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NZ Bomber Command Association News 

November 2019

Message from the President 
November already, where has the year has gone! I guess we 
think the same thing each year but time does not slow down the 
rapid progress of the years! Our committee is now settling on 
to a routine and at our meeting held after the memorial service 
we welcomed Lindsay Mouat as our new treasurer and I am 
sure over time will prove to be a valuable member to our team. 
To get our executive back to full strength we are still looking 
for the services of a secretary. This position is not a particularly 

onerous one but will require some 
effort around the time leading up 
to the Bomber Command Memorial 
service in June. If you think you may 
be able to help you can contact me 
at email me at hebbard@xtra.co.nz or 
P.O. Box 1 Albert Town Wanaka 9344. 
As previously reported on the 30th of 
June I along with Michael Copsey (Vice 
President), Glen Turner (Executive) 

Barbara Hunter (Executive 
and UK Representative) 
and Denise Bonham (UK 
Representative) and laid 
a wreath on behalf of the 
NZBCA at the Bomber 
Command Memorial at 
Green Park London. The 
service was well attended 
with many veterans in 
attendance. It was good 

for us all to attend the service at the memorial on behalf of the 
NZBCA. At the time of writing I am in the UK to attend the 75th 
commemoration of the sinking of the Tirpitz in Tromso (Norway) 
on the 12th of November 1944. I have laid a wreath in Woodhall 
Spa on behalf of the NZBCA as part of the town’s Remembrance 
Sunday commemoration then travelled to Tromso in Norway to 
join with the RAF 9 and 617 Squadrons to remember along with 
the Norwegians the events of that day. On arrival in Tromso I was 
with 600mm of snow and minus 3 degrees. The commemoration 
was organised by the RAF and it included a boat- trip to the 
last anchorage of the Tirpitz where wreaths were laid and a 
service held. A visit was made to the Commonwealth War Graves 
Cemetery and I laid a NZ poppy on each grave including that of 
Sub Lieutenant Clive Woodward, from Whakatane, of Fleet Air 
Arm who was killed on Operation Goodwood which attacked 
the Tirpitz when it was in Kaa Fjord. On my return to NZ I will 
travel to Auckland to attend the veterans morning tea at the 
Edmund Hillary village and have a NZBCA executive meeting the 
next day.  –Bruce Hebbard 

French Friends and Allies
The NZBCA hosted two special visitors to the MoTaT Lancaster 
recently, Caroline and her son Paul Bosc. Caroline is the daughter 
of Claudine Adroit from Montigny, France, who has dedicated 
herself to keeping alive the memory of the crew of a  
622 Squadron Lancaster shot down over the village on the  
7th of June, 1943. All seven members of the Godfrey crew 
were killed, two of them New Zealanders. Claudine’s mother 
(Caroline’s grandmother) Simone was 22 at the time and 
remembers the crash and witnessed the Germans removing 
bodies for burial at a nearby church. Claudine now looks after 
the graves and helped establish a plaque in the town in honour 
of the crew. She has located and visited the families of most of 
the crew members, in England, Australia and New Zealand. It was 
nice to be able to show our appreciation of the efforts of people 
like Claudine, who keep the memories of our airmen alive. 

 Caroline and 
Paul (5) inspect 
the rear turret. 

Caroline in the 
cockpit of the 

Lancaster 
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Whats Up
DATES TO REMEMBER
Saturday 30 November 
10:30 Edmund Hillary Village 
Veterans Morning Tea

December  
3 Squadron ATC Parade 
and Prize giving (NZBCA is a 
sponsor if this Squadron)

June 2020  
Annual Service and Parade  
Auckland War Memorial 
Museum
Always check with the  
NZ Bomber Command Facebook  
page for upcoming events
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Final Attack on the Tirpitz 
75TH ANNIVERSARY OF OPERATION  
12TH NOVEMBER 1944  
617 AND 9 SQUADRONS RAF   
BY BRUCE HUBBARD
The 70th Anniversary of the final and successful Attack on 
the Battleship Tirpitz (Admiral von Tirpitz) is on the 12th of 
November. The raid at the time used the most advanced aircraft, 
equipment and hardware with some of the most experienced, 
well trained, and brave crews but it can be described as primitive 
on today’s warfare. 

The Tirpitz is lesser known than its sister ship the Bismarck but 
it caused great consternation to Churchill and the Allies until 
it was sunk in November 1944. Because the Bismarck was sunk 
in the English Channel it was more accessible to reporters and 
cameras to record the event as well as a Hollywood movie made 
in 1960 it is much more well-known generally. 

Hitler called Tirpitz the pride of the German Navy and 
Churchill named it the beast. Although Tirpitz rarely put to sea 
her presence tied down a large number of allied warships, that 
could have been used for the protection of the Atlantic convoys 
or in the Pacific against Japan. What made the ship such a 
menace was its potential danger. This was amply demonstrated 
in July 1942 when convoy PQ17 was given the order to scatter 
when intelligence was unable to confirm that Tirpitz was still at 
anchor, with disastrous results. Of the 35 ships that started out, 
only 11 reached their destination. They were sunk by U-boats 
and other warships. Without firing a shot Tirpitz had scored a 
tremendous psychological victory.

 Churchill stated “The destruction, or even the crippling, of this 
ship is the greatest event at sea at the present time. No other 
target is comparable to it. [Without it] The entire naval situation 
throughout the world would be altered.” The Allies had 30 
attempts to sink it from March 1942 until August 1944 with large 
loss of lives on both sides. The Royal Navy, Fleet Air Arm, the 
Royal Air Force and the Russian Air Force all mounted numerous 
attacks on the ship. In October 1942 and again in September 
1943 attacks were carried out by the Royal Navy divers using 
midget submarines. The second attack was the most successful 
where four two ton mines were laid under the keel of Tirpitz, 
two detonated and caused major damage but this was repaired 
in a few months. 

Early air raids failed as the weapons carried were not of 
enough size or obtained the velocity to do any damage to the 
ship as the armour was so thick conventional weapons merely 
bounced off it. At the end of August 1944 Churchill said “I 
consider that every effort should be made to attack this ship 
even if losses have to be incurred” He then turned again to 
the Royal Air Force and ordered Bomber Command to sink the 
Tirpitz. The Head of Bomber Command Arthur ‘Bomber’ Harris 
tasked 617 (Dambusters) Squadron along with 9 Squadron to 
carry out the operation. 

In June of 1944, 617 Squadron had added the Tallboy Bomb 
and along with the use the Stabilized Automatic Bomb Sight 
(SABS), the tallboys were able to be delivered with pinpoint 
accuracy. On the 8th February 1944, Gnome et Rhône aero 
engine factory in downtown Limoges 11 Lancasters dropped 10 
Tallboys directly on the factory with the last falling in the river 

beside it. The factory was knocked out of the war, with few or 
no civilian casualties. The Dambuster Squadron is well known 
for the Bouncing Bomb attack on the Ruhr Dams but they 
continued throughout the War with raids on bridges, tunnels, 
V1 rocket manufacturing and launching sites, U-boat pens and 
any target where extreme accuracy was required. On D-day 
they flew for 8 hours flying on an extremely precise course 
dropping window (aluminium strips) to simulate a fleet of ships 
advancing to the Calais Coast on German Radar thus diverting 
attention away from the Normandy Landings. The Squadron was 
called upon whenever a special operation of high accuracy was 
required. 

