The overall initial excitement experienced during the morning of
our new found freedom was soon forgotten as our situation rapidly
deteriorated for a time during the afternoon when retaliatory
measures commenced with the nearby village being shelled by the
Germang using multi-barrelled mortars. Additionally the Hospital
was also straddled by this heavy mortiar fire.and for those
physically able.,llike myself,it was face down hugging the floor
again.Luckily.,the Hospital was not hit.but they were some Very
near misses during the bombardment.

Those of us able to‘ducked,and gpot as close to the floor as
possible especially when we heard the approaching whistle,and
whine of each gsalvo of mortar gshells,and their subsedquent
explosions. The poor unfortunates in traction,and other surgical
cases had no option butto remain immobile in their beds,and hope
for the best,naturally all the inmates were a more than a wee bit
apprehensive at the turn about of the general situation.

Later on in the afternoon when all ceemed a lot guieter our
medical officers decided,in conjunction with the Yanks,.lo
evacuate the walking wounded to a gafer place further behind the
advance, using U.8. Army trucks.This arrangement was bhoth
gpeedily,and skilfully handled by the Yanks who.,before we left
Obermassfeld Hospital, informed us that the offending German
mortar gun positions had heen pinpointed,attacked,and put out of
action by USAAF P51 Mustang aircraft.Everybody,especially the
traction,and surgical cases confined to their beds,hmeaved a
ereat sigh of relief,and a gpontaneous huge cheer went up for the
Yank fly-boys.

For the record our American liberators were units of the (ith
Armoured Division,and the 26th Infantry Division,both being part
of the U.S. Third Army commanded by General "Blood and Guts"
Patton,a crack outfit, deservedly S50 after such a rapid advance
through Germany from the River Rhine crossing.

1 was one of the lucky lads to be evacuated,and clutching a Red
Cross parcel box in which 1 had stashed my very few personal
belongings.mostly cigarettes, ! clambered happily aboard one of
the trucks along with a number of other Kriegies who were all
Army Lypes.

A few miles behind the point of advance we arrived at the
Thuringian village of OBERWEID,which at that time was the
Divisional headquarters of the {1th Armoured Division,U.S. Third
Army.The Yanks stationed there welcomed us with open arms,l did
not expect such generous freatment as we ex-kriegies experienced
at Oberweid,the hospitality was really marvellous.

Although the time of our arrival was 1.30 am of the early morning
our hosts had laid on an excellent meal which was on hand walting
for us when we arrived,I can only gay it was magnificent
following such an austere P.O.W. existence.
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T and my companicns were in reaidence zt Cberweld for a total cf five deys,and,frerkly, we
looked after the premises as though the house had been our cwn,we could not have been fairex
than that. I must say that these German villagers canrot heve been in such dire strzits as
come of their city cousins because the basement of cur temporary abode was well stocked with
21l manner of eztables,which were hanging tempiingly from the low rafters,such as hams etc.
Tt follows therefore that inevitably the tenpiation proved too great to igneore,znd we coild
not . help sampling some of the very choice ltems with which we were confronted,especially
the hams.S8poils of war I think is the term that refers.

T wes at last living a more civilized existence,heving received tooth paste,znd shaving maters-
-als from our Americen friends,l wze now looking ncre like a smart airman should,deznite my
near bald head on which the hair was Just abeut showing the first signs of growth.

flthough T and the other e x-kriegies spent & carefree existence during the stort stay =t
Cberweid eating and drinking with our Yank hosts,we had received ctrict orders rot to
venture very far from the H... building,and cur own houses because of the very fre: uen
sniping incidentts cccurring arcund the outsxirts of the village. lockets of resistance

