a beautiful church which we have visited together when holidaying in the U.K.

]VIy Parish church was The Holy Apostles, a few hundred yards from home. The
Banns could not be called until the Rector received a note from the C.O. saying
George was a batchelor. This was duly obtained.
TVe bought coupon-free lace for the bridal gown and also for my sister who was to be
bridesmaid. Shoes, veil and a white satin nightie, to be worn under the lace gown,
were borrowed. As you all know tIthe best laid Plans of mice and men"! 'D-Day was
in the offing George was cor~fined to camp, communication was practically non
en'stent other than a rare phone call and letters with large Pieces cut out by the
censor. George was always very security conscious and I knew nothing of his role
other than he flew Stirling Bombers, so presumed he went on bombing raids. This
was not the case. They dropped agents over Occupied Europe, some times having to

fly at 500 feet for the operation--no mean achievement with a four engine bomber
and they also towed gliders. Eventually August 1 st was set for the ceremony and
there was a rush to send out invitations etc. TVe were to be married on Tuesday. On
Monday morning I received a letter to say he was in hospital so spent another
worrying day. He eventually turned up at 10 p.m. having discharged himself.

Guests at the wedding were relatives who had come fromfar and wide, my friends
from school and college and George's crew who formed a guard of honour. The
reception was held at home and then we caught a taxi to the Midland Red bus
station, as did a number of the guests. The crew were their usual boisterous selves-
one of them wrote "Just Married" on the back of the bus and was severely chastised
by an irate bus driver!!!!!

After changing at Birmingham we went to TVorcester and then took a taxi to the
Lygon Arms in Broadway which is an old coaching inn, now much favoured by
Americans. TVe have had coffee there since but accommodation is beyond our price
range. TVe had a great time exploring the country-side on foot and bikes.

George returned to camp whilst I went home. In the school holidays we stayed with
an elderly couple in a thatched cottage in Bratton, a lovely TViltshire village, which
was close to the drome. The stairs were very steep and George had great difficulty
carrying the tin bath up and down!! 'They were a lovely couple and thoroughly spoilt
us. All good things come to an end, and it was back to work for me listening for the
phone at night.

TVe heard on the wireless of the Arnhem Offensive and I wondered whether my
husband would be involved. I heard nothing but on Thursday morning woke up
with a sense of foreboding. When I arrived at school colleagues asked what was
wrong and I replied that I knew something had happened to George. That evening a
Telegragh boy delivered the telegram saying he was missing.

After completing two successful operations towing gliders containing Airborne troops
to the Anzhem area, George was then sent on a supply mission carrying ammunition
and fuel. They were shot by a Messerschmit, and because of low flying were unable to
use parachutes. George made the decision to crash-land. The left wing was onfire
but was sheared off when they hit the top of an oak tree. The plane landed half in a
ditch and the crew together, with two Army dispatchers were able to get from it
safely. After a number of adventures they finally reached Brussels airport. Planes
were flying blood plasma from England to field hospitals and returning empty, so the
boys were able to beg a lz]t. They reached base to find their belongings had been
taken to the "morgue"!!!! They had afew days compassionate leave and then it was
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back to base. George did two more operations and was then screened to be a flying
instructor.

In September 1945 he reported to Brighton [we spent the weekend together] from
whence they travelled to Liverpool to embark for Australia.
The months dragged by and then I heard I was to go to Portsmouth to board the
H.M.S. Indefatigable [a Royal Navy aircraft carrier] for passage to Australia. TVe
shared cabins on board and it was a comfortable trip. The Bay of Biscay was rough
and there was a lot of seasickness but it was here that aircraft of all types, which
had been on the flight-deck, were tossed overboard. TVe called in at Aden and
Colombo and reached Fremantle in three and a half weeks. The aircraft carrier was

too large to dock so shore was reached by tender. My mother-in-law and George were
on the wharf to greet me, George was wearing his brown de-mob suit. TVe drove
along Mounts Bay Road where I was delighted to see plane trees in this faraway
country!! !

The next day we caught the train to Busselton for our second honeymoon, leaving at
7a.m. and arriving at Busselton at 5p.m. having been delayed at Brunswick Junction

for a couple of hours. TVe stayed at The Esplanade where the furniture was of
Victorian cane-a far cry from todays EsPlanade!!!! TVe spent a day at Yallingup

where we came across a family of four kangaroos which I thought was pretty
exciting. My mother-in-law was amazed, that having been here such a short time, I
was lucky enough to see our native fauna.

As most of us found, accommodation was at a premium. Occasionally we house sat for
people away on holidays, but in the main, we shared the house with my parents-in-

law, their daughter and two sons. This was a difficult situation, as Dad had been a
prisoner of war on the Burma Railway, but we all made the best of things. Dawn,
our first child, was born in 1947. For sometime we slept on the front verandah with
her. In the winter the rain tended to come in through the canvas blind!! 1 Because of
the crowded situation, we aPPlied, and were granted, a permit to build a house of 12
squares. Before I arrived in Australia George had purchased a block of land in
Applecross for 90 pounds so at least we had the land. It was a nightmare obtaining
materials and hiring tradesmen, but George, being a builder, was able to do some
work himself. TVe were very fortunate to move into our own home just before
Christmas 1948 and although heavily pregnant with Ma.r, who was born the next
year, was thrilled to be able to plant buffalo runners for our front lawn!!

Compared with others, my story is rather ordinary, so I have decided to add a rider.
A number of Dutch people enjoy the hobby of tracing the hundreds of TVorld TVar 2
planes that were shot down over The Netherlands. They delve into the history and
try to track down the crew of each one. In 1995 we were approached by three of these
researchers who had located the site of George's crashed plane. Imagine the
excitement!! Letters flew backwards and forwards and it was arranged we should
meet in September during the Anzhem Commemoration Reunion.. Together with
George's ex Fit. Engineer and his wife, we drove to Holland via France and
Belgium, sightseeing on the way. TVewere billeted with host families who went out
of their way to make our stay enjoyable.

Each of the researchers entertained us at their homes. The youngest of the three,
since married, had turned his parent's attic into a mini museum, complete with a
fullsize Stirling cockpit. His main interest was the Stirling bomber which we
thought unusual, as so few people seem to have heard of them. The four day reunion
went all too quickly with the service at the Anzhem Cemetery, [ the local school
children still lay flowers on the graves] a parachute jumping display[some of the
original Veterans taking part] and a meal and service at Appledoorn Barracks. TVe
were driven there by coach complete with outriders, with locals lining the streets,
waving and cheering.

The next day we were taken to Duizel the site of the crash. We were welcomed at the
farmhouse by the TVintermanns' family, relations and friends. We partook of a
sumptuous meal with everyone talking at once!!! Mrs Wintermann, recalled the
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horror of seeing the burning plane heading towards the farmhouse where she was
sheltering a number of evacuees who had been bombed at Eindhoven. They had often
wondered what had happened to the men they had last seen running from the plane.
It transpired that Germans had stripped the Plane of some parts but the engine had
been in their courtyard for 2S years before being taken to the local tip.

It was then time to walk across the paddock, stopping to have photos taken in front
of the oak tree, en route. The men had shovels, picks and metal detectors. They dug
in the ditch and around the top. By this time other villagers had joined us with
stories of what they recalled of the incident. After a considerable time small pieces of
E.Easy were brought to light, and we all had a souvenir. These were carefully
washed and scrubbed. Ours, a piece of the canopy, with a tiny sliver of perspe.r
attached, was carefully returned to TVestern Australia where it has been mounted on
a jarrah bo.r, together with the history.

Needless to say we keep in contact with Ollr Dutch friends. Their hospitality was
overwhelming and whenever it is mentioned, the reply is always the same--: "YOll
gave us back our freedom"
The marriage of the teacherfrom Leicester in the U.K. and the pilotfrom Australia
has resulted in three children, seven grandchildren and one greatgrandchild. It is
our privilege, and theirs, to live in Australia.

When we moved to Tarrant Rushton, we took most of our gear by air, because
at some time in the future these Squadrons may have to follow the army in
support, and it was necessary for us to move quickly in that event in the next
few months we would practice
many possibilities and I found
it all very interesting. One of
the most interesting roles in
the RAF, in my opinion. The
Tarrant Rushton Base was
similar in facilities to previous
bases, but was situated on
higher ground than the
surrounding countryside. At the
ends of the main runway, the
ground sloped quickly down to
the lower pasture land. In
practice with a heavy glider in
tow, this meant that we had a
much safer clearance and this
made quite an impression on
me when I first towed a Horsa Glider. After the war, I was thinking about this
and wondered if my memory was accurate about the ground falling away? When
we next visited the UK, Jean and I went and had a look, and my memory was
confirmed.

The Horsa glider was almost as big as the Stirling (wingspan 88 ft (-26: 8 M} --
length 67ft - {20: 42 M -} {Height -6 metres) the fuselage was capable of
holding up to 24 fully armed troops according to load. They also often carried
Jeeps -trailers -motor cycles - Bren Gun Carriers- cars- and 6 small artillery
guns A typical Horsa load used on operations could be a Jeep -3 men with a
anti tank gun(maximum Load 7tons). The tow rope was 350 ft long (119-120
metres){diameter 3: 25 inches (8CM},with a communication cord down the
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centre and a large steel coupling on each end, for connecting to Tug aircraft and
glider. The Hamilcar gliders were the largest used in WW2, and these were
usually towed by Halifax bombers of 38 Group, which had also been modified
for airborne work.

Hamilcar wing span 110ft-
(33:52 M) length 68ft {20:7
M) Height 20ft: 3 inches {6:2
M).
Load 8 tons-all up weight 14
tons. It carried a 7 ton
Tetrarch tank into the battle
at Arnhem.

Germans used gliders in
Belgium on 11 May 1940 and
also the invasion of Crete
the Horsa glider had a
corrugated floor to minimise
slipping, and two entrances,
one to Port near the nose and
the other to Starboard near

Horsa Cockpit the stern. For the quick
unloading of Jeeps, anti tank

guns and heavy materials, the whole tail could be detached.
The cockpit had dual control and was provided with a lever for the tow rope
release. Tug aircraft were also provided with a release lever, so either pilot
could release in an emergency. It is very important that the glider is kept in the
correct position, and the glider pilots were very good at that. If they flew too
high, it would raise the tail of the Tug and this could send the tug into a dive
and may snap the tow rope. Flying too low would pull the Tug tail down and
possibly cause a stall, or snap the tow rope. If they got caught in the slip
stream there was much violence, and serious damage could occur.

Even the tow rope had been designed with great care to ensure maximum
safety. It had to be strong enough to tow in Horsa Cockpit most weathers, but
not so strong, that it could pull the tail off the Tug if the glider got out of control
through enemy action. When in thick cloud or rain, the glider pilot would have
difficulty in seeing the tug, and sometimes the rope snapped or the glider had
to be released to save a crash. This did happen in training and on operations
and in some instances cost Iives...This problem was addressed by some of those
very clever people who work behind the scenes and get little recognition in
wartime.

An instrument called "Cable Angle Indicator", more commonly known as "Angle
of Dangle"!!! was later installed in the glider cockpit. The face of the dial
contained two illuminated white lines, one vertical and one horizontal. This
instrument was connected to the tow rope and enabled the pilot to keep station.
I have no idea how it worked but reports were that it was a good aid.
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Halifax with HDR<;.A.on tow

The Hamilcar front would hinge down into a ramp for heavy vehicles
Despite the fact that Germany and Russia had airborne troops, the Allied
interest in airborne forces did not become apparent until 1940-41. The British
PM Winston Churchill had a Minute passed to Combined Chiefs of Staff in June
1940 asking that this new arm of the service should be raised, but it was not
until late 1941 that the decision was made to form the 1st Airborne Division.
The first glider exercise was a modest one.

On October 26 1940, two single seater sail planes flew slowly behind two Avro
504 tugs. It would have been hard for those watching to imagine the gliders
used on D Day, and the huge fleets of gliders used in the Arnhem Operation and
the Rhine crossing.
On December 3rd 1940 the first parachute exercise took place. By that time,
350 parachute soldiers had been trained, and they jumped in sticks of 10 before
some VIP, including the Prime Minister.

The parachute training was done at Ringway near Manchester. There was much
more training to be done by all of us who were involved with the Airborne
Divisions By the time we met the glider pilots and parachute troops at Tarrant
Rushton, we had all been trained to Operational standard and now we must
train as a team.
I will use a letter I wrote to Peter Ilbery in answer to a request for information
about glider towing, as an introduction to my experiences with the Airborne
Forces. He is the author of .a book (Hatching an Air Force). His mention of
{Operation Freshman} will be explained later.
At Tarrant Rushton, our training began in earnest for the proposed Landing in
Normandy and other major operations.
The Hamilcar front would hinge down to form a ramp for heavy vehicles

Dear Peter,
Yes I was towing Gliders and am aware of Operation Freshman. The term Tug
Pilot was not a category but just used to communicate when necessary. The
pilots of 38 Group RAF were trained for several jobs, paratroop droppings, glider
towing, special duties operations (SAS-SOE) supplying agents and arms and
equipment to the resistance movements in Europe and tactical bombing.
Winston Churchill sent a minute to the War Office re the need for an Airborne
Force. Many experiments were carried out with private gliders initially and on
the 19th June 1940 the Central Landing School was formed at Ringway. After
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some paratroop training, the name was changed to Central Landing
Establishment and divided into three elements.
1 .A Development Section.
2. A Parachute Training School.
3. A Glider Training Squadron.
The two Australians on Operation Freshman, Pilot Officer Davies and Sgt. Fraser
were members of The Glider Pilot Experience Unit but I do not know how they
came to be on those duties.
Churchill had said the Airborne Force should have New Zealand -Australian-
Canadian-South African servicemen included. 38 Wing RAF operated in the
Middle East dropping Paratroops in Sicily and other areas, and they also towed
gliders.

On the 6th November 1943 Air Vice Marshal Hollinghurst was appointed as the
first Air Officer Commanding 38 Group [the Airborne Forces Group] which then
began expanding to meet the commitments of the planned invasion of Europe.
New Squadrons were formed and some squadrons with experienced crews were
transferred from Bomber Command to form a nucleus for the expansion. Our
Squadron, 196 RAF was one of these and we were posted to Leicester East. We
were flying Stirlings and some were flying Halifaxes. Early in 1944 there were
ten Squadrons in 38 Group. = 4Albermarle- twin engine. 4 Stirling -four engine
and 2 Halifax-four engine. Several training units also came under control of 38
Group. I think if I gave you a brief run down of my experiences from when 38
Group was formed, until I was screened and posted to 1665 H. C. U. about one
year later, it would give you an idea of the training we had.
In January 1944 we were posted to Tarrant Rushton and began training. On
20th January I did my first Horsa tow. An experienced pilot briefed us on the
methods-high tow -low tow-taking off and emergency procedure. We then
went to the runway and a Horsa was attached. Off we went and there was no
real problem. The glider pilots were experienced and I do not know if they
realised that we had not done it before. We were posted to Keevil on 16-3 -44,
where we practiced light lifts and heavy lifts daily. Later we took part in many
light and heavy lift Mass take off exercises and as we became proficient the
loads included troops small vehicles etc. The aim was to get the whole squadron
airborne with gliders as fast as possible. 45 second intervals seemed about
average and our best was 35 seconds. Any closer and the turbulence from the
aircraft in front caused dangerous conditions. In April we began dropping
paratroops and were involved in many exercises- night and day. Some of these
exercises were with gliders and some with paratroops and the major ones would
have over 300 aircraft including gliders On one exercise 185 gliders were landed
at the selected dropping zone. It was then necessary to drop the tow ropes,
500feet long and 3 inch diameter with large steel couplings at each end. When
they hit the ground they snaked along all over the place, which we found
amusing. In between this extensive training all ten squadrons of 38 Group were
engaged in 'Special Operations Against The Enemy" which included dropping
agents and supplies to the Resistance Groups in Europe. We flew low to avoid
the Radar and had to navigate to a group flashing a light in some isolated spot
in the country. On receiving the appropriate signal within a time frame of about
five minutes, we would drop our load from 500 ft or less if possible.

These were SOE or SAS controlled and flown on moonlight nights so that
we could map read our way. On the night of 5th June it was the real thing. We
took the first troops to land in Normandy and dropped them near Caen in the
early hours of June 6th. I have a five Franc note signed by all members of stick
17from the 6th Airborne Division. This I treasure. In the evening of the 6th we
dropped gliders also near Caen. The special operations were rapidly increased to
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provide the resistance with sufficient arms to harass the enemy during the
invasion.

Our next major operation was to the Arnhem battle which is a story in itself and
in which we suffered heavy losses. This was the 1st Airborne Division. We were
shot down on the 201 September but were successful in finding our way back to
the UK. After one more Special Duties operation my tour was completed and I
was posted to 1665 Heavy Conversion Unit as a screen instructor.
The next major operation for 38 Group was the Rhine crossing which I did not
attend. My friends tell me that quite a few RAF pilots were posted to glider pilot
duties for that crossing but I have not heard of any RAAFpilots being so
involved .On these major operations 46 Group of Transport Command assisted
flying Dakotas. I hope you find this very brief note of interest. If you have any
specific questions I will do my best. Good Luck

Visit of Mr. Churchill, to the CLE, Ringway, 1941. Air Marshal Barratt is on Mr. Churchill's left.
Wing Commander Sir Nigel Norman is on extreme right in picture.
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Glider Pilots - Aussie Pilots 196 Squadron
RAF 1944

Standing Bob Cambell Glider Pilot, Wally Marshal, George Oliver Glider Pilot.
Jack James Kneeling Aussie AG? Ron Minchin

We had arrived at Tarrant Rushton on 7th Jan 1944, where we were told what
would be expected of us, and the type of flying we would be doing. Some Glider
pilots had appeared in the Mess, so we were able to meet them and discuss the
technique and problems that could be encountered in towing. It was great to
meet those blokes too.
On the 20th of Jan, after quite a bit of general flying, we were ordered to the
Flight office for a briefing on our first glider tow. The Flight Commander had
already done his first tow, and passed on his experience in detail, with some
advice on procedure.
After a few answers to our questions he said "OK, if you are happy with that, off
you go and good luck" We were then taken out to dispersal to board our
Stirling, and after the usual drills we taxied out to the end of the main runway
and waited. I felt a bit apprehensive, but also excited to try this new adventure.
The crew seemed to be pretty keen about it all, especially Bill the rear gunner
who would have a bird's eye view.

Soon the ground crews pushed the Horsa out and hitched it on, and I taxied
slowly forward to take up the slack. The Controller on the side of the runway
flashed a red light when we had to stop and wait until all hitching gear had
been checked. I will describe the method I used for take off on my glider lifts,
but other pilots with different aircraft or circumstances may have done it
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differently. We stood until we received the green light, and then with full brakes
on and one third flap out, I opened up to full throttle and maximum revs. A few
seconds later, I eased off the brakes and we started off down the runway. One
good thing about towing a glider on take off was that the Stirling did not have
that desire to swing to the right, because of the weight on the tail. The glider
became airborne much before us and it was essential that he keep just at the
right height and out of the slipstream. He did just that, and when we gained
flying speed, I eased the stick and we became airborne without any real
problems.

It was a great feeling and Bill was telling us in an excited voice what the glider
was doing. We stooged around doing turns and other attitudes to get the feel
of it, and then took the glider to a suitable position for him to release and land.
He said cheerio and we watched him release and glide down to a good landing.
We still had the 350 ft long tow rope, so we flew off to the dropping zone and
released it. When these things hit the ground, they snaked along creating lots of
dust and debris. We found all this great fun. Back to base to meet the glider,
pilot and go to the De briefing, where we told the Flight Commander how it
went. I was tickled pink with it all and looked forward to our expected training
and operations.

The next few months were crammed with lots of new experiences and we were
very busy, flying on both night and day exercises. It was a period of great
expansion in our group and although we (hands on aircrew) were only informed
on a need to know basis, it was obvious to us that we were preparing for
something really big and crucial to the Allied success. This feeling gave me
great enthusiasm for the job, and I think the morale of the aircrews, glider
pilots and paratroops was very high.
Ron Minchin and I were the only two of our old 40 Club at Pearce who ended up
flying in 38 group, and we were the first Aussie pilots among those who
transferred to Leicester East in November 43. During the period up to D Day
new crews arrived on the Squadron and some were Aussies, so we quickly
became good mates. They were from all the Australian States and all had mixed
nationalities in their crews, similar to ours. Of course, this hectic flying didn't
pass without mishaps and problems causing damage and injuries. On some
occasions, gliders broke loose through snapped tow ropes, or emergency
release.

On one large night exercise, we towed gliders on a cross country triangular
route, which included one leg out over the sea. We ran into some heavy and
bumpy cloud over the water and one glider broke loose and ditched in the sea.
It apparently floated for a while, but soon sank with some valuable equipment
aboard. Fortunately, the pilots were rescued. There was a bit of humour in the
story they told. After they broke loose and began to descend, they saw a line of
lights, which looked like a runway which was within reach, but as they
approached they noticed water below and had to ditch there. Whether those
lights were something to do with flying boats we didn't find out!!!

Some time before we began our Special Ops, I was given the opportunity to
attend an Engine Handling Course at the Bristol Aircraft complex in Bristol. I
snapped this up and found it very informative and a great help when we struck
foul weather or any engine problems. The Bristol Hercules engines were
explained in great detail, with emphasis on the fuel and oil systems. How to
operate for maximum economy of fuel consumption under different conditions
and the correct procedures if the oil cooling radiators began icing up, were two
pieces of information which I put to use quite a bit and was also able to pass on
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when I was flying with crews under training later.
When we arrived at Keevil near Bath, 299 Squadron joined us and by the 16th
of March, there were ten squadrons in 38 Group including the two squadrons at
Tempsford who had been the first of the special duties squadrons. They were
the people who flew into Europe at night in the small Lysander aircraft carrying
SOE agents and landed in fields to meet the Resistance people. A dangerous
and skilful occupation.
One important exercise was mass take offs in which both squadrons took part.
There could be up to 60 aircraft and 60 gliders involved, and we practised this
regularly, cutting down the time considerably as we became more proficient.
The object was to get both squadrons off in the shortest possible time.

The aircraft shown on this page are Halifaxes, but the same procedure was used
with Stirling's and other aircraft.

In Feb-March we did eight mass take offs and one Group exercise which
included all the squadrons who took off from their own bases. We had to
navigate to a certain destination, where we formed up and flew to the dropping
zone in a loose group. On these flights, there were sometimes mishaps with the
odd glider missing the drop zone but overall they were quite successful.
On one exercise on a freezing night when towing a Horsa filled with airborne
lads over Salisbury plains the glider broke loose and disappeared. 'The glider
has broken loose and has taken the tow rope with it' yelled Bill, our rear
gunner. 'How the hell could that happen' I thought, I haven't released it, and if
the rope is still attached to the glider they, and Control will blame me for
releasing it. It was a really black night to try and land a glider, and also they
would have a freezing night to endure. I reported the incident by RT and the
Officer at Control was as cold as the weather in his response, so I knew I was
going to cop a lot of flak and be blamed for it all. He recalled us to Base, where
I was accused of releasing the glider and told to go and write a report
explaining why I had done it!!! Our Bomb Aimer, Chuck who had been sitting in
the Second Pilot's seat, spoke on my behalf and said we had not released it, but
it was obvious that the Officer thought that was just a cover up. 'What if it
has crashed and injured or killed some troops' I thought' as I wrote my report. I
was a very worried lad.

Next day the Stirling was inspected and they found that the coupling was half

57



full of gravel and had not connected properly, so became loose with the
movement and eventually let go. I was off the hook and much relieved, but not
without a bit of a blast from above 'Aircrews should inspect those couplings
before boarding' we were told. We had thought the people doing the hitching
would do that!!!

By good piloting and fortune, a good landing was made in the dark and no one
was injured, but the troops had spent a long freezing night and morning before
being located and picked up. Naturally, they blamed me for the release and
were not at all pleased. My mates kept telling me that the troops were looking
for George Oliver for revenge but I didn't know whether they were kidding or
not. I must admit I kept a low profile!!!

At the beginning of February, we were briefed on the need to know details of
the Special Duties Operations. The Intelligence Officers emphasised the need for
strict security, which was necessary for the success of the Operations and also
our survival. The operations were classed top secret, so we were not allowed to
tell anyone what we were doing, and not even put where we had been in our
Log Book. What do we put in our Logbook we asked? Just put 'Ops as Detailed'
he said, and that was all we were allowed to put until after D Day, when we
were told to put SOE or SAS as the case may be. We didn't have a clue what
those letters meant at first, but in time found they were Special Operations
Executive and Special Air Service.
The first SOE operation for our Squadron was on the night of 4/5 Feb when two
of our Stirling's took part. The success rate was not high on these early trips
and one of ours and one from 620 Squadron failed to return, Flying Officer
Pryke and all his crew were killed in action, as were the 620 lads.

On April 12th our crew began Para troop dropping The Stirling had been fitted
with steel rails down both sides of the fuselage, on which slid the Static Lines
which were connected to the opening devise on the troops' parachutes. There
was a large rectangular opening in the floor, which could be opened for
jumping. The 15 troops arrived with a Dispatcher who had to connect a static
line to each man and check that all was correct. After much shaking hands
between us and the Para boys we all boarded and I waited until the Dispatcher
told me they were ready for take off. The static lines were woven straps about
4cm wide and lcm thick and had a breaking strain several times the force
required to open the parachutes. We had to drop the troops on a marked area
on the ground, so Chuck, our Bomb Aimer would lie in his bay and guide us to
the marker. With some allowance for the wind, a decision would be made to
permit the drop. The troops would be lined up ready behind a red light which
would then change to green. Off they would go one by one, and in this instance,
all went well. We were told that an experienced man would lead and another
experienced man would be last to encourage and push a bit for those new to
this business.
That was hear say, and I don't know if it was a general practice or not. The
static lines were then hanging out in the slip stream and had to be hand
winched in by the crew, which was very hard work. My job was to fly as slow as
was safe while this was going and sometimes I would cop flak from the crew if
they thought we were going too fast. Flying just above stalling, speed is not
pleasant because the aircraft tends to wallow, so perhaps I was guilty at
times.!! We heard that the Para boys had landed safely, so felt that we were
increasing our skills.

We got an occasional free night, when we could go into the local villages for a
few drinks and to swap yarns about our flying. The two closest villages were
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Steeple Ashton and Bratton, and (The Duke) pub at Bratton was a
favourite spot with me and my knock around mates. An Aussie WOP/AG, Jim
McCarthy from our hut and I would go up on his small two stroke motor bike
when we could get some petrol which was strictly rationed. We had to drive
through some narrow winding English lanes with hedge rows each side, the
lights on the bike had shields to prevent the light being seen from the sides or
above in the blackout. A very narrow beam was the result, and to add to the
difficulty, the little generator which was driven by running on the front tyre was
so weak that if we went fast enough to get a good light, it was too fast to get
around the bends. We ended up in a deep drainage trench more than once, but
thought it was all good fun and no serious injuries were caused. One night when
Mac had managed to buy a small bottle of whiskey, which he tucked in his shirt,
we ran out of petrol. 'Put the whiskey in the tank Mac, I said, it might run on
that.' "Bugger that" said Mac "put the whiskey in me and I'll carry you both
back to camp". So we walked the bike a few miles back that night!!!

Singing around the piano in the Mess with a pint of beer in our hands was
another way to relax our minds from the reality of the life we were leading. I
must admit some of the lyrics would not be permitted on radio or television
even in these permissive times of 2003.

One day we had to fly to Tarrant Rushton to a Briefing for a Special Duties Op
that night. In the first couple of Ops, we went there from Keevil to be loaded
and Briefed, but later it was all done at Keevil. We were checking over the
Stirling at Dispersal when we heard an aircraft making an approach to land. It
was a Halifax towing a huge Hamilcar glider and as we watched, the glider was
released and headed for the runway. It overshot a bit, ran off the runway and
careered into a Nissen hut which was situated towards the edge of the airfield.
Corrugated iron, brick dust and all sorts of debris was scattered into the air,
with the Hamilcar settled in the middle. We watched this in amazement and
started to head over to see if we could help, but we had hardly started when we
heard the noise of an engine coming from the heap of rubble. To our further
amazement, a military tank emerged from under the wrecked Hamilcar. The
crew of the tank had started the engine and just drove out!!!. Fortunately, for
the glider pilots the cockpit of the Hamilcar was above the load area and they
were left sitting on top of the pile of rubble, and so far as I know, there were no
serious injuries. I can only guess what happened in the De Briefing Room!!!. We
thought it was all very amusing and it was the talk of the station for weeks. The
Nissen hut, according to our information was an Armoury with brick walls within
which was why so much debris was flying about, so we wondered why it had not
been more serious.

Our station Commander was a Group Captain Cooper and under him were the
two Wing Commanders heading the two squadrons, 196 and 299. An operation
'Freshman', which was an early glider Operation to Norway was headed by GC
Cooper and because of its importance at the time is worth recording.
German scientists headed by a Professor Otto Hahn, had been actively working
in nuclear research since 1937. By 1939, he knew that the military possibilities
of nuclear power were enormous, and Senior Officials of the German War Office
took some decisions to make use of this knowledge. One was to capture stocks
of uranium when they occupied Belgium, and when they occupied Norway they
had access to a Norwegian factory which was producing Europe's only supply of
deuterium oxide also known as "heavy water, which could be used in their
nuclear research Uranium was in short supply and its export from Germany had
been banned, so the access to the heavy water was important enough for them
to order the production to be tripled. Allied Intelligence discovered this and
were convinced that the Germans were experimenting. In the production of an
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atomic bomb, Operation Freshman was planned to try and destroy the
production plant, after attempts by bombers had only been partially successful
owing to the mountainous and very difficult location.

The plan was declared Most Secret and so important that the order was for all
risks to be taken. All those taking part were volunteers.
There were two gliders involved; each containing 15 Sappers from the Glider
Pilot Regiment, in what was to be the first time gliders had set out to attack the
enemy. They were towed by two Halifax bombers which had modified cooling
systems to enable them to fly the 400 miles to the target.

