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"I climbed up on the side ot a dispersal pen at Kalla
three views with my camera, one west, one northwest,
south part of the




x Airdrome, Singapore, February 11, 1942, and snapped
nd one north, Only the first one, showing the harbor and

ity, is innocent of smoke,

“An air-raid warning was on but we weren't paying any at-
tention, until we heard the familiar heavy droning from above;
then we all made for some trenches. . . . Someone called ow
and pointed towards the city. In the harbor near the docks several
preat columns of water were rising majestically to a height of per-
haps two hundred feet. Then dozens of smoke clouds shot up in
a row across the dock arvea. . . . 1 got out my camera and wok
another snap of this area, w contrast with the one I'd taken a few

minutes before when there were no smoke clouds.” [pp. g1-g2]
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I had my camera in my pocket, and while we were making a circuit
of the airdrome just alter we ook off, T ook a snap of the north part
of the city, where a huge ugly fire was raging among a lot of buildings.

We turned and headed southward out over the sea, and when we
were out two or three miles 1 took another snap—presumably the last
air picture of Singapore, outside of any taken by the enemy. [p. gH|
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CITATION

“This officer carried out many iow level reconnaissance
sorttes and successlully aitacked enemy shipping and
ground objectives. On one occasion while attacking
enemy troops who were atiempting a landing in the
Singapore arca, he silenced the enemy's firc and en-
abled the rest of the squadron ta press home attacks
with impunity. He bas deswroyed several cncmy
planes.”
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Chapter 1

PARTING

I supPosE IF I had accomplished anything really worth while
during the fighting in Singapore and Sumarra, [ should now
suspect that [ate had samething to do with iy being there,
for it was certainly gquite by chance that I wus scnt. How-
ever, my accomplishments in the Fav East proved to be so
small and my attempts at accomplishment so regularly
crowned with frustration, that there could hardly have been
any design about it.

It all really started with an invitation I received to a party
back in England, last autumn (194 1)—started witk (hat, and
ended with my cvacuation from Java in a hospital ship,
after being wounded in "the greatese military disaster ever
suffered by Briash arms.™

This invitation came [rom D—, an airdrome about a
hundred miles from where 1 was stationed. The party, it
read, was being given as a farcwell for the officers of goo *
Squadron, who werce preparing to leave for overseas service,

“200 Squadron:” T thought. “"Why, that's Squadron
1.cader T—"s gang, I must scc him if he's going overscas; I'll
have to take that in.”

Squadron Ieader T—~had once been my flight com-
mandcr and was an especial [riend of mine, He must have
had me invited.

* This [s a Bctiticous number.
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2 - UCTLHASTUFLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE
So it was that I knocked off work at noon of the day of

the party, having arranged to take twenty-four hours off

and to borrow a liule training plane for the trip to D—,

I was pilot in a Spitfire squadron at that time, doing
reconnaissance work over the Channel and northern France,
a job in which ¥ was completely happy. I was at a pleasant
station with a swell bunch of fellows, and the work was
most absorbing and exciting, with [requent opportunities
for us to accotnplish something and break into the com-
muniqués.

1 was in extra high spirits that noon and couldn’t help
whistling gaily as T stripped off my mac west {lifc jacket),
hung it on my nail in the pilot's hut, and put on my collar
and tie {which are never worn when we're flying, hecause
they interfere with looking around), Calling a gay “'See you
tomorrowl” to the fellows, [ hurried outside, mounted my
bicycle, and pedaled away. A hfteen minute ride, following
the macadamn taxi strip around the edge of the airdrome o
the gate and then up a winding tree-lined connury road for
a couple of miles, bronght me to the house where we were
billeted, and T hurried upstairs to change clothes,

‘The exhilarating lecling of looking forward to a full
twenty-four hours of relaxation, free [rom dangers and re-
sponsibilities, was enhanced for me just now by pride in
the memory of having done a litde good work during the
morning, Alan and 1 had been nosing along the French
coast abont midmorning, the cannons and machinc.guns of
our Spitfires loaded for anything we might encounter.