were rtillwery sctive in the area with groups of fanatical Hitler Youth,znd "werowoTvea"
(Razi Eugillas} being pa rticularly consniccus,conceguently & curfew was in operstion zreund
the immediate azrea of the village, which wes nine thirty pm. .
*fter lunch ve oftem joine d the Yank scldiers in the building they used as & mess,to = hare
a few drinks,and during a conversation with & G.I1. I had got to know he revealed the existenc
of & cigar factory situateddon the outskirts of Uberweid. He followed up ty as’ing me if T
would like a box of cigars,natura 1ly my answer wes in the affirmative I thought they would
make a nice prés e nt to take bacl” heme for my father. My G.I. friend got up,fror his chair
"there is no time like the pré sent,lets go then",and of we went with my ercort,cf crurse,
% a~med with his 1.I. carbine at the rcady., I must szy 1 did not give a2 thought about

the snipers in that area,but I did have a bodyguard. Ve duly arrived at the scene of the
cigar factory withcut mishap,but when insice the building my C.l. pal,somewhat disconsulatel;

feund that 21 the boxes of cigars had disappeared,in faet 51l the cigars had gone with the
vind,the rlzce was. e mpty,totally and emphaitically. ly Yank friend,with a wry smile, informed
me in his own iniﬁﬁable way that it certzinly looked as if the Cerman civvies had looted vhat
hed r& mained of the entire stock of loose and boxed cigars,but told me not to worry,but just
follow him. Unaware of his nef%tf wds tlen mildly astonished when he forecibly entered the
nearest house,and commenced to search the basement,sure enough the otcupants mf had a large
wicker basket hidden down below which proved to be full to the brim wit h prime Deutscher
cigars. Giving me a knowing wink my G.l. escort advised me to tzke as many as 1 required,whicdh
I proceeded to do withoul any second theoughts,at the same time helping myself to a small atted
~he case 1 found in the same basement rcom, With the German family standing idly bf aping

I busily crammed in zs many cigers =s 1 possibly could,withcut any ccnseience ,and f%us s
concluded my final foraging sortie on German soil.
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while attending breakfast the fellowing merning I learnt that all the surgical
cases left behind at Obermassfeld P.O.W. Hospital had new lefi,they had been
transported back teo a base hespital. This party of about ene hundred and fifty
people included all the hospital staff, I felt really happy about that.
A day or twe later I and my fellow ex-kriegies,living it up in Qberweid,as guesis of
the U.S. Third Army, were informed by an efficer of the 11th Divisienal H.G. that we
walking recovery cases were at last going heme. With a smile he revealed te me the
great news that arrmngements were being made to transport our ex-P.0.W. complere nt
im o mbulance tmucks to an airfield which wus near Frankfurt-am-Main,and from this
air base we would be flown back teo the U.K. . As far as he kmew the operation would
take place eqwgi'her the fellewing Sunday eor Meonday so we weuld have te stand by
on the alert “&"¥hose days.Dazed,but elated the geed news quickly infiltrated our
minds,and beaiggsi- « feeling pretty good about life I was now,in a physical sensg,
. well on the road to complete recevery. After several days in Oberweid
as a guest of the U.S. Army I had regained seme of the weight I had lest. Our hests
had been exemplary,and could net have dene more for us,we had enjeyed an abundance el
gosd things to eat such as eges,fried chicken,pancakes,and plenty ef "K" ratiom packs.,
these were really something,the G.I's standby. I even imbibed = several gdasses of
Champagne ,the real stuff,and cegnac teo, Findfully,I had teo take it easy en the hard
stuff en account of my ailment,but seme of the ether lads managedzgchieve a state of
near inebriatien. There was ne deubt that the U.S5. treops were very well organised,and
catered for including the spearhead forces,and deservedly so. Sinee our arrival severa!
days previoﬁs the American Army engineers had been werking en the unserviceable
lighting situation in the village,ne doublt caused by the fighting in the area during
the advance., They succeeded in restering the power teday Saturday 7th April,sec we were
sble to listen in te the wireless set ins ide our requisitioned heuse tuning in to
either the B.B.C. news or the Forces pregrammes, The previous evening I had
been requested to attend the H.y. office. The attendant U.8. Army Admin officer was
in the process of compiling a record of all the liberated Ex-P.C.W.'s under their
charge. This entailed me filling in a form on which 1 had te insert details of my
RAF service together with all my F.O0.W. particulars. These were required in my case
for RAT Records peeple in the U.K. in connection with prisoners who had been released
from captivity. Fellewing the excellent news ef our impending departure I and the ethet
lads were new standing by.somewhat prematurely maybe,but eagerly awaiting our transpert
Sunday Tth April slowly arrived,and what a Yovely spring nernning it was teo, everheatd
gaggles of Allied aircraft had just passed us by,keeping the pot beiling,and the . -~
Germans en the run.Feeling on top of the world,I hadrecently finished a goed breakfass
and wondered if it had been my last American style mea 1. My preparations for
leaving were new more or less complete,I was spruce and tidy with 2 clean RAF blue
s hirt,and cellar which was the only clean item I had managed teo hang en te. I had
scrounged a black tie te finish off my appearance frem a uniform peint of view so in
effect I was properly dressed,and ready for the off. It was new ¢nly a matter ef
waiting for our transpert.my enly article eI luggage being my purleined attache case
centaining my Dad's present from the Reich,the censignment of prime Deutscher cigars
ny state of readiness was thus cemplete.