Group Captain Cooper DFC was in the lead aircraft which was piloted by Sqn Ldr
Wilkinson RAF, towing a glider piloted by SI Sgt Strathdee and Sgt Doig of the
G P Regiment. The other Halifax was piloted by Fit Lt Parkinson RAF, towing a
glider flown by Pilot Officer Davies and Sgt Fraser of the Royal Australian
Airforce, who had trained as single engine pilots in Australia. How these two
Aussies came to be flying gliders is a mystery to me.

A Radar homing devise (Rebecca Eurica), which consisted of a receiving set in
the aircraft and a transmitting set on the ground was provided to enable
locating the target. The ground set was in the keeping of Norwegian Agents who
had been parachuted in on a SOE operation..
After a five hour gruelling flight in thick cloud most of the way, they reached the
coast of Norway and headed through the mountains toward the target area, and
found so much snow on the ground that it was impossible to identify anything
useful for navigating. Icing conditions were severe and a snow storm was raging
as they proceeded in almost impossible conditions. To add to their problems,
both aircraft had the intercom between tug and glider, go unserviceable, and
the starboard wing tip light on the second aircraft went defunct. This light was
used by the glider pilots to keep station, and increased the difficulties even
more. In my experience, it was not unusual for equipment, which usually
functioned OK, to fail under the severity of war conditions. Many attempts were
made by the lead aircraft to locate the Landing

Zone, and on one occasion the agents below heard them flying over head, but
the Rebecca set in the aircraft failed and they could not identify it because of
the poor visibility, and this was thought by some to be the main cause of the
failure of the Operation.
Squadron Leader Wilkinson eventually decided to return to the UK because the
fuel supply was too low to continue. They iced up in the foul weather and this
caused the tow rope to snap and release the glider, which crashed on a rocky
snow covered mountain top. Eight were killed and four were severely injured.
Those who survived, were captured and executed by the Gestapo.

Fit Lt Parkinson, after searching in vain for the landing zone, crashed into a
mountain, possibly through icing and thick fog, killing all seven of the crew. The
glider had crashed earlier, killing three men on impact. Those who survived
were taken prisoner and shot by Firing Squad, despite being armed soldiers in
Uniform. All were murdered under the terms of a general order from Hitler.!!!

Squadron Leader Wilkinson had a difficult and rough trip back to the UK and
was almost out of fuel when they landed. He, his crew, and Group Captain

Cooper DFC were the only survivors from the tragic attempt to curtail the
German use of Heavy Water.
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After the War, a War Crimes Team investigated the murder of the Airborne
soldiers, and the officer held to be responsible was found guilty and shot.
Further incursions damaged the plant. Six Norwegians of SOE parachuted in by
38 Wing to join four on the ground damaged the plant with explosives. In 1943,
it was damaged by US bombers, and in Feb 1944, the Germans decided to take
the Heavy Water to Germany, but a Rail Ferry carrying it across a lake was sunk
with explosions by the Norwegian Resistance on advice from London.
So Hitler did not have access to an Atomic Bomb. I have no doubt that he would
have used it along with his Vee rockets and Buzz Bombs.!!!!

Gliders had not been suitable for that type of terrain and weather, but I will
continue with my story about some successful use of them. Glider Retrieval
from Mass Exercises was often quite a tricky job. On returning to Base after a
mass exercise, we would often be required to fly out to pick up the gliders,
which would be scattered about in pasture fields or grass airfields. We did quite
a few of these with no particular problems. The Ground crews would be taken
out in trucks, and we would land as close as we could to the glider. If it was an
airfield, the ground crew would be provided to hitch the glider on.

On one of these, we had a disaster, which wrote off the Stirling, and caused
some injuries to the crew, which were painful, but fortunately not life
threatening or causing any apparent permanent damage.
The Horsa glider was in a rectangular, grass airfield, suitable for smaller
aircraft. But in my estimation at the time only long enough for the Stirling in
one direction. There was a cross wind if the long direction was used, but I had
landed in worse without difficulty, so I decided to land in that direction rather
than abandon the job. We needed a good reason to abandon a job and I didn't
think the doubt about the field was sufficient, so I decided to give it a go, and in
we went. We touched down normally, despite the cross wind and I thought we
were OK when suddenly there was a loud bang as the Port tyre burst. The Port
wing suddenly dropped and there was a crunching sound as the undercarriage
collapsed. We were still going fast enough to give a bit of rudder control and I
managed to keep straight as we ploughed into the ground and skidded along
making hideous sounds to finally stop with a swing to Port. Thanks to the
strength of the Stirling it did not break up or catch fire, but was damaged
beyond repair. One thing that amazed me, and which is still etched in my mind
was the abrupt grinding halt, and the tremendous strain on my seat belt and
my body. My right hand was holding the four throttle levers which snapped off
like carrots under the impact, without any apparent damage to my hand or arm.
I have since seen performing people breaking strong objects by hitting them
very hard with the side of their hand, but these throttles were about twelve
millimetres diameter, so I am still amazed. It was not too bad for me, apart
from jarred knees, but the crew got a hell of a shock, and quite a few cuts and
bruises.

We staggered out of the aircraft and I was grateful to see them all mobile.
There is no doubt in my mind that being so tightly strapped in saved us. We
just stood outside in a bit of a daze.
My pride suffered a severe dent. I felt terrible to think I had pranged an aircraft,
and was worried about the health of the crew. What did they think about the
crash and the pilot?!
Could I have done better? Should I have abandoned the mission? Would the
short length into wind have been OK? These are probably quite usual thoughts
for a pilot after an experience like that, I suppose. We walked back to the
undercarriage to have a look at the damage, and found the tyre in shreds. The
lads were very kind and said there was little I could have done once the tyre
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burst, so I felt a bit better then. This all took place in a few minutes,
before some fire fighting people and a truck with stretchers arrived and took us
to a medical centre. We were examined for physical injury and questioned about
our mental attitude to getting airborne immediately. The crew seemed OK and I
was keen to get going again, hoping that this would be a one off mishap. RAF
policy was to get you airborne as soon as possible, so we were sent flying again
the next morning. I did feel a bit apprehensive as I approached to land, but it
was a normal landing, which restored any confidence I may have lost. It soon
became just an incident in my memory. I don't recall the injuries of the crew,
but two were kept under observation for some time. My bruised knees were
soon forgotten, and I began to look forward to getting some leave, and head
towards Leicester and Jean. We were also kept very busy flying with the
Airborne lads, and in the moon periods became involved in some SOE and SAS
operations which were stepped up to provide the Resistance movements with
Arms, in readiness for the coming Invasion. All ten Squadrons in 38 Group were
heavily involved in these and several thousand containers were delivered prior
to D Day.

Every day I would go to the Mess to see if Jean had written. We both wrote
regularly and I looked forward to reading her letters, as I was keen to know
that she still wanted to see me.
There was the usual investigation into our crash. I had to submit a written
Report explaining the reasons for the accident and provide a verbal account to a
Senior Officer. It had been confirmed that the tyre had burst, so I was not in
any serious trouble. My decision to land cross wind was questioned, but
accepted when I gave the reason. The Officer sounded a bit tentative when he
asked me whether a rotten landing could have induced the tyre to burst. Of
course, I was adamant that the landing was OK and I believe the crew had
assessed the landing to be normal at touch down.

The Officer, who was a pilot himself, grinned a bit at my outburst and said he
was glad it had not happened to him. I heard nothing more about the matter,
and just got on with the job. It would be tedious to describe each of these
Operations we did, so I will write a general description of our method. Most
were successful, but some failed for a variety of reasons, so will discuss some of
the more interesting individual happenings separately. When my promotion to
Warrant Officer came through on the 15th April, I was very pleased, and happy
to remain in the Sergeants' Mess, with the glider pilots who were mostly N C
O's. I felt comfortable talking with these great blokes.
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The following is a general description of the method used by our crew, which
would be similar, but not identical with that used by other crews.
SOE-SAS operations were different from bombing raids in structure, and the
briefing was varied. Mostly we went alone to our particular Dropping Zone. Even
when other aircraft were out on the same night, we did not go together and
usually had different D Zs' The BBC issued messages in code from SOE-SAS to
the resistance Cells in Europe, advising them to prepare for a drop. The location
of the drop was arranged to be in a position thought to be reasonably safe from
German intervention, and if possible just a few miles from an easily identified
land mark, such as a bend in a river. This land mark would be the Pin Point
from which to start a timed run to the DZ. Using the wind speed and direction
which had been calculated during the flight to the pin point, a course would be
flown at an exact airspeed and timed with a stop watch. The Resistance signal
of two flashing Morse letters would be the authority to drop.

The Briefing would commence with an address by the CO regarding the location
of the DZ, This would be by map co ordinates only, which the navigator, pilot
and bomb aimer would put on their maps and then work out a suitable track
from Base to the DZ.
Then the crew were briefed by their respective Leaders ie .Navigation -Gunnery
-Wireless Operator, Flight Engineer, on any details relevant to their duties.
The Intelligence Officer would point out the latest known Anti aircraft gun
locations on the coast and suggest a good place to cross, but the final decision
on where to cross would be left to the crew. Once this decision was made we
would draw the track in blue pencil on our maps, and our point of crossing
would not be known to anyone else.
A Met Officer would put up charts to show us the expected weather -winds -
temperatures -icing dangers- and give general info regarding the conditions we
would have to fly through. We flew in the moon period so that we could map
read from low level, and providing the DZ was expected to be clear we would
go, regardless of what we had to fly through. Our Bomb aimer Chuck and I used
to write in figures the height above sea level of any high points within twenty or
so miles either side of our track on our large scale maps. Our Altimeter worked
by Barometric pressure and was set on zero at base, so when flying low in poor
visibility it was necessary to be aware that the Altimeter did not give an
accurate reading above ground. Map reading in his compartment, Chuck would
keep giving me the height of the adjacent ground above sea level, which enable
me to select a safe height.
We were given a time to arrive at the DZ for the drop. The time frame for the
drop was quite short -5-10 minutes (EG- 0300 - 0310 Hrs), this was for
security-the Resistance people didn't want to hang around too long, in case the
Germans were able to track them.
On completion of the briefing, the crew would then discuss our plan so that we
all knew exactly what was required of us.
About an hour before departure time, we were driven to dispersal where our
Stirling E Easy was parked. These drivers were usually girls of the WAAFand
some romances began from these trips, but in my case my thoughts were on
Jean.
An external inspection and a discussion with the Ground crew who had serviced
and loaded would ensure that all was OKfor the trip. On the Squadron we
usually had the same aircraft and ground crew and we regarded
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E Easy as our own. A good
relationship soon developed
between us and them. Cyril, who
was in charge, had an Elephant
painted on the fuselage for us, to
represent strength and
Solidity! We then boarded,
checked our gear and clipped our
parachute into the container which
was quite close to each member.
We had no idea what was in the
huge containers which were to be
dropped from the bomb bays by
parachute. Some times large
packages had to be pushed

through the hole in the floor. On two occasions we found a carton of pigeons to
be released near the DZ. I recall being surprised to find pigeons still being used
in WW2.

The most important of my jobs was to run up the engines one by one as I have
described previously.

I recall one trip when an engine caught fire while starting. We extinguished the
fire OK, but the aircraft was U S so we had to change to another which had
been loaded as a spare. Shortly after take off in the reserve aircraft we found
that in our hurry we had left the pigeons in the first aircraft.

After running up the engines we often had to switch off and wait for final
confirmation that the OP was on, and then were given permission to take off.
Once airborne we would head across the Channel just above the water to try
and avoid the German Radar. We had the GEEelectronic aid which had a limited
range, usually short of the enemy coast, but our new navigator 'Jim Oates
'devised a random Zig -Zag course towards the selected crossing point on the
coast. This kept me busy changing courses under his direction, but it seemed to
work. I don't think our crossing point was predicted by their Radar often, if at
all, but we still encountered some flak and search lights. Most nights we
managed to get through with little or no damage, which we attributed to our
tactics, along with a lot of luck! Two things I hated were search lights, and the
tracers which always seemed to curve in towards us as we went through. It was
unpleasant, but we managed to survive these missions.

When flying low across water at night, it was difficult to estimate your height, if
the water was calm, so great care had to be taken, especially when there were
reflections in the water. The famous Dam Busters had two light beams coming
from under fuselage, which crossed at the height they needed to fly over the
calm water in the dams. By reports this was an excellent aid.

Having successfully flown through the coastal defences at very low altitude we
would gain height to about a thousand feet. This would give us a broader view
to enable us to map read, and find some pin points to give to Jim. We would
usually be off track when we found a pin point, owing to wind changes, so Jim
would calculate the wind direction and speed which had caused this, and give us
a corrected course. Air navigators had to do a lot of wind finding on these trips.
Lying in his bay Chuck would be constantly map reading in the moonlight
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and let us know if we were drifting off track. If these pin points could be found
we could expect to arrive at our land mark (say a bend in a river) on time.
When we had to fly through foul weather it could be very difficult, as it was on
several occasions.
Disciplined and accurate flying by the pilot was also essential, so I did my best
at all times to keep course and airspeed spot on. We had to find a group
flashing a light somewhere in Europe.
Dennis would be watching the fuel and engine gauges and also calculating our
fuel consumption and changing tanks as necessary. The tanks had to be
changed in strict sequence to avoid air locks.
Les would be listening out for any instructions such as recall or changes-at 10-
minute intervals these could be heard.

Junior, our new Canadian Rear gunner would scan the sky constantly in case of
an attack. It was a very dangerous and uncomfortable job, which could go from
boring to terrifying in seconds. If things were quiet I used to call him up every
ten minutes to see how he was keeping and let him know that he was not
forgotten. Search lights gave me the Jim Jams when they lit up the aircraft. It
felt as though everyone could see us- I heard Chuck, in his Perspex bay say
more than once 'I feel bloody naked when these things light me up.' If we were
flying low, Junior liked to have a pop at them with his guns, more as a gesture
of defiance than in hope of success.
When we were a short distance from our selected prominent land mark I would
descend to about five hundred feet above ground level in preparation for our
timed run to the DZ. Using the latest wind that Jim had found, he worked out
the course and calculated the time it would
take to fly from the pin point to the DZ at
a certain airspeed. My job was to fly this
course at that exact airspeed and time the
distance with a stop watch. If we could not
see a signal when the time was up, it could
be because they were satisfying
themselves that it was a friendly aircraft,
so we would circle the area to let them see
who we were. When the Morse signal was
identified we would fly over at five hundred
feet, or less if it was safe, and drop the
containers as near as possible to the light.
If we dropped too high the load could drift :f\ ~ OATE5 - tV~ ,,\ (.d.\,o R
away from the group and if too low the .

canisters could break up, so between 250 and 500ft seemed OK. There was
some feedback when they advised London if they had received the load or not
and if we got no signal we had to take it all back and try another night. The
Germans had been known to have captured a group and wait for the supplies to
be dropped. They would then shoot down the aircraft if they could.
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This is anecdotal evidence and I have no personal experience of that, but we did
have the frustrating task of returning with our load on three occasions when the
group was not there. It always gave us a feeling of achievement to have found
a light flashing in a place known to us only by map coordinates.

It was good feeling to set course for England and Base, which reached towards
dawn if all went well. Apart from the possibility of an encounter with some
opposition, there were other problems, which mother nature could provide, such
as icing-rain and hail -and electrical storms, which had to be flown through at
low level. Today when we fly at say 35 thousand feet in a passenger jet we fly
over most of the rough weather and have a smoother ride than in a bus or a
train for most of the trip.
Once we had flown through the coastal defences and started across the Channel
we felt relatively safe and looked forward to a good meal and a good bed. It
was still necessary to be vigilant because German intruders loved to pop over
and attack any aircraft they came across. One night later in the war an intruder
shot up a returning aircraft from our Squadron just as it was approaching the
runway to land at Base. The rear gunner was killed instantly and the Stirling
was set on fire, killing some of the crew and badly burning one survivor. The
pilot very skilfully crash landed before the fire reached him and he and some of
the crew su rvived.
We used to have a saying (the Fn- fickle finger of fate). This was a good
example. One second feeling relieved to be back safely and the next second half
the crew dead and the others burned or injured. The survivors scrambled to
safety just before the aircraft was completely destroyed in the fire.

After landing we would go to debriefing, to be questioned by the Intelligence
people. A detailed report on the weather-what enemy action we had seen or
been involved in- did we make a successful drop and at what exact time, to
name a few of the questions.
Once that was over it was a meal before bed until late morning when we would
report to the flight to look at the battle orders for the night. I must say that the
Squadron Padre was always there to greet us, what ever time it was. And I got
the impression that most lads felt some comfort from this.

That was the general method of flying these operations, which worked quite
well over all, but war time plans quite often went wrong and in my experience
seldom went without problems and some modification. I will just mention a bit
of detail about the weather aspect.
Icing-Ice forming on the wings and coring up the oil cooling radiators on the
Stirling was often a problem on these trips. The dangerous temperatures were
between +1 degree C and minus 5 degrees C. If the temperature was above 1
degree C the water vapour hitting the wing would not quite freeze, but between
1 and about minus 5 it would freeze into a very thin layer of clear hard ice,
which would build up into a mound on the leading edge of the wing. This would
increase the weight, but more importantly, it would spoil the air flow over the
wing, causing turbulence and a great reduction in the lift provided by the wings.
If this went on unheeded it could have a fatal result. When the temperature was
below minus 5 C the water vapour hitting the wing would freeze quickly into
small crystals of softer ice, which would break off in lumps. These lumps would
often make a rattle on the fuselage as they bumped along. The first time the
crew heard this they thought it was shrapnel. When it was explained to them
they joined me in enjoying the sound, and knowing that the ice was breaking
off. So to avoid icing in these temperatures you could descend to warmer air if
there was any above ground or you could climb into colder air and hope the ice
would break off. When we did this it was great to hear the rattle on the
fuselage!
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There were certain procedures in engine handling which had been explained at
the course in Bristol, that would help to prevent ice forming in the radiators and
other engine functions and I gained quite a bit of experience handling icing
problems on these trips.

Electrical storms which were often encountered didn't worry me unduly,
although they did cause some concern at times and could look quite dangerous
if close by. During one of these Junior called up in a worried voice' there are
bloody sparks running up and down my guns George and sparks flying off the
ends of the props-what the hell is going on??' In training we had been told that
all conducting metals were connected in some way (Bonded it was called). I
understood that it was supposed prevent a build up of electrical current in one
area and prevent a flash from high to low. I wasn't sure how well this worked,
but I put on my most authoritative voice and rattled off all this theory to Junior.
'Yair? Well I hope the bloody kite doesn't blow up, said he, in a very
unconvinced voice!!. We all got used to the rattle of ice and sparks as time
passed.
We had a long trailing aerial for the Wireless hanging from an electrical winch at
the rear of the fuselage, which I was supposed to reel in if I saw any lightning
about. I forgot to do this on one occasion and Les got a shock which knocked
him out of his seat into the aisle. He was not pleased, and he gave me a very
strong volley of verbal flak. I apologised profusely, but this didn't ease feeling
stupid at making such a mistake. I was also worried that he may have been
damaged in some way, and was relieved to find him unharmed.

The flying was very rough in these conditions and there were often
Cumulonimbus clouds in our path. These had the reputation of breaking up
aircraft, so we avoided flying through them if we could, but they were so big
and high that some times we had to fly through them. They were very rough
but did not break our strong Stirling. A SOE trip on the 30th March was very
nearly a complete disaster.
Bomber Command were reported to have lost 97 aircraft that night, which was,
I believe, the worst they ever suffered. Whether the foul weather that we
encountered was a factor in their operation I don't know, but it, along with
some malfunctions of our navigation aids and other equipment caused us a
great deal of stress. At Briefing, the Met Officer showed us that there were
some very bad conditions for most of the way, which would clear around the
DZ.

We were headed across France to a location near the Swiss border and felt
some comfort that the weather might prevent the German fighters from taking
off. We were still over England when first sign that it was going to be a
troublesome trip, was when Scotty our navigator called up 'the bloody GEE box
is not functioning Skip' 'probably the weather Scotty -lets hope it comes good
when we return' I replied. It was very stormy, with quite a bit of electrical
activity, which could be the cause. When functioning properly the GEE was
excellent over the UK for finding your exact position in poor visibility. There was
no sign of flak or fighters as we crossed the French coast. The fighters may
have been grounded, or they may have been concentrating on the bomber
stream!
We were in the temperature range, which was conducive to icing, and Dennis
who was shining an Aldis lamp along the wing called up 'there is clear ice
building up Skip.' There was a paste and a corkscrew devise on the leading
edge of the wings on some Stirling's which was supposed to cause the ice to
break off, but we still got ice in some conditions. "OK Den I think we will go up
a bit and see what happens-are there any signs of radiator coring "? " Not at
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the moment, but it would a good idea to warm the engines up a bit." "OK I said
as I changed the engine settings and told Dennis what they were. He had a set
of instruments on his panel, but I always told him of the changes in case he
didn't notice." This information was needed for monitoring our fuel
consumption. When we got into the colder air the ice began to break off, but
the extra height made map reading impossible, so after a time we went down.
Although Chuck could only get glimpses of the ground through the clouds, he
did eventually get us a fix and found that we had drifted well off track. The
wind, which caused that, was worked out by the navigator and a new course
provided.

This was the first real electrical storm we had encountered and Bill who was our
gunner at the time was very worried about the static display on his guns, and
the halo around the props He didn't like this business at aiL!!!

We just kept going in this up and down manner until the weather cleared just
before Chuck picked up our major landmark some distance to Port .We then
changed course to the spot where we would start our timed run. At the end of
the timed run, we could not see any signal, so I began circling around to let
them hear us. After several circuits without a signal or any signs of life, I asked
Les to listen carefully for any messages. Of course, he had been listening all the
time and heard nothing. We continued to circle for some time, with no result
and I wondered how our fuel was going. "How is the fuel situation Den"?-"We
have used almost half- we can't hang around here much longer Skip-especially
if we have to take the load back... "OK Den, we will do a few more runs and if
we get no joy we'll head for home- we have to take it all back -that is our
orders." We tried turning our navigation lights on and shining the Aldis lamp at
the ground to attract attention, all to no avail, so I decided that we must set
course for home. .Scotty gave us a course, and with very mixed feelings, I
turned for the return.

Over three hours had elapsed since take off and we had failed to complete the
mission...-
It's so bloody frustrating' I thought," and we have all that lousy weather to
wade through .for at least another three hours. We soon ran back into the
storm, which had not eased at all. The rain and gusty wind prevented anything
more than occasional glimpses of the ground, so Chuck, despite continuous
gazing down and trying to map read, was unable to get a fix for Scotty. This
was quite serious because of the gusty and erratic winds, which could carry us
off track in quite a short time.
Les was desperately trying to get a bearing on his wireless. "How are you
getting on Les?" I asked, "No good-all I get is bloody static, but I'll keep trying
and hope to get something soon." "We all hope so Les -keep it up mate." He
never did get through on that trip. To try to reduce anxiety I talked around the
crew and suggested that when we reached the UK the Gee would work and also
we would soon get a fix if visibility improved...
Eventually we saw water as we crossed the French coast to start across the
channel. By good fortune, there was no Flak or fighters to be seen. It was a
great relief when we glimpsed land below and knew we were over England, and
I thought our troubles were just about over. "The Gee is still out so we will have
to find a visible fix" called Scotty, so all eyes were peering down and searching
for something that could be recognised, such as a town or a river glinting in the
moonlight.

We had been airborne seven hours and I had not been able to keep the most
economical engine settings because of icing, .so I called Dennis who was
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watching our fuel consumption closely. - "How is the fuel going Den"-"Getting
very low, we need to get down as soon as possible," he replied. OK we will do
that just as soon as we can Den.
We had not gone far when someone shouted over the intercom-"I can see a
flashing Beacon but I only get glimpses of it." There was much excitement as
two others caught sight of it. "Great luck" I said -"What letters is it flashing?" I
asked it was not easy to see to read the letters because of the cloud, but a
decision was made and the letters were given to Scotty who checked his chart
and gave us a course to base. The Beacon was near the border of Wales and
not too far from Keevil, so we were delighted to think that we would soon be
home. The course was a bit South of East and I felt comfortable with it, and
started to think about food and bed, while keeping a look out for the white
horse which has been carved into the hill near Keevil.

As we stooged along I saw water below -"Must be a lake," I thought, "But I
don't recall a lake in this area" It was a bit of a worry, but I carried on for a
while. When next I could see below, it was still water! I felt a grinding nervous
sensation in my tummy as I realised something was wrong. "We are over the
bloody Channel, heading for Holland or somewhere," I thought. I was convinced
of this, so I called Scotty to check the course, which he said was OK. I told him
that something was wrong, that I was certain we were over the Channel, and
intended to turn onto a reciprocal course to head back to land, because we were
very low on fuel and needed to get down as soon as possible. He was aghast
and could not believe that we were over the Channel-"Well then it's all up to
you," he said in a very concerned voice.
As I turned back several options flashed through my mind -baling out if we ran
out of fuel was not on -the aircraft and load would be lost - worse still it could
crash into a built up area- bale the crew out and try and land the aircraft- Didn't
fancy that. There may have been some other options, but I decided that as
soon as we saw land I would make a distress call to find somewhere to land.

We had a device, which we called the IFF (Identification Friend or Foe) which
sent out a signal indicating that we were friendly, which was turned on. There
was also an emergency system which would operate if the word Darkey was
repeated three times over the Radio Telephone-RT-.As soon as I glimpsed land I
called-"hello Darkey-hello Darkey -hello Darkey. There was An immediate
response "Hello aircraft calling Darkey-how can we help"? "We are almost out of
fuel and must land as soon as possible-could you give us our exact position and
a course to the nearest landing facility please" -"you are not far from
Woodbridge and If you steer this course you should see the runway in a few
minutes." I repeated the course to confirm it, and breathing a sigh of relief, set
course for Woodbridge airfield. The crew heard all this and were relieved and
quite jubilant. At that time, I did not know the location of Woodbridge or what
sort of airfield it was."It was a wonderful and amazing sight with several very
long runways, all lit up for night landings and a great area of levelled ground
suitable for belly landings. It was in Suffolk, towards the East coast
from Ipswich and was designed for emergency landing by damaged returning
bombers or anyone in trouble. We landed safely after about seven and a half
hours of difficult flying conditions during which we had not achieved success in
our mission. All the crew had mixed feelings, relief to be down safely but very
disappointed to bring our load back.

A wagon picked us up and took us to debriefing where we were questioned
about our trip-where had we been and what was the load we had in the bomb
bay. They were told that we were not at liberty to tell anyone anything about
the trip. The Officers said they could not refuel the aircraft or give us permission
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to take off until we had been cleared by Security. We suggested that if they
contacted Keevil and gave them our names and the Stirling letters, they might
be able to help. I understand that this was done and proved satisfactory. Later,
the aircraft was refuelled and we got permission to fly to Keevil after we had
some breakfast and some sleep.

As we headed to breakfast the noise of aircraft landing aroused our curiosity, so
we went out to see what was happening .A couple of very badly damaged
Lancasters and a Halifax from the bomber stream landed while we watched.
They were full of holes and had pieces missing, also bits of shattered metal
were hanging down which made them look quite grotesque. "Those poor
buggers have been through a heavy flak barrage," I thought, "I hope there
aren't too many casualties." Our feelings were warm towards them, and when
we met some of them at breakfast, we wished them well. We were grateful that
we had been spared that.
How did we get over the Channel I pondered -were the beacon letters misread?
-with four different accents in the crew, could the interpretation of the message
been wrong? I did not know the answer, but I did know that the matter would
be investigated by the Squadron Navigation Leader when we returned to base,
so I did not raise the matter with the crew at this stage. We were just thankful
to be safe.
The day after we arrived at Base, I had a call from the Nav Leader asking me to
visit him to discuss the trip. He asked me what I thought had gone wrong. I told
him about the foul weather and the lack of fixes and also mentioned that the
Beacon letters may have been miss read or miss understood. He agreed that
the action I took to take over and turn back was my prerogative as Captain of
the aircraft and told me that the navigator was quite upset and was critical of
the crew" Every thing is left to me he claimed." I told him the crew always did
their best to help and I was disappointed with that attitude.
The Nav leader then told me that he had checked over the Navigation charts
and found them below standard. "How do you feel about the situation and what
do you think should be done?" He asked.
"Well I sense that there is tension in the crew, which is not good, so under the
circumstances I think that it would serve the best interests of the crew if we had
a change of Navigator. I think it would probably be in his best interests too if he
feels unhappy." No comment was made, except to thank me for my opinion.
It was an unpleasant business and I did some soul searching about my decision,
so I discussed it with the crew, who told me that if I thought that was the best
solution they were happy. Two days later when I went to the Flight Office I was
introduced to Fit Sergeant Jim Oats, who was to be our navigator? Jim was a
young Yorkshire lad who turned out to be a superb navigator and very cool and
collected under pressure. He also got on well with the crew, so after a few
major Airborne exercises, which were continuous between the Special Ops I felt
very happy with the change.

At a later date, we flew back to the same D Z near the Swiss border, and
successfully dropped our load, which gave us some satisfaction.
Our gunner Bill came over to me in the Mess one night for a bit of a chat, during
which he said that he was worried about flying on these long trips in the early
hours of the morning.-"A man is at his lowest ebb in those hours Skip and can't
perform at his best." I agreed that I would rather be in bed too, but that was
our job, and we had to do it. We chatted on for a while and he seemed to cheer
up a bit, so I thought he must be feeling better after getting that off his chest;
and put it out of my mind. The words of mouth I am using may not be exact
after all this time, but conversations with the exact meanings, and the events
described, did take place.
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In this instance the words used by Bill were recorded by me shortly after and
are exactly as spoken. We were due for some leave in May, so Jean and I were
in contact to discuss our plans for the time I would be in Leicester, but there
was a lot of flying to be done before which kept me busy.
One piece of flying was a SOE supply trip to the south of France, which took
place on May 10th.