Tirpitz was anchored in Kaa Fjord a branch of Alten Fjord near 
the northern extremity of Norway. It was not possible to reach 
Tirpitz and return to the UK. Consequently it was decided to 
mount an attack using Archangel in Russia as a stopover and 
refuelling point. Thirty six aircraft from 617 and 9 Squadrons flew 
to Archangel, Russia, where the aerodrome was very hard to find 
and owing to planes running low on petrol, nine aircraft landed 
on boggy ground and did not take part in the operation to Kaa 
Fiord and back to Archangel. 

On the 15th of September Lancasters from 617 and 9 Squadron 
attacked Tirpitz despite 8/10 cloud cover and the smokescreen 
generated by Tirpitz 16 Tallboy bombs were dropped. Unknown 
at the time it turned out that one of the bombs had hit Tirpitz 
at the bow and entered the lower deck before it exploded, 
resulting in massive internal damage so extensive that the 
battleship could no longer be repaired in Norway. After 
temporary repairs Tirpitz was moved to Tromso Fjord 200 miles 
to the south where it was to be used as a floating fortress, as 
Hitler believed the Allies would liberate Norway with an invasion 
through Tromso. 

Churchill’s judgment was that while Tirpitz was afloat it was a 
still a major threat and with permanent darkness approaching 
the German Navy would have the winter months undisturbed 
to effect further repairs. A test was required to determine what 
a loaded Lancaster could achieve, with a view to bombing the 
Tirpitz from the UK. Three crews were sent out to fly around the 
British Isles with a full fuel load and a Tallboy to ascertain their 

The Joplin crew target photo of the Tirpitz
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maximum range while another three were sent out with no 
bomb and half tanks to establish the return range. (Arthur Joplin 
and his crew took part in this exercise on the day of his 21st 
birthday) It was determined the Tirpitz was in range from Britain.

 In order to get to Tromso extensive modifications were carried 
out on the Lancasters. The engines were replaced with Merlin 
MK24’s the most powerful at the time and fitted with paddle 
bladed props which gave extra thrust. MK 24 engines were 
not very common at the time and ground crews were given 
permission to remove them from Lancasters that had them 
installed in any Squadron in 5 Group and bring back to base 
at Woodhall Spa. To reduce weight the mid upper turret was 
removed (along with the need of a crew member to operate 
it) also removed were the guns from the front turret and the 
ammunition for the rear turret reduced to 400 rounds. The 
amour plating to protect the back of the Pilot was removed. To 
increase the range 200 gallon tank from a Wellington bomber 
and a 50 gallon tank from a Mosquito were installed inside the 
fuselage behind the Radio Operator. Petrol fumes permeated 
throughout the plane during the flight which meant sudden 
death to all if the tank was to 
explode when hit. 

On the 29th of October 
aircraft from 617 and 9 
Squadrons attacked in 9/10 
cloud and no damage was 
reported. The writer has had 
the privilege to have spoken 
to, and has some personal 
accounts of Crew Members 
who took part in these 
attacks. Particularly the crew 
of KC-T, a 617 Lancaster, 
Flying Officer Arthur Joplin 
Pilot, Sergeant Frank Tilley 
Flight Engineer, Flight 
Sergeant Basil Fish Navigator, Flight Sergeant Loftus Hebbard 
Bomb aimer, Sergeant Gordon Cooke Radio Operator and Flying 
Officer Bob Yates Rear gunner, New Zealander Arthur Joplin 
was part of this raid, dropping their Tallboy without result. On 
their return, short of fuel the were forced to land at a short grass 
airfield at Scatscea, in the Shetland Islands to refuel.

For the final attack on the 11th of November 1944 crews from 
617 and 9 Squadrons were briefed, at Woodhall Spa, for three 
hours on the Wednesday afternoon (November 8th) and again 
on the Friday and were told their chances of coming back were 
slim as two squadrons of German fighters had been shifted to 
the Tromso area at Bardafoss. 
The navigators in particular 
were given the detailed 
planed route designed to 
guide the planes as close as 
possible to the Tirpitz without 
being detected.

 On Saturday 11th of 
November the aircrews were 
out of bed at 7am, and later 
flew two hours north to our 
forward base in Scotland with 

half the aircraft at Lossiemouth and the other Milltown. The fuel 
tanks were topped up and on Saturday evening were briefed 
again at Lossiemouth and after the legendary flying meal of 
bacon, eggs and chips crews were summoned to coaches and 
taken ten miles to Milltown. The morning of November 12th was 
an extremely frosty and the ground crews were already busy de-
icing the wings. Two 9 squadron planes were unable to take off 
because of severe icing, one being the Commanding Officer of 9 
Squadron. 

With the Merilns warmed up and the final checks done and 
fuel tanks again topped up they were ready for take-off at 3am. 
The Lancaster was now 10,000lbs overweight and the tyres 
looked quite flat. The runway terminated at the water’s edge and 
once the take-off speed of 95 knots was reached the pilot hauled 
the plane into the air. Arthur Joplin commented 50 years later 
being so overweight it was like flying a wet sponge! 

“The aircraft flew due north until we were near the Shetlands 
flying at 2000 feet, as our Gbox navigation system no longer 
worked navigation was by dead reckoning. As we flew further 
north our magnetic compass became less accurate. Our 

Navigator had to take 
astro shots from the stars 
and finding drift. This 
was achieved by the Rear 
Gunner taking a protractor 
reading on his bombsights 
on flame floats dropped 
by the Flight Engineer. 
The Navigator had to do 
a calculation every half a 
minute throughout the 
flight. Near the Shetlands 
we turned to fly due east 
and climbed to 5000 feet 
to cross the Norwegian 
coast and on to Sweden, 

where we flew 30 degrees east of north for the full length of 
Sweden, up the valleys so as not to be detected by German 
radar. The dawn lasted about two hours, there was no problem 
because of good visibility. Our navigator said we had reached 
our assembly point at Akkajaure Lake in Sweden, about 100 miles 
south of Tromso, but with the lake iced over and snow all around 
we started to circle and it was only when another Lancaster 
joined us it confirmed we had navigated to the right point. 
Squadron Leader Tait arrived (his tail fins were distinguished by 
being painted silver) and continued on his straight course and 
it was a challenge to leave their circuit and catch up to him and 

to get into our bombing 
formation. We came over 
the mountains about 40 
miles to the south and 
below us was a picture 
postcard of the Tirpitz 
and Tromso. Wind was 
one knot with no smoke 
screen, no flak and no 
fighters”. All would bomb 
on the first run. The first 
wave were seventeen 617 

Scatsa,Shetland
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Squadron aircraft in heights between 12200 feet 
and 16200 feet. No aircraft was in any other’s 
slipstream and all were at different heights 
in five lines over a distance of 1000 yards. A 
Lancaster takes ten seconds to travel 1000 yards 
so the last bomb is released within ten seconds 
of the first. The Tallboy travels for approximately 
30 seconds and one and a half miles from 
release from the air craft until bomb burst. The 
plane by then would be a quarter of a mile past 
the target so any view of an explosion would 
be from a plane in the line in front. The SABS 
bombsight was extremely accurate (actually a 
mechanical analogue computer) in the hands 
of a skilled operator but required a straight and 
level approach for at least seven minutes. The 
pilot and flight engineer had to concentrate 
on the course corrections signalled by the 
bombaimer. Once the bombsight was correctly 
set and locked on, it automatically released 
the bomb at the precise moment to reach the 
aiming point. 