One could hardly term my small congignment of cigars as booty,

the locel villagers hed beaten us to the pun 1,I found out much later that ﬂany
returning F.C.\.'s arrived back in the UK, W ith a varied asgortment of plexings
they had purleoined from the Reich,amongst which were cameras,watches,luger pistols,
and even cumbersome items such as typewr iters.

Obviocusly all the ex~leriegies were on tenterhooks during the weekend still patiently
awaiting our transport,and the first leg of our trip back home,nevertheless we all
spent a lazy,well fed day.

During the morning of the following day 9th April our situation had not changed. I
had enjoyed another good nights sleep,but still heard the Bomber Command boys
flying overhead keeping up the good work. Much later in the day,enjoying the
after effects of the midday meal,l was reclining within our "borrowed" billet
sprawled comfortably in one of the gitting room armchairs,more or less halfl
asleep,but casually thinking that we hud been forgotien.Keeping me company in
this sleepy atmosphere were my three fellow lodgers,all Army types,but one was

an fmerican I ecarnot recall their names

Suddenly & loud chorus of eager shouts followed by the rhythmical sound of
running booted feet had the effect of penetrating my drowsy senses. I jumped

up,a nd peered anxiocusly through the curtnincﬁ w indow ,had the trucks av}ived?.
However I could not see any sign of a n ex-kriegie in *hp vicinity,and no
ambulance irucks for that ma tter. 1 knew something was happening,and while I was
zealbusly stirring my collcagues into action,during the minute or fwo tha t
followed I could not help hearing a vibrant stentorian American voice
authoritively ordering that all ex— F.C.W.'s should parade at onece outside their
E.¢. building. I needed no second command,and clutching my small aitache cace

I was out of our reguisitioned house in a flash,guickly followed by the other
three inmates,to eventually join the rapidly increzsing throng that were now

eag erly congregating for places .

In the centre of the large village,outside the Yank H.( . building,five fairly
lerge ambulance trucks were lined up,and in an almost orderly line formation
azbout seventy jubillant cx-kriegies in turn commenced to beard their resmective
vrhicles, Being more or less at the reaur end of the gueue I found myself
climbing aboard "Tail ¥nd Charlie" the last ambulance truck in the convoy,our
driver was accomponied up front by a U.D. Army p&dre.

Having said goodbye,and a big thank you 16 cur host of American friends,whe asserbled
to see us off,the truck deers were clesed,engines revved up,our cenvey was on its wa
T+ was farewell te Cberweid,and ocur liberaters,the U.S. Third Army.