We did our usual zig -zag low over the water and crossed the coast through a
bit of flak without suffering any damage. I was feeling pretty good as we cruised
along in quite pleasant weather; even stole a thought about our leave, which
was coming up. Everyone was doing their job with the usual little discussions
and comments, when suddenly my little call light flashed on off on -off a few
times. "Who is calling"? I asked over the intercom. "It's me Skip" called the rear
gunner. "No problems I'm just adjusting something and bumped my head on
the button-I'm OK now". The call button was just above his head in the turret,
so I thought nothing more about it until I made my routine call to him some
time later and got no response. After a few more tries with no response, I asked
Les to pop down to see if Bill was OK. Les soon called back in an amazed voice
"There is no one in the turret -he's gone". I couldn't believe my ears" Have a
look around -he may be on the pan or somewhere." -"I'll go and have a look"
called Dennis and off he went. "Its right, he's gone, his helmet is draped over
the guns and his chute has gone," I was stunned for a minute, but then asked if
the turret was working. They examined the turret and advised that it was
damaged and would not rotate, so I told them to go back to their jobs and we
would just have to continue without a gunner.
"Bloody hell, why would he do that? - He could be taken POW, or even shot as a
spy if the Germans knew he was supplying the Resistance." Such were my
amazed thoughts.

Fortunately, we met no opposition; had a good trip, and arrived back at Base
safely. When I asked permission to land, I mentioned that we had lost our
gunner over board. This caused a bit of a flap and we were met by some
Intelligence people who took us to a venue strange to us, for an interrogation
this was not just a debriefing or a few questions, but a full Interrogation, when
we were all questioned separately and our versions compared. I was asked if
any thing had happened or been said which could have been construed as a
reason to bale out. " Not that I'm aware of, we did encounter some flak, but I
was not aware of any damage, although when the crew examined the turret I
was told that it was damaged, so perhaps it had been hit.. After that we were
going along quite untroubled and I can't offer any reason for him to jump" It
became obvious that they were very concerned and suspected Bill's motive.
This was less than a month before D Day although we did not know where or
when it would take place, Bill knew quite a lot about the huge preparations the
6th Airborne Division was involved in, which may have been information of
value to the enemy. I don't know what the Intelligence Officers had in mind, but
the nature of the questions triggered off a few new thoughts in my mind. We
suspected that D Day was close because we began to get some special rations
such as a small block of chocolate, an orange: the food in the Mess was a little
bit upmarket to the usual. I saved my chocolate and gave it to Jean. Why that
happened I have no idea, perhaps to keep our morale high or it may be it was a
treat before a Battle with expected high casualties. Whatever? all this mulled
around in my head. Was Bill a spy? And if so, which side was he working for?-
was he going to work with the Resistance? Or did he just want to get out of the
flying? I've never been able to find the answers to this little mystery. After this
interview, we were taken to the Mess for a very welcome breakfast, and then to
our Hut for an even more welcome bed.
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Later in the day, we awoke to the sound of people in our hut who were going
through Bill's belongings, finding letters and any other documents, which may
be of use in assessing his personal life style. We were asked what we knew
about Bill and his interests and activities. No one told us anything directly, but
according to some stories on the grapevine, he had a girl friend that lived near
by and shared his Political views, and he had been a member of the Communist
Party. This may have been just a story, but it gave us something to think about
because some of the Resistance Cells had that reputation. Did Bill go to join
them?? We will never know!
I pondered over what Bill said about being at his lowest ebb on these trips. Was
he trying to tell me something that night?
After a few more Airborne exercises, which included our new gunner, George
Gelinas, a Canadian, (Junior we called him) who had been in the same crew as
Jim Oates, we were granted some leave. Their pilot, who had problems handling
the Stirling, was transferred to smaller aircraft. Les and Junior went up north to
see an Aunt of Les, Dennis and Jim went home, Chuck to London, and for some
reason I went to Leicester!!!

Jean and I had a great time, riding bikes around, and when she was at school
teaching, we would go out to lunch, usually something really elaborate like
baked beans on toast. Perth did not have traffic lights in those days, but
Leicester did. On some of our first rides, I suddenly noticed that Jean was not
with me. She had stopped at the traffic lights and I had blissfully gone through
the red without seeing them!

On the May 24th, we became engaged. I remember being nervous, but not
what I said. An entry in our diary will suffice. "George proposed to me (not in
the orthodox way though) Gosh wasn't I happy." I do recall discussing the type
of house we would some day design and build. We did eventually do that in
Applecross WA.
Another diary entry from me. "Decided I'd better ask Pop's opinion about Jean
and I getting married -he was quite nice about it-even said I was a nice guy-
slowly getting over my
nervousness. Everyone was
swell". Next step was an
engagement ring from Needham
@ Murpheys in Leicester.
I was brought up a Baptist and
knew nothing about Jean's
Church of England, so I found I
had some duties to perform.
When I got back to Base, I went
to the see the Vicar of St Mary's
Church in Steeple Ashton
Wiltshire to arrange for the
Banns to be called. I also had
to get a note from the CO to
confirm that I was a bachelor.
Both Squadrons were very
busy on training with the Airborne Forces, flying every day and most nights. My
Log Book shows that on the 24th April we went on a large exercise to drop 24
containers and some packages at a certain DZ somewhere in the UK. There
were lots of Paratroops and glider involved too, but we did not know how big
really, this was.
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To quote from "By Air to
Battle" (The official
account of the British
Airborne Divisions).
Such progress was made
that on April 24th, 1944 an
entire airborne division,
the 6th, was taken into the
air by the united efforts of
the Royal Air Force and
the United States Troop
Carrying Command. On
that day and the two

following, it carried out an exercise which, though those who took part in it did
not know it at the time, it was a dress rehearsal for the invasion of Normandy
six weeks later. The Special rapidly increased by all ten 38 group squadrons
leading up to the Normandy invasion.

Halifax towing off Hamilcar durin9 Traininq
Duties supply operations.'

Tarrant Rushton. Summer 1944

To quote from "By Air to Battle" again "Many hundreds of missions as far distant
as the Savoy Alps and the Pyrenees were made by pilots and crews under
training with the Airborne Forces. The performance of such duties caused the
navigators of the Airborne wing to be numbered among the most

.

Skilful of the Royal Air Force. "

Flight Sergeant Jim Oates from Yorkshire would surely be among them, and I
appreciated his great contribution to our efforts and our survival.
Who were these brave people working in the
occupied countries? We did not know, a few
became famous, some lost their lives, and many
are unsung.
One such lady, "Helen Grierson" Of Chateau
Thierry, France produced a little book as a tribute
to the crews she heard flying over on Special Duties
before invasion of N W Europe. It's called
"Australian Valour" I don't know why she singled
out Australians. Maybe she helped some Aussies on
the escape routes???, She wrote to some of the
Aussie survivors asking about our experiences and
got quite a few responses.
Some were mates of mine from 196 Squadron, so I will include some extracts
from her book, and copies of some letters from the pilots of 196 Squadron. I did
reply to her, but it is very short and not worth including.

The following is taken from Helen Griersons Book
Australia Valour
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R.A.A.F CAPTAINS OF AIRCRAFT WHO FLEW ON SPECIAL DUTY
OPERATIONS BEFORE INVASION OF N.W, EUROPE.

No. Rank Name Dec. Aust State
402241 FW..Lt. P. Kingsford-Smith D.S.O.D.F.C N.S.W
413304 W.O. D. G. Bransdon M.LD N.S.W

196 sqdn 420689 Fg. Off. C. E. Light N.S.W
420682 Fg.Off. C.W.King M.LD N.S.W
420448 PILOff. S. J. Connell N.S.W

196 sqdn 421041 PltOtf. F.E. Pascoe D.F.C N.S.W
403594 Fg.Off. V. D. Kemmis D.F.C N.S.W
420748 Fg.Off. J. E. Harmer N.S.W
422592 Fg.Off. G. C. Liggins N.S.W

196 sqdn 413592 Fg.Off. C. V. Herbert N.S.W
422630 Sgt. H. McConville N.S.W
415368 Fit Lt L, A. Trotter W.A

196 sqdn 415263 Fit Lt. R. de E.Minchin C.deG W.A
196 sqdn 415352 Pit. Off. G. R. Oliver M.I.D W.A

408643 Fit Lt. S. J. Eddy D.F.C VIC
409258 Flit. H. P. Vanrenen D.F.C VIC

196 sqdn 409924 Fg.Off. L. J. G. James VIC
196 sqdn 410071 Fg. Off. W. L. Marshall VIC
196 sqdn 410985 Fg. Off. H. Hoysted D.F.C VIC

410897 Fg.Off. E. W. T. Jones VIC
196 sqdn 410539 Pit Off. R. J. Fogarty C.deG VIC

409735 Fg.Off. K. O'Dea VIC
414172 Fg.Off. P. A, Thompson D.F.C QLD

196 sqdn 425052 Sgt. K. Prowd (P. O. W) QLD
425764 Fg.Off. G. J. Reid QLD
414526 Fg.Off. E. J. Tovell D.F.C QLD
414320 Fg.Off. G. G. Robotham C.deG QLD
414490 Fg.Off. C. F. Hotz QLD
425056 Pit. Off. J. A. C. Rodgers QLD
416808 Fg.Off. H. E. T. Triplow D.F.C S.A
417378 Fg.Off. R. E. Isaacson S.A

SPECIAL OPERATIONS OF THE R.A.A.F. IN CONNECTION WITH THE
MAQUIS.

3/3/44 Special operation flying over Cabourg, Belleme, Limoges to somewhere
near Tulle. No light signals received from the ground-24 containers and 2
packages brought back.

28/4/44 SPEGIAL OPS. - Ancenes, Carnptoce, Ohateauneuf, tAiguilzto, Condom,
Aucih,"West of Toulouse - 15 packages and 3 containers successfully dropped
after correct signal received from ground.

16/6/44.- SPECIAL OPS. - Near, Poitiers, South France. Weather bad, no signals
seen although circled round for 1/4hour-15 containers brought back.

4/7/44. - SPECIAL OPS; - La Charite, Central France - 24 containers and three
packages dropped after signal received.

14/7/44. - SPECIAL.OPS. - Pleuneuf, Rennes, Loire River then to dropping zone
near Chateaurou - 24 containers and 3 packages successfully dropped..
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20/7/44. - SPECIAL OPS - In Marche Province, near Argenten, Bad
weather and low cloud - 24 containers brought back.

27/7/44 - SPECIALOPS. - With 14 Maquis paratroopers. D.Z. near Poitiers,
South France. Bad weather, no reception - returned to England with
paratroopers.

2/8/44 - SPECIAL OPS. - Near Brest and Morleaux -24 containers and 1 package
dropped despite. FLAK.

4/8/44 - SPECIAL OPS - Near Swiss border South of Besancon - 24 containers
and 1 package dropped off. Light Flack and coned by searchlights again near
Orleans - mock attack by Mosquito aircraft over Channel - took New Zealand
pilot, F/Sgt, Sinclair, as second pilot for experience.

8/8/44 - SPECIALOPS. - Outside Versatile, near Dreux - 15 paratroopers,
mostly Belgians or Poles, dropped successfully. Flew over Falaise battle area,
looked like boiling cauldron at night.

13/8/44 - SPECIAL OPS - In Gascony, S.E. of Bordeaux - 20 containers and 2
packages dropped O.K. after light signals received.

25/8/44.-Between Besancon and Belfort. No reception and no Iights-20
containers and 2 packages .returned to U.K.

31/8/44.-Besancon-Belfort again--24 containers and 2 packages dropped
successfully to ground forces after correct light signal given.

9/9/44.-0entral eastern France; near Ohalon"sur-nSaone-24 containers
dropped O.K.; lights clear.

-Extracts from log-book of an R.A.A.F. F/G Off.

Chateau Thierry

As so many thousands of the B.A.A.P. flew over Chateau Thierry en route for
Germany and with supplies for the Resistance, a few words about the town may
be of interest.
This district has been called-
and rightly so-the battlefield
of Europe, and the courage of
its inhabitants throughout the
ages has not been better
illustrated than in this little
town; over and over again
have the courage and
tenacity of the inhabitants of
this pant of Prance been put
to severe tests, and never
has either of these qualities failed them; many times Chateau Thierry has been
destroyed, and as many times have the people rebuilt it, and repaired the
damage wrought by foreign invaders.

Chateau Thierry is especially renowned for the birth of Jean de la Pontadnie,
1621. His fables with their marvelous insight into human nature, are known the
world over, and prove him to have been a man of wonderful talent and vision
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Flt.-Lieutenant H. P. Vanrenen, D.F.C - 196 Squadron
Fit. /Lt. H. P. Vanrenen, D.F.C., relates:
"I was fortunate in that on each operation carried out over France I was able to
make a successful drop, due to good cooperation from the ground personnel for
whom I have the greatest admiration.
"My first flight was in the area of Tulle, twenty-four containers and packets. On
the return journey, we flew accidentally over an enemy drome at aero feet - a
most uncomfortable few minutes. In the 'Sunflower', (code name) fourteen,
Frenchmen, fourteen containers.
"Our operational flights over France also included Pau and Tarbes, Poitiers,
Brest Peninsula, Troyes, each time with twenty-four containers.
"I was 'happy to toe able to supply two hundred and forty-eight containers, and
sundry packets as they were called, to the Resistance movement, as well as
take part in the three major airborne operations in Europe.
"It was a marvellous experience to fly over France in the moonlight at zero feet,
when one could see most of the details of the country and villages, the latter
giving encouragement frequently with window blinds flashing the' V ' sign, and
sometimes a car on the road would also flash a sign. This gave us strength to
push on and renew our fortitude, we knew our work was of some value as the
heart of the people on the ground was still sound and unbeaten."

Flying Officer L J. G. James
Fg.Off. L. J. G. James, in a letter he writes to me, says:
"You have revived memories which are strangely out of keeping with present
day life here in Australia, but as so much of the Air Force work was highly secret
I find seine difficulty in making a beginning. Nevertheless, I have listed some of
those operations of mine, which were directly connected with the Maquis.
"23/8/,43.- To Le Mains carrying leaflets- an unpopular operation called to the
Air Force language a 'Nickel' or 'Stooge',
unpopular because men's lives and good aircraft were allotted to a task which
did not carry for the Germans 'anything more dangerous than a load of printed
leaflets.
"Special operations were carried out mainly by single aircraft operating alone
and it speaks volumes for the high standard of navigation and crew co-
operation generally, that each small field and its dropping zone were located
and recognized often before the usual signal was sent up from the ground.
"We were fortunate indeed in dodging enemy opposition for the most part and
throughout these operations, the actual invasion of Normandy itself, resistance
work in Holland and the airborne invasion of Holland at Arnheam.
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I was fortunate in having the same crew:
Navigator: Flight-Lieutenant P. Cattle, R.A.F.
Bomb aimer: Flight-Sergt. B. Stevens, R.A.F.
Wireless Operator: Fg.Off . G. Bartholomew, Australian.
Flight Engineer: Flt.-Sgt. H. Geeson, R.A.F.
Rear Gunner: Flt.-Sgt. H. Judd, R.A.F.

"Much of the work in France was done .in the full moon period or when the
moon was nearly full, so that every use could be made of map reading at very
low altitudes. It is amazing to think of the number of light signals from the
ground, some looked clearly to be -victory Vs and I have wondered about 'the
feelings of those below, particularly those whose duty it was to collect our
containers, etc" in the dark and secret them away ready for appropriate use.
On one occasion, I made a forced landing at Cherbourg after the liberation and
was able to obtain information on this subject from a young lady who had
played an active part in the resistance movement in Brittany.
"I have assumed from your Letter that you are English which has relieved me of
the responsibility of compiling a latter an French; my knowledge of the language
is limited to school days and as I found in Cherbourg .can be overcome to some
extent by the aid of a type of universal sign language, but it would be a
hopeless means of expressing in any written letter."

Flying Officer W. L Marshall.

Fg.Off. W. L. Marshall writes the following interesting letter: "I was a .member
of the 196 Squadron R.A.F., flying as a pilot in a Stirling four-engined bomber.
Those large planes were used mainly for their long range and toad-carrying
capacity. For all our S.O.E. (Subversive Operations Europe) trips we carried 24
containers and usually 'three panniers, and when needed 18 paratroopers and

9 containers. A load like .that when placed in the right position on the ground
was quite sizeable. Our squadron was very proud to be connected, even though
in a small way, with .the Resistance. As a squadron, we had to train
continuously for six months before attempting the highly-specialised, task it
turned out to be. We had to fly at very low. level over Prance in bright and
sometimes non-existent moonlight, map reading our -way along to where a few
small lights would show us whereabouts to place our load, subject to the correct
ground signals. We were,.- as I .said, very proud of our work, and especially
when, we read the field reports telling 'us how things had gone on the ground
during and after our drop, I know I had an unsuccessful trip, the first I went
out, on, near Dijon, Christmas '443 We were very disappointed at not getting
ground contact; but were informed later that as the ground was covered with
thick snow, 'the Resistance would not risk leaving footprints. After that first
trip, I never missed dropping my load in twenty trips both before and after D-
Day.
"I was looking at a map showing Chateau Thierry but I cannot remember
dropping supplies near there " it may be I did, we were not allowed to keep a
record of 'the places we had flown to. I can remember going to a place near
Chalons, Chaumont, also a suburb of Paris, Melun, Orleans, and a number of
places on the Cherbourg peninsula.
"The last trips were uneventful except for the usual German activity, such as
AA. fire and searchlights, which was- a little, disconcerting when you are the
only plane for them to play with. We always- went a single plane to a lone
target, which was sometimes a bit lonely.
"I would like to pay tribute to the gallant crews of the squadron, and of the
other squadrons, who did not return from the flights over France giving their
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lives willingly to' aid the cause. "I should also like to thank the French people
who gave us encouragement, when flying over a very silent France alone, by
giving 'us thie-'V sign an Morse code from windows of houses, headlights of
ears, and even torches on the ground. It all meant so much to us chaps in the
air. "

Fit-Lieutenant C W. King.
Flt,fLt. C. W. King's" P.A.A.F., experiences as are follows:
"My crew and self began working with the 'underground' early in 1944, and
continued 'to do so until the end of the war. We completed 32 missions tout
unfortunately our {navigator and bomb-aimer (F'lt,fSgt. Tebay and Flt,fSgt.
Curran) were badly wounded on our 21st trip, which was a daylight trip to
Arnheim, on the 4th 'day of that operation.
"We took part in 'D' -Day landing, doing two trips, and completed three trips to
Arnheim, and- one trip to the Rhine .crossing. I trust that some tribute can be
paid to the many Australians who laid down their lives in this war. Several very
close comrades of mine gave their all and I would like to mention their names
particularly:
Fla. J. Breed,
Fla. P. Carrol,
Fla. R. Campbell,
Fla. B. Tickner.

Though these boys ask no publicity, their story has never been told and many
people have no idea of the cause for which they flew."

Sergeant K. Prowd. 196 Squadron

Extract from letter written by Sergeant K. Prowd :-

"With my crew I was posted to a Bomber Command Squadron, January, '44,
and after doing five bombing and nine laying trips over Kiel Bay, Le Havre and
Heligoland, we were posted to the group (supplying men and materials to the
Resistance Movement of Europe). Incidentally, my rear gunner was badly
wounded over Kiel Bay and never flew with us again, though he was awarded
the D.F.C. and finished 45 operations with the same Bomber Command.
"We were posted with four other crews (all of whom are dead) to this special
duty group, we were trained in low level flying, glider towing and troop
dropping. The aircraft we used was the Stirling Mark III.
"In April, 1944, we carried out our first special duty trip over France, and
although this particular trip was uneventful, it proved to be a fore-runner of
many more, and the more we did the more the Germans tried to stop us.
"We took troops over and dropped them at Caen, June 6th,'44, and from then
on we were kept busy, trying in our small way to help the French people.
"Some of the trips I remember were over the Seine, over the border of F'rance
and Switzerland, Normandy, Brest and near Paris on the south side.
"This we continued doing till September, '44, then we were shot down at
Arnheim in Holland, when all my crew were kilted with the exception of two."

Note by H. S. Grierson.
In the vicinity of Chateau Thierrey, there is a small British, cemetery at
Monitreuil-sur-Lyons, situated in the valley of the Maine-a beautiful
countryside-there reposes Pilot Officer Molinas, D.F.C., B.A.A.F., his plane
crashed nearby, all the crew were killed with one exception. The survivor
attended the funeral of the others disguised as a peasant, he escaped the notice
of the Germans present.
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My Log Book shows the last Special Duties operation prior to the invasion of
Normandy was on the 30th of May somewhere in France. The only problem
recorded was that the rear turret had once again jammed and would not rotate
so we were much relieved to get back without needing it. Junior felt frustrated
at feeling so helpless, sitting there like a sitting duck!!

The first entry for June is for the 5th, which reads: - Operation "Tonga" Dropped
17 Paratroops near "Caen" Nth France +containers.
About a fortnight before, we had been confined to camp and were forbidden to
communicate with the general public. It was obvious to us that at last after our
long intensive training with the airborne lads, we were now going to fly them
into battle.

They were briefed on where they had to land and the objectives, which the
various groups had to achieve, before the landing of the troops from the sea, If
possible!
We knew nothing of this in detail, but were given a thorough briefing on the
weather and the position of the drop. A
Path Finder group would precede us and
lay a set of lights on the ground indicating
the exact DZ.
It was a time of great excitement,
coloured with some apprehension, as we
waited for the day of the final briefing and
the order to take off.
This is a personal story and not a history
of the invasion, but some events outside
my personal experience are needed for an
understanding of the purpose of our
activities.
A great effort was made to convince the
Germans that the landings would be in a
different location from the actual one.
During recent bombing raids, two targets
were located outside the proposed landing
area; to each one inside.
Five other deception operations, which
were used on D Day, were "Taxable -
Glimmer- Titanic-Mandrel and ABC.
"Titanic.l" Eleven Halifax and four Stirling-
Yvetot a rea.
"Titanic.2" Three Stirlings- of 149
Squadron -Maltot area.
"Titanic 3" Fifteen Stirlings and one
Halifax.
In these Ops, hundreds of dummy
paratroopers were dropped through a
screen of "Window"-this screen was made
by throwing small strips of Aluminium Foil
in large quantities out of the aircraft,
which would appear on the enemy Radar
as a large force approaching. The dummy
troops were fitted with gadgets, which

I'Ji!l",('Hu'iI~"t
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would mimic gunfire in an effort to convince the enemy that something big was
taking place in these areas.
"Glimmer"-Eight Stirling's - 218 Squadron.
These Stirling's emulated a convoy approaching" Boulogne". Very cleverly, they
flew in rectangles, whilst throwing out "Window" in large quantities. Each
rectangle moved forward at the speed of a convoy. On the water below were
nine RAF and Navy launches towing special balloons and going forward at the
same speed.
"Taxable"-Sixteen Lancaster's of the 617 squadron did the same thing
emulating a convoy off "Cap d' Antifer".

This seems to have worked quite well. German radar units within the area
began reporting a large fleet approaching... These and other deceptions appear
to have been an attempt to confuse the enemy about where the main landing
would be.

Two other deceptions were carried out by aircraft with equipment to jam
German Radar.
"Mandrel"-19 Stirling's from 199 Squadron and B-17 Flying fortresses who were
attached to100 Group RAF.

These and many other activities
were going on while we waited for
our final Briefing, which happened
on June 5th.
The bad weather had caused one
cancellation, but the Met people
advised those in Command that
there would be a short
improvement, which may enable
the fleet, already loaded with
troops, to cross and land. It would
still be a bit of a gamble. One
problem was the tides, which had
to be suitable for the landing craft.
It seems that if we didn't go on the
6th it would be three weeks before
the tides would be suitable.

The Germans appeared to be
convinced that the invasion could
not be launched at this time.
General Rommel had decided to go
home to Germany for a few days,
which seems to confirm their view.
After discussions with General
Montgomery and other
Commanders, General Eisenhower
said, "We'll Go". Or words to that
effect! !

This was a moment in History.
In the morning of June 5th on our
way to final Briefing, we noticed
that all the aircraft had three white
stripes about 30 cm wide painted
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on the wings and fuselage. We were told that all aircraft taking part in the
Landings were done, for easy identification as friendly, when we flew over the
war ships and also our own fighters. Any aircraft without them would be
exposed to attack.

At the Briefing we were given the position of the DZ and the weather to be
expected. The weather had improved sufficiently to make the landings from the
ships feasible, but there could still be low clouds and gusty winds for us to
contend with. The type of Pathfinder lights we would see for the drop was
described. The various Leaders and Intelligence people did their best to advise
us, and wished us good luck. The CO then said we were all well trained for the
job, and he was confident that it would be a success. I don't remember his
words, but it was optimistic and uplifting. We were keen to go after all the
training and cancellations!
Before going on these Ops we had to empty our pockets of anything which
could identify us, we had dog tags around our necks with our name and
number, and that was all the information we were allowed to tell the enemy if
ca ptu red.

After the briefing we inspected our Stirling, ran up the engines and satisfied
ourselves that all was OK before returning to our huts to await the order to
report to the Flights to collect our gear.
The time waiting was spent sitting around chatting about our role and how
important it was for us to make a successful drop. I think we all felt a mixture
of apprehension and excitement, which in my case made sitting around difficult.
I felt the need to do something, so I went for a walk to the hut and had a
shower and a shave. The weather was not cold, although it was windy and wet
and I decided that as we were flying low I would not wear any flying gear
except helmet, goggles and gloves. The helmet included ear phones which had
to be worn, but I always took goggles and gloves, which would provide some
protection in the event of fire. Our usual dress on base was a blue Battle dress,
collar and tie, and black shoes, which was reasonably smart compared to the
camouflaged outfit of the soldiers.

At last we received the order to get our gear and wait for the transport to our
Stirling.
When we arrived we found a group of airborne lads standing by the aircraft
ready for boarding. .They had nets on the helmets, with leaves attached,
blackened faces, weapons and grenades hanging all over them and some had
bags which I'm told would dangle from their legs. It would be an
understatement to say they looked frightening and I was glad they were on our
side!

The Officer in charge, who looked just as fierce saw me, came over and shook
my hand. "Are you the pilot of this aircraft?" "Yes sir I am" "Have you been over
there before?" Yes a few times" I replied. "Oh good" he said as he looked me up
and down. "God man you look as if you are going to a bloody dance!!!" He then
handed me a 5 Frank note which had been signed by the 17 lads of Stick
Number 9 whom we were to drop. I still treasure that note. We then shook
hands all round. Although we were complete strangers the feeling of
togetherness and respect is hard to describe, but has not been forgotten. In the
words of Military Historian, Philip Warner "The greatest gamble of the war was
now in train.." As we roared down the runway pondered on what was ahead and
what the immediate objectives of these young men, average age 21 would be?
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We only knew our role at the time, but their role has been well recorded, so I
am able to give a very brief description of the Objectives and problems
associated.

This 5 Franc note was given to me by the Officer in charge of Stick number 9 of
the 5th Parachute Brigade-6th Airborne Division -before boarding the Stirling for
the Drop near Caen Normandy on night of 5th -6th -June 1944.

Two bridges, one over the river Orne and one over the Caen canal which had
been wired for demolition, had to be captured to prevent them being blown up,
before the main sea landing in the morning. Five others had to be destroyed to
prevent German use in the expected counter attack from the 21st Panzer
division.

The Gun Battery at Merville had to be captured and the guns destroyed,
because it had three guns of 150 Millimetre calibre which could engage the
invasion fleet... The guns were in concrete emplacements with a roof about two
metres thick and had four metres of earth surroundings.
This Battery had been photographed from the air and a scale model had been
erected in the UK for training purposes... Thirty five Officers and six hundred
other ranks carried out exercises in attacking this model. The troops were
tested by having to sketch the model and show his position from memory.
At 0230 on the morning of 6th June three gliders carrying troops of the 9th
parachute Battalion took off from Tarrant Rushton heading for the Merville
Battery. The weather was unkind and one glider suffered a snapped tow rope
which forced it to land in England. The other two battled on in foul weather
which would have normally grounded all flying. Formidable flak was
encountered as they crossed the French coast and several paratroops were
wounded.

A Rebecca Eureka set which was to aid finding the battery had been dropped
with a paratrooper previously, but was destroyed as it landed...
Despite all this the Tug pilots did four circuits of the battery through broken
cloud looking for the chosen DZ. until a decision had to be made to either cast
off. Or return to England. The glider pilots decided to take the chance and cast
off... Some star shells which, were supposed to light the area failed to appear,
so they were in complete darkness!

Staff Sergeant Bone at first mistook a bombed out village for the battery but
soon realised it was not and turned away to land in a field about 350 metres
from the Battery. Staff Sergeant Kerr found the battery, but in order to avoid
the mine field around the Battery, crash landed in an orchard about 50 metres
away. Other gliders and parachutists came from the surrounding countryside
and reinforced the position, and after very heavy fighting and many casualties,
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the battery was taken and the guns destroyed before the sea landing.
The planning and execution of this battle is too complicated to be included in
this story, but has been well recorded by various Historians if further
information is desired. The two glider pilots were awarded Distinguished Flying
Medals for their effort.

The pathfinders to arrange the lights for the DZ that we were to use took off
from Harwell in six Albermarle aircraft at 1103 hrs on June 5th. They were
carrying the Pathfinders of the 22nd Independent Parachute Company to the
three dropping zones. These operations were fraught with difficulties and the
dropping zones achieved, were not quite where they were planned to be. Some
expected radar and visual beacons were lost or damaged and some of the lights
were in long grass which partially obscured the view from above. Despite all this
a sufficient number of pathfinders arrived in the correct spot to enable the
necessary signals to be made.
In addition to the pathfinders, six gliders under the command of Major Howard
landed at the same time. Their task was to seize two bridges over the Caen
canal. Major Howard landed about 45 metres from one, and both were
ca ptu red. ..