 The target was always visible till the first four 
bombs exploded of which two were direct hits, 
one a near miss. The other was a direct over 
shoot which was obviously a hang-up. (Where 
a bomb was delayed for a moment leaving the 
aircraft owing to mechanical or other causes). 
This bomb made a crater in Haakoy Island 100 
feet in diameter and 33 feet deep in solid rock 

“The flak got intense after we bombed, the Tirpitz anti-aircraft 
guns had a range of 17 miles and with two flak ships and a repair 

ship plus shore batteries, we then were given a hot reception” 
Frank Tilley the flight engineer observed the flak and 15 inch 
shells slowly rise up (which he described as a fascinating sight) 
and explode in front of their aircraft and getting closer. He said 
the German gunners got the altitude absolutely correct but they 
were just short of their aircraft. They were thankful not to see any 
fighters. 

The 9 squadron formation bombed approximately four 
minutes after 617 and it is thought that they were unable to 
attain the accuracy of 617 as the target was fully obscured by 
smoke by the time the bombaimer could ascertain the aiming 
point. They were using the Mark XIV bombsight which the 
bombs were manually released and needed accurate corrections 

for wind speed readings a function that was 
calculated automatically in the SABS. Some of 
the bombs were observed ½ to ¾ of a mile wide 
of the target. None-the-less over the years there 
has been intense speculation as which bombs 
sank the ship. Some say it was the direct hits and 
others say it was the near misses that buckled 
the ship’s frame and caused it to roll over. 

Squadron Leader Iveson said later that it must 
have looked  like a ‘Dinky toy’ to my bombaimer 
from 13,000 feet even though the ship was 
nearly 900feet long. 

Regardless of that Lieutenant Fassbender the 
head of Flak defence for the Tirpitz reported that 
crews had to adjust the trim by flooding after the 
first bombs hit. The ship rolled over to port about 
ten minutes after the first bomb was dropped. 

After the bomb release the pilot had to hold 
their course to give the on board camera time 
to photograph the impact point after which the 
flight engineer closed the bomb doors and the 
pilot dived away to port down to 600 feet. They 
now faced another six hours flying time home. 

Frank Tilley adjusting the throttles for 
maximum fuel economy found the port outer 
engine was not responding to the throttle lever 
and was stuck on plus seven boost. Arthur and 
Frank decided to feather the port inner and 
allowed the port outer do the work for the two. 

With fuel getting dangerously low a gap opened up in the 
clouds showing the Shetland Islands below so they were able 
to land at Sumburgh to refuel. It wasn’t as easy as that as there 
was only a hand pumping facility there and as a minimum load 
for a Lancaster is 1200 gallons refuelling took some time. Frank 
borrowed a ladder to inspect the port outer engine and found 
the throttle linkage had been shot off by flak and was able to 
make temporary repairs. It was extremely fortunate that the 
damage was restricted to the linkage and not oil cooler, radiator 
or even the fuselage with its permeating petrol fumes. 

After refuelling the crew flew back to Milltown. The operation 
taking 14 ½ hours plus 2 hours between Woodhall Spa Base and 
Scotland. By the time the crews debriefed and had a meal they 
had been 36 hours without sleep. 

Two days later the crews flew back to base at Woodhall Spa. 
All 617 Aircraft returned and one 9 Squadron aircraft crash 

landed in Sweden but the crew was unhurt and were returned 
 to the UK after an enjoyable time in neutral Sweden. Three  
New Zealanders were in that crew and they are named later in 
this article. 

The reaction to the sinking was jubilant. The radio and 
newspapers for several days kept the story as its main item. 
When the film newsreels were released to the newsreels (taken 
by a film crew in a Lancaster accompanying the bombers 
on the raid) crowds queued to see it as much as the main 
entertainment. It was the dam’s raid all over again. Frank Tilley 
and Basil Fish shortly afterwards watched a new-reel in a London 
theatre and Frank commented to Basil with pride, “we did that”. 

Evelyn Hodgson, a schoolgirl in Conningsby, remembers that 
the day after the raid the Headmaster, Mr Rawlins, in morning 

Sumburgh

Arthur Joplin and his medal set 
including the Arctic Star and 

the Legion of Honour
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TIRPITZ 

DISPLACEMENT: 42,900 Tons  
(1900 Tons heavier than Bismarck) 
LENGTH: 824 Feet 
WIDTH: 118 feet 
ENGINE POWER: 163.026 h.p. 
MAXIMUM SPEED: 30.8 knots 
RANGE: 10,350 miles 
CREW: 2400 men 
ARMAMENTS: Four turrets, two per turret 
DIAMETER: 15 inches 
LENGTH : 63.52 Feet 
SHELL WEIGHT: 1760 lbs. 
RANGE: 22 miles 
FIRING RATE: 2 shots per minute 

Tirpitz had a vertical belt of Side Armour of 12.6 inches, 
extending from 8 feet below to 8 feet above the Waterline. 
In addition extending to Deck level was a vertical belt of 5.7 
inches thick armour extending to the deck level. On deck as 
protection from Aerial Bombs horizontal armour of 3 inches 
thick existed to protect machinery spaces, with 4 inches of 
armour above ammunition magazines. 

TALLBOY 
LENGTH: 20.83 Feet 
DIAMETER: 3.12 Feet 
WEIGHT: 12,030 lbs. 
IGNITION DELAY: 11 sec.: (Max) 
EXPLOSIVE: 5200Lbs Torpex (Torpedo explosive) plus a layer 
of pure TNT. 
CASING: High grade molybdenum steel cast in one piece 
machined with great precision to achieve perfect stream-
lining. 

The nose was 5 inches thick and the casing 2 inches thick. 
This allowed the casing to expand to twice its diameter 
before bomb burst which enabled the earthquake effect 
which could demolish a structure or make it unusable. On 
one operation on U Boat pens a Tallboy penetrated 24 feet 
of reinforced concrete and exploded inside. Total number 
deployed in WW2 was 854 (77 were dropped on the three 
attacks on the Tirpitz) Each bomb cost more to produce 
than the Lancaster that carried it, and the crews were told 
if they could not see the target clearly enough to release it 
they must bring it back. (A Lancaster cost between £45,000 
to £50,000 about £2.8 million in today’s money)

Designed by Dr. Barnes Wallis 
and manufactured by Vickers 
Engineering. The offset tail fins 
caused the tallboy to produce a 
rapid spin and as it was released 
from great altitudes (10,000 to 
15,000 feet) to enable it to fly like 
a dart with great accuracy and hit 
the target at supersonic speed. 

With bridges and buildings 
the bomb buried itself into the 
ground near the structure before 
detonating and the earthquake 
effect destroyed the structure. 

Dr. Barnes Wallis later designed the 22,000lb Grand Slam 
‘Earthquake Bomb’ of which 42 were deployed and is the 
largest conventional weapon ever developed including 
the USA mother of all bombs. Overall the Grand Slam was 
heavier but the US bomb carries more explosive and is a 
self-guided weapon. 

assembly thumped the desk and thundered “you will remember 
this day for the rest of your life. The brave airmen from Woodhall 
have sunk the Tirpitz. And Evelyn has remembered. 

Congratulatory messages poured in to both 617 and 
Squadrons and list of those sending their thanks gives a clear 
indication highly their work was regarded, the Secretary of 
State for Air was the first followed by King George VI , President 
Roosevelt, Barnes Wallis (who as designer of the Tallboy rightly 
shared some of the credit) Air Chief Marshall Sir Arthur Harris, 
the Prime Minister and Stalin. Strangely there is no record of any 
message from the Lords of the Admiralty. 

This raid was described by a commentator on a recently aired 
programme on the BBC in the UK, “ as a remarkable feat of 
navigation, flying and precision bombing of aerial warfare”. 