It was just my luck to,inadvertently, pick the wrong vehicle to travel in what weuld
prove to be & hair raising journey. Only a short peried of time had elapsed since we

left Ober weid wher semehow we lest sight eof the four trucks travelling in frort

and in eur salitary state the driver managed te get well and truly lost.
Tventually he reached the stage of utier frustratien,and decided te turn back in a
belated endeaveour te retrace the ¥ oute,but witheut suecess. We noy seemed to be
invelved in a very X "dicey" situatien which caused several of my fellew passengers
to panic,one or twe of them lmmit really had the breeze up thinking it was inevitable
that we would be reeaptured by the Germans.Their exultation ef a few heurs befere
had now changed to a positien of extreme doubt. Darkneass had new fallen,we were stilf
motoring aleng tranguilly with eur driver,and his Padre navigator heping fervently tu
we were heading in the right directionm,when suddenly I heard the harsh sound of gunfire
close at hand.Our truck was then caught in some sert of cross fire,apparently frem
GCerman units. Our driver was up to the occasien,and quickly responded,his pure reflex
actions enabled him te run the ambulance truck off the read inte the shelter of a trwe
covered depression fer pretection. The move puid off as the many lines ef tracer firg
now seened to be passing overhezd,missing our vehicle. We remained immebile in this
position to lay dogge for guite a time umtil the mxk firewerks had ceased.

During this tense,and appre hengive peried amidst the new spasmodic gunfire seve s
of our eccupants W& re still qulte cenvinced that rocapture was 1mm1npnt despite

being told to "belt up",and keep calm,
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Luckily nething untowurd herpened,and when all seemed serene,gnd gilent the t;uck
was started up with a minimum of neoise,it Seem6§ as geod a time zs any to make the
break. We slipped smesthly eut of our cover on te tbe r?aa,anﬁ hepefully CﬂﬁtlﬁUEd
our jeurney with the Yadre nsvigating,ceulcd he get it rlght.hdheth?r ?y geood 1u?k,

judgement or trust in the Lerd we eventual}y feund ourselves n?gfﬁlailng the ruined

gtreets of FULDA . lasses of rubtble were evident ,many efxthe buildings w?re'ruttcd
the aftermath of battle damage,but all was guiet,and they was no apparen? sigrs of
hwran hzbitatien either givvies or seldiers,but it was pretty® Jate at night. ;

A1l this marticular area had been in the path ef the rapidly advarcing 1;.Z. Third
Army © _ . . . spearheads. . . . , =

Hoving very slewly ané tentalively zleng the dark roezds we ?ad quz@e a jedx ¥%hclﬂg

the correct reute out of tlhis vattbe mcarred tewn bui ?ur ;anre'nav;gaucr vtltimetely

gtruck geld finding the right read witheut getling vs invelved in ary sert of frecas,

41theugh it ceeme we teek the lengest route,geod presres- was made ence we ret it
rirht te head in a ssuth westerly direction tevards Frankfurtsar-Yain.

In all it was a righimare of a2 jourrey,mere tense than *eing gon "Ops",and & rouch
ride te * boet,frahkly ene that we could .. . . " heve dene without ,nevertheless the

verst was new over,at last we were on ceurse , All crew and passEasers were intact

Arsnite +he intermittent gunfire,all the bumring and swaving .  enceurtered ever the
ruuéh terrain,numereus shell heles,creaking substitute bridres, with the derkness of

the nirht net helping ene tit. It was net exactly a piece ef cake,maybe it sheuld
have been, Desvite @ dverse circumstances ecur Padre navigater hagd evertually ceme

geed,and at leng lest eur ambulaneeiruck menaged te resch the airfield,which was

nemed Bad Grb;nat that far frem Frankfurt. Uf ceurse we were a few hours behind eur
E.T.4.,but whe cared now,we had made it our time of arrival being twelve thirty am
of the fellewing merning. (ne thing was certain,it was a very much relieved burch of
ex-kriegies +that 2lichted very stiffly from_the depths of eur ambulance +ruck inte
the celd,damp darkness of the early morning at Bzd Orb airfield, %Afte+ such an
uncertain but eventful jeurney a very weloome drink of het ceffee provided by our
American hests €as ed seme very dry threats. Very seon after we were bedded down
inside a large tent for ihe remainder of the night,but net many eof the lads managed

te sleep as tongues cemzenced te work evertime. Naturally all thoughts were centrepd
on the stark fact that o would be back heme in the U.K., within the fellewing
twenty feur hours . "