The adjacent village was the first to be liberated in Normandy and there is a
Bust of Major Howard near the canal with a plaque explaining the event.
In1995 Jean and I, with Dennis Royston and his wife Vera had a drink in the
garden of the little Cafe at the end of the bridge. The building is quite old and
the inside walls are covered with photographs relating to the event. Dennis and
I reminisced a bit as we drank a nice cold beer.
The other bridges in the area were all taken and either held or destroyed as
planned. While all this was happening we were flying to the main drop of the
two Parachute Brigades -5th and 3rd, carrying Stick number 9 of the 5th...
As we approached the French coast we could see flak ahead. Although the
Germans were not expecting an invasion in this weather, they had been alerted
by the arrival of the Pathfinder party, and being well trained battle hardened
troops, they reacted very quickly.
The drop height was to be at eight hundred feet, so taking evasive action at
that height in a Stirling full of troops and a bomb bay full of supply canisters
could be more dangerous than the flack. Also we had to keep exactly on course
at a specified height and airspeed to ensure a safe drop. If we were too

Extract from Battle Orders 196 Squadron RAF



high our troops could get caught up with the lower aircraft following, and if we
were too low there was the risk of running into troops descending from above.
We had no option but to go straight through, and this we all did. Our Stirling
suffered no damage from enemy action. Some were less fortunate and were
damaged, but carried on, completed the drop, and returned safely to Base. Two
Stirling's, (one from our 196 squadron) were shot down with all the aircrew and
troops on board. There were no survivors...

As we neared the DZ the lights came into view and Chuck in his Bomb Aimers
compartment guided us into the DZ and on went the green light. Stick number
9 who were lined up at the hole in the floor jumped one at a time without a
hitch. "Good luck" we all shouted, but I doubt they heard us. We hoped that
none of them were hit by flak on the way down. I understand that they would
only be airborne for about eight seconds, so hopefully they would all make it
safely. The attached extracts from 196 Sqdn Battle Orders show that the Drop
was successful, despite one aircraft lost with all crew and troops, several
damaged, with one wounded and two killed.

How Stick 9 fared is not recorded in anything I've read, but I know they would
have found some difficult situations. They were jumping from aircraft which,
although travelling slowly, the ground speed would still be in the vicinity of 120
mph- 2 miles a minute, so even a short delay between jumps could see them a
bit scattered. The winds were very gusty, .some aircraft were hit with flak and
one lost two engines, creating conditions which could cause difficulties with the
jump. There is no evidence that these events did interfere with the jump on this
Drop, but I found myself wondering how the individual blokes fared? One
aircraft reported that their Port outer engine hit a parachutist, who must have
been killed!
They landed in complete darkness, which made
finding the canisters with their supplies difficult. To
add to this, some of the canisters had landed in
long grass which obscured them from view.
It was known that some of the area had been
flooded, but some which looked dry on air
photographs was found to be under water, which
was obscured by long grass. There is anecdotal
evidence that some troops were drowned because
of the weight of their gear. The gliders found great
difficulties too, crashing into poles and mines which
had been placed by the Germans, and enduring the
wind and rain, while unloading the gear.
As we climbed out of the flak to return I noticed a
burning aircraft plunging down, but was too busy
to see the final result.

There was very little flak on the way back to base,
so we arrived without damage at 0300, to be
welcomed by most of the Base personal. Who
clapped, cheered and carried on as though their
team had won the grand final. It was a great
feeling to be among them in a group on this
important occasion. It was also very sobering, as
we saw the remains of a parachute hanging from
the Starboard engine of a returned Stirling. Just
flapping in the wind An eerie reminder of the
reality. From my diary-Went to bed feeling very
happy that the tension of waiting was over.!!
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After a sleep we went to a briefing for Operation "Mallard" and then marshalled
our aircraft at the runway ready for a massed take off, towing gliders to Caen
that evening at about 0530.

SUPJlEME IlfAlJQUARTERS
AlLIEDEXP£DfTlOIf4" fORCE

Operational Chain of CQmmiind for Airborne Operations,
Allied Expeditionary Force

5 June 1~44

Tuesday 6th June 1944.
A letter from Jean telling me that she was going to write every day gave me a
boost while waiting for the order to report for take off.
Myoid friend Ron Minchin had dropped his troops successfully too and was also
briefed for "Mallard," so we had a bit of a chat about our experiences. We were
both excited about the way things a eared to be oing, now that the
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landings from the sea were in progress, but we were bit nervous too!! A bond
was developing which would last all our life.

The code name for the Invasion was "Overlord" and the airborne section was
"Neptune," which was divided into three elements-
1." Tonga" -The dropping of the two Parachute Brigades 3rd and 5th, and 229
gliders of the Air Landing Brigade, at various Dropping Zones near Caen in
Normandy.
2." Mallard"-tow 226 Horsa and 30 Hamilcar gliders carrying troops and
weapons to reinforce those already holding the Objectives.
3.-"Rob Roy"- Re supply missions as required.

At briefing we were told that 196 and 299 squadrons were to each tow 18 Horsa
gliders with troops and weapons to a nominated DZ near" Ranville". The
Hamilcar gliders which were towed by Halifax bombers were loaded with
armoured vehicles and heavier weapons.
Our Stirling's were lined up at an angle to the runway similar to those shown
below, ready for take off with a glider at 1730 hrs. .It was a mass take off at
about 36 second intervals, which went off without a hitch.

On these massive daylight Operations with gliders we had to navigate to a
Rendezvous point to join the other squadrons from 38 and 46 Groups. It was an
amazing sight as we set course for Normandy, 256 Tug-- Glider combinations
and a large cover of Allied Fighters above to protect us from air attack., with
some below shooting up any flak guns they could see. The sight as we looked
down at the 5000 vessels involved in the landing. It can only be described as
awesome, .the largest invasion fleet since Caesar invaded Britain, I'm told. They
were all shapes and sizes, from small landing barges to huge battle ships, over
which RAF fighters were circling to protect them and us from attack. It was the
most awesome and massive military sight that I have ever seen and will ever
see I'm sure!!

Thousands of aircraft were also taking
part -Fighters -Bombers -Transports -
Gliders as far as the eye could see.
Fortunately for us, lumbering along with
our gliders, there were few if any
German aircraft to be seen. We saw
some Sea Rescue craft heading for three
aircraft down in the "Drink" as we called
it. They did a great job and saved many
an airman throughout the war.
The flak near the DZ was fairly light,
which was pleasing and enabled us to
release our gliders with the hope that
they would all arrive unscathed. It
wasn't the flak that caused the main

obstacle, but some poles sticking out of the ground. Quite a number of gliders
could not avoid them and crashed, wrecking the Horsa's, some equipment and
causing casualties. Despite this and the loss of thirteen aircraft, the mission
overall was a success, in military terms!

I did a steep turn and set course for home with some relief and apparently
some haste, because Les and Dennis who were trying to winch in some static
lines which had been used to open the chutes on some packages, told me off for
flying too fast. I knew how heavy they could be so I apologised and slowed
down until they got them in.
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On the way out we saw some
concentrated flak ahead, which
appeared to be coming from what
looked like a large haystack, We
took note of the position and Jim
plotted it on his chart, so that we
could report it at debriefing.
The Stirling just in front of us
was hit, and started to belch
smoke and flame from the
starboard wing, not far from the
fuselage. By this time, we were
crossing the coast and he was

over water. They were too low to bale out a crew and as I watched he started to
climb away, probably to get some height and perhaps turn, to be over land for a
bale out. As we watched I was distressed to see his starboard wing slowly bend
up and break off. "The poor bastards" I thought "It must have hit and damaged
his main wing Spar". The Stirling heeled over and plunged into the water. I saw
no evidence of parachutes, not even from the rear gunner who only had to
rotate his turret and roll out backwards. He may have been wounded or killed
by the flak? It looked quite a slow movement from the distance, but the gravity
forces would be strong enough to impair controlled movement of the crew, and
also there was little time to do anything.
Despite the fact that this sort of thing was happening, all the time it was still
distressing to witness, and in my case it made me think it all through. "If he
had been high enough when he found the need to abandon the aircraft he would
have given the order to bail out." As he was too low to do this "Could he have
tried to crash land it?" "Would he have had time to do that before the wing fell
off"? I didn't know the answers to these questions, but I kept wondering how
long it would take to get down from a thousand feet, and began measuring the
time it took to land from a thousand feet. Although I don't remember the
precise time it took, I was surprised how much shorter it was than I had
imagined, and came to the conclusion that it could be a reasonable option.. Of
course he was over water and didn't know that the wing would collapse, so it
may not have been an option for him!! We continued on without incident to land
at Base and report to debriefing.

The Officer was very interested in our report on the position of the flak gun and
the three aircraft we had seen in the Drink. Next time we saw the hay stack it
was just a charred mess, which had been destroyed by some rocket firing
Typhoon fighters. I don't suppose we were the only ones to report the position.
I went to bed that night feeling quite pleased to hear that the landing appeared
to be established and that 38 and 46 groups had delivered the 6th Airborne
Division to Normandy. Not without some mishaps and casualties, But they were
there!!! Included were the Canadian Parachutists Jumping with the British. The
American Airborne had arrived too, after encountering their share of problems.

To quote Philip Warner-Senior Lecturer at the Royal Military Academy,
Sandhurst. "Like the battle of Waterloo, the battle of Normandy was a very
close thing. "

He then describes the activities of the American airborne assault, the British
landings and objectives, on which he comments. "The fact that all this took
place in wind, rain and darkness makes it something of a miracle. A number of
the 6th Airborne gliders had blown off course, high winds had deposited many
parachutists up to seven miles from their planned objectives; some gliders
never reached France at all, for their tow ropes had snapped in the high winds
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and they had come down in the ChanneL" The next Operation was "Rob Roy"-
The re supply by air. Although some of the crews were sent on these re supply
Ops, we did local flying, giving new glider pilots some practice and load testing
some replacement Stirling's, until 17 June when we began SAS-SOE missions
again.
After D Day these operations were greatly increased, with both 38 and 46
Groups heavily involved to arm the Resistance people, who were becoming very
busy harassing the enemy by blowing up railways, trains, munition factories,
cutting communication lines and attacking his supply columns. Some Panzer
Divisions were prevented from getting to where the fighting was taking place.
Attached is a copy of a Battle order for the beginning of August as an example
of our activities. The success rate was much better than it had been before D
Day, with thousands of containers delivered by our Groups, and I understand
that the Americans and Bomber Command did a few too.

General Eisenhower is reported as having said that the French Resistance saved
him five Divisions. If that was the case our efforts were worth while.
Most of the missions that we did were successful and went reasonably well
without any major problems. Three were not successful mainly due to the
weather and getting no reception at the DZ. On one of these the weather on our
return to England was so bad and foggy that we were diverted to another base
where the fog was not too bad. This wasn't a problem, but when we got there
the base only had a skeleton staff in the Control Tower. We arrived about 0300
hrs, hoping to get a meal and a bed until we could return to KeeviL There was
no meal or bed, so we just sat on our parachutes on a concrete floor for about
ten hours until the fog cleared at KeeviL We weren't impressed, but our mates
reckoned it was a great joke!! We got a good laugh out of it anyhow.

The pattern of our life returned to training interspersed with SAS-SOE in the
months of July -August and until the Arnhem battle which commenced on 17th
Sertember1944. This time we became involved with The 1st Airborne Division
veterans who had performed so well in the Middle East and were returning to
England to reform to full strength. ..It was obvious that something big was
being planned, but we had no idea what that was.
Unbeknown to we hands on blokes, there were fifteen airborne plans started
and then cancelled between D-Day and the Arnhem venture because ground
forces had moved so fast, and this was the reason we were kept busy flying
with the 1st airborne lads.
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Jean and I planned to get married on August 1st, so when my leave for that
period was confirmed I checked with the Vicar about the Bans and got the letter
from the CO stating that I was single. When I was not flying the approaching
wedding was uppermost in my mind. Some mates who considered themselves
more worldly and experienced in life than me advanced sceptical views on
wartime marriages, which had been handed to them by relatives who had
experienced them in WW1, but these thoughts meant nothing to me. The war
had followed the great depression, and the future was an uncertain event, to
which Jean and I gave little thought. The present was our life, to be lived to the
full, war or no war, and we wanted each other, so we got married. My crew
were very supportive and all except Dennis, who had family commitments,
came to the wedding as shown on the photographs.

I don't remember why I was put in hospital a few days before our leave was
due, but there was no way I was going to postpone the wedding, so I
discharged myself and went to Leicester. The trip was slow and I arrived much
later than we had expected, causing some worry to Jean and the family.
Jean has mentioned the more refined elements, such as clothes Decor, and who
attended, so I bow to her superior knowledge of these matters. The crew and I
stayed at the Bell Hotel in Leicester, which was where Jean and I had met, and
walked the three miles to the Church in the morning. I walked down the aisle to
see the Vicar!

L to R-Les Steele-Chuck Henderson -US-
George Gelinas(Junior)-Jim Oates.

Married 1st August 1944 Holy Apostle
Church Leicester England
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The ceremony went off very well- I tried to catch Jean's eye but she looked
straight ahead "Frightened that I would giggle." she told me. I thought she
looked lovely as we walked out for photographs and was very pleased she was
my wife. We drove around the block to 244 Fosse Road South for an enjoyable
Reception. The crew soon found the drinks and food and mixed well with the
other guests. "A good show George".!!
We then hopped in taxis and scooted off to the bus stop to begin our Journey to
the Lygon Arms in Broadway for our Honeymoon. The crew were feeling a bit
frisky so they chalked "Just married" on my back and also on the bus.!! The bus
driver was not pleased and gave us an animated lecture about what poor types
we were. Such were the contrasts in our lives. The passengers joined in the
spirit as Junior was shouting "I won't tell anyone you're just married George"

The manager of the Lygon Arms, Mr Russell made us very welcome and quite
spoiled us during our short Honeymoon. We rode bikes around the countryside
through orchard country and into Evesham to the flicks, walked a lot, drank and
ate a bit and even found time to cuddle a bit, and the time just flew until the
6th when we had to leave for the Squadron at Keevil.

Now that we were married I was allowed to live off the base and we had made
arrangements with Mr and Mrs Emm to stay in a lovely old thatched roofed
cottage on a farm near Bratton village. The cottage was about 200 years old
and we had an attic type room, which was entered via a very narrow and steep
staircase. There was no bathroom as such, and all water came from a hand
pump at ground level. Carrying the hot water up for a bath was an adventure in
itself, but we really enjoyed our first home with such kind people as Mr and Mrs
Emm. We became great friends and kept in contact with them after the war
while they lived.

Jean had three weeks of her holiday left, so she stayed with Mrs Emm and when
I was not flying or doing other duties I would ride my bike up to the cottage. If
we had time we would go walking, or visit a nearby town. All the aircrews had
bikes to get around the Base, because the facilities and aircraft dispersal points
were widely separated. On one occasion when visiting Jean I left the evening
return journey too late and found myself riding without lights. This Didn't cause
much problem for me until I heard a voice. "Excuse me sir, you be riding'
without lights sir" I turned around to see a local policeman on a bike with
hooded lights. "You be a danger to people using this road Sir. I was most
humble and told him that romance had got the better of my judgement, hoping
to get a bit of sympathy, but out came his book, in which he put my name and
Keevil address.!! Some time later I was fined ten shillings. I can imagine him
thinking "These bloody airmen think they can do as they like" If he did think
that, he may have had a case, because we were a bit rough at times!

The time came for Jean to leave for her work teaching at a Leicester school, so I
reluctantly went back to my Base quarters for the time.
There were many stories going about potential airborne Operations, so we were
kept busy training between SAS-SOE missions.

On one occasion when we were briefed for a mission we were introduced to an
army Officer who told us that he was to be our passenger for the night. This
Colonel gave no name or where he came from and because of his rank I
supposed it would be SAS, but we never found out and I was not permitted to
put any detail of the mission in my log book. Because of his rank I wondered
who would be in charge of the aircraft. When he started to call me Skipper I felt
more relaxed and during the trip we got along very well. He brought quite a bit
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of gear with him including some Scrambler phones which could be used
to talk normally, to someone with a similar set. Our job was to navigate to a
group somewhere in France, drop our load when we got the signal and circle
about the group while the Officer talked to those below. The crew gathered
around and we worked out our flight plan, marked our maps, and when satisfied
that the plan was OK I told them that the Officer would be sitting in the second
pilot's seat and would need his gear adjacent. This seemed a pretty important
mission to us so we all agreed that it was essential we found the DZ. We
decided that we would show this bloke how Special Duties crews could navigate,
but we still needed the Resistance group to turn up to prove our point!

The weather was quite good as we zigzagged across the Channel just above the
water, and I think our passenger thought that this was great fun, because he
kept giving me the thumbs up. This was in July, so we were flying over the
battle fields and hoped our own blokes would not mistake us for a German.
There was some activity below, lights flashing, flares lighting up the sky, and
when we got inland there was some scattered flak which fortunately missed us.
With the good moonlight Chuck was able to get some good pin points for Jim,
and if we were a bit off track because of a wind change, he would give me an
amended course.

We arrived over the large rail junction which was our pin point for the beginning
of our timed run after about two and a half hours flying. I set course for the DZ
and when the time was up began to circle the area, and we were delighted and
relieved to see the signal. We then flew over and dropped our load. "Load gone"
said Chuck, "Seems to be spot on, I hope so-How is our passenger going?" "He
is talking to the bods on the ground so we'll soon know if they got it all".

The officer asked me to keep circling while he talked on his scrambler phone. I
remember thinking "this is bloody amazing -just flying around yapping to these
blokes below instead of getting out as quickly as possible."
The Officer tapped me on the shoulder and gave me thumbs up. "Thanks
Skipper I've finished,-It all went OK, It's all yours now." He didn't have to
repeat himself as I was keen to go. "We are on our way Jim, Course for next leg
please. "

We saw no activity to alarm us on the way home except for some search lights
and a bit of distant flak, which in conjunction with star shells and some gunfire
flashes on the ground, made quite a pretty picture. Pretty it may be to us but
the reality was men killing each other, and that thought gave it an eerie aspect!
The only problem when we reached England was that Keevil was fog bound and
we were diverted to Wescot base where we just had to wait for the fog to clear.
It was boring and we were pleased to get airborne after a couple of hours. I was
keen to make really good landings to give our passenger a good impression of
the crew and was quite pleased when they both were pretty smooth.

When we entered the Briefing room he shook hands with us "Good trip
Skipper", then off he went, never to be seen again. Who was he and where did
he come from? Who were the people and what was he saying to them? What
was in all the containers and packages? We didn't know, we just flew aircraft!

The debriefing was just usual, as though he had not been involved at all. It was
a good talking point for us though.
Some crews failed to return and if some of the members were in our hut we
would at times, first find out when we saw empty beds. "Empty beds" -a voice
in the morning could be the first thing to be heard. "Who's missing"? If one of
the missing was a close friend you may have made an arrangement to write to
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his mother or wife, and also pack up his kit and see that nothing personal got
into the wrong hands. I had such an arrangement with Geoff Bartholomew, an
Aussie in another crew, who was in our hut during this period. Once it was
confirmed that your friend would not be coming back you would pack his kit and
take it to a storage room to await returning to his next of Kin. We called this
room "The Morgue". Warped sense of humour I suppose some would say, but in
those days we needed a bit of such humour to keep us going. Fortunately this
was not always as final as a real Morgue because sometimes people turned up
alive and well after a harrowing time, collected their gear with much relief and
reported for duty.

My Log book shows a special duty trip on the 24th August which I well
remember. It has been recorded as SOE, but this has been crossed out and
changed to SAS? Six people including two Agents, with a Dispatcher met us at
briefing. The Agents were Wireless Operators and one told me he was a German
Jew and anti Hitler. The other three were either SAS or SOE and I got the
impression that it might have been a combined operation. We had heard that
SAS cells were training resistance people in France, but we were told nothing of
the detail-our job was to deliver them and their gear to a Group about two and
a half hours flying time away.

This was a moonlight night trip and looked good for map reading on our large
scale maps, so we were pretty confident of success as we flew across the
Channel. The flak and search lights we saw were not close to us as we cruised
along and we reached our bend in a river pin point without incident. The timed
run went OK and when we received the signal we did two runs over, dropping
the supplies on the first and the men on the second. I thought "that went well,
so off for breakfast." "Course for home please. Jim".

The next thing I heard was from the Dispatcher who was almost in tears-
"Skipper one of the static lines snapped and the man plunged to his death- I
can't understand how that could happen"? .1 was amazed "How could a static
line snap when it had such a safety strength margin." I thought?" The very
distressed Dispatcher came up to me in the cockpit. He was shaking all over
and kept saying "I can't understand how it could happen- I clipped him up,
away he went OK and then I noticed the remainder of the line flapping about-
bloody hell I couldn't believe my eyes." "There's nothing we can do about it
now" I said (or words to that effect) "we are setting course for home." The
Dispatcher, who was a RAF Flight Lieutenant, spent an agonising trip home,
thinking about the report he would have to write! I didn't know what to expect
either? These Dispatcher's were sent to ensure that the person to jump was
properly and safely connected before being allowed to jump, so I was
anticipating that there would be an investigation, and wondered how serious
killing an Agent would be considered, and whether the crew would be
involved. ??

There was an investigation which mainly involved the Dispatcher and no one
seemed very concerned with us. "Did you notice anything amiss with the static
lines when you did your pre flight check?" "No they looked OK to me" I replied.
The Despatcher then went off with some Officers and we heard nothing Official
about the cause. It was as though nothing had happened.
Jean was on holiday at the cottage, so as soon as I could I hopped on my bike
and rode up to see her. "You look worried" she said "I'm OK, someone has been
killed, but not from the crew." I said nothing else about it.
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A couple of days later someone told me that acid had been found on the broken
static line, but this was never confirmed, it just left me puzzled, and concerned
that it could be sabotage.!!

At the end of the war a lot of records were destroyed or lost, for security
reasons and in some cases, probably because some pretty unsavoury
happenings that happened were better kept from the general public. The entry
in my Log Book "1 troop killed static line snapped". Maybe the only record of
that event...

There were about ten thousand Agents and Spies recruited by SOE during the
war and another ten thousand involved in some way, and there are hundreds of
stories and reports now available, some of which I've been interested to read.

The people involved came from all walks of life and a large variety of
backgrounds. The motivations for their involvement was just as varied -
Political-National Loyalty -Religious -Mercenary and perhaps Adventure. They
displayed a broad spectrum of the human character -Courage would be
dominant, but also Treachery-hate - love kindness- brutality-greed- tenacity-
endurance - all appeared as they do everywhere.
One of the main difficulties the Intelligence people had was sorting the good
information they received from the false. One incident reported, was when, on
what they thought was good advice, and a large number of Agents were flown
into Holland. The Germans soon captured them, some were shot and the rest
were transported to Germany for forced labour or perhaps become Double
Agents. There was obviously someone in the system giving information to the
Germans.

When Agents or spies were captured they were often given two options, face
execution or work for their captors. Most elected to the latter!!! They would be
given some false and some true but useless information, to transmit. Some
false information about the location of the D-Day landings succeeded in causing
confusion in the German camp including Hitler himself.
Women Agents were among the best and some endured torture and execution.
One known as" The Cat" was captured by the Germans and the "ABWER"
persuaded her to become a double agent working for the Germans. Later a
British Agent told her he was going to shoot her as a German spy, so she
agreed to work for the British and French too, so becoming a triple agent. She
was sent to London, thinking she was among friends, but was imprisoned until
the end of the war.

At the end of the war she returned to France, where she was tried for Treason,
and first sentenced to death, but this was commuted to life imprisonment. In
1954 she was pardoned. It was all a very complex business and one story I
read caused me to think again about the night when the Agent lost his life with
us. The story was about a man training to be an agent to be parachuted into
Europe. Towards the end of his training, information was received that he was
also working for the enemy, but he was not arrested or told that he had been
discovered. He completed his training and was sent over in a Halifax bomber to
be parachuted at a DZ somewhere in Europe. Something on his harness
attachment failed and he plunged to his death. The book was supposed to be
factual, and it made me wonder about our experience. Could it have been
similar??
Women excelled in Courier work and Radio communications, some of them
became leaders in the actual sabotage of railways, airfields, factories etc, and
displayed great courage and skill using weapons in attacks on German facilities.
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The German Intelligence was very active and skilful in deception too, causing
their share of confusion, so it is not surprising that some mistakes were made in
planning, but in the case of Arnhem it seems to have been combined with over
confidence and an under estimation of enemy forces and capabilities.
Our next major operation was the Airborne Battle at Arnhem in Holland when
good and false information were not always correctly assessed during the
planning.

The training with the 1st Airborne took priority and kept us very busy, but until
the briefing we had no idea what we were training for.
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This battle turned out to be a disaster despite the fact that the airborne troops
fought with great courage and tenacity and the RAFaircrews did their best in
the face of heavy opposition to supply them with additional vital equipment...
Arnhem is a city in Holland not far from the German boarder, with a bridge
across the River Rhine, ideally situated for the approaching British army to use
in its thrust towards Germany...
The concept was to use the 1st British Airborne Division including the 1st Polish
Brigade to capture the bridge and hold it for two days or so, until the
approaching army arrived to consolidate the capture, and proceed across on its
way to Germany.
If this was successful the army could bypass the famous Siegfried Line and
proceed quickly across the Northern German Plains to Berlin. They would get
there before the Russians and perhaps shorten the war??-there was even some
talk going around that the war might be over for Christmas! We people of the
20th Century were often hearing about wars which would be over in a few
months, and yet went on for Four-Six or Ten years and killed millions of
people.. .
As usual we aircrews were only briefed on our particular role, and told only what
we needed to know about the detailed
plan. I think we knew about as much as
I've written above about the overall plan,
and had no reason to think it would fail.
There was a lot that the planners either did
not know, or ignored because of their over
confidence and doubt about the validity of
some good Intelligence which was
received.

One important fact was that the army on
the Northern thrust had outrun its
supplies, come to a stop, and would be
unable to reach the bridge in time to
relieve and support the airborne troops. Who were holding it...

The 9th and 10th Panzer Divisions were in the area too, and although they had
been battered in Normandy they still had a plentiful supply of tanks and self
propelled guns to use against the lightly armed Airborne. Intelligence from the
Dutch resistance regarding this was not thought reliable by the Planners.
Perhaps they thought it was a deception? Also the fickle finger of fate
intervened. General Model, Commander- in- Chief of the German forces was at
Oorsterbek about six miles from Arnhem, enjoying some lunch, when he saw
British parachutists in the sky. His reaction was immediate. In addition to the
two Panzers, he had an infantry division and two divisional battle groups in the
area. They were all ordered to converge on Arnhem.
It seems that so much Intelligence, most of it out of date, was coming through,
that some important current information was missed.

The American Airborne Divisions were involved in capturing some bridges near
Nijmegen and also just north of Eindhoven, which were successful.
This is a personal story, which only covers the Arnhem battle, and with enough
information to hopefully provide a general picture, and an understanding of the
role played by the RAFaircrews
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My Log Book 17th September 1944 "Operation Market."- dropped glider near
Arnhem. Holland.
We had been confined to barracks for some time, knowing that something big
was in the pipe line and it was quite a relief to be called to the Briefing Room
The" Market Garden" Operation was massive, with over 3500 aircraft taking
part in transporting troops and supporting operations over the period.
The morning of the 17th was quite misty as we at Keevil taxied up to our
station at about 940 hours for the massed take off, towing Horsa Gliders loaded
with troops and equipment. At the same time similar activities were taking place
at seven other RAF airfields. On this lift there were 332 RAF and 143 American
aircraft towing 320 gliders of the 1st Air Landing Brigade, with the other 12
Stirling's from "Fairford" carrying parachutist oftheist and 4th Parachute
Brigades.
There was an atmosphere of confidence and anticipation of success when we
saw about fifty combinations of Stirling's and gliders assembled ready to hitch
up, move down the runway, stop at the red light, get the green light, open full
throttle and roar down the runway at about 40 second intervals.

The whole of the personnel on the two squadrons and many of the airborne
troops who were waiting for the next lift seemed to be there, waving us on. It
was quite emotional, everyone with their own thoughts and probably mixed
feelings. The first leg was to our rendezvous over Hatfield where the eight
squadrons would form a stream and set course for Holland. As we crossed the
North Sea I could see the coast of Holland in the distance, and searched the
horizon for any signs of flak. Some of the stream would be crossing by then, but
I don't recall seeing any flak which would have seen us as sitting ducks. When
we crossed the border we could see American and British support fighters
swooping on any flak guns that tried to shoot us down. It was a great feeling to
see them! 503 American -371 RAF fighters took off in England to do that job. In
one air battle the Americans claimed 0 have shot down 8 Focke Wulf 190s for
the loss of 1. They certainly suppressed a lot of the flak and lost 13 American
and 1 RAF aircraft in doing it
The combinations had some problems too-over 20 gliders came down in
England, mostly because of snapped tow ropes and 3 came down in the sea, but
the crews were rescued by Air Sea Rescue vessels which we had seen on the
way across.

One Horsa loss over England was especially tragic. The pilot of the Stirling Tug
was F/O Liggins, an Australian on 299 Squadron based with us at Keevil. His
rear gunner, Wally Simpson, witnessed the incident and wrote the following
report.- "I was watching the glider trailing behind when, the glider just seemed
to part in the middle; it looked as though the tail portion parted from the front.
Horrified, I shouted to the skipper, My God, the glider's coming apart. As the
tail section of the glider fell earthwards, its front section was still in tow with the
Stirling and falling like a rock to earth. As it fell the tow rope gave way and it
fell with the tow rope still attached to it. Had the tow rope not broken when it
did, I shudder to think what might have been. It all happened so quickly. Even
if we had been able to release the glider, I still doubt to this day if the release
mechanism would have functioned correctly due to the weight and angle of the
glider During this time Geoff was fighting to keep the air craft flying; he did an
excellent job under extreme circumstances."
They then returned to base and drove to the crash site in a Jeep. The bodies of
the men were still inside the smashed fuselage and there were no survivors!
The glider had contained two glider pilots. Five NCO's and sixteen Sappers from
the 9th Airborne Field Company, Royal Engineers. All those highly trained
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young men in the prime of life killed just a few minutes after take off without
even a chance to strike a blow. We did not know about this sad event, or many
other tragedies taking place, as we stooged along across Holland with our
glider.
A lot of the ground had been flooded and we could see the red roofs of houses
just above the level of the muddy water. Family homes destroyed! We had no
time to dwell on these matters though. "How is our glider looking Junior?"
"Looks steady on high tow" replied our rear gunner, who was watching every
thing and letting me know if any other aircraft drifted too close in the rear.
Always scanning the sky for enemy fighters too. As far as we could see there
were Stirling's, Halifax's and Dakotas towing gliders. The stream was miles
long, a magnificent spectacle, but full of slipstreams which had to be avoided if
you wanted to keep the glider.