New Zealanders who took part in the final raid were; 

617 Squadron; 
Warrant Officer Frank Cardwell, Navigator; 
Flight Lieutenant Bernard (Barney) Gumbley, Pilot;  
Flying Officer Arthur Joplin, Pilot;   
Flight Sergeant Loftus Hebbard Bombaimer (crewed together). 
9 Squadron; 
Flying Officer Dave Coster, Pilot;
Flight Sergeant Cliff Black, Navigator;
 Flight Sergeant J.H. Boag, Bombaimer* (*crewed together and 
this crew crash landed in Sweden);
Flying Officer Merv Harper, Pilot.
 These people never considered themselves heroes but 
were there to carry out a job they were sent to do. They have 
expressed the futility of war and the tremendous loss of life 
and damage inflicted but Frank Tilley recently stated “what else 
could we do? – we couldn’t have the Nazis in charge”. 

Terry Iveson and Arthur 
Joplin reunited with 

Grand Slam replica at 
MOTAT 2004

Arthur Joplin is the only remaining pilot 
who flew on both the Tripitz raids
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A Personal Story of Bailing Out 
“BAILING OUT IS ONE OF THE BEST 
SENSATIONS I HAVE EVER EXPERIENCED” 
Flight Sergeant Russell Douglas was a 21-year 
old air gunner from Christchurch, serving 
with 214 SD Squadron RAF when his B-17 
Flying Fortress was shot down over Germany. 
Douglas, like thousands of other airmen before 
him, was forced to bail out of his aircraft 
over enemy territory. He later described his 
experiences in a letter home to his parents: 

“It was on the night of March I4 [I945], a 
bright moonlight night and I was sitting in my turret sipping a 
cup of hot coffee and thinking of the egg and chips we would 
have on return to base, when all of a sudden all hell let loose, 
there was bleeding tracer shells and everything including the 
kitchen stove 
sailed by my 
window. 

Then the 
skipper said 
prepare to bail 
out so on went 
the chute and 
away went our 
egg supper, 
three engines 
packed up and 
the starboard 
wing caught 
fire so the order 
came to beat it 
away. Bailing out 
is one of the best 
sensations I have 
ever experienced 
bar none, it 
was like sleep 
walking, that was 
until I pulled the 
cord, then there 
was one hell of a 
jerk and I started 
swinging like a 
pendulum. The 
descent was 
bloody slow and 
I thought I was never going to get down until the horizon came 
into view, then I found I was dropping like a bleeding rock. A 
few minutes later I was on the deck up to my ankles in snow and 
getting dragged downhill by the chute.” 

Russell Douglas was captured the next morning, and spent 
40 days as a POW, constantly moving between prisons across 
Germany amidst the chaos of the last few weeks of the War in 
Europe. He was liberated on 24 April, when American tanks 
caught up with him in the town of Münsingen in south-west 
Germany.            – Russell Douglas,  Christchurch 

One Hundred Group  - John Beeching
To many members of our Association, whose experiences 
with Bomber Command were drawn entirely from the heavy 
bomber groups, the existence of 100 Group, what we did, and 
our activities would have been, and possibly still are, generally 
unknown, although there was no shortage of RNZAF aircrews 
who flew with the Group’s squadrons. 
FIRST, WHO WERE WE AND WHERE WERE WE? 
 With the escalating losses of heavy bomber aircraft, those 
commanding the Combined Bomber offensive realised that 
some form of support was imperative, and in 1943, 100 Group 
came into being, solely for that purpose. Developing into a 
force with over 200 aircraft, which included the Halifax, B17 
Fortress, Mosquito, Beaufighter and Wellington, B24 Liberator 
and even the Stirling and Lancaster. The Group’s stations were 
located entirely in Norfolk, at Foulsham, Oulton, North Creake, 
West Raynham, Great Massingham, Swanton Morley, Bircham 
Newton, Little Snoring and Swannington. 

For the most part, the Group’s aircraft were equipped with 
state of the art radar gear, developed for jamming German 
electronic detection systems; Mandrel Screen, which generated 
cover to hide the approach of our bombers from the German 
Freya radar was mainly carried in Halifaxes; Carpet, another 
electronic jammer was used to blind the German Wurzburg 
gun-laying and night-fighter radar; Window, which is perhaps 
a bit more familiar to heavy bomber crews, consisted of huge 
amounts of thick, black paper strips metal coated on one side, 
thrown out of the aircraft, the presence of which in the sky 
simulated large bomber formations, which of course were not 
there at all. There was also Tinsel and Jostle, introduced to blot 
out or distort German radio systems, and Piperack, for jamming 
German nighter-fighter radar. 

But… ‘There’s more’… like the TV ads proclaim. 
We also carried out ‘spoof’ raids on non- targets, dropping 

target indicators and small amounts of bombs to keep the Hun 
guessing. On moonlight nights we would carry out low level 
attacks on targets of convenience. For example, the writer 
remembers flying-boats on Lake Constance. 

While most of the jamming was carried out with high-flying 
BI7 Fortresses of 214 Squadron– and the 36th Bomb Squadron 
helped us out with this bit – the main support and intruder 
aircraft of the Group was the Mosquito, used in a night-fighter 
role. 

Initially ordinary Mark ll and VI fighter- bombers were used, 
superseding Beaufighters, but were rapidly improved with the 
introduction of Mark 4 airborne radar. Very good, but limited by 
altitude, its forward range being the height of the aircraft above 
ground. 

This was followed with American built, Mark 10 A.l.radar, 
which was big improvement, although the bulbous nose, 
housing the rotating scanner spoiled the sleek looks of the 
Mosquito. It was a good swap, though, and this mark of 
Mosquito was identified as the XIX. 

On support operations, our normal modus operandi was to 
take off some time after the main bomber stream. Because of 
our superior speed and the necessity to arrive over the target 
a bit ahead of the main force, we were usually briefed to run 
patrols between the target and known adjacent German night-
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fighter airfields. 
Fuel was never our problem, we 

normally carried 100 gallon drop tank 
under each wing. We had 716 gallons of 
fuel enabling us to stay aloft for more 
than seven hours. 

The longest trip I ever made was for six 
hours and ten minutes, to a place called 
Plauen, near the Czech border. I can say 
here, that sitting for that length of time in 
the pilot’s seat of a de Havilland Mosquito 
is tantamount to torture. There is just 
nowhere to move, to stretch one’s legs, or do much else. Some 
well- meaning designer had provided a chromed and lidded 
cup attached to a flexible metal tube to enable one to relieve 
his bladder on a long trip. I must say that, that good soul has 
never tried peeing from a sitting position wearing a parachute, 
k type dinghy and kapok cushion, plus an oxygen tube. The 
ramifications of which I leave to the reader’s imagination. 

The navigator was no better off. He sat on a flat bench with 
nowhere to store his navigator parachute and his legs were 
constrained by two large boxes which hinged out, containing 
the controls for the Mark 10 radar. In front of his face was the 
large, rubber visor for the two radar tubes. Packed in behind was 
the Serrate equipment, used earlier for homing on to German 
nighter-fighter transmissions, and the G Box navigation aid. 
Some aircraft also carried Monica rear-looking radar and IFF and 
Type E and Type Z equipment. All of this in a space narrower 
than the front seat of a Morris Minor. He also had to navigate 
us to the far reaches of Germany — and back, (to Norfolk, 
hopefully) using his knees as a navigation table. No air plots or 
anything fancy. Thank goodness for the Pole Star and the G Box, 
even though this latter was mostly jammed by the unobliging 
Germans, we never got lost. 