Five heurs later I was indulging in brezkfast when in walked the Fadre whe had
accempanied our truck leoad during the previeus night's epic jowrney., He had ceme in
te seek me out fer a chat,and during eur conversat ion he disclesed how very lucky
we had been to pet through without any mishaps as we ha? apparently driven through
an area which had been occupied by remnants of 2 German Army divisien.

I gave a low gasp of amazement,my luck must have been in te the lest ,a true surviver
it was a very pleasant thought. The other four trucks of our erstwhile convey had

indeed arrived at Fad Crb - B . airfield some hovrs before our % «and when I

met some of their eccupants after breakfast all were curicus as to what had

happened te us on the journey . They seemed sincere so I teld them,net ene of them

laughed 1 realised +then t hat these lads had been geriuinely concérnéd for our safety
Seme time later that merning I,and the vest of the homeward bhound contingent were
each issued with identity tags which we tied to our battledress tunica, We then

hung areund on stand by te await the arrival ef the aircraft that would transpert
us home these were expected to land at Bad Orb somewhere around twelve hoen.

BAD ORB,was of course ,an ex-Luftwaffe airfield,and bore the markings of a much
bombed aerodreome with bemb craters zll ever the place,and damaged hangars. The

runways theugh appeared te be intact which,as far as I was concerned was the main
factor. '
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Now as free as the air our cheerful gathering of Ex-P.0.W.{s did

not stray . very far away from our marshalling point around
the large tents we did not want to miss our hemeward bound
aircraft..We did not have to wait long as very soon the all

too familiar sound of aircraft engines wasg heard as a gaggle of
twin enguined planes appeared on the scene to cxrcle around Bad
@rb airfield as they made preparations to land,a welcome sight.

I could see they were American C 47's (Dakotas).and in fairly
rapid succession twenty three of them followed each other in to
touch down, )

fne by one the C 47's steadily formed up ina rough line after
taxying around from the end of the long runway,the time was
around 1 pm.Within the fellowingt ninety minutes the organisers
had marshalled all the homeward bound ex-kriepies into parties,we
had been previously dog-tagged,so many being allocated to each
kite.l climbed aboard a Dakota lettered "M" for mother to smell
once again that very familiar tang peculiar to aircraft which
brought back memories of vyesteryear,VYes,l was poing to enjoy my
short "comeback™ to aviating. Mingling with the. rest of the
passengers I was the only blue clad RAF bod amidst an assemblage
of khaki battle dress uniforms. The time was two thirty pm when
the engines eventually opened up for take off,throttles were
pushed forward,and the Dakota bumped along the the main runway to
acceleratedquickly.gathendspeed to finally become airborne.At
last we were on our way home,it was great to be back in the old
routine of flying again after being a "peng uin" for two
years.cornsequently the following two hours or so were really
exhilirating.,and helped considerably to shake off the cobwebs.
The C 47 did not pasc cover a great deal of Cerman
territory.but/neverth.eless I had a good view of many bomb
craters,shattered defence lines,and much bomb damage was
evzdent.bﬂlorp passing pver the River Rhine. 1 had done that
many timesduring the past,albeit,in different circums tances, this
time I had no heavy flaﬁ to contend with. My operational bombing
career seemed to have taken place decades ago. For perhaps the
last time 1 would have liked to have had an eyeful of the Ruhr
Valley desclation.but this was not to be as our C 4Y was heading
for France.and its coagstline. I must say 1 was surprised when our
aircraft circled to land at Le Havre on the French coast around
four thirty in the in the late afternoon. [t seemed that Le Havre
was evidently an intermediate stopping point, or area for
liberated ex-P..0.W.'s. At this port of call everything seemed
well organised,and we received a very warm welcome,a meal wasg
laid*on.and afterwards we were billetted inside several large
tentswhere we spent the night.Ilt was apparent that the following
day, Vednesday 11th April ,would be our "D" day,the D meaning
destlnatlon England.