Our glider seemed to be OK and happy as we neared the DZ. "Hello Match box,
Tug calling, how are you going? We should see the DZ in about ten minutes"
"Hello Tug, we are going well but it is hard work flying these long distances.
Thanks for the call and good tow; keeping our eyes on the map and ground so
should see the DZ OK."

Chuck was down in his compartment and confirmed that we were exactly on
track there were three Landing Zones which had been marked by the180 men
of the Independent Company who were transported from Fairford in twelve
Stirling's and parachuted in near Wolfhaze. LZ-S North of the railway line-1S3
gliders planned-LZ-Z- 167 gliders planned and DZ-X - 2283 parachutists to be
dropped-South of the railway line. I don't recall which LZ our glider used; but as
the general area came into view I called -"Hello Matchbox -Tug calling - we can
see the landing Zones in the

distance, a bit to Port -can you see them?-If you need any change of course let
me know." "Yes we have them in sight -The position is OK; we'll be releasing
about two miles from them and we should get in OK". "You flew a good smooth
tow Matchbox - there doesn't appear to be much Flak- see you for a beer some
time -All the best." They released OK and Junior watched them for a while, but
we soon left them behind. We never did have that beer and we don't know what
happened to them.
We saw some flak and although it didn't come near us it was a warning that the
Germans were reacting and the surprise factor was gone! Our next little job was
to drop the tow rope in a marked position-all the ropes and gliders were on a
one way trip, and sadly so were a lot of men!
The trip back to Keevil was without any interference from the opposition and the
crew were chatting about seeing smashed gliders on the ground, and some
which were hit by Flak. It was a scene of great activity as the glider crews broke
open their gliders to unload. Even in the short time we could observe, the
urgency of it all was apparent, with jeeps and other vehicles running off like
ants towards their objectives.

We felt a mixture of relief and satisfaction with the way the Drop had gone as
we landed and headed to De Briefing. There was an atmosphere of confidence,
with most of the crews reporting a successful Drop. We gave a good description
of the events as we saw it; and then headed to the Mess for food and a few
beers. Some of the glider pilots and aircrews who were rostered for the second
lift were there, asking us how we had gone, so with the high spirits and
confident atmosphere it felt a bit like a party. The Battle Orders showed our
crew for the second lift on the next day-18th September, so we had a night's
rest before reporting for final briefing in the morning.
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The briefing was similar to the first lift, but included information on the latest
action at the DZ. It became clear that the Germans were reacting with vigour,
although nothing was heard about any Panzers, or that they had taken any of
the areas used as DZs. Unbeknown to us some of the radio equipment, which
had been damaged in the landings, was not functioning, and in general, on the
ground there were serious communication problems. This became critical later
when some Landing Zones were occupied by the enemy without our knowledge.
It was expected that the Germans might try to deceive us into thinking that the
LZs had been changed, so we were briefed to stick to the designated Zones.

A glider pilot who went on the second lift and survived the whole battle wrote a
diary called "Arnhem Lift." He chose to remain anonymous, but I do know that
he was decorated for bravery during the Battle of Arnhem, and some of his
comments on the tow, and what he saw from the ground, may give a picture of
the events from a different view point. The ground Battle of Arnhem has been
well documented by Martin Middlebrook and others, so I will not attempt that;
just a few snippets to make sense of our role. A friend of mine who had a lot to
do with building and modifying Horsa Gliders, including flying in them during
experiments gave a talk which he called:-
"At The Other End Of The Rope"- which is appropriate for this insert.

ARNHEM LIFT

Anyone who went to Arnhem could have told this kind of story. Mine is for the
friends and relations of the men who did not come back. ...

MONDAY
We knew it was coming off this time as the first glider lift had left on Sunday
morning. We were waiting in the mess for the tug pilots to return and give us
the Gen. All seemed well. They had found the L.Z.-Landing Zone- quite easily,
with no flak to complain about and, as far as they could see, there was no
ground resistance. We were all happy and confident about our lift on Monday
morning-this time we knew that it was not going to be cancelled, as once a
large scale airborne operation like this has started nothing can interfere with its
planned development.
We were lucky to be one of the first planes to take off on Monday morning. I
was second pilot-the first pilot, Mac, was a typical Glaswegian. Our load
consisted of one Jeep with a trailer, both loaded with petrol, and three chaps of
the Parachute Brigade. They rather resented coming with us because to them a
glider is an unknown quantity and an extremely dangerous way of travelling.
They feel much safer jumping with the other lads.
It is hard physical labour flying a glider in the slipstream of another aircraft, but
our tug pilot was very skilful in avoiding the hundreds of other planes making
for Holland. He had to fly completely out of formation and at the wrong altitude
to achieve that, but we encouraged him and praised him all the way.
Map reading did not seem much use to us, once we got over the sea and were
approaching Holland, as the Germans had flooded all the large islands in the
Rhine delta and great stretches of the country itself were under water. Dry land
was slowly emerging and I thought it time to check up our position.
"Hello Tug... Matchbox here... How many minutes before we reach the L.z.?
Over."
"Hello Matchbox. . . Tug here. . . Another fifteen minutes and it's all yours. . .
Can you pinpoint your position? . . . Over." "Thank you, Tug...

I should say we were just crossing the first of the three arms of the Rhine
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delta. . . Please confirm this. . . Over to you. " "You are correct. . . Now only two
more river crossings and you should see your L.z. " From now till we landed it
was essential that I should not lose our position for a moment. I continually
checked from my map to the ground and peered searchingly forward for the
first signs of our objective. Some flak came up at us, but it was very light. Our
ideal pilot still kept us away from the rabble and out of any slipstream. I made a
mental note to buy him a pint when we got back.

Soon I recognised the Lower Rhine, and a moment later could see our L.Z.-two
small squares of wooded land pieced together at one corner only. Our landing
was to be just where the woods joined together. It looked exactly like the
photographs they had shown us at the briefing. I never imagined they could
possibly look so much alike.
This was the moment to cast off:
"Hello Tug. . . We are getting ready to cast off now. . . Thanks for the wizard
ride. "
"Best of luck, Matchbox. . . See you soon."
"O.K. Tug. . . same to you. "
Mac pulls the lever which releases the cables from our wings and we are in free
flight. The tug banks off to the right as Mac pulls up our nose to gain height and
reduce our flying speed. As we settle to our normal gliding speed, all the noise
dies away and it seems unbelievably peaceful and calm in our cockpit. We can't
think of it as other than one of our many mass landing exercises. We are now
slowly losing height, and as we cross the river we can clearly see the bridge at
Arnhem which is our ultimate objective.

We are nearly there now. We turn to starboard with half flaps down and our
gliding angle steepens suddenly. Another fifteen degrees to starboard and we
are just about over our landing area. Full flaps down and our nose is now
pointing directly to the ground. The flaps keeping our speed constant and just
above stalling speed. Someone cuts in from the right and we veer off a little,
and then, just before we hit the ground, pull out level. We lift gently over a
hedge and then touch down firmly. Breaks full on

'" a slow skid to port... a
perfect landing.
We sat there for a moment, looking pleased with ourselves, when the crackle of
distant machine guns and the whistle of some nearer shots that were obviously
meant for us reminded us forcibly that this time we were not on an exercise.
We leapt out and got into the tail unit, which we had to remove before the jeep
and trailer could be got out.

Mac and I start on the heavy bolts inside the tail, eight of them, and they have
to be synchronised. Meanwhile, two of the parachutists loosen the shackles on
the jeep and trailer, and the third one begins to cut the control wires. Mac and I
are sweating like pigs. We have to work together to reach the same stage of the
operation at the same time. We have to be quick. They are still sniping
That afternoon, another fleet of supply planes came over to drop urgently
needed ammo and food. The cold blooded pluck and heroism of the pilots was
quite incredible. They came in in their lumbering four-engined machines at
fifteen hundred feet, searching for our position. The ack-ack was such as I have
only heard during the worst raids on London, but concentrated on one small
area. The German gunners were firing at point blank range, and the supply
planes were more or less sitting targets. The rattle of machine guns from the
scores of planes, the heavy ack-ack batteries all round us, the sky filled with
flashes and puffs of exploding shells, burning planes diving towards the ground,
and hundreds and hundreds of red, white, yellow and blue supply
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parachutes dropping all in this very small area looked more like an overcrowded
and crazy illustration to a child's book. This was war on such a concentrated
scale that it made you feel terribly small, frightened and insignificant:
something like an ant menaced by a steam roller. All activity on the ground
seemed to be suspended and forgotten on both sides. One could do nothing but
stare awe-inspired at the inferno above.

How those pilots could have gone into it with their eyes open is beyond my
imagination. Later on, when I got back to the 'drome, I heard something of
what they had felt. And I was told of their tremendous losses. When we saw the
supply planes coming in over our position, we knew nothing of the hell they had
been through already; many of them had failed to get this far. They had first
had to deal with great packs of Fokker Wulfs, and in one of the trips, they
crossed into Holland without any fighter support as the weather did not permit
it. When they met the Fokker Wulfs, they had very

little chance to defend themselves. The Americans were included in our
boundless admiration, for they came along in their unarmed, slow, twin-engined
Dakotas as regularly as clock-work. The greatest tragedy of all, I think, is that
hardly any of these supplies reached us. It makes the heroism of the crews of
the planes even more incredible when one realises that they must have known
that there was very little chance of their sacrifice being of any use to us.

Enemy aircraft started passing
overhead. We pointed them out
to each other and soon the usual
argument started. "They are
Spits. " "Don't be an ass, anyone
can see they are Typhoons. "
"Are they hell! since when have
Typhoons got radial engines,"
etc. I kept quiet as usual when
Aircraft Recce is discussed,
completely fascinated how any-
one can be so clever as to
distinguish one fighter from
another at any distance over
1,000 feet. Even at that distance
I can only tell a Spitfire and a
non-Spitfire. I was terribly
pleased to be able to join the
discussion effectively by pointing
out that they were German. This
profound observation did not
bring me the credit I hoped for
as everyone had seen the
marking at the same time.
Before we had a chance to start
a new argument as to what type
of German plane it was, their
machine-guns fired at us. We
scattered and ran for shelter.
Bullets were hitting ahead of us
and until some fools started
firing at them with a Bren, they
seemed to be uncertain where
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our position was. The whole string of about 15 Fokker Wulf 1905 and
Messerschmitts turned about losing height at the same time. They had spotted
us and for anyone who was not in a slit-trench this was rather unpleasant. They
raked us systematically, returning again and again. Once I had found a trench I
had not the slightest feeling of fear and realized how little damage this aerial
machine-gunning could do. Our casualties were light and not one of our own
flights was hit. We were told that it was our job now to clear the wood and hill
of the enemy. Still burdened with our heavy rucksacks and all the equipment
and food we had brought with us, we moved up the hill. The firing was
becoming more and more intense; we could distinguish heavy and light machine
guns and all because most of us were under fire for the first time. We were told
to spread out and go forward to the assault, crawling and hiding behind trees
and bushes. At the moment there were only odd bullets whistling over our
heads, but still, it was a hard job to keep in line, and the parachute officer had a
hell of a time coaxing us forward in anything like a straight formation. Our two
officers took the centre and I was the outside man on the left flank. We were
about thirty all told.
I tried to work up an enthusiasm and hatred and the kind of spirit which I
thought was needed when assaulting the enemy. It worked quite well, and now
nothing could hold me back.
We reached the top of the hill and the fringe of the wood. In front of us was a
large clearing with trees and branches only just felled. This clearing went level
for about two hundred yards and then dropped steeply and rose again. On the
rise where the brushwood and trees were still growing were the Germans.
Loud German voices were heard, motor engines were running and constant
machine gun and rifle fire was directed towards us. I halted a moment before
advancing into the clearing to allow the centre and right flank to move up and
when I saw them coming I crawled forward. Bullets were whizzing about us
from all directions, but there was no chance of finding out where they came
from because the enemy's cover was too good. I found it im possible to advance
any further with this damn rucksack on my back so I got rid of it. Looking
round, I heard our Captain call desperately for our lieutenant, and I guessed
that the centre of our advance must have had casualties. I was still feeling
fighting mad and could not help crawling forward, firing rounds at any
movement I could see in front of me. !

The second lift on which we towed a Horsa containing a jeep and troops was
planned to take off at 7am, but owing to the fog and mist, it was delayed for
four hours. Communications were so poor that the Commanders in Arnhem
were not notified of the change, which caused much frustration among the
troops holding the DZs in the face of increasing pressure from the Germans. We
eventually took off about l1am to join the massive operation of 2500 aircraft,
which were involved in Operation Market Garden on the second lift. The
Americans in their parachute aircraft were first in, to drop the bulk of the
parachutists, and the job of 38 and 46 Groups was for 296 aircraft to deliver
281 Horsa's with troops and small vehicles, and 15 Hamilcars which were
carrying heavier Guns and vehicles. Further to this 33 Stirling's to fly the
first of the many Resupply trips to the troops already there.

Some of the 273 Horsas and three of the Hamilcars, which landed at the LZ.
Five Horsas can be seen to have overshot and ended up badly damaged among
the trees. It was intended to use the Southern route across Belgium and turn
North up a corridor which was under British control, and was thought to be
safer, but there was thick rain cloud over Belgium so it was decided to
use the Northern route as before. This entailed changing our flight plans before
take off.
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The trip was not without losses or mishaps. Eight Horsas did not make it to the
LZ-two ditched in sea, one was attacked and landed in Holland with a gun on
board- the Dutch residents helped unload the gun and the troops set off for the
LZ by land. One Hamilcar broke up in mid air and a tank or some heavy vehicle
with all the crew plummeted to earth. A Dakota full of troops was seen to
receive a direct hit and explode in a ball of fire. Another Dakota was engulfed in
flame and the troops jumped while the red light was on. I don't know how they
faired.

Two Dakotas from Broardwell Base who were
not told of the changed route, set off on the
Southern route, which was to be used on the
future supply runs, and found themselves very
much alone. When they turned north. in
Belgium, into this so called "Corridor" there
was nothing on their maps to tell them how
wide this was, and they must have been within
range of the Germans. Suddenly they were hit
by a shell burst which killed the Canadian pilot
and wounded one of the crew, one piece
severed a finger and another hit his body. At AIR FORCE
the time, they were flying at 500 feet to get
under thick cloud and were 75 miles from
Arnhem. None of the crew had any formal pilot
training but my guess is that their pilot had let
one of them handle the aircraft in the air, as I
did with Chuck. The aircraft was controllable and
they were too low to bale out, so the three of
them combined their knowledge and skills and
turned towards the UK. I'm told that it was a
pretty rough trip, but they got it back to England
and found an airfield. The senior one with the
wounds decided he would attempt the landing.
They bounced along the runway ran off the end,
just missing some parked fighters and came to a
stop on the grass verge. All three survived and
were welcomed as heroes. It was a great effort!
There are many such stories as these, which
have never been told, but that is enough for now,
and I'll go back to our old Stirling stooging along
in the Stream.
While all this was happening we were heading across
flooded Holland in this great stream of tug and glider
combinations, Junior reporting any signs of flak or
enemy fighters, and the rest of the crew were all eyes too. Our
glider was keeping good position and no flak or fighters had come our way, so I
decided to call the glider and see how they were going. "Hello Match Box how
are you riding"- Going well mate and haven't had any real problems, looking
forward to the release though, this is bloody tiring."- "Good show mate I'll be in
touch when we near the LZ."-"OK till then."
Unbeknown to us a group of ME 109s and Focke Wulfs were very busy strafing
the Landing Zones, similar to that described in the Glider pilot Diary. He
wouldn't have been looking forward to the release, had he known! Fortunately,
they had returned to base to refuel by the time we arrived.
As we approached the LZ it was obvious that the Germans were a lot more
active than on the first lift, and there were quite a lot of flak smoke puffs to be
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seen, floating around the sky. We picked up a landmark just before sighting the
LZ in the distance. "Hello Matchbox - can you see the LZ ahead and a bit to
starboard?" "Yes we will be releasing very soon." OK best of luck mate - those
smoke puffs are flak so keep out of them if you can." I didn't know whether he
had seen flak before! He released and so far as we could see, made a safe
landing...

"OK we'll drop the rope and head for home if you agree"-to
the crew - "lets take a vote on it Skip - Junior likes it here."
(Or banter like that) which was quite common in the crew,
but not always so polite.
The trip back to Base was uneventful and the crew were in

good spirits, looking forward to a meal, a couple of beers and
a good sleep after debriefing. In conjunction with the

landings, 33 Stirling's had been on the first of the resupply missions and found
strong opposition, and because the DZ was not yet fully under British control
some of the supplies fell into German hands.

We landed safely and reported to Debriefing. Among the crews milling around
were several of my Aussie pilot mates, who with their crews of mixed
nationalities, had successfully delivered gliders to Arnhem during the two lifts.
Ron Minchin- Chas King- Henry Hoysted- Jack James- Pat Carrol- Wally
Marshall- Russ Tickner- Keith Prowd.
On the second Lift Jack reported that the towrope had snapped and the glider
landed 10 miles from the LZ. Keith reported that his glider broke loose and
seemed to explode as it hit the water...
The first Lift had caught the enemy by surprise and only seven RAF and five
American aircraft had been damaged by flak; all had returned. The second Lift
met more opposition, with 10 aircraft lost and 30 damaged by flak. These losses
were mainly in the resupply group. One Tug Stirling was lost, but many had flak
damage.

On our 196 squadron- 1st Lift -25 combinations sent -21 successful-2nd Lift -
22 sent -19 successfu I.

A complete British Airborne Division had been delivered to Arnhem by the 38
and 46 Groups, which was pleasing to us, and at that time we thought Market
Garden would be a great success! The Polish Brigade had yet to be dropped and
the troops had to be resupplied, so we anticipated a very busy week ahead. 46
Group was in Transport Command and they now returned to their normal duties
of transporting supplies as required, so the bulk of resupply missions would fall
to 38 Group.
Of the aircraft available, the Stirling could carry the greatest load, so they
played the major role in the resupply Ops...

My log book shows that on the first major resupply on the 19th September our
crew were rostered as reserve, which meant preparing our flight plan and the
aircraft ready for immediate take off if required. On this day Keith Prowd was
attacked and three of the crew were killed. He and two crew managed to bale
out, only to be captured and become POW until the end of the war in Europe.
Keith has a story to tell about that!!
I must add another Aussie mate to those above. Ian Pyvis, a West Australian
pilot arrived on the squadron from a Heavy Conversion Unit and took part in the
resupply Operations. On his first trip he was badly shot up, but limped
back to base. It was a case of "In at the deep end" and not much of a welcome,
but he carried on and stayed with the Squadron, completing many Ops including
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the Rhine crossing- "Operation Varsity." We are still good friends to this day...
We found our name in Battle Orders for a resupply on 20th September and
reported for briefing to find that we were to use the Southern route across to
Belgium and up the corridor past Eindhoven and on to the DZ. The bomb bay
was loaded with mortar bombs ( so we were told later) and there were several
packages including two large containers of petrol in the fuselage which were to
be dispatched through the parachute opening by two Army Dispatchers who
were to fly with us. On the ground the airborne boys were having a hard time
with ever increasing pressure from the Germans who had tanks; self propelled
guns to their advantage, so these supplies were badly needed.

This day was to see the Germans re occupy the bridge. At dawn Lt Colonel Frost
and his men were still clinging to the north-west end of the bridge and were
able to prevent the Germans from crossing it. A lot of heavy fighting developed
and he was badly wounded in the leg, many of his men were also wounded and
some killed. My thoughts -"If the Second Army had arrived then as had been
hoped, the Operation may have been successful. They did hold the bridge to
their great credit." However just after dusk under a flag of Truce the enemy
picked up many of the wounded including Lt Colonel Frost and the bridge was
once again in German hands.

We did not know all this was to happen on this day when we boarded our
Stirling. 100 Stirling's and 64 Dakotas were involved -17 Stirling's from 196.
We picked up our gear, which included Smith and Wesson revolvers, issued
when we were on SOE duties, and advised to always wear our uniforms and
revolvers so that we would be armed soldiers and should not be treated as
spies.!! Our two army Dispatchers joined us as we boarded, and took up their
position at the rear near the hatch opening.

The weather was clearing as we headed towards Belgium to pick up the
Northern Corridor; however we ran into some cloud in Belgium, so descended to
about 800 feet for map reading.
On reaching our landmark we turned onto a northerly course to make our run
up to the DZ and were cruising along steadily when suddenly "Crunch- Shudder"
as something heavy hit us "What the bloody hell was that?" Instruments OK -
engines going - controls feel OK -, so we continued until Les called "I can smell
fire Skip" I looked along the wings and saw smoke and flames flashing from the
port wing between the engines. I watched with a feeling of apprehension and in
a few seconds it was spreading rapidly, appearing to engulf the port inner
engine the wing was becoming heavy and dropping. - Flashing thoughts -"real
trouble -what to do -Bale out? Eight on board too low -Level fields -open space
- have to crash land -only chance while there is some control". We were
descending -"Crash positions -Crash positions- full flap- hope it works"-
descending-no wheels -holding off near ground-small tree to port - right rudder
-"might lift wing a bit-Can't miss it."
Still holding off, very close, clipped the tree, lost some wing and the next
second I felt her bump, settle and slither along the ground with a grinding
sound as potatoes began to fill the nose, to finally stop partly in a ditch. There
was a hissing sound as I switched off the power to the engines, which had
stopped when we hit the deck. There was still a possibility of an explosion, so
we all got out in a hurry. I looked down the fuselage but could see no one,
jumped on my seat, opened the hatch above and leaped onto the ground.

There was only six standing there "Where's Jim" I shouted "He's OK just
destroying some stuff." Then he emerged through the Astra Dome and jumped
down. Much relief and smiles all round "nice landing" someone said and I felt so
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relieved. There were noises like explosions of bullets in the burning wing!
We quickly hopped into a bit of a ditch and looked around. Junior pulled out his
revolver and started pointing it around." Put the bloody thing away, it won't be
much good if the Germans arrive." I said, but I liked his spirit After some
discussion we decided to head towards a clump of trees and rest there, while
we pondered on which direction we would take
We reached the trees, discussed our options, looked at our escape kit maps and
elected to go in an easterly direction, believing we were on the westerly side of
the Corridor. On we walked, jumping into any ditches that we saw, for a look
around. From one of these we saw an American Flying Fortress, which had
crashed. Adjacent there were about eight rifles with bayonets attached, driven
into the ground, and .standing vertical, all with American helmets on top. It was
a sobering sight!
We were all together, including the Dispatchers and there was never any
mention of splitting up or major differences throughout our trip back, which was
pleasing to me.
All were very keen to get back to England as soon as possible. That was our
duty, but most of us had an additional incentive; in my case I much preferred
the thought of Jean's company than that of a German guard!!
After travelling for a while we saw some men in the distance, who seemed to be
approaching us. "Are they German or British?" It was impossible to tell. There
was a wood not far away and I wondered if we should shelter there, but we
stayed put and watched, not knowing whether they had seen us. Junior got his
revolver out again as we crouched down, but as they came closer they held
their rifles above their heads and we could see they were British. What a relief!
as soon as we were certain we hopped up and ran to join them. Much hand
shaking, back slapping laughter and all talking at once. They had come from the
village? Town? of Westerhoven which had been liberated the day before, and
they had seen us coming down. They escorted us into the village and on the
way in I was amazed to see a young Dutch couple standing and watching an
Artillery crew who were firing a barrage. War can be strange!!
As we approached the village it seemed that the whole population were out to
greet us; "Viva the Royal Airforce" was the most common greeting as they
shook our hands "Welcome-Welcome" It was a great feeling to be among
friendly people.

The soldiers told us that a field HQ had been set up in the village, where they
would report our arrival, and asked us to wait until called. Chuck and I were
sitting on the grass while the rest were busy chatting around, when a senior
British Officer approached and asked me if I was the pilot of the crashed
bomber. I stood up "Yes Sir we were hit and set on fire -we think it was ground
fire-and we crashed landed." He enquired about our health and where this
happened? I told him the general direction and said about a K or two in
distance. Fifty one years later when we found the crash site I discovered that
we had walked about seven K, .from near the village of Duizel. Both Dennis
Royston and I had remembered it as a much shorter walk. Soon after that
discovery we received information from a Dutch eye witness, sixteen years old
at the time that he had seen a ME 109 slip out of a cloud, shoot us and set us
on fire before slipping back into the cloud. More about that 1995 adventure
later.

The Officer wished us luck, then departed and sent a Sergeant to us with a map
to help us find our way to Brussels. At my request he took us to a tent where a
signals unit were sending and receiving messages, to see if we could send a
message to England stating that we were safe. They sent one off OK, but as so
often happened it didn't get to Keevil.
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The Sergeant told us that a transport truck was heading back up the corridor
and the driver had agreed to take us part way. We snapped up the offer and
hopped aboard.
I sat in the front with the driver who said he was confident that he knew the
way because he had driven up the night before, so we were tickled pink at our
good fortune and put our escape kits in our pockets.
These kits included -silk map of the area - small compass about as big as a five
cent piece- chocolate-soap-small razor- matches and a few other items, which I
can't recall. I also had a magnetic fly button -so shaped that it would balance
on the end of a pencil, and a tiny white dot would indicate north. Also a
magnetic pencil clip which would balance on a pencil to show north.

The track we were driving along was winding, with temporary bridges, which
had been erected by the army engineers, over all the water crossings, The route
was mainly across country on tracks, but following in the general direction of
roads, and although I had my little compass we didn't come across much in the
way of land marks. I began to ponder on our good luck, to meet the soldiers so
soon. One of them told Dennis that they had chased some Germans into the
woods where I had contemplated sheltering. Another had approached me with a
pair of shoes and wanted to swap them for my flying boots. My boots were an
early design, very warm and comfortable when flying; heavy, floppy and
uncomfortable to walk in, and the thought of walking to Brussels in them did
not appeal, so I tried the shoes on and accepted the swap. Now it looked as
though we wouldn't be walking much!
We headed on towards the Village of Veerle, hoping to stay the night and
perhaps pick up some information regarding airfields where we might scrounge
a lift .Along the way we came to a shallow fork in the track and stopped to
discuss which to take. Both seemed to be going in the general direction we
needed and the driver said he thought he had come up on the left one, so off
we went until we came to a long bend to the East. We slowed down and were
debating whether to turn back, when we saw some men approaching. As they
neared, we saw that it was a British soldier escorting some German prisoners-
"where do you think you're going mate?" yelled the soldier, with a strong
Cockney accent"- " trying to get to Brussels"-" you'll end up in Germany if you
keep going along this bloody track.". No argument, just a quick U turn and a lot
of joking about our navigation as we headed back. There were signs of the
recent battles and quite a lot of negotiating around felled trees, ditches and
holes, but not much to help us find the way, however towards evening we
arrived at Veerle.

The people were very friendly and told us that the Germans had left the day
before, but were unable to advise on airfields nearby, and suggested we stay
the night. We were delighted to accept accommodation, some in the local pub
and some with the local Doctor. The Publican had three daughters who served
us with beers before providing a delicious meal -ham and eggs- such a treat
from a nearby farm. Les and I were to share a room at the pub, while the
others went elsewhere. Standing in the bar we found it very strange to think
that German soldiers had been there so recently, probably having a beer just
like us. The daughters showed us some bits and pieces of German equipment
they had collected and asked us if we had anything they could have as
souvenirs. I had nothing but my escape kit, which contained some soap, and we
had been told that soap was in short supply, so I gave her some soap and
chocolate as a gesture. She seemed pleased, went away and got a St
Christopher Medal, which she gave me; I understand St Christopher is the
Patron Saint of travel although I did not know that at the time.
Les and I enjoyed a nice room and a good sleep until we left our beds quite
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early, ready to press on towards Diest, where we hoped to get a lift to Brussels.
I realised that we were in a different culture when I went to a toilet in the back
yard. The door was very short, legs and head were exposed to the world as I
sat there gazing towards the rear of the pub, when suddenly a girl came out
with a dish of dirty water to pour down a drain. She waved to me, "Good
morning Sir" she shouted in English with a laugh. I think I blushed as I waved
back.
We all got together and thanked our hosts for their kindness, which we really
appreciated; couldn't get over our good fortune since the crash. They wished us
well as we set off along a route which I can't recall, except that we kept away
from the road, because we had been told that there could be still pockets of
Germans about.