During its fairly short life span, 100 Group aircraft flew 16,740 
operational sorties. At the end of the war, Bomber Command 
held the view that 100 Group operations had saved at least 
1,000 bomber aircraft and their crews. 

 For the most part, the heavy boys did not know we were 
there with them. Part of our training was to fly night bomber 
affiliation exercises with 100 Group Halifaxes, these mostly 
from Swanton Morley. It disturbed us to discover that we 
could approach one of these aircraft cautiously from below 
and behind to almost touching distance without the poor tail-
gunner being aware of our presence, even though he knew he 

was being stalked by us. That tells its own story…
We were looking up at a massive 

machine blotting out the stars, and, 
its gunners were peering down at a 
blacked-out land mass. Just the same, 
we never wandered too close to the tail 
end of a mainstream Lancaster during 
an operation for fear of a gunner with 
exceptional night-vision. 

All in all, we think we did our bit in 
supporting the heavies. 

We were there in the thick of it, 
admittedly our losses were proportionately less, my own 
Squadron, 169 at Great Massingham, lost over 600 airmen. 
During its existence, the Group managed to dispose of over 250 
enemy aircraft, in the air or on the ground. 

 There endures currently, a very active 100 Group Association, 
which puts out a first-class quarterly magazine and has an 
annual reunion at one of the old Norfolk airfields. Always well 
attended but, of course, but with a very declining force of 
the Group’s veterans. For anybody interested, the lady who 
organises all this, Janine Harrington, has had published some 
well researched and very readable books entirely about the 
Group’s activities, details of which can be found, need I say, on 

Amazon or Google. 

John continues to lead a very full life (and work) and was 
recently visited by members of 5 Squadron RNZAF

169 Nightfighter Squadron Aircrew, Great Massingham, Norfolk, May 1945
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Alan Scott  
Wireless Operator 75 Squadron 
SOME MEMORIES OF ALAN SCOTT (W/OP NZ4211672) 
WHO FLEW IN WITH 75 SQUADRON 
RECORDED BY RNZAF HISTORIAN, BEE DAWSON

I was born in 1924, in 
Morrinsville, my father had a 
carrying business. I’m one of 
nine children – five boys and 
four girls. I went to Morrinsville 
Primary School when I was five 
– that was in 1929 at the start of 
the Depression. My father lost 
his carrying business and our 
house, so we moved to a farm 
at Maungataparau, about seven 
miles from Morrinsville and he 
received a wage of £2 a week. 

We had plenty of food – we 
were never short of food. We 
stayed on the farm until 1939. 
We had a tragedy on the farm. 

A younger brother, Ian, was killed in a shooting accident and 
after that my parents felt that they wanted to move away. At that 
time my eldest brother, Jack, was just leaving for the war. My 
parents couldn’t afford to take me to the city with them because 
there were three other sisters and a brother living at home. So I 
got a job on a farm after two years of high school. I had a strong 
desire to travel and my aim was to go up to the city and go to the 
commercial radio school which was in the ferry buildings, and get 
my ticket as a marine wireless operator. As the war progressed 
I realised I was going to have to do military service. My number 
one priority when I joined was to be a wireless operator. 

Eventually I got my call up – I think there were six of us who 
joined that day. We all went out on the train to Papakura on the 
way to Seagrove and were told we would be met at the train. I 
discovered that day, that, that would be one of the many lies the 
Air Force would tell. There was no transport, so we all went out on 
the back of the supply truck.

At Seagrove we were in the ADU, (Aerodrome Defence Unit). 
We were supposed to defend the airfield against the hordes of 
Japanese who were to come up the Manukau Harbour. So I stayed 
there, sitting pre-entry exams, then we moved to New Plymouth. 
When we arrived in New Plymouth nobody seemed to know why 
we’d come, so we whiled away a month doing practically nothing, 
then finally got to Rotorua and the ‘Initial Training Wing’. We did 
what they called the composite course, and I turned out to be a 
very good navigator. So at the end of the course, instead of going 
to Canada, they said to me that they would like me to train as a 
pilot… But that I would have to do the course again! 

So I said yes, and did the course again, but unfortunately the 
Nav paper was a very stiff one and I just missed… I was on the 
train to Rongotai to wash dishes… I plucked up courage and 
went into the Chief Ground Instructor’s office and said that it 
was his idea for me to train as a pilot and that if he looked at my 
records he’d find that my first priority was as a wireless operator. 
He looked at everything and said: “Righto Scott, I agree with you 

– you’re on the draft for Canada.” 
We spent seven months in Calgary doing the wireless course 

and also did a flying programme – air operating, using the radio 
as a navigational aid. 

We had a three week mid term leave, which happened to be 
at Christmas time. We’d saved up and four of us went to Chicago 
for those three weeks. We had an absolutely wonderful time. The 
Americans were so, so generous. 

We stayed in the YM, but went to several American homes. 
People just met us on the street and asked us out. It was really 
incredible. They were happy to set you up with a girlfriend. The 
only thing was it couldn’t be the same girl twice… they didn’t 
encourage relationships. It was a date. 

At the end of the course we went to a gunnery school in 
Saskatchewan for six weeks. A place called Dafoe, and we 
graduated there. Then we had another leave. I went back to 
Chicago to see friends that we’d made, then went on to New 
York and went to the ANZAC Club. They put us with people who 
were willing to look after us while we were there. We met various 
young ladies through that. 

People used to stop us in the street. For instance, we got off 
the train at Grand Central Station and were sitting there having 
breakfast, the waitress came over and said: “The gentleman over 
there’s picked up your tab…” 

We were stationed at Lachine in Montreal, a holding depot. We 
spent about three weeks there, then went by train to Nova Scotia 
and boarded the Empress of Scotland to England.

Ours was really a cruise. I’d heard so much about the terrible 
weather on the Atlantic, but it was as flat as the Tamaki River 
down here for the whole four days. Apart from being very 
crowded – I think there were about 4,000 on the ship. There were 
just two meals – breakfast and dinner at night. I well recall the 
confusion in the morning when those in the first shift had, had 
breakfast and were coming down the stairways, meeting the 
second shift coming up. Often the first and second weren’t going 
anywhere! 

I was so concerned that maybe we would get torpedoed, 
because the bunks were about four or five high. I thought that 
if I had to get out in the middle of the night I was never going to 
make it, because there was gear everywhere. So I sat up on the 
staircase at night – it was only four nights. 

The toilets were all blocked. The cunning ones had taken away 
the seats and hidden them just bringing them out for their use. 

In the bunk next to me there was a guy called Jack Robinson, 
an Englishman who’d been in the Merchant Navy and happened 
to know some of the crew. He was going to lunch in the crew’s 
quarters, so I said to Jack that if he didn’t take me I was going to 
put his weights up [report him]… so I went along with Jack and 
we were enjoying stew and plenty of bread and butter while the 
other guys were starving. 

We landed in Greenock on the Clyde, but we didn’t dock. 
We went ashore in lighters. When I used to go down into the 
seamen’s cabin, there was a curtained off area with all these 
ladies’ frocks hanging up. He was saying he would get lots of 
ladies by handing out these dresses. The crew were raiding the 
kitchen and stealing the tea and the sugar, and had pillowcases 
with tea and sugar in them. They put them all into kit bags so 
when we didn’t tie up at the dock but went ashore in lighters, 
all the kit bags were just put into one lighter so all of their tea, 

Alan (right) with his crew
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sugar, dresses and anything else they didn’t want anyone to know 
about, also went in and somebody at the other end was taking 
care of it… 

And we went down to Warrington, to another holding depot. 
The most depressing place I think I’ve ever been in. It rained for 
about two weeks solid and you couldn’t see across the parade 
ground. We were then shifted to Brighton where we stayed in the 
Grand Hotel on the front. 