The last leg.the final lap, was under the auspices of my "old
Firm",the RAF, who would now have the job of transporting us
across the "drink", 6 the U.K.. Ten RAF Dakotas,real work
horses these transportis, landed at Le Havre between two,and three
pm to accomodate all the ex-POW's that were on hoand. I was a
member of No 8 party 2 *wwho again were almos t all Army
lads, ] was the exception,and.we U ltimately took of shortly
after three pm.Beinp one of the boys , I left my reat.dnd wandered
up toc the pilot's cabin to have a friendly chat with the crew.It
was a great,but warm feeling to see amin the good old English
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coastline following my enforced absence,and we crossed over near

Littlehampton on the Sussex coast to continue flying inland for a
spell, before eventually effecting a landing at our ultimate
destination which proved to be RAF,WESTCOTT in Buckinghamshire.

The time was precisely five p.m.



RAF Westcott at that time wes the home of ho.11 bomber OTU,but for the next two siitsthe BF S0
would act as a reception airfield for returning ex=F.0.ws's along with two other aerodromes
in the same area ynafie ly Cakley ard W ing. 1 haa the good fortune to be one of the early
birds returning to the U.k. f~or the great majority of ex - POW's did not make it
before the cessaticn of hostilities, 1n connection with this,it was shortly after V.E. dax
Bth lMay,1945 when Romber Command brought into act;ep_"Operation Exodus! which involved the
evacuation of the many thousands of }.C.w.'s from kurope in Lancaster bombers.

When the trusty old Dakota mq" {or mother finally came to a stop on the grass in front of
one of the hangars at RAF,Westcott almost everybody abozrd was in a generazl state of
excitement ,conseguent 1y many tried to get through the now open exit hatch at the same time.

Tor myself it wes & #remendous feeling to once zgain jump dewn from an aircraft on to the
grass = of an RAF serodrome,l was not aware of it then but it proved to be | the last time
T would do that. A deputation met us of & +he plene,and a wonderful reception was given to
211 returning ex=kriegies by +he entire RAT persomnel of the ctation,it was an emotional
occasion. We were given ciparettes by Red Cross nurses,and then ushered into ene of the main
hangars where tables had heen 1zid out Tor a king sized meal which wis te-rific, my first
three cups of tea hardly touched the sides. A1l and sundry ceriainly enjoyed the fertivities
ang the ZeadVanlle o oo amidst a convivial atmosphere of me rriment and laughter. In the
mearntime more planes landed with their cargoes of exuberant ex-T.C.7'a"'8,the majority being
trmy lads with a sprinkling of blue clad RiF bodse.

Lfter our enjoysble session in the hangar we were all organised,und the host of Army kriegie
wvho were in the majority by fer, 1ef ¢ Tor their respective depois in various trucks.

4  that particulsr time the y were only six RAF aircrew lads including myself,who had
returned . in that flight of Dakota sircraft ,and we subsequently left RAT Westcott by
motor transport for a specially 12id on RaF venue which:r turned cut to be the Sedgwick
Votel,leondons, ‘We wazrred this was a good "posting" even though it wes for one night only,
end once again we were well catered for,cur own ruoms,we could order anything at all that

we fancied. The first priority however arranged for us was the renaing of telegrams to our
rerents or wives,whicheﬁer was the case,informing them that we had arrivec back in Ingland
-fe and sound. Ps it was late in the evening it wes generwlly sgreed that a meal of Fish