We eventually reached the town of Diest in the early afternoon and began
making enquiries about the activities taking place there. First we found
somewhere to eat and discuss our options; decided to go to an airfield, which
we had been told was a Field Medical Centre and was loading wounded
Americans on an aircraft, to fly them to Brussels for Hospital care. The airfield
was not too far out of town, so we walked out there and stood watching the
army ambulances drive in, and their crews carrying stretchers of wounded
soldiers to an adjacent aircraft, for loading.
The aircraft was an old Sparrow Bi Plane which had quite a large fuselage for
passengers and the stretchers were being loaded under the supervision of a
young Officer. We approached him, told him our story and asked him if there
was any chance of a lift to Brussels. "It will depend on how many wounded we
get and if the pilot is happy to take you, this old Sparrow can't take very many
you know. If the pilot is happy I won't object". I found the pilot who said much
the same, so we waited, watching the wounded being loaded.
Eventually the pilot approached, told us that we could board and went with us
to show where we had to stand in the aisle. "Don't move from here because this
is where we need the weight for stability". We understood that and expressed
our appreciation.
We were standing next to a soldier who was swathed in blood soaked bandages
and didn't look too good to me. "How are you going? are you comfortable there
mate?" I asked. He grinned a bit "I'm OK buddy and I'd like to get a crack at
those God dam Japs too."!! That got a bit of a giggle around the aircraft and
gave us a great feeling of togetherness. I wonder what happened to him. I'm
sure they are the words he used because it became impressed in my brain and
we talked about it often afterwards.
The trip to Brussels was uneventful and I remember wondering how the pilot
came to be flying this old fashioned Sparrow-I would love to have had a go at
flying it. We thanked the pilot and walked down the aisle, saying farewell to the
wounded lads. (Ships that pass in the night) It stirred my emotions.
We found our way to a large building which had been set up for itinerant service
people, somewhere in Brussels. It was seething with service people, including
some Glider pilots, but I've no idea what they were all doing there, it just
appeared to be a shambles.

Junior had come by a few American dollars. He seemed to have the best
business brain, and I'm only guessing that he sold some gloves or other items.
We found a restaurant and enjoyed a nice meal in relative luxury, white table
cloths and waiter service. Some one said that the meat was Horse, but it was
enjoyed by all, so it was another new experience. The night was spent in
rather uncomfortable conditions, which were not conducive to a good rest, but
we appreciated that it was better than the conditions the troops on the battle
fields would have. I had a head full of worms thinking about how we could get
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back to England, which kept me awake most of the night. "If all this mob are
looking for transport, what would be our best bet"-over and over (train -bus-
ship-aircraft). Would there be aircraft going to the UK? and how to get to an
airport?

We decided we would try an airfield and in the morning found the location of an
airfield not too far out of town. A tram service went part way, so we hopped
aboard a very crowded tram and stood in the aisle, hanging to overhead straps.
The people were speaking in French or Flemish and we couldn't understand a
word. We were speaking in our various brands of English and no one appeared
to be listening, until one of our group suddenly squeezed his legs together with
a grimace - "I hope we get somewhere soon-I'm busting for a piss!". A young
woman looked up and said in quite cultured English-,"You will just have to wait
Sir." We all looked sheepish like naughty school boys as we heard a few giggles
around the tram. It was our first lesson, that on the Continent, many people
spoke English, and we became more circumspect in future..
All eight of us, still together, hopped off the tram and found our way to the
airfield, where we saw an Anson on the tarmac which seemed to be loading
prior to departing.

The pilot was standing watching some men servicing the aircraft, so we
wandered over, introduced ourselves and began a bit of a chat about our
experiences. He seemed quite friendly and interested, and told us that he was
flying medical equipment, including blood plasma from England to various
destinations. " Where are you off to next"?-"Taking some stuff back to England
in about an hour" "Lucky man - would there be any chance of giving a lift to
some of us"? He looked us over - "shot down aircrew -I dont think I would get
into trouble for that-OK there is not much weight on board -I'll take you all."
We were delighted and profuse in our pleasure of meeting such a nice chap. It
didn't matter to us where he took us as long as it was in the UK, so we didn't
ask him about his destination. The trip was uneventful and it was great to look
down on British soil once more. " Where are you stationed"? he enquired"
Keevil - not far from Bath, near the village of Steeple Ashton." I'm not far from
there -I'll drop you in if you show me the way" We couldn't believe our luck
once again, so we got our position from him and Jim gave him a course, while
Chuck and I did a bit of map reading. "See those white horses cut in the hill"- "
Yes I know them and I can see them." "If you fly to them you'll see our
runways" "OK thanks." He asked permission to land and in we went. Our exit
was full of gratitude and praise for a beautiful trip. He gave us thumbs up and
off he went

We stood at the end of the runway, wondering if anyone had seen where we
were, when a crew bus appeared," Where the hell have you sprung from" asked
the driver "we all thought you were Dead or POW!! That was when we realised
the message had not arrived.!!. On arrival at the Flight Office our Adjutant,
FltjLt Wellman was both amazed and delighted. "This is a wonderful surprise" as
he shook hands with us all
"there are quite a few still missing-I hope some more turn up". As the grape
vine spread the word everyone within reach came to welcome us," We all
thought you were dead you little bastard-where have you been?" said one of
my best mates as he slapped me on the back with a great grin on his face. It
was very exciting.!!
Fit jLt Wellman was an old World War One veteran and was a father figure to a
lot of we young lads, and I'm sure he looked on us as his boys, I always had a
lot of respect for him.
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When "the tumult and the shouting died" I asked him if I could ring my wife
Jean to let her know we were back." Of course you can- God bless you lad."

Those were his exact words -he was that sort of bloke.
I did ring Jean, but neither of us can remember whether the call reached her.
As it turned out she had received one telegram advising that I was missing and
one in the evening of the day we got back to say I had returned safely.
That evening we all went to the Duke Tavern in Bratton, and I, being the most
familiar with the premises, led the way into our favourite Bar.. It was crowded
with Squadron blokes who had just returned from an Arnhem drop. That is the
only time in my life when my entry into a room has caused a stir. " Where the
hell have you come from George?" "If you pour me a beer I'll tell you!."" We've
been toasting all you buggers who went missing, and now you just walk in and
expect free beer." " Best beer I've ever tasted too!." It developed into a bit of a
party, but not too much beer because there would be Ops tomorrow. A great
night for the crew and the Dispatchers!!
In the morning the relatively new Squadron Commander, Wing Commander
Baker, called me to the Flight for an interview. He said how pleased he was to
see us all back safe and sound and wanted to know the story. When I had
finished he asked me how I felt after an experience like that? " We are all OK
Sir and pleased we survived it." "Good I'll require a written report and then the
crew can have a few days leave. As I was about to leave he asked me why I
was not Commissioned.? "That is not for me to judge Sir". He did a bit of a grin
and told me I could go. He was the sort of bloke who made we Non
Commissioned Officers feel very comfortable in his company. A much respected
CO and we were all saddened to hear that he had been killed in action some
time later.
Our next move was to Collect our kit from the Morgue as it was called. Geoff
Bartholomew had gone through my kit and delivered it to the Morgue where it
would remain until it became known whether we had survived or not. It was a
bit eerie walking into the room and seeing a large stack of kit bags; not just kit
bags; young men.! Hope some have survived.!!
We said cheerio to the two Dispatchers and thanked them for their cooperation
during our adventure, shook hands and off they went; never would we meet or
hear of them again. Then we had a few days leave and all went in different
directions to see our friends and loved ones. Jean and I were tickled pink to get
together again and the Hopkins family welcomed me, their new family member,
in the usual friendly and supportive way.
On returning to base we continued flying, including a night SOE over Holland. A
few more lights were showing now that a lot of territory was in Allied hands,
and it was a strange feeling to look down on the country in which we had
crashed. We returned safely this time and continued general flying until the 9th

October, when the squadron was transferred to Weathers field near Braintree in
Essex.
Three matters of interest to me happened there. I received a Commission with
the rank of Pilot Officer, so now instead of being the top rank in the Sergeants
Mess, I was the lowest in the Officers mess and felt uncomfortable at first, but
soon got used to the different atmosphere. It had the advantage of getting to
know the Senior Officers and learning more about why things were done.
I got my new uniform in time to show Jean when she came to Braintree on
leave. We managed to find a room in a nice country thatched roof cottage near
Braintree, for the duration of Jean's holiday. This was in the so called Buzz
Bomb Alley, and we used to lay in bed and listen to these things fly over. As
long as you could hear the engine it was safe, but when the engine stopped
they dived to earth and exploded. We heard some stop and the following
explosions, in the distance, luckily!. They were random things just aimed forthe
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built up areas in the UK. A lot fell in open country, often with the aid of Spitfire
Pilots who would shoot them down, or tip them off balance by putting their wing
tip under the wing of the flying bomb and lifting it until the bomb lost control
and plunged into open space We heard that the Spitfire
pilots enjoyed that little trick!
Towards the end of November some of the crews who had joined the Squadron
prior to it being transferred t038 Group in the previous November, were told
that their Operational Tour was completed and they were to be posted to other
duties.

Some pilots of the crews being Screened that I recall were Ron Minchin, an
English mate of mine Johnny Hill, George Oliver, Keith Prowd, who was by then
a POW, so he was not available for posting. The crew all received this news with
mixed feelings. We had been together for over a year, shared a lot of
interesting and sometimes dangerous experiences, and now we were to be split
up and posted to an unknown future. I began to think over it all- Training with
Airborne- SOE -SAS -D Day - Arnhem.
Arnhem was the enigma, Successful landings-Supply runs where much of the
supplies dropped fell in designated areas, which unbeknown to us, were under
German control- the bridge was bravely held by the Airborne, but eventually fell
to the more heavily armed Germans, before help arrived. All this at
considerable cost. 1st Airborne, fatal casualties 1,485, POW and evaders 6,525,
and those evacuated safely across the Rhine3,910. from a total of 11,920.
The RAF suffered heavy losses, mostly on the resupply runs-38 and 46 Groups
flew 1339 sorties and lost 68 Aircraft- 44 Stirlings and 24 Dakotas- with 368
aircrew killed plus 27 American aircrew killed while dropping British and Polish
parachutists.
Was it worth it?? I was just a hands on pilot, but others have said "If it had
succeeded it could have seen the Allies in Berlin before the Russians and the
war much shortened". Well that's War!!!
Our last flight on the Squadron was on the 30th December and the posting was
to report at 1665 Heavy Conversion Unit Tilstock near Whitchurch on the 6th Jan
1945 as a Screen Instructor. Dennis and my mate Johnny Hill were also posted
to Tilstock.

Les was to go to Ringway where the parachute training School was based, Jim
went to a similar Unit as a Screen Nav Instructor, but I don't know where Chuck
and Junior went. 1665 HCU was where I had converted to Stirlings. A return for
me!

My friend Ron Minchin went with another Officer to help set up a new Transport
Squadron using the new Mark V Stirling, which was an unarmed transport
designed for up to 40 troops, stretchers, seated casualties, and included a rear
loading ramp and room for two jeeps and trailers
Ron had some interesting trips to India and other places, but that is his story..
There is a Sequel to the Arnhem crash, mentioned by Jean in her story, which is
best dealt with now, before I carry on with the rest of my Air Force story.

LEST WE FORGET
with them.
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For this story, we need to jump across time to 1984 when there were
Celebrations on the 6th of June, in memory of the landings in Normandy in
World War 2.
By this time, Jean and I had an adult family, Dawn, Max, Paula, some grand
children, and were living in our house at 748 Canning Highway Applecross which
we had built in 1948.
We had both retired from an interesting work life in 1981- 82, and were
developing new interests, which included riding bikes and travelling in our
Caravan. In 1983 we towed our caravan right around Australia, in the company
of our friends Lois and Charles Allatt. This took six months and opened our eyes
to the beauty and the multitude of interesting places to be seen in our
wonderful country.
In 1984, a number of events took place, which was to channel our interests into
new experiences. Melville Council were contemplating building a Retirement
Village adjacent to our home and needed three more blocks for extra space, and
they approached us and our neighbours with an offer to purchase our
properties. After some negotiating we all sold up and built elsewhere, and our
choice was 2 Ainslie Court Kardinya, where we now live.
The year 1984 was the 40th Anniversary of the landings in Normandy and
various reunions and celebrations were taking place in all the Allied countries,
including Perth WA.
By this time, Jean and I had virtually erased most of our war experiences from
our every day thoughts, but an article by a local Journalist who had taken part
in the 38 Group Parachute drops caught my eye. He mentioned the part that
Stirlings had taken, and this triggered off memories in my mind, which caused
me to write to the
Sunday Times expressing my interest in the article, and my involvement.
Few people here had even heard of Stirlings, and most had no idea that
Australian airmen had been involved in the D Day landings. At that time Ron
Minchin was the only person I knew from WA who had shared that experience,
and he was living in Melbourne, so I felt like quite alone with my memory .and
felt the need to meet the Journalist.
In response to my letter the Journalist, John Payne, rang me and arranged to
have dinner at the Booragoon Hotel, where we exchanged our stories. John was
English and had been a Navigator on Stirlings doing the same job as us, so we
felt an immediate bond and decided to keep in touch. We enjoyed a good meal
with a couple of red wines; " You've got a story there George" he said as we
shook hands and left.
It was also the 40th Anniversary of the Arnhem operation on the 17th of
September, and John wrote a story about our adventure, for the Sunday Times.
I had not heard of any of my crew or Squadron mates since the war, but all this
was about to change.
One of the Aussies got hold of the article and spread the word that I was still
alive and living in WA. Some time later I was contacted by Chas King, who had
a daughter living in WA, and we arranged to have lunch with Ron Minchin, who
had recently returned to WA. I didn't know Ron had returned and had not seen
him for about 38 years; when we met he shook hands and said "Where have
you been you little bastard
, I've been trying to find you" The same old Ron!!. The three of us sat down and
Chas told us that some of the Aussies had been in contact with each other, and
also with English crew members, which to my surprise included Jim Oates and
Dennis Royston from my crew.

113



An English aircrew member of the squadron who had been in the Police Force in
Yorkshire, Mike Stimson, had done some tracking down of squadron blokes and
taped their stories. He sent me one and I was amazed to hear the voice of Jim
and Dennis, who both gave me their best wishes. This was the beginning of a
new page in our lives, and Jean who had shared so much in those distant
events, was just as interested as me to re ignite old friendships
One day I received a call from Geoff Bartholemew, who had packed my kit and
taken it to the Morgue. He and his wife Doreen were visiting their daughter who
lives in Perth, so we invited them over for lunch and talked over our
experiences. "Do you remember packing my kit Geoff ?" I asked "Yes I do - you
were an untidy bugger -I remember that." I probably was, but now Jean has
trained me !! We socialised with them until Geoff died, and still hear from
Doreen occasionally..

In 1989, Jean and I went to England to stay with her sisters in Houghton On
The Hill and also to meet Dennis Royston and Jim Oates and their wives. Dennis
and Vera had a Time Share at Ambleside in the Lake District and they picked us
up from Houghton and we drove to Sheffield, where we joined Jim and Evelyn.
We then proceeded to Leeds and called on Mike and Bet Stimson, who provided
us with a real Yorkshire" feast"-the table was laden with food.!!. It was a great
meeting and Mike was full of information about other Squadron mates, with
whom he had a recent reunion .Later that day we expressed our appreciation of
their hospitality, and off we went to Ambleside for a wonderful week together.
During this week Dennis and I began to ponder the possibility of finding the
crash site; which at the time seemed a bit of a pipe dream, and we reached no
definite decision of how or when this could be done. I told him I still had the
map we used which showed the area in which we would need to search, but the
exact location would not be available because once we were on fire we didn't
take much notice of where we were going, but only looked for a landing area..
When the week was up Jim and Evelyn went home and Jean and I went to
Kenilworth with Dennis and Vera, to stay with them for a very pleasant few
days, before returning to Houghton to be with Jean's sisters Jess and Mary.
Jean and I had an Around The World Ticket which enabled us to fly to Halifax
Canada and then on to Toronto where we had arranged to meet Junior(George)
Gelinas (ex rear gunner)and his wife Helen. We enjoyed a great week at
Niagara with them, visiting the Falls and the beautiful gardens and country in
the area.

Helen had been in the WAAF on the squadron and was very interested in our
report on the visit to Jim and Dennis and their wives. Among other stories, we
mentioned that we had discussed the possibility of finding the crash site, which
was received with interest. All good things come to an end, and now we just
send occasional cards to keep in touch. The remainder of the trip, which
although very interesting and enjoyable is not, really part of this story, so I will
flip back to Perth and to the ensuing events leading to 1995.
Dennis had introduced me to the Stirling Aircraft Association which was trying
to find enough parts of Stirlings to assemble one, and they are still hoping to do
that or build a Replica. Not one was saved after the war, which is disappointing
now that so much interest in the History in that era has developed. We kept in
touch, and both were still interested in trying to find the resting place of E Easy.
I was too far away to be much help, but was able to confirm the area shown on
the map.

In 1994, Dennis and Vera went over to Holland for the 50th Anniversary
Memorial Service held at Arnhem, and also tried to find the crash site, without
success. This is not surprising because it was on private property and E Easy

114



had been removed. He returned home very disappointed. When the next Stirling
Aircraft Association News
Letter arrived, he was delighted to find a request from a Dutch Researcher,
(Peter van Gelderen) for information regarding aircraft which had crashed in
Holland during WW2. He immediately wrote back, told the story and the
approximate Location. Peter was delighted to hear from Dennis and said that he
knew of the crash and its approximate location, but had no knowledge of the
crew...

At this stage Dennis wrote to us with the hopeful news, and Jean and I decided
that we would go to the next Memorial Service, hopefully with Vera and Dennis,
and with the help of the Dutch, find the site.
Some time later Dennis wrote and told us that Peter had contacted two other
Researchers, one of whom knew the exact site, and would be able to arrange a
meeting with the owners of the property.
Some time later he sent the exciting news that the researchers had been in
contact with the Winterman family, the owners of the farm where we crashed,
and told them that they were in contact with the crew. Apparently, they were
just as excited as us, having wondered for 50 years, who we were, and what
had happened to us.

The next news was an invitation for the four of us and the Researchers to visit
the crash site. This was accepted with great pleasure, .and galvanised us into
immediate action.
Dennis sent me an Application Form to join the" ARNHEM 1944 VETERANS
CLUB", which in conjunction with the Dutch "LEST WE FORGET FOUNDATION
"run an Annual Memorial Service in the Arnhem area. The membership of that
Club consists of the .Airborne troops and the aircrews who dropped and supplied
them. Dennis and I were proud to join such a Club.
This would enable us to take an active part in the programme and open the
possibility of spending a week living with a Dutch family, and learn something
of their Culture. In response to this Application Jean and I were delighted to
hear that we would be Hosted by a Dutch family in Velp, a village close to
Arnhem.

Dennis and Vera invited us to stay with them at Burnham On Sea and to drive
together over to Holland, to attend the Memorial Service and then proceed to
the crash site under the guidance of the Researchers.
We then planned our trip via London to Burnham On Sea and bought a Qantas
ticket to depart on the 1st of September..1995.
The visit to Holland the previous year had given Dennis and Vera some
knowledge of that part of the country, so they set about planning our Itinerary
in great detail, including all accommodation. Soon after we received a copy,
seeking our final acceptance of the plan. They did a wonderful job and we
replied to say we were delighted with it all, and looked forward with pleasure to
seeing them in Burnham On Sea on Tuesday 5th September.

Fortunately for me Jean has kept a diary of this trip, so I will not have to rely
wholly on my memory of the essential facts at least, in this part of the story.
On the 1st of September, Dawn and Jamie escorted us to Perth Airport for our
departure. We always get good family support and interest in such matters,
which is greatly appreciated.
The trip included a change of aircraft at Singapore, but otherwise was
uneventful, although very crowded and we arrived at Heathrow at 5- 30 AM on
the 2nd Sept, and caught a Shuttle bus to the Heathrow Thistle Hotel to stay

until our departure for Burnham On Sea on the 5th.
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While in London we visited a few interesting places including the Royal Air Force
Church, St Clement's Danes, where we found the 196 Squadron crest in the
floor tiles. In the Crypt, we saw the RAF 38 Group Book of Deaths, which
happened to be opened at a 196 Squadron member! We also cruised up the
Thames to Greenwich and visited a few old haunts from previous visits.
We love old English Pubs and found the White Horse, which was within walking

distance from the Thistle Hotel. It was built in 1536 in the village of Longford
and I had to duck my head to enter through the entry door. Inside the ceiling is
supported by large Oak beams and there was a large open log fire burning. A
couple of pints for me and a glass of wine for Jean, with a bite to eat, was a
great way to start our ensuing adventure.

I had phoned Dennis to let him know we had arrived and would be catching a
coach from No 2 Terminal on the 5th, so on that day we caught the Shuttle Bus
to the Terminal, where I rang him to confirm our time of arrival
It was an interesting trip via Bath and Bristol through pelting rain for the most
part, and we were met by a cheerful Dennis and Vera, who greeted us with
friendly hugging and hand shaking, before loading the car boot. It was a new
Camry and Vera said that one main criterion in choosing the car was that it
must have a boot big enough to take all our luggage to Holland. We arrived at
their residence in Burnham on Sea at about 11pm, and were introduced to our
lovely bedroom, which we would use for the time we were with them. Next day
we were busy making final decisions, packing and exploring the area, before an
early night to bed, in preparation for our departure in the morning of the 7th

September 1995.
Next day we were busy making final decisions, packing and exploring the area,
before an early night to bed in preparation for our departure in the morning of
the 7th September 1995.

In the morning we set off on the 252 mile trip to Dover, stopping for morning
tea and lunch, and arrived at Dover at 3-15 pm where we joined a long queue
of cars waiting to board the Ferry to Calais. We arrived at Calais at 5-15 pm and
it was getting dark by the time we had gone through the landing procedures, so
finding our hotel, the Calais Campanile, proved a bit tricky until we saw a small
sign at the side of the road which indicated the direction. I got the impression
that the French have strict laws about the size of signs? We then found time to
walk around the area before retiring to our very comfortable unit for the night.
The next leg was to Holland via Ostende to Zeebruge and across low flat
country to the Belgian -Holland border, then from Breskins to Vissinger via
ferry, and on to a hotel at Serooskerke in Holland for two nights. We stayed two
nights so that we could explore the Delta Expo. This is an amazing
achievement, in Engineering to control the flow of water from the North Sea
flooding into the Delta, which had caused great damage and injury in the past.

It was most interesting to walk along inside the wall, where information and
charts displayed the complicated method of constructing the wall separating the
North Sea from the waters of the Delta, and all the equipment required to
control the amount of water to be let through. It was well worth the visit.
After the two nights we set of on the 10th September, calling at Delf,
Amsterdam, which was full of historical interest, and then on to the Hotel
Schipol in the Zuider Zee area for the night.

The drive out past the Amsterdam International Airport on the 11th was of
particular interest, because we had been told about a small Museum about
5Kms from the village of Assendelft contained an excellent display of crashed
aircraft parts, and we were hoping to find some information about Stirling's. The
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Museum was in the countryside, and our maps were not very detailed
so we had some trouble finding it. We got some directions from someone in
Assendelft, but when we got into the country we could not relate the directions
to what we saw, so when we saw a girl riding a bike along a track I hopped out
and asked her if she could help. In good English she said she had heard of it but
was not sure where it was, but we were going in the right direction, so we
pressed on asking as we went, and finally we were given specific directions and
told that it was about 3 kms distant.

At last we arrived, only to find the museum locked, and a sign saying it was
closed on Sundays. This was very disappointing, so Jean and I decided to walk
to a nearby farm house and enquire about the possibility of getting it opened.
The lady of the house did not have much English, but with a lot of hand
gestures and a bit of Jean's school French, she understood that we had come all
the way from Australia to see it, and a wide smile spread across her face. She
phoned some one in charge and he said he would be there in about 15 minutes
to open up. This was quite exciting, and confirmed our opinion that it payed to
ask the locals if you had problems.
We returned to the car with the good news, and had a bit of a walk around the
Museum until a big Dutch man arrived in a four wheel drive vehicle, to greet us
with a smile and hand shakes.

To our thanks, he replied that it was a pleasure, and he would be interested to
hear our story during the visit. The display was quite extensive and included
samples of equipment from all the combatant nations. We were amazed to be
told that his Group had recovered items from 700 aircraft which had crashed in
the Zuider Zee, (There has been some renaming of the water into three
sections -WADDEN ZEE, at the North and the I J SSELMEER-MARKERMEER to
the south) and surrounding country. German aircraft, American Fortresses,
Wellingtons, Lancasters, and Stirling's were mentioned. It was well worth the
visit, he was delighted to hear our tale and told us that he had been a Dutch
glider pilot. We expressed our admiration for the work the Group had done, and
thanked the lady at the farmhouse for her kindness, before finding our way
back to Assendelft for coffee.

Our next call was at Enkhuisen on shores of the Zuider Zee to enquire about a
Stirling which had crashed into the water in the vicinity. We thought that if it
could be salvaged, it would be a historical treasure, but we could not find
anything about the site of the crash, and kept the information in mind for
passing on to researchers. That night was spent at the Van der Valk Hotel which
had been built on reclaimed land not far from the causeway connecting Noord to
Friesland. In the morning
as we crossed the
causeway we saw some
information bays which
described the method and
purpose of the project
which was built in 1932. It
claimed 4800 Hectares for
agriculture, but set back
the fishing industry, so at
the low tide the flood gates
are raised 50 ems to allow
fish which need fresh
water for breeding, to
enter. Another good, piece
of engineering.
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After a night at De Bilt we set off on the 13th September 1995 for the final leg
through the Wolfhezie area where the 1st Airborne were dropped in 1944. There
we saw the Memorial to them and also the Polish Cross of Remembrance and
also the Caravan Park where Dennis and Vera had stayed the year before. Then
on to Oostereek through a great permanent Arch over the road which reads
WELCOME VETERANS. The AIRBORNE MEMORIAL was to the left and the
MUSEUM on the right. It was a wonderful welcome followed by personal
comments from the local people.
"Thank you for giving us back our freedom," was often the greeting received by
Veterans. It was a wonderful atmosphere of friendship and mutual respect..

The Airborne Memorial at Oosterbeek
We found the Concert Hall to Register, only to find
that it had closed at 11-30am. This was a bit of a
surprise, however we drove around the area and
eventually found our Hosts who had been wondering
where we were.
Our hosts were Oncko and Roelien Maarschalk, who
were with the hosts of Dennis and Vera. After kind
greetings, all round Roelien invited us all to their
home, for discussions of backgrounds, future
activities and some refreshments. Fortunately for us
Roelien speaks excellent English and Oncko is quite
good too, which was just as well, because I had
spent some time learning some commonplace
Dutch, only to find that I could not understand them
when spoken. Photographs, talking, with good food
and drinks made a wonderful start to our visit, and
certain arrangements were made regarding our
proposed activities. Vera and Dennis then left with
their Hosts, for over night, having arranged a
meeting with us in the morning. When they had
gone Roelien took us to our nice room, which was
adjacent to a bathroom, and we were able to
unpack and settle in.

Such was the hospitality that she told us that she and Oncko would be at work
some of the time and gave us a key to the house and permission to go and
come as we pleased. We were surprised and grateful at such trust to total
strangers, and it greatly enhanced our stay when we could pop in and out for
walks around the area in spare time.

One of the favourite haunts for the
Airborne Veterans was a corner cafe-
Schonberg-"No 1 Cafe Airborne", which
we visited during the day. It was filled
with Veterans wearing T shirts with "Lest
We Forget" on the chests; the
atmosphere was electric with good will,
and the room reverberated with the
sound of animated conversations. A
young Dutch schoolboy greeted us and
asked for my autograph and where we
came from, so I also wrote Perth
Western Australia in his book. "Oh
Australia, you have come along way"
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"Yes, do you know where that is?" "Yes I do, it's near Indonesia and it is all
desert in the middle and people only live in a small spot."! Jean told him he
knew a lot, and he proudly said he had learnt it at school yesterday.!
After making ourselves known to some of the Airborne Veterans, enjoying a
drink or two with them, and hearing stories about their mates who had been
killed in fierce fighting in the area around the cafe, the time came for us to
leave for a quick look at an adjacent Memorial, and then return to the residence
of our Host.
Roelien and Oncko provided us the first of many beautiful meals and drinks
which we were to have during our stay. They were very interesting people and
told us stories of the circumstances under which they lived during the
Occupation of their country. Oncko's father was a doctor at the hospital when it
was liberated during the landings, but of course the Germans counter attacked
and later they were re occupied. "Did you feel let down then?" Jean asked. They
both looked at her and said "Not at all- your young soldiers were being killed for
us." Roelien mentioned an incident when her mother had made some jars of
Pate and left them on the kitchen table, but some German soldiers confiscated
them. Mum was not amused!!
On Thursday 14th September Dennis and Vera picked us up for a visit to the
Museum, which has a complete history of the battle displayed with photographs
and equipment used by both sides. Then into Arnhem, to have a look at the
bridge on the site of the original, which was the objective of the Operation in
1944. We then returned to our Host's home until the evening, when we went to
Westerbowing Restaurant for the AGM of The Arnhem 1944 Veterans Club.

During the next few days we attended three quite moving Services in memory
of people who had lost their lives in the battle.
On a visit to Appeldorn Military Barracks, which had been used as a Hospital
during the battle, we had the honour of an escort of police outriders as our bus
drove past cheering flag waving local people. In the Canteen we were treated to
morning tea while hearing some general information regarding the history, and
current use of the Barracks as a police training establishment. Then out to the
Parade ground for a lovely Service, which concluded with the Last Post played
by the Police Band.
The mood then changed to a happy celebration, as the crowd moved to the
Parade Ground and the band played old wartime songs. This ended with us all
joining hands in a great
circle to sing Auld Lang
Syne. It was a great
experience to share
with the Dutch people.
The original parachute
drop had been in a flat
area of land at Geinkel
Heath, and some
Airborne events had
been planned to take
place there on Saturday
the 16th September
1995. Dennis and Vera
picked us up and we
drove out there to see
the show. A large
crowd of people turned
out on this beautiful day Above: Ginkel Heath - waiting for the Drop - 16th September 1995
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and found their way to some high ground adjacent, where chairs had been set
up for a good view of the landing ground. We mingled and chatted with the
people for a while before finding a good place to sit.