This time it had been a German mator launch of some
sor(, and the picture as we went in to attack was sull fresh
in my roind—the boat dead in my sights a fcw hundred
yards ahead as 1 came in, skimning low over the sca. Then
the terrific barking of tny cannons and the roat of iy ma-
chine-guns as § pressed the firing button, the glimpses [rom
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PARTING 3

the corners of my eyes of wicked white Alame lancing the
hot grey smoke clouds whipping back from my catnon
muzzles, the exciting stench of gunpowder smoke; then the
sight of my first shots striking, falling a lirtle short and
throwing up great showers of spray that nearly hid the boat:
then the rest of my bullets striking home—~hritliant white
flashies of cannon shells, and the red sparklet eftect of scores
of explosive machine-gun bullews, dancing up and down
over the bow and the low bridge, and over the queer litele
square superstructure with a big swastika painted on each
side.

‘Then Twas breaking away in a violent tumn to avoid co!-
liding after 1'd closed to point-blank, and turning in my
cockpit to watch Alan following in with his attack, his dis-
tant Spitfire looking wicked and panther:like from in front,
as only a Spitfire can; seeing the row of little lights break
out, fAlashing along the front of his wings, and the twin
streams of grey cannon-smoke puffs ripping back from his
machine like taut strings of sofu grey beads; then the an-
swering clouds of spray thrown up about the beat by his
hutlets and the blinking af white cannon-shcll Hashes all
over its hull. We didn’t dare wait to sce what became of the
boat, but we wouldn't have given much for s chances of
remaining afloat very long!

After that the two of us—scaoting for home side by side
and low down over the waves as hard as we could go, en-
gines bellowing raucously at full throttle, atd controls stiff
with the speed; squirming in our cockpits to look [urtively
backwards for signs of 10g's {Messerschmitts) in pursuit,
feeling for all the world like a couple of kids who'd just
stolen a watermelont For we were only two, and we'd got
away with this in clear weather without cloud protection
along the part of France where the Lufewaffe had its great-
est concentration of fighters, hundreds of them. Besides,
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4 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAFORE

we had done this right under the noses of the coastal anti-
aircraft guns, and so quickly they didn't have tirac to fre
a single shot at us!

As no signs of pursuit appeared we breathed deeper and
deeper, until finally the French ccast had faded away be-
hind, and then the lighthouse tower of Dungeness slowly
emerged from the haze ahcad of ws, looking beautitul and
friendly becausc it meant that we had got away with "an-
other one.”

Upstairs in my room now, I shed my rough blue “battle
dress,” and afrer bathing and cleaning up donned my "Sun-
day best™ uniform which my batman had laid out, freshly
pressed, with buttons polished and gleaming. Taking the
overnight bag which I'd alyeady packed, I left the honse and
pedaled back to the Mess, hoping I wasn't toe late for lunch.

I almast didn't make the trip to the party after all—in
which case ! wouldn't be writing this story—[or a strong
northwest wind was blowing, and aver the lTunch table,
Moses, just down fvom a2 parrol, told me he thought I'd
have trouble making it to N—. He'd noticed thunder-
storms and low cloud in that direction. Soaftet lunch 1T rang
up John, our duty pilot, asking him for the weather to
D-—, and he confirmed what Moses had told me, Thunder-
storns, with fog right down to the ground in places, blocked
the route, and there wasn’t a hope of getting through for
the time being.

As a result I just about decided to call off the trip and
ring up Squadron Leader T— to tell him good-bye on the
phone; but then I thought I'd wait and see 1f the weather
might improve, 1t did teward midafiernoon, and John rang
me up to tell me that Operations said I could try it if T
hked, so off 1 went.

Even then I nearly didn'’t make it, for, after I'd flown
about fifty or sixty miles, the weather got thick and dark al!
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PARTING 5

around, A thunderstorm loomed ahead with white cur-
tains of rain hanging to the ground. I was miserably cold
already in the open cockpit of the little Moth biplane, and
sick of shivering, my face blue and my nose running, and
of bouncing around in the rough air which tossed the little
trainer about like a chip; sick above all af the slow speed—
exasperating, since T was used to streaking about the country-
side at two and three hundred miles an honr in Spitfires,

So 1almost said “Nuts to il again and turned back; but
then I saw 2 lighter patch ahead on my left and decided 1o
make a try at it. By swinging off my course and edging close
to the London Lalloon barrage 1 managed finally to get by
the bad area, and then it was clear sziling the rest of the
way to D—, where I Janded triumphantly.