nd Chips weould be just the job,it certa inly seemed idesl to me,I thought I had lost
aste for this dis h it being jus
d
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t & memory,but it returned in seconds. :11 six of us
d unamimpusly that tge mesl Wes sﬁﬁmptious. aftervwards,in « now relaxed state,we had
y to talk about,and we did just that for hours as we reclined in sumptous. curroundings
ot a very late hour we decided to call it a day,end hit the.sack. What alielight to be
27Tk to normal with clear white sheets,and a love 1y comfortable bed,what more could one ask
T slept like a lord.
The following morning after an exhilirating bath,a breukfast of bacon and eges cur small
party of ... six ,regrevfully lert the Sedgwick Hotel,london to proceed northwards on the
final part of cur journey. Cur deetination was Nee. 106 P.R.C. at RATF,Cosford,which was near
Yvelverha mpton. This establishment wae the main reception centre for returned RAF prisoners-—
of Var. Yet again we w ere given a marvellous reception,and soon settled down in the
Sergeants Mess of this station . During the following two days we were issued with new kit,
pattle dre ss& uniform,greateoat ,and other necessary items,in short’ fully kitted out. I
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guhseque ntly sewed on my new flying bre vet,in place of the 0lé . A.G. half wing was the
new "S" signifying Air Signaller,and on each of my battle dress tunic sleevesialso sewed on
my "Tate and Jyles" (Warrant Officer's badge of rank) . &
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My new battle dress uniforn presented a really sad sight,—. it just hung on

me like a bloody sack of potatoes.of course I had nothing to fill it out with,but
1 still looked like a refugee from Belsen Concentration camp, there was no

hiding my skeleton like frame,and bald shaven head. I was aware that my fiancee,
Monica would .- . think who the hell is this bloke,he looks a different lad to

the one I last set eyes upon. Yes,no doubt she would suffer an initial shock
hut I had no worries where Monica was concerned.
During the few days we spent at Cosford each aircrew ex-P.0.W. had to undergo
interrogation.and during my session I had to go through all the events,and
happenings that occurred on the night I was shot down.Additionally we all had to
endure a stringent medical examination. In that connection I do not know whether
I could be deemed fortunate or not as I had to suffer a lady doctor,however 1
cannot say it made much difference to me. During our short stay at this RAF ex-
POV reception centre I enjoyed a couple of nights out with the boys when we

visited several of the local hostelries,but I could not accomodate very

much beer. After I had disposed off a couple of halves I felt blown up,it would
have to be easy stages for me in that respect. Exactly three days ~7777 7
after we had arrived at RAF,Cosford we weg all sent home,initially on twenty
. ~ :pight days leave,newly attired in uniform plivs a few quid in credits to see
us through.On the homeward train journey to my home town of Stockton-on-Tees 1
felt slightly embarrassed with my shaven head.and my Belsen type_appearance
plus my obviocus ill fitting battledress uniform. Many a curiou§ﬂfurned in my
directien during the rail journey,but only one passenger surmised that 1 was
probably a returned prisoner of War from Germany.an early bird,true because as
yet the War had not gffiuite ended,although in its last throes. [ arrivede back
home at precisely eight pm on the night of i4th April,.1945. RAF,.Croft the base
from which mvy crew had taken off on that fateful last trip on the night of 28th
February,1943 was only about twelve miles from my home sc I had indeed travelled
more or less full circle,an ultra long final trip lasting just over two years. In
the process 1 had covered several theusand kilometres,a thousand of which I had
made on foot across Silesias.and a greater part of Germany in that infamous
"death' march which lasted as far as 1 was concerned from January into
March,1945. From Eisenach,where I dropped out of the march through illness,the
ultimate objective DOflag 9 A.near Marburg was 7. more or less a hundred
kilometres further on,and as far as I am éwarelfrom the one thousand RAF bods who
started out on this forced march from Lamsdorf only a few hundred saw it right
through to the bitter end. p
When 1 arrived home my parents were out,and I guessed they would be celebrating
the news of my return to the U.X. .I dumped my kitbag in ‘the shed, I knew where
1 would find them,and despite my odd appearance my parents were overjoyed to see
me. Steadfastlly I had to refuse all my well wishers inside the pub who seemed
determined to buy me drinks,.my stomach would not allow more than three halves.
Much later on during the year I had the good fortoune to meet up with my late
rear gunner's brother,Flight lieutenant Bob Ward who was on the point of

returning home to Canada. I acquainted him with all the facts concerning that
fateful last trip from RAF,Croft.and before 1 bid him adieu 1 gave him his
brothers wrist watch to take back home,it would be something to remember him by.