Then the V1s, the doodlebugs, started to come across and they 
started to move us out. It looked at that point as if we would 
never see the war – this was 1944. We‘d arrived in England on 
D-Day. So a friend of mine, Bill Wagner, and I decided we’d try to 
do something about it. So we went to the Commanding Officer 
and said we wanted to get out of there. So we got a posting to an 
Advanced Flying Unit in Stranraer to Scotland and we were on our 
way then. We had a six week course and were then posted to OTU 
in Oxford and got crewed up on Wellingtons. 

After we left Oxford we went to North Luffenham to convert 
onto Lancasters – we were there for four weeks. Then we were 
posted to Mepal and 75 Squadron. 

We were interviewed by the Wing Commander, Wing 
Commander Baigent. I can still see him standing in front of us. 
He said: “You’re a scruffy looking lot, aren’t you? I suppose you 
want some leave... you’d better get a trip in. Otherwise you’ll have 
nothing to talk about-you’ll be on the order tomorrow.” 

I remember that night we were woken up at about two in the 
morning when the crew came in, and we heard them talking. 
They’d been to Potsdam and they lost their navigator – he stood 
up in the astro hatch and a bit of shrapnel took his head off. So we 
weren’t too happy about what might lie in store for us. 

We got crewed up at OTU. We were all put in the hangar – 100 
people – and you just mill around like lost souls and different 
people come up and say: “Would you like to be in my crew?” The 
first guy who asked me if I’d like to be his wireless operator – the 
navigator also came from Morrinsville. I went to school with him. 
He was the son of the local draper and was definitely on the other 
side of the tracks from me. I didn’t think I could work with him. 

Nobody else asked me and the eight of us left were all in the 
same boat. So we crewed up and got on very well together – we 
had to really. We shared a hut – they had a corrugated roof and 
concrete walls, but no lining. They used to sweat badly and were 
always damp. We had a little pot belly stove in the middle for 
heating, but only had a little bit of coal which would only last a 
couple of days, so it was a matter of scavenging around the place 
for something to put in it. The people in the wooden huts used to 
take the bracing out of the roof. 

The first trip was to Regensburg in daylight. 
I remember climbing aboard and wondering what it really was 

going to be like. It was a lovely fine day. From memory there were 
about 100 aircraft on the raid. About four squadrons. We formed 
up over the south coast in a long gaggle, as they used to call it. 
We set sail for Europe – that was eight hours plus for the return 
journey. 

As we approached the target around about 12 o’clock you 
could see all the anti-aircraft bursts and I began to wonder then 
whether we were going to be among the unlucky ones. 

Our brief was mainly a listening one. You couldn’t transmit of 
course – radio silence. So I would get a group broadcast every 15 
minutes. I would listen in for it in case there was a recall, change 

of target, change of wind or anything like that. 
 An oil refinery. Regensburg is in southern Austria – the city is 

right on the Danube. I stood in the astrodome, looking out to 
make sure that no aircraft was over the top of us. I was listening to 
the countdown when the bombaimer took over for the last five 
or so minutes for the run in to the target – it seemed like an hour 
instead of only minutes. (I remember being) happy to make the 
turn and head for home. A certain feeling of relief. 

Then we went on leave, I think we had three days, and stayed at 
the Fernleaf Club in Knightsbridge. 

We had to make a ruling about the ladies some of the guys 
were bringing into dinner at night, because some of them had 
been POWs and had picked up (perhaps) unsavoury ladies in 
Piccadilly and brought them out to dinner. It was pointed out 
that, that wasn’t the done thing. 

One of the outstanding things about my stay in England was 
the hospitality of very ordinary people. I remember going on the 
Lady Ryder Scheme – it was a bit like the ANZAC Club in a way. 
They arranged for you to go on leave and stay with a family. I 
was to go down to Cornwall, not far from Newquay. I got off at 
this little station and looked around and there was a lady with 
a bicycle. And she came over to me and asked if I was Flight 
Sergeant Scott? And I said yes. So I put my kitbag on the carrier 
on the bike and wheeled the bike home. They lived out in the 
country – it was just four joined-together apartments, upstairs, 
downstairs. The only water was a pump outside and I remember 
when she showed me to my room she said: “I suppose you’d like a 
wash?” I was visualising a shower, but she brought a bowl and jug 
of water! 

They had two little children and the husband just did manual 
farm work but they treated me like a king for two weeks. I came 
home one night and there was a note on the kitchen table: 
‘There’s a braised rabbit in the oven for your supper.’ 

On another occasion a mate and I were hitch-hiking up through 
Scotland and we got to Edinburgh and went into the YMCA,the 
woman secretary said she was sorry but they were full up. She 
said: “Here’s my front door key, go home and make yourself 
comfortable. I won’t be home until about ten o’clock…” That 
touched me greatly. 

Lady Ryder Scheme
Born in 1889 Lady Francis Ryder and her friend Miss 
McDonald of the Isles organised a series of rest homes for 
returning wounded WW1 soldiers. She received the MBE 
for her work. Between the wars they continued the home 
visit scheme to include Commonwealth students coming 
to London to study. Once WWII 
commenced the scheme was 
enlarged to give Commonwealth 
service men a homely place to 
spend their leave.

Some 430 homes were listed 
from Scotland to Cornwall often 
on farms . All of the cost was 
carried by the host families. Many Kiwi airmen have fond 
memories ( and probably souvenirs ) of country houses , 
small farm kitchens and local pubs.

Lady Ryder died in 1965.
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We did another daylight to Bremen. Montgomery’s army was 
only five miles from the railway station and we were bombing the 
station. 

I stayed on the squadron until, probably, about July. Then the 
squadron was going to go out to Okinawa and bomb Japan 
proper. If you’d been overseas for two years it was optional 
whether you went to Okinawa so we all had a couple of days of 
soul searching, deciding what we were going to do. I thought 
that although I hadn’t done a lot, I had done something. Okinawa 
didn’t quite appeal, so I went in to see the Wing Co and said I was 
going home. The bombaimer, myself and the engineer opted out 

Something for the Gunners
BOMBER COMMAND AIR COMBAT CLAIMS 1939-4 
 DESTROYED PROBABLES DAMAGED
1939 17 - -
1940 93 2 3 
1941 87 39 68 
1942 74 45 59 
1943 241 91 294
1944 536 108 379
1945 143 25 94
 1,191 310 897

  BY TYPES OF ENEMY AIRCRAFT
He.111 5 1 6 
He.177  2 - - 
He.219  5 - - 
Do.217 11 5 13
Ju.88  333 94 340
Ju.188 23 1 8
Me.109  185 58 131 
Me.110  198 62 117
He.210 13 7 38
He.410  43 7 37
Me.262  5 3 11
FW.190 108 22 104
Other types  27 2 3
Unidentified 233 48 89
 1,191 310 897

SQN  NO. ATTCKS NO. COMBATS DO JU MW  FW ME MOSQ- ME  FW UNIDENT- NOT
NO. MADE ENGAGED 217 88 110 200 410 UITO? 109 190 IFIED  SEEN
12 3 5  3 1    1 2 1 
100 6 2  2   1   2 2 1
101 10 9  9   2 1  3 3 1
103 3 6  3      1 32
166 8 8  5 3  3   1 4
300 2 1   2     1 
460 4 14  6 2  1  3 5 1
550 2 3  2 1     1  1
476 10 6 1 6 1  1  1 1 2 3
625 5 4  1  1 2  3 1 1 
626 2 5  2 1    3  1  
 55 63 1 39 11 1 10 1 11 18 18 8

BOMBER COMMAND - SEA MINING - 1939-45 
BY TYPES OF AIRCRAFT.
 Despatched  Mines Missing
  Laid
Mosquito 110 99 2
Wellington 4687 7598 106
Hampden 3261 2390 73
Manchester 221 598 9
Stirling 3801 13845 84
Halifax 3716 9572 48
Lancaster 2929 13205 87
 18725 47307 409
At 1 aircraft Missing for every 115 
mines laid a rather costly business.