There was a Band playing appropriate music and the atmosphere was friendly
and happy, in anticipation of the proposed parachute drops. The sound of
approaching Dakota aircraft drew our attention to the clear sky, and as they
crossed the landing ground we saw three hundred Dutch Parachutists descend,
just as had happened in 1944. The crowd cheered and clapped as the lads
marched up to an assembly point near the seating, where they formed up in
ranks and stood at ease.
Then the drone of a Hercules caught our attention, and as it passed some of the
original Veterans, mostly 70 or more years old, and all wearing orange boiler
suits, jumped and floated down; this time to a peaceful welcome. One Veteran
was blind, but still jumped in tandem with another. An 84 year old Veteran who
jumped said he thought it was probably his last jump!!! Such was the spirit.
They marched up and assembled with the young Dutch soldiers, to take part in
a memorial service,
during which the crowd
stood, to join. the
singing of some Hymns
and Anthems.
It was a tradition to
provide a glass of
strong Dutch Gin, to
Veterans and wives, I
suppose as a toast,
and this had enhanced
ou r enjoyment as we
sipped it while
watching this
wonderful event.
At the close we
did a bit of sight
seei ng as we
drove back to Velp
for an evening
meal with our Host family. Then off to a very enjoyable musical Military Tatoo in
Oosterberg with Roelien and Oncko.
On the 17th September, exactly 51 years after the landing, the Main Memorial
service took place at the War Cemetery, where we sat in chairs on the lawn
between the gravestones. The Service was in English and Dutch; one thousand
Dutch children assembled and one stood at the each Grave with a flower in their
hand. On notice they placed the flower on the grave and spoke the name of the
person. A very moving experience.!
This was the last day with our Hosts and we along with Dennis and Vera were
invited for a very special and different style meal. We all sat at a long table
laden with a large variety of meats, vegies, cheeses, fish, breads and
fruit. Each person had a cast iron griddle and it was select and cook your own.
It was a great way to spend our last evening together.
Oncko passed a movie camera around and we all expressed our pleasure of the
time together in our own way. In the morning of the 18th Dennis and Vera
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called to pick
us up, and say their
farewell to Roelien and
Oncko, who were
waiting outside with us.
It was with mixed
feelings, as we thanked
them for their kindness
and departed on our
journey to try and find
the crash site. Dennis
had arranged to meet
Peter van Gelderen at
Nierwerkerk on the
outskirts of Rotterdam,
to lead us to his home
to meet his parents and
show us the replica Stirling cockpit
which he had made. When we arrived
he introduced us to his parents, who
invited us to stay for lunch and a
chat. Also Peter took us up to his
display of
memorabilia in
his large attic
room. Dennis and
I were amazed at
the workmanship
and accuracy in
his Stirling
cockpit. We
recognised it
immediately and
50 years of
memory flooded
back into our
heads as we
looked at a
wonderful display
of items from
both sides of the
combatants. He
then took all our
details and entered them in his computer. We were shown details of his
research, of 199 crashes, and he mentioned one case when he discovered the
graves of a crew, and tracked down a
Canadian wife who had no confirmed knowledge
of where her husband had been killed or buried. She was so relieved to receive
the information that she came over to visit the grave and express her thanks to
Peter. These researchers did a lot of this good work, which was appreciated by
the families of missing airmen. When we expressed our appreciation to the
family for the work they were doing, they responded, as so many others had,
by saying how grateful they were for being liberated and for the food supplies
they had received from the air...

Service at the Arnhem War Cemetry 17-9-1995

Where 1000 local school students placed a
flower on each grave AND SAID THE NAME
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Then we had an enjoyable and conversational lunch before setting out to meet
Ad van Zantvoort, who had helped Peter locate the crash site, and his wife
Ingrid.

After tea, coffee and cake at their house, Ad and Ingrid led us to the Winterman
farm near Duizel. As we entered the Drive way we were met by Ad Herman, the
researcher who had provided the final information as to the exact location. He
introduced us to the Winterman family, who invited us in to their beautiful Farm
House for some delicious Dutch cakes, biscuits and cream, which had been
especially made for us. It was very exciting, with everyone talking at once,
while eating and drinking, We mingled around and had a chat
with the Wintermans individually and found that some people had been
evacuated to them from Eindhoven, after their houses had been bombed by the
Germans. "Why did you run from the house instead of asking for help?" asked
Mrs Winterman. "I suppose it was because we didn't know where the Germans
might be, and we thought the woods would give us some cover while we
considered our next step." She then thanked me for not hitting the house. "That
would not have done us much good Mrs Winterman, we would have probably all
been killed, so you don't have to thank me," After a most enjoyable time, we
were all invited to go out to the crash site.
Several of the men had metal detectors and shovels and were very keen to get
out and start digging for parts of the Stirling, which may have been left after it
had been removed to the tip many years before.
There were quite a number of visitors, cousins, and friends who joined us as we
walked towards the crash
site, most had cameras,
both Still and Movie. On the
way we were shown the tree
we had clipped during the
crash, now fully grown. "Just
as well it wasn't this size
then George, or we probably
wouldn't be here now" said
Dennis. We arrived at the
ditch, which Dennis and I
remembered so well. I
looked down at the ground,
on which we eight young
men had stood looking at
our burning Stirling fifty one
years ago. How could I put
my feelings into words,??
Fleeting memories, fire,
exploding bullets, crashed
Fortress, American helmets . .
on rifles, kit bags in the Above: Jean OlIVer and Vera Royston at the landing zone.

morgue, empty beds, notice board "failed to return", Suddenly the loud Buzz of
a metal detector brought my mind back to the present.!! The owner, who was in
his eighties grabbed his shovel and attacked the soil with the vigour of a spring
chicken. The click click of many cameras, and plenty of animated talk, created
an atmosphere of excitement and anticipation, as a piece of curved Tee section
metal ribbing, encased in hard clay was lifted from the hole. It was handed to
Dennis and me to examine. We scraped away some of the softer clay and found
a piece of Perspex attached, which led us to believe that it was part of the bomb
aimer's compartment in the nose of our Stirling. This was
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later confirmed by a British Researcher, who had acquired some structural
drawings of Stirling's from Short Bros, who built them. Quite a few pieces were
also found, including dozens of exploded bullets, control and electrical cables.
One of the cousin's who witnessed the crash, excitedly told us how they had
recovered eggs from the aircraft. Dennis and I felt quite stunned by this until
after some help from the Dutch we found that he was referring to our escape
axe, which was carried to enable us to hack our way out if necessary.
Fortunately it had not been needed and eventually it was presented to Dennis
on a following visit. One of his sentimental treasures.!! Jean brought some of
the Dutch people over to have a look at my piece and it was passed around, not
much to look at, but it still created a lot of interest and discussions as to what
part it was. Some had witnessed the actual crash and were animated in
telling how they had shouted advice about our wrong direction.. Dennis also
selected some pieces for his collection, and then we were all invited to the
house for more tea, coffee and cakes.
A very interesting afternoon was spent looking at some of the photographs of
the event, while Video tapes were being made, and photographs of the crew
which Dennis and I had brought, were displayed to be copied. Research Files
with pictures of other crashes were passed around, and stories were told of help
that had been provided to surviving members. It was a very happy time and we
felt reluctant to leave, but our Researchers had some distance to travel and we
were booked for the night at a hotel in Eindhoven, so with much hugging and
hand shaking we thanked the Watermans family and left.

At the hotel we had drinks with Ad and Ingrid, Peter and his parents, before
waving them off to their homes. It had been a wonderful experience to meet
these people.
The following pages showing us on site were sent by the Dutch, who also sent
me a Video tape which may be of interest to any reader. Also a copy of the card
sent to me by Mr Rijken regarding his witness of the attack by a ME 109. He
was 16 years old at the time. Included is a type written copy of the message,
sent to me by Dennis Royston. The map shown is a copy of the map used in
September 1944, to get to Diest.
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L to R Vera Royston, Mr Winterman, Mrs Winterman, Jean & George Oliver, Mr
Winterman and Dennis Royston - Near the oak tree that was clipped - Now
much Larger

On the Right:
Harwell RAF Airfield,
from where the
troops of the very
first British to land
in Normandy

124

Using the Metal Detector at the crash site 20-9-1995



Pegasus Bridge Memorial.
The plaque reads - The 6th British
Airborne Division landed near this
Bridge on the 5j6th June 1944 as
spearhead of the Allied Armies of
Liberation.

Mr Jan Winternam and Mrs
Winterman hand the Crash
Axes from our crashed
Stirling U851 to Dennis
Royston August 1998.
The Axe had been in his
possession since Sep 1944.
Vera Royston on the Right

Vera Royston and George Oliver, wit
Stirling piece at crash site 20-9-095
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TO THE PEOPLE OF GELDERLAND

50 years ago, British & Polish Airborne soldiers fought here against overwhelming odds
to open the way into Germany and bring the war to an early end. Instead, we brought

death and destruction for which you have never blamed us. This stone marks our
admiration for your great courage remembering especially the woman who tended our
wounded. In the long winter that followed your families, risked death by hiding Allied

soldiers and airmen while members of the Resistance helped many to safety
You took us then into your homes as fighters and friends we took you forever into our

hearts. This strong bond will continue long after we are all gone.
1944-SEPTEMBER-1994

Arnhem Bridge



Parts of Stirling E-Easy U851 Retrieved near Duizel Holland 20-9-1995
Dennis Royston Collection

This piece of Stirling U 185 has been mounted on a jarrah memorial box for safe
keeping. It has been identified as part of the nose Bomb Arming Compartment.
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Polish Independent Parachute
Brigade and British Airborne Division

Memorial Wolfheze Dropping Zone

Memorial of Ginkel Heath 1944
Parachute Dropping Zone

On the monument you can read the following inscription: In memory of the units of the
1st Airborne Division and of the 1st Polish Independent Parachute Brigade Group which
landed in this vicinity on 17, 18 and 19 September 1944. From here, they advanced in
the direction of Arnhem to seize the road-bridge as part of Operation Market Garden.
This Battle of Arnhem lasted from 17 to 26 September 1944.
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This article by Dennis was published in the, magazine of "The Stirling Aircraft
Association", and I have added photographs of the two nostalgic displays in his
home.

ZD-E UDSI 'E" E~EPHRNT 1944 &194S - Dennis Roqston

We Flew to Amhem area towing Horsa Gliders on17th & 18th September, 1944 packed with
members of The Airborne division and their equipment. Due to tragic shortage of aircraft
on the 19th we were rested, but on 20thSeptember we set off with our bomb bays full

parachute canister supplies and two parachute panniers in the fuselage to be dispatched by
two army dispatchers at the appropriate time.

The following is an account as it happened

On 20th September 1944, we were airborne at 12:10 with a load of about 21 containers in
the bomb bay and 2 panniers in the fuselage. We were accompanied by 2 army dispatches
who were to dispatch the panniers at the appropriate time. As all 38 Group ops i.e. para
troops glider tows and supply drops were executed over the drop zone at 200' this was to be
no exception. We were on course and dropping fairly fast on our run in towards our DZ
when!!!! Crump - we had been hit and the port wing between the engines was on fire. The
port wing was dropping and the skipper had little control over it. He ordered crash
positions and knowing that we were carrying two 50 gallon tanks of petrol in the fuselage
was anxious a) not to endanger civilian life and b) ensure the safety of his crew and with
considerable skill coaxed it down to within a few feet of the deck when he uttered an
unprintable mouthful followed by the "the wing has dropped off'. This saved the fire from
spreading to the fuselage. There was a lurch, a loud scraping sound and the nose filled with
turnips (recently advised they were potatoes). We were down not far from Eindhoven and
no-one was injured - not a scratch between us. We were soon out of the astra dome and
scanning the horizon. Our Canadian Rear Gunner had drawn his 38 Smith & Wesson and
using choice words invited the gerries to do their worst. Skipper told him to put the b .y
thing away. We decided not to head for the nearby (Wintermans) farm (German
whereabouts unknown) but to make for a wood about half a mile away for cover, but
hearing shouting we thought we had been spotted and it the deck. We stayed down - peering
occasionally in the direction of the shouting, until we could see men running towards us
with their rifles held above their heads. We sensed they were ours. We were taken back to
their field HQ where they informed us that the wood was seething with gerries they had
chased there half an hour ago and were expecting a counter attack

Whilst we were beingfeed with tea and fags, F/Marshall Montgomery went down the main
road in his staff car distributing cartons of 200 cigarettes.

The sergeant gathered some of his men and said they were going to see if they could
salvage our cargo otherwise blow it up as they didn't intend to leave iffor them B ! We
didn't hear any explosions from the direction of our beloved '£' Elephant, and they cheered
us by telling us that we were carrying Nitro and Mortars. They supplied us with a driver
and truck and eventually, after much diving in and out of ditches we arrived at the Belgium
village of Veerle where we were wined and dined by a charming couple and their three
daughters in their pub and so to bed The next morning after brealifast we had a hard job
preserving our dignity as the daughters wanted all we owned as souvenirs.
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We ultimately arrived at Diest aerodrome where we eventually boarded an ancient
Sparrow with some wounded and were flown to Brussels. There we were told to lose
ourselves as they had too many wounded stretcher cases to get back - but in due course we
were delivered back to Keevil in an Anson with some walking wounded, where there was
some jubilation as we were the second crew to return to the fold after being missing. Only 8
out of 28 had returned after the op. After a spell

of leave we were back in circulation, with more SOE and SAS ops, and a move to
Wethersfield to go once more into training, preparing for the Rhine Crossing.
Our crew consisted of

WIO George Oliver (Australia) Pilot
FIS James Oates (Yorkshire UK) Navigator
FIS Dennis Royston (B'ham UK) Flight Engineer

FIO Chuck Henderson (Canada) Bomb Aimer
WIO Les Steele (Australia) Wireless Operator
FIS George Gelinas (Canada) Rear Gunner

After afew more SOE and SAS operations we became instructors. In March, 1945 the
aircraft (a Halifax) I was instructing in was shot down over England by a JU 88 intruder.
This time I was injured, badly shaken but thanlifully survived - having baled out from about
200' and my parachute was just about fully open as I hit the ground

Vera and I visited Arnhem in September 1994 for the 50thAnniversary Arnhem

Commemorations, which we found a deeply emotional and religious experience. Although
we searched we didn't find the exact spot where we came down but we obviously traversed
the area and the weather as you will recall was pretty awful The street in Veerle which at
the time were old terraced houses and a pub, now consists of ultra modern houses. We did

find the small airport at Diest in Belgium which I understand is now used for training their
paratroops.

On our return I saw a request by a young Dutchman (Peter van Gelderen) in one of my
Association's magazines askingfor information on Stirling aircraft and crews who had
crashed in Holland I wrote and gave him the story detailed above. He was delighted as he
knew of the crash and its approximate location, but knew nothing of the fate of the crew.
After several letters exchanging bits of information as they came to light a picture began to
emerge.

All this info was passed to George and Jean Oliver - who are Australian's and the four of
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us, decided to visit Arnhem this year.

During the summer I had a letter from Peter saying he had placed an advert in a magazine
and that Ad van Zantvoort had telephoned to say that he knew someone who knew the exact
spot, and thus Ad Herman entered the story. We pay tribute to them all for the work they
carried out particularly Peter van Gelderen and Ad van Zantvoort.

Our trip to Arnhem was truly magnificent and the weather glorious. All events took place
on
schedule and the veterans were able to jump as planned, some in tandem with an instructor
with the latest type of stunt 'chutes. The oldest of these was 86 and blind This is the last that
the veterans will be allowed to jump. The service in Oosterbeek cemetery was conducted in
brilliant sunshine.

We visited Peter and his parents at Capelle aid 1jssel and saw the museum he had created
in the attic, including the nose section (cockpit) of a Stirling he has built from information
he has obtained It took George

and I back 50 years to the days we stepped into our first operation Stirling. Peter's mother
was generous in her hospitality. The following day Peter and his parents led us to the van
Zantvoort home in Son where we were greeted by Ingrid and Ad with great affection and
refreshed with coffee and cakes. Ad then led the

convoy to the Wintermans farm where again we were feted with more coffee and home
made cakes made the day before by Miss Wintermans especially for our arrival.

After much excited talk and exchange of details we walked across the field to The Spot. We
saw the same tree that we had hit and the ditch we had crouched in, and the whole episode
flooded back as though it had happened only yesterday instead of 51 years ago. Friend's of
Mr. Herman's brought along a metal detector and retrieved some souvenirs which shall
treasure always. We shall never forget the day of our visit and wish to pay tribute to
everyone - it is a wonderful example of coincidence and co-operation.

After much chat concerning the day of liberation and the day we crashed near their home,
we ail trooped outside to the crash site, across fields and through an opening in an electric
fence which had been removed The actual tree which the burning wing had hit before
falling off was still there (somewhat taller) and then the actual spot where the plane came
to rest. Both George and I recognised it all immediately. Another eyewitness appeared - no
English but very excited and told us that there was food and eggs in the plane. Jean and
Vera mystified re eggs - then as he demonstrated with his arm we realised he meant axe.
We remarked it was a shame that we didn't all pronounce our words the same. A lady asked
Vera if she knew Sout Hen and after several attempts realised it was Southend on Sea. Most

people spoke excellent English and as the excitement began to subside and we ail became
calmer we began to understand each other better.

A member of the party with his metal detector began to search the crash area and retrieved
several pieces of our old 'E' Elephant after all these years to the sheer delights of us all.
Much snapping and videoing went on throughout. At one stage as we stood in front of the
tree, there were more cameras and videos than people to photograph and Jean said perhaps
we should take a snap of the photographers. It transpired that the Wintermansfamily had
gone out looking for the crew, as they were I anxio us for their safety and couldn't
understand why they had run away. We explained to them that the lads didn't know where
the Germans were. The area had only been liberated the day before by the Welsh Fusiliers,
so we would have been safe but at the same time we didn't know the area had been
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liberated.

After the excitement we returned to the farmhouse for more tea/coffee and cakes. Vera
noticed a man wearing a tie with The Prince of Wales Feathers on it. He didn't speak
English so she asked Dit to find out why he was wearing it. It transpired that there had been
a big party in the village the previous evening to celebrate 51 years of liberation and ties
had been exchanged - hence a non English speaking Dutchman wearing a Welsh Fusilier
tie.

Time sped by relentlessly and eventually we decided that we must leave and Ad and Ingrid,
Dit, Piet and Peter led us back to our hotel. The fond farewells at the farm and the hotel
took several

minutes and in the end it was difficult to know who had enjoyed it the most. It was a great
day for us all. George and I had discovered the actual crash site, the Wintermans family
had met the crew of the plane that crashed on their land and at last understood why they
had runaway instead of knocking on their door and the researchers had all been able to
complete much more ofthejigsffi'jis in their records, it's a day none of us will forget.

Unfortunately the plane had been collected for scrap many years ago and it took 14
cartloads to carry it away. A pity as we think much could have been salvaged and maybe
returned to the UKfor posterity. As it is there is nothing resembling a Stirlingfor future
generations to know what part they played in WWII Thefarmer's sister who was 19 at the
time and watched it belly land and was frightened that it would crash on the house, thanked
George for not landing on the farmhouse.

Ad Hermans sent an account of the visit to the local newspaper which appeared on the front
page together with photographs. We have been sent copies of it and an excellent video
made by Ad Herman and his friend with the metal detector. Peter has since sent us a
translation of the article.

DENNIS ROYSTON
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Dear Jean & George Date: 20th January

A HAPPY NEW YEAR

We had a particularly heavy rainstorm on Saturday 3rd January just as our post lady was
on her round. To say the post was wet is putting it mildly. Having sorted out the usual junk
we discovered an envelope so wet we couldn't read our name and address. Fortunately the
senders name was on the back and we think we have read it correctly. It contained a
Christmas card with a long message written inside from a hitherto unkown Dutchman. I am
sending its contents as written to our crew as I know you will be interested

COPY OF KEES RIJKEN'S LETTER

Dear Mr. and Mrs Royston,

Christmas greetings and New Year wishes from me and my wife. May I introduce myself
first,
I am Kees Rijken, almost 70 years old now, who as a boy of 16 years ran after

you, when your Short Stirling made an emergency landing in Duizel- 20.9.1944. I called
you back to the English frontline.
I received your address from Mr. A. van, Zantvoort. There seems to be some
misunderstanding about what happened to your aircraft. This is what I saw and heard.
Your Short Stirling was one of the many that 20.9.1944 flew to Arnhem to drop ammunition
and food to the British para's fighting near Arnhem. There were 2 German fighters
(Me109). One of these attacked you very suddenly, diving out of the clouds. This fighter set

fire to (if I remember well) your right wing. I do not know who the captain was, but he
immediately made a splendid (wheels up) landing infields between 2farms, overturning a
large (vak)???
There it is, where I came in shouting you back, because you were running in the wrong
direction. I must express my great admiration for the way the captain put down his burning
aircraft. Hats off to this captain!!! As the Short Stirling was flying towards Arnhem, the
plane was stocked with all kinds off ammunition and food, which went on burningfor hours.
I do remember also, that the crew consisted of several nationalities.
The remains of your plane have been lying there for months Why I was in Duizel at that
time? Well we are related to the family Winterrnans. Anna and Frans Wintermans mother
was a cousin of my father. We were there, because the day before our house in Eindhoven
was seriously damaged by a German bombardment.

Again our best wishes to you both from me and my wife. Sincere greetings

Ans and Kees Rijken ([ am a little doubtful of the spelling of the surname) it may be Ryken.

We have written to him thanking him for calling to us (etc) on 20 Sept 1944, and telling him
the names of the crew and saying that I would pass his message on. Well T had always
thought we were shot down by flak or small arms fire, but it happened so quickly and we
must have all been suffering from shock, but he actually saw it happen so he must be right.
We are also hoping to go over to Holland this August and meet up with as many of our
Dutchfriends as are available. We intend to spend 2-3 days in the Bruges area as Vera
would like to visit it again and I have never been. We remember Nocks telling us if we came
again we must visit Burgee. Ad and Ingrid have invited us to stay with them for some of our
holiday and promised to 'show us around'. And, of course, we must visit the hole.
The resourcefulness of the Dutch never ceases to amaze us. The Wintermans, on whose land
Peter and Ad are digging also have our address but it looks as though this chap saw them
digging a hole and went to investigate. Trust you are both keeping relatively well, we are so
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pleased that Jean is feeling the benefit of her operation. The sun is shining through
the patio door this morning and it's gorgeous but obviously

much colder outside. Lookingforward to hearing from you.

Below is a copy of the Actual map Used by G. Oliver, D. Royston, J. Oates, C

Henderson, G. Helina and L. Steele

135



The hotel at Eindhoven was very nice and Dennis and I had a swim in the
beautiful indoor pool before our evening meal. One feature for hygiene was an
automatic sprinkler, which started as we approached the pool from the change
room. It caught Dennis and me by surprise when we went for a look before
changing and forced a hasty, laughing retreat. The next day was the 20th
September, the 51st anniversary of our crash, and after all the excitement we
decided to have a quiet day poking around Eindhoven, We caught a bus into the
city and spent a pleasant day looking around and enjoying coffee tea and
snacks in a Cafe among the friendly local people. How many of these people
would have a story of the days of the German occupation I wondered. On the
way to find an Information Centre, we passed a tall monument with an Eternal
Flame, which was surrounded by wreaths and flowers. They still remembered!
In the afternoon, we caught the bus back to the hotel where Jean wrote
postcards and I went for a swim.

A short discussion with Dennis and Vera, about the next day's plans and then a
meal and bed.
Our next destination was Amiens in France. It was cloudy as we drove along
past Duizel and thence to Lille, where we stopped for a snack at a roadside
Cafe. On our way to Albert, we viewed the first of many War Cemeteries and
stopped at Wollancourt to pay respects, then passed many "front line" notices
with a Flanders poppy at side depicting the front line on various dates. We next
stopped at an Australian cemetery called Windmill Hill in the area of the Somme
battlefield. So many of the Head Stones were inscribed "Known only unto God"-
it was an emotional experience, especially as we drove along and saw so many
groups of hundreds of white grave stones, contrasting the now green and
peaceful fields. It was of interest to see a Monument depicting a WW1 tank and
noting the simplicity of the design compared to current models. We then drove
through the village of Poziere on the way to the British Cemetery.
Here again there were hundreds of names inscribed within the walls to men with
unknown graves. Dozens of huge transport trucks were roaring up and down
the adjacent road. It was very sad for us, but life must go on, so we joined the
trucks and headed towards Amiens. The sight of a large Cathedral on the
skyline welcomed us to the outskirts of the town, as we turned on to the ring
road and meandered our way to Campanile Hotel.

In the morning, we set off towards Caen, which is close to the D Day dropping
Zones. Our plan was to see as much of the area in which the 6th Airborne, and
the troops from the sea landings had fought on the 6th of June 1944 and
thereafter, before arriving at our hotel for our last night on the Continent. We
drove through many villages and inspected several monuments to Canadian and
British soldiers and then on to Arromanches, to visit the various memorial sites,
relating to the sea landings. Much to our surprise and delight, we saw some
parts of the famous Mulberry Harbour, which we had seen from the air in 1944,
still afloat. This brought back vivid memories to Dennis and me. Our next stop
was Pegasus Bridge and the house next to it, which was the first to be liberated
on the 6th June. As I mentioned when I was discussing D-Day, we had a drink
in the garden, after having walked over the bridge to see the Bust of Major
Howard, situated close to where the glider landed. That completed the purpose
of our visit to the Continent, and we were very happy with what we had
achieved and seen. Back at the hotel, we had drinks and food while talking over
the events of our adventure, and retired, satisfied that it had been well worth
the effort.

It was a beautiful drive next morning as we passed through many small villages
on our way to Dieppe to board the Ferry to Newhaven. We spent a bit too much
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time on our journey and approached the harbour later than planned,
which was a bit of a worry. A few kilometres out we found ourselves in a
bumper to bumper traffic jam and wondered whether we would get to the ferry
on time! 1. We just made it through Customs with little time to spare.

It was a smooth trip across to Newhaven and I spent most of the time roaming
around the Ferry, and discovered a duty free shop. There was information
regarding what was permitted to be taken in to the UK, so I decided to take the
maximum of wine allowed, and joined the Queue. As I put the wine in the bag,
and walked away, a man approached "Not taking any cigarettes sir?" "No I don't
smoke" "You are entitled to take packets sir. If I buy some would you be kind
enough to take them ashore for me?" He looked as innocent as a newborn
baby, but I felt a bit suspicious of what might be in the parcel, and I didn't
intend to break any UK laws even if they were just cigarettes, so I refused.
"That's OK sir, I understand". So off he waddled towards someone else. Later
Dennis and I received some video tapes of the crash site, from our Dutch
friends. Attached to these were letters from Customs informing us that they had
been opened and played in accordance with the authority of the Act. We had a
bit of a laugh and wondered what they thought about a lot of people digging
holes allover the place looking for treasure! It reinforced our view that it would
be stupid to take anything ashore for a stranger.

When we reached Newhaven and went below to find the car I was amazed to
see so many vehicles, and wasn't sure which deck it was on. Dennis who had
gone ahead wondered what had happened to his inexperienced ferry travellers,
but we eventually arrived .It was a slow business getting ashore and we were
glad to get on to the road and drive to the Five Oaks' in Billingshurst for the
night.
In the morning we set off through the beautiful Sussex countryside, stopping at
a couple of nice pubs for a bite, after which we found ourselves in a bumper to
bumper traffic jam for half an hour, putting our time table back a bit. In the
evening we had a meal at a pub called The Swan and arrived at the Royston
home in time to unpack and get to bed before days end.

The next few weeks up till our departure on the 3rd November 1995 were spent
mostly with Dennis and Vera, who very kindly showed us in great detail, around
the southern counties of England. One visit was to Redruth in Cornwall, where
we located the St Euny's church (1259) in which my great grandma and great
grandpa were married. I recall standing in front of the Altar and looking at a
beautiful stained glass window, which had been dedicated to a rector of the
period. That young couple would have seen the same view so long ago. A bit of
nostalgia! We had quite a strange coincidence when we were trying to follow
some verbal directions to find the church. After driving around a lot of streets
without success I suggested that we stop and ask some local where it was. This
was agreed, so I hopped out and walked towards a house opposite, where a
man had just emerged through the front door. I asked him for directions and he
said it was a bit complicated but as it happened he was a member of the
congregation on his way there to do some work. "If you can fit me in the car I'll
show you the way". It was a squeeze but successful. My mum would probably
have called that "Devine Intervention"! We also had a good look around the
Cornish mine fields, then a visit to a 16th century pub, which is situated on the
opposite side of the road to the remains of the cottage, where they lived for
some time.

This pub had a mining and agricultural theme, packed with memorabilia. Dennis
and I had a pint of Bitter and the ladies a glass of wine with our meal. We told
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the Landlady about my ancestors and asked if she knew any thing of those
times. She was very interested and gave us some more recent history, but
could not go back so far.

We had an interesting day at Walton Hall, now a timeshare near Stratford on
Avon enjoying lunch with some of the 196 Squadron English aircrew and their
wives, which Dennis had arranged. Ray Glass had been my Flight Commander
for a time and it was interesting to hear his view of the sorties we had shared
and that he had been awarded a DFC. Jim Metcalf from Yorkshire told us about
his cottage adjacent to a stream, which after heavy rain, diverted and ran
through his hallway. He was a bit of a character and seemed to think it
amusing. We were told that he always related it at social events!! Several other
people had interesting stories to tell while enjoying a three course lunch, before
the time came for all except we four, to depart. Much hand shaking and kissing
ended the nice little reunion after 51 years of no contact. Dennis and I went for
a swim in the heated pool while Jean and Vera went for a walk around the
gardens and we met up for a drink before the evening meal. During the night I
woke with a start as I felt the bed collapse under me. The mattress was
supported by timber slats and some had snapped letting me down to the floor,
but I was not hurt so I made myself comfortable and slept on. In the morning
when I reported the incident it caused quite a flap and the manager apologised
profusely and wrote down my description of what happened. I found it a bit
amusing to see his worried face and wondered if he thought I might sue. We
had a few laughs about that!

We met a few more ex 196 Squadron chaps at a Stirling Aircraft Association
luncheon at a pub in Didcot. Among them were my close mate Johnny Hill and
Bill Angel our Flight Commander who was with us until he was promoted to
command another squadron. in 38 Group and was chairing the meeting. I
recognised Johnny as soon as I saw him and we had a great chat. We are still in
contact.
Another visit of interest was when Dennis drove us on a sight seeing tour, which
included Windsor and the Runnymede Memorial near the Thames, not far from
where the Magna Carta was signed. The names of twenty thousand WW2
aircrew who have no known graves are recorded within the walls. We found the
Australian names and Jean placed an Australian flag adjacent in respect, as she
had done at the Arnhem War Cemetery.