In the final reckoning it follows that throughout those years I
most certainly had "Lady Luck" on my side,l had survived,over
fifty thousand of my aircrew contemparies serving in Bomber
-Command, including nine fellow crew members,and many close
friends,sadly did not.Additionally a total of approximately ten
thousand bomber aircrew finished up inside P.0O.W. camps. These
fortunate,I do not use that word lightly,crew members somehow
managed to extricate themselves to escape with their lives from
respective stricken aircraft,a survival ratio of one in seven.
Most of them,like myself,baled out to hit the silk.and many were
the hair raising experiences suffered during an untold number of
such emergency actions,some of which bordered on the incredible.
Of course this narrative has to end on a happy note,as all yarns
should do,and my story is no exception to that rule.During my six
weeks spell of special ex-P.C.W. leave good old home
cooking,supplemented by my entitlement of double food
rations.enabled me to regain all my former glory,and my thatch of
crinkly auburn hair.Two months later,during the month of June I
married my attractive ex-Land Army fiancee,Monlca,the only girl
for me.After forty plus years together she still is,a wonderful
wife,and partner.

Some months after the War had ended I took advantage of my ex-
P.0O.W. status which enabled me to attend a resettlement course at
No.114 P.C.R RAF Newbold Revel,near Rugby. During the period I
spent at this unit I thought very seriously of staying in the
gservice on a permanent basis,but the post war Royal Air Force
environment was not the same any more,soc i eventually elected to
be demobbed,and irrevocably left the R.A.F during.the month of
February,1946.

Today a great many of the wartime bomber airfields that once were
dotted around the counties of Lincolnshire,Yorkshire,and East
Anglia are long gone having been returned to farmland.
Nevertheless,relics of their past glory still remain in the form
of water towers,delapidated Watch offices,derelict® Nissen huts
with their empty staring window frames,,and many small areas of
concrete hardstanding,all ghostly reminders of that epic wartime
era.

Having said that,what was the fate of the bomber airfields I
served on? . My last operational base RAF Croft,,like many other
wartime satellite airfields.was abandoned by the RAF a year or so
after the cessation of hostilities. Its hangars were
demolished,and as far as i can recall parts of the runways,and
perimeter tracks were then used as a car racing circuit,but that was
sSome many years ago.

However ,during the present day,four decades later,three other RAF
. stations where I accumulated the majority of my flying
ours.continue to remain very active bases in the RAF scheme of
jthings¢Thase are the brick built permanent stations which were
‘either built during the pre Second World War period,or just after
the commencement of hostilities,namely RAF
Finningley,Coningsby,and Cottesmore.
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On various occasions during the past twenty years or so I made
nostalgic visits to each of these RAF stations. I knew that
extensive post-war development ,and modernisation had taken
place,but had not realised the true extent..Inevitably,for the
most part.not one of these once very familiar places was wholly

" recognisable as the airfields I served on,and knew so very well.
In this modern jet age it was,perhaps,folly on my part to expect
otherwise.Time marches on,it is only ones memory that remains
constant.Yes,the feeling will always be with me,even more so in
respect of all the many lads I knew.,and flew with at both
0.T.U,and squadron levels during those unigque,and breathtaking
days,and nights of Bomber Commands long offensive.

The thorny path through a tour of Bomber operations over the
Reich was long,ardous,and riddled with pitfalls,and along the way
most never made it.On that ill fated night of the 28th
February,1943 I almost didnt,it was only my experience that saved
me,even then it was a very close call,a very fortunate Wop/Ag.