COMBATS WITH GERMAN NIGHT FIGHTERS - JUNE 1944
The most rounds expended in June 1944 by a single bomber were 2,500 
( Mid upper gunner 500 and rear gunner 2,000 rounds) - during a series of running fights.

– the others decided to stay with the skipper. They were going 
up to Norwich to convert onto Lincolns – an advanced type of 
Lancaster. But VJ Day arrived and they never ever went. 

I was one of the million people jammed into Trafalgar Square 
listening to Churchill announcing the end of the war. It was 
a moving experience. You couldn’t get anything to eat, you 
couldn’t get a drink, the pubs were dry. The rear gunner and I 
slept in Green Park… Back home, I decided to take advantage of 
the rehabilitation services and applied to train as a carpenter. 

Alan contracted building houses at first then for 20-years built 
schools around Auckland

“Only another  thousand miles. Charlie, and we’ll be home”
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 John Wall became one of the many US trained pilots 
 being posted to USAAF field in Terrell, Texas for initial training

The Kiamichi Incident February 1943 
At some stage in Advanced 
training it was the practice 
to send to cadets off in one 
plane to carry out a navigating 
exercise. Cadet A piloted one-
way with Cadet B navigating 
and they swapped over after 
landing at their destination for 
the return trip.

On February 20, 1943 I was 
to pilot Cadet Wilbur Wright 
on a low level X/E in AT6A No 
185. As far as I remember  went 
well until we approached 
the Kiamichi Mountains in 
deteriorating visibility and 
rising ground ahead. I found 
myself caught in the classic 
situation. Trapped in a valley 
with no confident idea of 
where we were or where the 
high ground might be. Under 
these circumstances and after 
1:23 of flying time I decided 
on making a precautionary 
landing, wheels down in the 
valley. I sent ‘Wilbur’ to find out 
where we were to phone Terrell. 
It appeared we were near a 
village called Jumbo. We were 
looked after extremely well and locals offered our overnight 
accommodation with a young family, we gratefully accepted. 
Judging the AT6 wouldn’t come to much harm on its own.

The following day W/C 
Moxham arrived in a Stearman 
and four others by road. The 
AT6 was checked out and found 
serviceable and was flown out.

I spent the rest of that day and 
part of the following flying with 
W/C Moxham trying to locate two 
of other planes that had failed to 
arrived at the their destination. 
We found one and later we 
went out to the site by truck. 
It was obvious that they had 
spun in and crashed. Plane was 
embedded vertically with both 
Cadets (Mike Hosies and  Maurice 
Jensen) still in the cockpit. I 
cannot recall where or how the 
second plane was found.

I flew back with W/C Moxham 
on the ZZ, arriving, I still 
remember, too late for the 
midday meal and had to survive 
on peanuts from the drugstore.

I see from my logbook that 
the following day did 45 minutes 
dual formation flying with Mr 
Stahl who must have decided I 
was still capable and so flew solo 
the same day . 

John returned to Britain, converted to Spitfires and flew with  
32 Squadron in the Middle East until 1946. Sadly John passed 
away only earlier this year 



NZBC February 2019  … Page 12

High praise, indeed, is due to the members of Bomber 
Command's ground staff whose faithful service on the 
operational airfields and with training and supply units 
contributed much to the success of the offensive. Most of their 
duties were exceedingly dull and they had none of the thrills 
of action. There was, for example, precious little excitement 
to be derived from working in the open, in rain, wind or snow, 
in daylight and through darkness, twenty feet up in the air 
on the aircraft engines and air- frames, at all the many and 
intricate tasks that had to be undertaken to keep the bombers 
serviceable. 
No rewards, no gongs just our deepest gratitude.

Wherever you walk, you will hear people talk,
of the men who go up in the air,
of the daredevil way, they go into the fray;
Facing death without turning a hair.

 They'll raise a big cheer and buy lots of beer,
for the pilot who's come home on leave,
but they don't give a jigger, for a flight mech or rigger,
with nothing but "props" on his sleeve. 

They just say "Nice day" - and then turn away,
with never a mention of praise,
for the poor bloody erk, who does all the work,
and just orders his own beer - and pays ! 

They've never been told, of the hours in the cold,
that he spends sealing Germany's fate,
how he works on a kite, till all hours of the night,
and then turns up next morning at eight. 

He gets no rake-off, for working 'til take-off,
or helping the aircrew prepare,
but whenever there's trouble - it's "Quick at the double",
the man on the ground must be there. 

Each flying crew, could confirm it as true,
that they know what this man's really worth,
they know that he's part of the RAF's heart,
even though he stays close to the earth. 

He doesn't want glory, but please tell his story,
spread a little of his fame around,
He's just one of a few - so give him his due,
and "Three Cheers for the man on the ground

by Flight Mechanic E Sykes (1942)

Avro Lancaster MI. on ground, engine fitters at work on 
starboard engine at RAF Bottesford. 

Picture: Charles E Brown/ RAF Museum

626 Squadron Aircrew Memories 
The Groundcrews

Three Cheers  
For The Man On The Ground 
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The Lancaster
(Apologies to those who flew other aircraft)
Marshal of the Royal Air Force The Late Sir Arthur Harris, Bt, 
GCB, OBE, AFC, LLD Air Officer Commanding In Chief, Bomber 
Command 1942-45
THIS article is a well deserved tribute to a remarkable aircraft 
and to those who designed and built her - Roy Chadwick, AV 
Roe’s Chief Designer, 

Roy Dobson, Managing Director, and the thousands of men 
and women who laboured with skill and devotion to put that 
Shining Sword into the hands of Bomber Command Crews. 

The Lancaster’s efficiency was almost incredible, both In 
performance and that ii could be saddled with ever increasing 
loads without breaking the camel’s bock. II is astonishing that 
so small on aircraft as the Lancaster could take the 22,000 
pound Grand Slam bomb, a weapon which no other aircraft in 
the world could carry. The Lancaster far surpassed all the other 
types of heavy bombers. Not only could ii take heavier bomb 
loads, not only was it easier lo handle and not only were there 
fewer accidents with this than the other types; throughout, the 
casualty role of the Lancaster was also consistently below ·that 
of other types. 

The Lancaster, beyond doubt, was a major factor In beating 
the Nazi enemy down to defeat - as most of the enemy lop 
officials and senior commanders have admitted. But no aircraft, 
however outstanding Its qualifies, can be an effective weapon 
of war unless the aircrew that man them are also of superlative 
quality. That the Lancaster aircrew were of such a breed is 
evidenced by their deeds. 

This country, and its allies, owes these young men-the many 
that died and the few that survived – a debt they have not met; 
because It can never be met in full. 