We contacted Jim Oates, our ex navigator, and arranged to pay him and Evelyn
a visit at their home near Sheffield. It was great to meet them once again but
sad to see Jim disabled with MS and not very mobile. However we enjoyed the
day and Jim showed the same old spirit that he did in our crew. A very fine air
navigator in his day and a great bloke. We are still in contact and I understand
Jim has a powered escalator to the upstairs, which is a help.
Jean and I had arranged with Dennis to take us to pick up a hire car in Bristol,
which turned out to be in a small office unit in an industrial area. I looked at the
map and the maze of roads, with roundabouts, one way streets curving and
running in all directions, and decided to ask Dennis to wait while we got the car
so that I could follow him out of the city. This was quite an experience trying to
keep him on his tail in heavy traffic through a multitude of traffic
lights with cars and trucks passing and weaving between us. I was relieved
when we came to the outskirts and it made me appreciate how difficult it must
be to chase car thieves!

Next day Jean and I set off for Leicester to visit sister Madge and Cyril at Copt
Oak and then on to Woodhouse Eaves to spend a week with sister- in- law
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Barbara, widow of Jean's brother John. It was a pleasant week spent with
Barbara and meeting the younger members of the family at their homes and for
social events. This was to be the last time we would meet unless they come to
Australia.

We returned to
Dennis and Vera
and spent a very
enjoyable time
until, the 3rd of
November 1995
when they took us
to Western- Super-
Mare for the coach
to Heathrow and
the flight home to
2 Ainslie Court.
The date today as
I conclude the
story of our
successful visit to
the crash site is
20th September
2003, 59 years
since the crash!.
It was good to be
home to meet the
family and friends,
who were interested to
hear our story and see the
small part of the Stirling
fuselage. I was concerned
that it would end up in a
rubbish bin unless it was
labelled in some way,
so I made a Jarrah box and
mou nted it with the
engraved details of the
crew and the dates of the
crash and the visit in 1995.
I will now return to 1944 to
relate my experience as a
Screen Instructor in
1665 Heavy Conversion
Unit RAF,and the remaining time in England.

Jean Oliver and Vera Royston at The Airforce Memorial Runnymede to
twenty thousand Airmen who have no known grave. Jean left an

Australian Natiopal Flag in respect.
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RAF monument
Tug and supply flights Battle of Arnhem September 1944

Supporied by
Arnhem 1944 Veterans Club
Airborne Museum Harienstein
Society of Friends of the Airborne Museum
Stirling Aircraft Association

Next year on 17 September it will have been 60 years since
the Battle of Arnhem began. For many veterans it will probably
be the last time that they will be able to attend such a big
commemoration.
Throughout the years a number of memorials and monuments
have been placed in Arnhem, Oosterbeek en Oriel regarding

various units and persons of the 1sf British Airborne Division.

Although they didn't belong to that division, the men of the Royal Air Force played an
imporiant pari during those September days in 1944. From the 17th till the 25th they were
involved in numerous flights, first towing gliders, later dropping supplies for the men inside
the Oosterbeek perimeter. During these supply flights, which most of the time were not
protected by allied fighters and were flown at low level, 153 men were killed and a large
number of men were wounded.
Although they suffered heavy losses by enemy fighters and flak, they sometimes flew several
times over the dropping zone to be sure they dropped all there panniers and containers, not
knowing that by then the zones were already in German hands.
At a number of former airfields and bases in England there are already some small
monuments for these brave crews; in Arnhem and Oosterbeek there is no memorial for
veterans or family to go to and think about what happened 60 years ago. Last year I
developed a plan to see if it was possible to set these men their own monument, which
already should have been there many years ago. Now, one year later, there is such a site, in
the school grounds of the Rehoboth School at the Johanniterweg in Doorwerih. There Stirling
LJ-928 of 196 Squadron, rashed on 21 September 1944, killing the crew and the air
dispatchers.
After talks with the headmaster and the school board it was decided to erect a monument in
the school grounds. Not only to remember those on board of the LJ-928, but for all the men
had who flown these dangerous missions between 17 and 25 September 1944.
Kindly I would like to ask you for a financial contribution for this monument, an example of
which you can see on this leaflet. There are already a number of these memorials in the
Arnhem and Oosterbeek area.
In advance there is a big thank you for your contribution on behalf of the veterans, the next of
kin and myself!

Philip Reinders, Rheden, September 2003
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Although I had been told that the flight on 30th December was to be my last on
the squadron, upon returning from leave to pick up my gear on the 1st of
January 1945 I was sent to air test a Stirling which had been serviced. This
caused a delay in my departure but I did arrive at 1665 HCU on the 6th January
as required. Although it was the same Unit, on which I had done my conversion
it was now situated at Tilstock near Whitchurch, Shropshire. The word Screen
was used to describe aircrew who had completed a tour of operations and were
posted to non operational flying duties. Dennis and I were allocated to fly with
crews who were converting on Stirling's, to help and instruct them as
necessary, and report any problems, which might need action. A Conversion
Course was in progress, so Dennis and I just had to help in the Flight Office
until some of the pilots had gone solo on the Stirling, before we could
commence our flying duties. The actual conversion was supervised by qualified
Flying Instructors and we came on the scene when the crews commenced
exercises, which included long night and day cross country flights. I suppose
these flights were thought to be quite restful compared to Ops, but Dennis and I
didn't feel all that relaxed flying with strange crews and it made me appreciate
the efforts of those who had taught me. I was used to doing the flying, when
you felt that you had more control over what might happen-that gave me
some understanding of how helpless crew members must have felt some times
when emergencies arose.
We had other routine flying duties such as air tests and taking gear to other
bases, which I found very enjoyable. There was an Oxford and a Hurricane on
base and I had a few flights in the Oxford, angled for a go at the Hurricane, but
it was not allowed! I suppose the Hurricane was too valuable to risk! An
experienced Hurricane pilot used it for fighter attack exercises on the Stirling's.
He said he had the best job on the Unit and the last thing he wanted was for
some mug to smash it up. I did understand!!

It was quite strange to sit once again in the small Oxford and study the cockpit.
I had refreshed the cockpit drill and other features of the aircraft and felt quite
excited at the prospect of flying it again. It was so light to handle and I used to
do a lot of my favourite pastime" low flying" over and around clean edged
clouds as I flew on these tasks. The only slight problem was on the first flight as
I came in to land and held off. I felt as though I would scrape my bottom on the
runway before it touched down. The standing height of the Oxford 11ft 1 inch,
the Stirling 22ft 9 inches. Another duty performed in the Oxford was flying
Wireless Operators around while they practiced their skills, including taking
bearings for navigational purposes. All this was enjoyable work and I hoped I
was still contributing a bit.
The long night cross country flights with strange crews were not so much to my
liking, but Dennis and I were able to give some helpful advice in some of the
rough icing weather which was often encountered. I recall one night trip which
took us to somewhere near Newcastle and then over to the Isle of Man for the
turn to Base. We struck severe icing and large Cumulonimbus clouds on route
and the pilot was very worried as we began to take on ice. Dennis helped the
Flight Engineer and was shining an Aldis Lamp along the wing and reporting the
ice build up while I made a few suggestions about engine handling to the pilot.
He seemed pleased to receive the help and cooperated with me. I always tried
to be tactful and not give the impression of interfering. We were heading for
The Isle of Man at a safe height to clear the high mountainous ground over
which we would be turning when I noticed the pilot was descending. I queried
this and he said that he was trying to get under a huge Cumulonimbus cloud.
We had some discussion about options and decided that it was better to fly
through the cloud than risk hitting high ground so we returned to the safe
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height. It was a wild and rough cloud and the crew did not enjoy it but we got
through safely and turned on the last leg to base. Next morning the Flight
Commander told me that the pilot, a very experienced Squadron Leader who
had mostly flown in warm climates said that if I had not been there last night he
would have panicked. That was the only feed back that I got during my time as
a Screen, but it did make me feel that we were contributing.
The fickle finger of fate is a strange thing. Dennis was transferred to be a
Screen on a unit flying the Halifax. They were shot up by a German intruder, set
on fire and Dennis only just managed to bailout and survive, although he
injured his back on the landing. The pilot tried to crash land it but he and some
of the crew were killed.
During this period, Jean would come down in the school holidays and we would
find Digs somewhere close to base. Most of these were happy places, but on
one occasion the landlady was quite temperamental, and was critical of
everything we did. Her previous tenants had been Americans who had given her
flowers and addressed her as Maam, she said! I was too brusque in her view.
Her praise of the Americans and the comparisons she kept making got on my
nerves, so I found other Digs. Jean was pleased to leave too.
We had a bit of luck on the 26th March when the Unit was transferred to Saltby
Base near Melton Mowbray, about 20 K from Leicester. This enabled me to stay
with Jean at home at 244 Fosse Road South, Leicester when I wasn't required
on Base.

I was able to catch the Midland Red Bus between home and Base, as near to
civil life as could be had in those days, and I really enjoyed the time at Saltby.
We were very busy flying and I met some great blokes among the crews who
were under training. Unlike the experience Dennis had our difficulties were quite
mild. Several Stirling's veered off the runway, but the ground was quite hard
and some of them managed to get airborne and others had to abort the take
off. I had seen undercarriage failures, caused through the swing, but I don't
recall any at 1665HCU.
The only other problem worth a mention was on a night cross when we had an
engine failure and had to return to base. The pilot had been advised on the
procedure during his conversion and said he was OK so I just sat there while he
feathered the engine and did a good three engine landing. During this sort of
experience I felt a bit on edge and would have preferred to have had the
controls myself, however our job was to advise, unless it was necessary to take
some action. "You did a good job" I said, as he looked at me with a large grin of
satisfaction.
We were lucky to be on leave on VE Day 8th May 1944, so Jean who also had
time off, and I, decided to go down to London on the train and meet her sister
Joan who lived in Wembley.. I have never seen such a crowd of people in the
streets of a city as on that day and evening, all jumping around, waving flags,
singing and shouting and kissing with excitement and joy. I didn't know where I
was and didn't care as long as we were with Joan who knew London like the
back of her hand.

It was more crowded than standing room at a Grand Final and it was very
difficult and slow to go where we wanted.!!. We squeezed our way to a crowded
Pub where drinkers waved pints of beer, which spilled on the floor, and girls
who jumped on tables, displaying Union Jack knickers. It was Hilarious!! The
noise was deafening, so we decided to try and find our way to Buckingham
Palace because we had heard that the Royal family may appear on the balcony.
It was slow progress through wall to wall people. We saw some young people
climbing the light posts to gain a better view as we edged our way between the
people who were very boisterous with everyone jostling for position. Luck was
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with us as we found a position where we could see the balcony. It was not long
to wait before King George emerged, followed by Queen Elizabeth, Princess
Elizabeth in her Auxiliary Territorial Service Uniform, Princess Margaret and
Prime Minister Winston Churchill. They waved to the cheering crowd and Mr
Churchill gave his famous V for Victory sign. It was a day not to be forgotten!!
My feeling was great relief after such a long struggle in Europe, although it was
not the end of the war, which was still raging against the Japanese in Asia and
the Pacific area. Would I be involved in that, I wondered in my quiet moments?
How we got to the underground through the crowd I don't recall. Jean and I just
followed Joan as she led us to her flat in Wembley, where we stayed a couple of
nights before returning to Leicester. On the packed Underground heading for
Wembley, we were amused by an American soldier when we stopped at a
station. He was pushing and shouting about something when suddenly there
was a response in a London accent, "what the bloody problem mate, yer is in
ain't yer?". "I've been trying to get off this God Dam train for the last two stops
and at each stop I've been pushed further in." he replied. The crowd thought it
was hilarious, but at the next stop, everyone squeezed tight, made a narrow
aisle for him to alight, and slapped him on the back as he went. Was he any
better off I wondered?
We travelled by train to Leicester, I reported back to Saltby and Jean went back
to her teaching until her next leave near the end of May. For a change we
decided to find some Digs in the country close to Saltby and were fortunate to
get a room at the Rectory, Market Overton, Oakham. It was very pleasant
there, and feeling a new sense of freedom after VE -Day we decided to buy a
motor bike to give us constant transport in both work and play. I didn't have a
driving licence in the UK so I went to Rutland County Council and told them I
was about to buy the bike and that I had been licensed in Australia. They were
quite helpful and I received a Provisional Licence on Junelst. . It was a
Velocette two stroke, on which we had a lot of fun running all over the place.
including travelling to Base.
We were kept busy flying, but now there were signs of a winding down of
activities. One of my last jobs on the Stirling was to fly them down to the Estate
of The Duke of Bedford and land them in a field. We assumed they were no
longer required and would be sold or scrapped. There were quite a number just
parked there looking forlorn and unwanted, but that didn't cause me much
concern at the time. In recent years, the Stirling Aircraft Association has been
trying to find a crashed Stirling, which could be restored for historical purposes,
or enough parts to make one. Looking back it seems a pity that we were not
more thoughtful about historical values, but all we really felt at the time was
relief. It is easy to be wise in hindsight. Life teaches us that, as we are so often
told of past mistakes and wrongs..

During the period before VE Day, Jean and I had been for a short holiday at
Cromer on the coast at Norfolk. The parents of a friend of Jean's sister Madge
owned a Boarding House in Cromer and we were invited to visit them. We
enjoyed walking on the nearby beach and on the 2nd of April we were sitting at
the beach in deck chairs enjoying the scenery and chatting. A short distance to
the left the beach ended and the terrain rose steeply to high ground, with a cliff
facing the sea. Our peace was disturbed by the sound of an aircraft approaching
and we looked up to see what it was. In the distance we saw a Stirling over the
water very low. It was obviously in trouble, the engines did not seem to be on
power and the props appeared to be just windmilling. I wondered whether the
pilot was trying to do a crash landing on the high ground or in the shallow water
below.
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The aircraft was losing height and my impression was that the pilot had decided
he was too low to make the land and decided to try to land in the shallow water
below. It turned to Starboard to go away from the beach where

were sitting, and fly parallel to the coast, but sadly the wingtip hit the cliff and it
crashed. There was quick action from the local Emergency Services and there
was nothing we could do. Even though we had been hardened a bit to this sort
of thing it gave us quite a shock. When I reported to base and reported having
seen this crash I found that it was not one from our Unit, and the Unit was not
known. It soon became one of the many memories tucked away in my head and
I thought little more about it over the years; except when Jean and I were
talking over old times.
Then in the year 2000, when Ron Minchin and I were in contact with some old
38 Group mates prior to a reunion in Perth, .someone mentioned that Pat Carrol
from our 196 Squadron had crashed into a cliff at Cromer on April 2nd 1945 and
all the crew lost their lives. Jean and I were astounded. "We saw that crash" I
said with amazement. Shortly after, another surprise was a letter from a Mr
Carrol who was seeking information from aircrew who had served with his
father on 196 Squadron RAF. My letter of reply is enclosed. Bob Carrol was
invited to our Reunion but was unable to attend through ill health, which was
disappointing for us..

On the 1st June 1945 when I reported to the Flight Office and looked at the
duty roster I saw my name with a crew, which was undertaking a 5 hour cross
country. The flight was uneventful and when I reported to the Flight
Commander, he said, "Good news George, You are going home to Australia and
that was your last flight in the Royal Air Force, thanks for coming over to give
us a hand". He shook my hand and told me I had performed well and that I was
posted to the Holding Facility at Brighton. To my surprise, I had very mixed
feelings and as we shook hands, I didn't know what to say. So much had
happened, so many friends, so many lost, no more flying, the constant activity,
and now it has all stopped. I should be jumping for joy, but I felt a bit lost.
A few days with Jean helped me clear my head and when I reported to Brighton
and met some old friends I felt a lot better and realised that a new life was
about to begin. I was very fortunate to have survived it all so far, I knew that!!
There were too many people for the available ships and there would be a
considerable delay so we were told that we could live elsewhere if we could find
a job. I was given two weeks' leave and headed for Leicester determined to get
a job there. I walked around Leicester calling at offices and asking for any type
of work "Nothing suitable for you sir" was a common reply. One lady said "you
are over qualified for anything here sir". That made me smile a bit!!
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2 Ainslie Courl
Kardinya, 6163 WA.
0893377163
21-7-00

Dear Mr Carrol,

Thank you for your letter re your Dad. I did know him and remember the name very well-we
knew him as Pat and I would meet him at briefings and in the Flight Office. Pat was
commissioned before me so we attended separate messes. As most social life was in the
mess I did not get to socialise with him so much. There were two Flights on Squadron, I
was in A and Pat was in B so we would not meet as much as if we had been in the same
one. However I did know him and I would count him as a friend.
Enclosed is some information which may be of interest, to you and you will see that we did
sometimes fly on the same operations.
I now have an amazing story to tell. I had been on the Squadron since October 1943 and was
shot down on the Ar~hem operation on September 20. We did one more operation and then
we were told mat our operational Tour was completed and we were to be screened Dennis
and I were sent to 1665 Heavy Conversion Unit as instructors and I stayed there until the end
of the war in Europe. My wife Jean and I had married on August 11944 and we lived in
various places near 1665.1 had some leave in March /April1945 and decided to go to
Cromer for a holiday. I remember I was wearing civvies and we were sitting on Cromer beach
on April 2 when in the distance we saw a Stirling over the water very low. B was obviously in
trouble as the engines did not seem to be functioning. It was very quiet and it seemed to me
that the props were just windmilling. There was a cliff to our left and I wondered whether the
pilot was trying to make a crash landing on the land above or on the beach or shallow water
below. The aircraft was losing height and my impression was that the pilot had decided he
was too low to make the land and decided to try and crash land on the beach or shallow
water. It turned to starboard away from the beach where we were sitting to go parallel to the
coast but sadly the porl wing hit the cliff it crashed. I suppose we had been hardened to these
matters but it still gave us quite a shock. I did not have any idea what squadron it was from
and I had not been on 196 for about six months. When I got back to 1665 hcu and reporled
what I had seen I was told that it was not one of theirs and that it was being investigated
elsewhere. Many years later when visiting England someone
told me mat it was a 196 aircraft but he did not know who the pilot was. Later on someone (it
may have been Dennis) told me it was Pat and crew.

We hope this has not opened any old wounds and that the documents are of interest to you
and family. They do not cover all of your Dads operations but they do show that he served
our country with Honour on many dangerous operations before he sadly lost his life. I am
currently President of the WA. Branch Aircrew Association and I know there are branches in
Queensland where you may be able to obtain more information if you wish. There are only
three ex 196 bods in WA, the others being Ron Minchin and Ian Pyvis. Ron is overseas but I
have phoned Ian who also knew your Dad and sends his regards. I know a few 196 bods in
the East and if you wish I will get permission to provide you with their addresses.

Very best wishes
GEORGE and JEAN OLIVER
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Sister Madge knew a lot of business people and she introduced me to Sid Green
who had a Mechanical and Motor Service business. Sid asked me whether I
would help with mechanical and painting and I snapped it up. It didn't matter
what the work was as long as I could stay in Leicester!
Brighton Unit was advised the details of my job, and it was approved until I was
called for the departure to Australia. I don't recall that I was paid much for the
work but it was enjoyable and occupied my time while Jean was teaching. Most
of my time was spent painting anything on the premises, which looked a bit
tired, and Sid appeared pleased with the result. Reg was a young mechanic
servicing and repairing vehicles and I was his assistant. In those days the
engines had to have the carbon build up removed every 5000 miles and one job
I did under supervision was to remove the head, clean off the carbon and grind
the valves with a suitable paste until they seated properly.. If new cylinder rings
were required, Reg took over to ensure that the gaps were correct. Another job
done under supervision was fixing new brake pads. This was an enjoyable
experience and came in handy when I used to do these jobs on my early
vehicles after the war.

One of the customers owned a 1924 Rolls Royce, which needed some work, and
Reg spent a lot of time on the job. When he had finished he said, "I'm taking
her for a test run George, would you like to come?" I snapped up the offer and
off we went, feeling like wealthy Rolls owners. "She needs a good run George, it
does them good," he said with a grin as he opened her up to over 100miles an
hour on one of the main roads around Leicester. That was getting along a bit in
those days and quite illegal. I don't know if the owner knew what a thorough
test his car was getting, but Reg and I thought it was great, and it ran more like
a late 1930's car.
Jean and I had a nice social life during that period, living with her family and
meeting new friends, dancing and riding our motor bike. All good things come
to an end and one day we arrived home to find an instruction for me to report
to Brighton on a certain date. I had mixed feelings and it must have shown.
Madge looked at my face "He doesn't want to go," she said with a huge grin.
I would be pleased to see my family and Australia again, but I didn't want to
leave Jean!We sold our beloved motor bike and on the appointed day I said
farewell to Mum and Dad for the last time. The rest of the family we would see
through visits after the war.

At Brighton, I met some old mates and heard stories about some of the Jobs
they had while waiting. Two sounded good fun. Some lads went to work at.
Breweries, rolling barrels about I'm told, and from what I heard, they were
rolling a bit themselves at times.
Another group got a job as extras with a filmmaker. He wanted service men
because he wanted to photograph a parade of Roman soldiers and thought they
would look the part. As the story goes, they were rigged up in Roman uniform
and armour and looked very realistic. The Director was quite pleased with the
appearance and their stance. and the photo's were duly taken
When it was played back, one Roman was seen to be wearing a navigators
watch! The Director nearly had a fit! I was told that he said he didn't want any
more bloody Aussies in his film. We didn't have much to do at Brighton and I
was delighted to hear from Jean that she would be coming down for a visit that
was the second pleasant surprise I had received recently. Much to my
amazement, I received a letter advising that my name was published in the
London Gazette on the 14th June 1945 as mentioned in a Dispatch for
distinguished service. This was a pleasant message to receive at the conclusion
of my war service. Jean brought best wishes from the family and we had an
enjoyable few days together before I left for Australia.
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Sitting near the beach at Brighton, feeling sad to be parting!

Fortunately, the war ended completely when The Instrument of Surrender was
signed by the Japanese on the 2nd September 1945. This ensured that our trip
home on the M/V Stirling Castle was free from the fear of attack. It was
pleasant to meet Mum and family, and hear of Dad's experiences as a POW,
building the Burma Railway. After what seemed an eternity I was thrilled to
meet Jean, who had travelled on the Aircraft Carrier Indefatigable, as she
stepped ashore at Fremantle
This was the beginning of a new life working and bringing up our lovely family
of Dawn, Max and Paula. They now have families of their own, but that is
another story, yet to be told. The love and care we receive from them is greatly
appreciated.

World War 2 is History, but we were there...
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The 1939-45 Star AirCrew Europe Star - France & Germany Bar-
Defence Medal, War Medal - Oak Leaf - Australian Service Medal -

(Cadet Forces Medal Post WW2)

The 1939-45 Star- Pacific Defence Medal - War Medal - Australian
Service Medal - Captured Singapore P.O.W - Suffered on the

infamous Burma Railway till's War's End
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J.(t\;xweJt :frvpkins ~tive-r - 5vn

Enlisted Army May
1968
Operational Tour -
Vietnam 18 months
- May 1970 to
December 1971
Total Service 9
Years

Enlisted Army September 1966 to September 1968
Operational Tour - Vietnam 269 Days

Left to Right: Australian Active Service Medal - Vietnam Medal - National
Service Medal with Vietnam Bar - Vietnamese Campaign Medal
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Active Service Medal -
For tou r Service
Thailand 1965
Australian Service
Medal - Same tour -
National Service Medal
1953

Keith Oliver my youngest
brother, was only seven when I
joined the Air Force and too
young to join the Air Training
Corps with brother Ron.
Post war he completed his
Army National Service and was
awarded this medal.
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as mentioned in a DespatchJordtstinguished service.
I arn charged to record
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Secreta,r:;of State .for Air
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The book Pegasus Bridge by Stephen E. Ambrose, which I have acquired
recently, includes an eyewitness account of the gliders arriving at Pegasus
Bridge in the evening of 6th June 1944. This was operation Mallard. He reports
hat just before dark he saw hundreds of British aircraft towing gliders, which
were released and landed on their side of the canal. It was a marvellous sight
as they also dropped large quantities of much needed supplies on chutes from
their Bomb bays.
He was wounded and watched with amazement as all these chaps from the
gliders drove past and over the bridge in jeeps towing Anti Tank Guns and all
manner of equipment. He remembers thinking to himself liMy God, We've done
it",

The Germans had counter attacked during the afternoon, but owing to strong
resistance and the loss of 13 tanks, had failed to take the initiative, so the
bridge was still held when the gliders came, and after this the outcome was
never in doubt.
It was pleasing to get this feedback after all these years and know that our
contribution to Operation Mallard was successful and that the Airborne Boys
did a job of great significance.
It was not without the cost of the R.A.F crews, Thirteen Aircraft were reported
lost.

I would not be happy to end my story without expressing my respect to those
boyhood friends, fellow pilots on 22 Course Empire Training Scheme, R.A.A.F
pilots who served with me on the 196 Squadron R.A.F, and died in Air
Activities in the service of our country in World War 2. Research has provided
the information below, but there might be other names, which I've missed.
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Number Name Death Buried
427726 Alistair Paterson 16-7-1944 22 K South West of Tours France in

(Boyhood Friend) Lignieres-De Quaine

406582 Monty Sublet 15-7-1943 Coli Grave 8, J 2-3 Basra War Cemetry -
Iraq
(Neighbour in shop corner Hampshire St & St Albany Hwy Vic Park. Older Brother Figure to me)

415329 Max Hubbard 25-2-1945 Grave 10, Harrogate UK Stonefall
Cemetery.

(22 Course EATS)

29886 Jim Mudie 2-1-1944 Hanover War Cemetery Germany
(22 Course)

415339 John Love 24-2-1944 Durnbach War Cemetery Germany
(22 Course)

415347 Kevin McKnight 26-2-1944 Heese Communal Cemetery Germany
(22 Course)

415541 Frank McGrath 1-9-1943 Grave 21 Thornaby-on-Tees - UK
(22 Course)

415345 Bill Mitchell 23-2-1945 Durnbach War Cemetery Germany
(22 Course)

415358 Kim Roberts 7-6-1944 Panel 256 Runnymede - no known grave
(22 Course)

415373 Frank Shapcott 8-8-1943 Grave 33 Leuchars Cemetery
(22 Course)

415412 Lindsay Fairclough 30-1-1944 Berlin 1939-1944 War Cemetery Germany
(22 Course)

415276 Curley Reynolds 6-2-1944 Poznan Garrison Cemetery Poland
(22 Course)

415357 John Richards 19-3-1944 Rheinberg War Cemetery Germany
(22 Course)

415297 Jack Ahearn 4-6-1943 Row F - Grave 5 Upavon Church Cemetery
UK

(22 Course)

41551 Colin Cock DFC 25-9-1944 Bergen Op Zoom War Cemetery Norway
(22 Course)

415490 Ray Banfield 25-7-1944 Durnbach War Cemetery Germany
(22 Course)

415308 Alan Crain 17-6-1944 Uden War Cemetery -?
(22 Course)

415331 George Ive 20-1-1944 Berlin 1939-1945 War Cemetery Coli
Grave 9 E21-24

(22 Course) Germany

415124 Stan Davies 7-5-1945 PlotA Row8 Grave3 Taabinga Cemetery?
(22 Course)

415315 Norm Dunn 18-9-1943 Row P Grave 17 Heanton Punchardon
Church

(22 Course) Yard UK
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196 Squadron Australian Pilots had mixed nationality crews which included
some Aussies. Some could have been killed with their pilots or with RAF pilots
but I don't have the names because Battle Orders do not show Nationalities.

420304 Russ Tickner Dateof Death uncertain 25-2-1945 probable no known grave listed at
Runnymede Memorial UK

John Breed Death - No Details known to me

Bob Campbell Death - No Details known to me

Pat Carrol 2-4-1945 Pat Crashed at Cromer beach Norfolk Uk as in buried nearby

These lists are the Aussie's I knew and flew with. It was a privilege to know
them.

Respect to Air Force Mates Les Steele and Ted Ellery who both died post war.
Les was in my crew and Ted was a P.O.W in Germany.

Thanks to my wife Jean for her War Bride article, pointing out numerous of my
mistake and giving needed general advice. Thanks to my family Dawn, Ross,
Max, Julie, Alistair and Paula for their input and interest

George
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This is a personal story about my training and service as a RAAF pilot during
World War 2. I soon realised that unless the purpose of our Operations and
result of what we did is mentioned, it would not be a complete story. Some
research was required to find something about other events, related to our
flying.

Conway -Dan. "The Trenches in the Sky"
1995 Hesperian Press P.O. Box 317 Victoria Park 6100, 65 Oats Street Carlisle
WA 6101.

Delve Ken "-Day, the Air Battle"
Arms and Armour Press. Villiers House 41/47 Strand London WC2 N 5 TE.

Middlebrook- Martin. "Arnhem 1944 The Airborne Battle 17 - 26th September.
Penguin Books Ltd. Registered Office Harmondsworth Middlesex England.

Saunders-Hilary
St George "The Red Beret" The story of the Parachute Regiment-1940-1945.
Michael Joseph Ltd. 26 Bloomsbury Street London W C 1 October 1950.

Scotland -Tom "Voice from the Stars" Design and Production by Words Work
Express 156 Mills Street Welsh pool W A.

Seth- Ronald. "Lion with Blue Wings "The story of the Glider Pilot Regiment
1942- 1945. -Victor Gollanze Ltd London 1955.

Warner -Philip "The untold story"

Wood-D H- Wing Commander RAF Retired-. "A Noble Pair of Brothers"-A
history of 38 Group
First Published 1996

Ambrose- Stephen.-E -Pegasus Bridge-.Simon &Schuster-Ltd
Africa-House-64-78 -Kingsway London WC2B 6AH.
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