It Is due to them, and their kind in other Services, that Britain is 
not a mere slave market In a Nazi Empire, that was the plan.

Never forget it.

Bomber Command
Air Marshal Sir Harold Martin KCB, DSO, DFC, AFC.
It was not widely known until recently that on 8th July 1940 after 
the Nazis had defeated the French and British armies which led 
to Dunkirik, Churchill sent a historic minute to Lord Beaverbrook. 

It said… “When I look around to see how we can win this war 
there Is only one sure power. We now have no army that can 
defeat the Nazi military power. Our sea blockade of Germany 
is broken and shortly Hitler will have the resources of Africa 
and Asia to draw from. Should he fail to Invade the UK he will 
rebound eastward. 

There is only one thing that will stop him and that is 
devastating attacks upon the Nazi homeland by very heavy 
bombers from this country, without which I do not see a way 
through.” 

Beaverbrook drew up production plans. But bombers don’t 
grow on trees. Meanwhile the losses In our small and Inadequate 
bomber force were heavy. 

The now famous Marshal of the RAF Sir Arthur Harris was 
made Commander- in-Chief Bomber Command and ordered to 
implement the Churchillian policy. 

As the more modern aircraft were introduced into Command 
the destructive power of the Command improved but so did 
the Nazi air defences. For the next four years the longest and 
greatest air battle in history; the Battle of Germany, was fought 
out by night and by day when the Americans joined in 1942. 

The aims were to disrupt Nazi war production and to win air 
supremacy so that, when ready, ground forces could take control 
of the ground. 

In Bomber Command alone of 126,000 aircrew cast into the 
battle 58,106 did not return. This casualty figure is very close to 
the total casualties of the officer cadre in the British Army In the 
1918 war. 9,838 became PoW; when they hit the ground under 
their parachutes, it was not into the friendly green fields of 
England. 

A fighting aircrew loss rate of approximately 44 per cent - that 
was the price paid by Bomber Command.

Marshal of the Royal Air Force Sir Arthur Harris has written: 
“Incontrovertible facts, and the statements of virtually all top 

Directors and Commanders of the enemies’ war efforts have 
now proved beyond doubt that the Strategic Bombers:

I. Destroyed the major share of the enemy’s means of naval 
warfare.

2. Annihilated his Merchant Fleet.
3. Prevented him from building an effective Bomber Force for 

counter attack on this country. 
4. Prevented him from making any effective stand against the 

Allies’. Invasion of France and Germany and the Russian advance 
from the East; 

5. Gave the Allies 67, mainly ‘Green’, Divisions practically a 
‘walk over’ with minimum casualties - against nearly double that 
number of enemy Divisions by literally blasting them out of the 
way wherever they tried to make a stand;

6. Brought the German Final Offensive in the Ardennes to a 
stop by cutting all his supply routes.
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‘Sir
I have the honour to report the following information for 

flying at 8,000ft on the late afternoon of January 1st 1945 on 
operations.

After take off at 1545hrs acting on met information and 
entering cloud as 2,500ft I concluded I would break cloud in the 
region of 5,000ft. We eventually broke at 8,000ft then homing 
back to set course position having insufficient time to descend 
there we decided to descend on course to Reading. Descending 
on course to Reading and encountering icing and not breaking 
cloud at 5,000ft I decided to return again to 8,000ft and 
descended on route as soon as possible when a break in clouds 
afforded me this chance.

Just before reaching the English Coast an extensive break in 
the cloud was observed and noticing the bomber stream on 
route beneath us we descended down to 5,000ft, reaching this 
height about 20 miles from the English Coast.

I hereby after conformed with the tactics for the operation 
laid down at briefing for the operation and completed the 
mission successfully, returning to base at 2130hrs.

I have the honour to be, Sir, your obedient servant.
R C Flamank F/O.‘

Courtesy 75 Squadron WordPress 

‘Sent to Sheffield’ – Ronald Flamank
Ron flew as captain of a 75 Squadron Lancaster based at Mepal. 
On New Year’s Day 1945 he was potted flying above the height 
ordered. After, a trip to Sheffield (RAF Norton followed. He 
wasn’t the only RNZAF aircrew who visited Sheffield

Sheffield
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Ron wasn’t the only New Zealander to ‘enjoy’ the Aircrew 
Retraining Centre at Sheffield. One Flight Sergeant on Squadron 
foolishly signed some blank leave passes ”found” by some 
ground staff. It wasn’t long before they were used and quickly 
traced back to our man. Off to Sheffield he went and returned 
much quieter and wiser.

The program at Sheffield revolved around a 14 hour day, 6 
a.m. to 8 p.m. with extended periods of drill, exercise routines 
and kit inspections, all designed to drum the Air Force way into 
the doubters. Everything was done at the double including 
painting driveway rocks, untangling webbing straps, and, we are 
told polishing rubbish tins. Few personnel returned for another 
go. 

However an ex-treasurer of the NZBCA, then a Flight Sergeant 
at Mepal, declined a Warrant Officer’s order to return to the 
mess for a meal break. 

“I told him that I wouldn’t be cycling two miles from the 
flights, round the aerodrome just for a meal, then cycle back. I 
may have used the odd bad word but found myself in Jankers 
for three days. This meant reporting to the Gatehouse three 
times a day, coming off Ops and being employed in the station 
office as mail boy, sending out notices posting bods to different 
duties or stations. For a bit of fun I mixed and matched the 
notices with the pre-addressed envelopes. Chaos followed and 
it was soon traced back to me so off to Sheffield I went“. 

At 6 ft 2 and a rugby lock “Bill” could be intimidating and 
certainly let any puny snow snowdrop MP know his feelings.

At Sheffield “Bill” had found a  gap in the fence which 
permitted easy access to the local pub and one night (full of 
beer) he spotted another bod heading back to camp and asked 
if he also used the gap or was there another. The other bod 
happened to be the Camp Adjutant and replied that he only 
used the front gate. “Bill” had just earned himself another 21 
days

Finally back Mepal his crew had long gone, and “Bill” spent 
time as a fill-in Navigator. His final comment “what are bloody 
waste of time, four-and-a-half-years for just nine Ops”.

But those were the rules.
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Remember those days 

  New Zealand  Bomber Command Memorial Trophy Presentation 

Each year our memorial trophy is presented to an operational 
RNZAF unit selected for their efforts, devotion to duty and 
service. This year the Helicopter Support Squadron based at 
Ohakea were selected. Normally one of the NZBCA Executive 
present the trophy at a special parade but this year Veteran and 
ex POW Trevor Guthrie was asked to represent the Association. 

The base was to put on transport from Trevor’s home in 
Fielding (with similar VIP treatment on base) but at the last 
minute Trevor was unable to attend.

To his great surprise, later that day, there was a knock on his 
back door “I opened it to see a wave of blue, gold braid and top 

brass. 
 I didn’t know whether to sit down or salute. “Visiting were the 
Chief of the RNZAF Air Vice Marshal Tony Davies and the HSU CO, 
Squadron Leader Jo Ross. “ In all my time I don’t think that I have 
ever met an Air Vice Marshal let alone speak to one.”

As Trevor couldn’t attend the parade, the parade came to him.
Our sincere appreciation to AVM Davies. 
Sir, you made a veteran very proud that day.

Thirty-two years of Newsletters

Notes to Readers
* All contributions are most welcome 
so lets share your stories mess songs 
and poems
* If you have any wartime albums 
or logbooks, please may we copy 
them. Once copied we will return your 
originals with a computer disk of the 
enhanced images and papers