There [ found more bad Inck in store for me, for Squad-
ron Leader T— was gone; not only that, but there was no
party eitherl

The duty pilot gave me the news, as soon as [ reported
te him in the watch officc and told him what 1'd come for.
“Well, I'm awfully sorry about this,” he said. "Didn’t you
get our wire? We telegraphed everyone who'd been invited
and told them the party’d been postponed. You sce, the boys
who are going overseas have all had their embarkation leave
extended and they aren’t back yet. Yes, Squadron Leader
T—"s away, tog. I don’t know just when he expects to be
back.”

well, that was something, I'd completely wasted a trip
up here just because of a telegram that somehow did not
reach mec. It had been a damed cold trip, too.

I rang up the local Operations Room, and got permission
to return to my home airdrome as soon as my machine was
ready.

The “Station Duty Flight” (a crew of mechanics whose
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6 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE

job was to care for visiting planes) were refuclling my air-
plane and checking over one ol the magnetos which had
bothered a lictle on the way, and while waiting for them to
finish their work 1 stnod around toasting myself in front of
the wall-type electric heaters in the liitle watch office, for T
was chilled through and through.

Fresently one of the mechanics came in to tell me the
news. “I'm sorry, sir, but I don’t think we can get that
magneto fixed for you today. There seems to be something
wrong inside it, and wc'll have to take it apare.”

“All right,” T answered, “It doesn't make much differ-
ence. U'll stay here overnight then.” And so I did.

All these chance occurrettces that led up to my staying at
D—— that nigit, 2lso led to my living the rest of the events
of this story; for next moming before I left, Squadron
leader T— returmed from his leave, and in the ¢nsuing
visit talked me into joining the rest of his squadron to go
OVETSEAs.

Not directly; but he told me that he'd like to have me
with his squadron, and I said that, for my part, I was game,
if he could get me transferred. So he rang up the officer in
charge of postings at Group Headquarters, who said that
the time was very short, but if I were wilting to forego
embarkation leave he'd do what he could about it and let
us know. So we lev it stand that way. I flew back to my home
airdrome, and after telling my C.Q. and the other pilots of
my squadron that I might be leaving them soon, T went to
work.

Squadron Leader T—— hadn't entirely talked me into
volunteering for overseas service; I'd thoughe of it oeca-
sionally before. It was mainly that the opportunity was pre-
sented to me at a tioie when it sounded particularly attrac-
tive. Winter was fast approaching with its weeks of foggy
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PARTING .

weather and inactivity in England, while big things ap-
peared to be in the offing abroad. Japan wasn’t in the war
yet, of course, but Hitler's armies in Russia had reached the
noriheastern shores of the Black Sea and a drive down
through the Caucasus Mountains looked immincnt; besides,
we'd heard rumors and opinions {which soon proved cor-
Tect) that one side or the ather would be starting something
big in Libya before long. It seemed likely that the squadron
would be sent to one or the other of these areas and that
we'd have a chance to write some history whercver we went.

A couple of days after my meeting with Squadron Leader
T—, the officer in charge of postings telephoned me that
my transfer had heen arranged and that 1 was to report at
D— in two days’ time. It was what T wanted, but T realized
with a shock that it was going to be very hard to say gnod-
bye to this place and to the pals I had worked and flown
and fought with all these months. ‘They seemed to feel the
same way about it, too. Some of us drove to Dover that night,
to take m a vaudeville show at that famous old theater, the
“Dover Hippodrome,” It was my last night out with the
gang.

The Huns staged a dive-bombing raid on Dover while
we were on the way. We could sec the anti-aircratt bursts
in the sky and the great yellow flashes of the hombs below,
so we parked for a few minutes on 2 hill averlooking the
town, watching the display and listening to the drone of
cngines, the explosions of bombs, and the barking of anti-
aircrafc gons, until it all quieted down agatn, and we
drove on.

During the show I got all the fellows to autograph my
programme, and kept it for a reraembrance of my last night
out with them. The performance consisted of dancing and
ather numbers by the “Saucy Lovelies,” humorous acts and
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8 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE

monaolognes by I{al Monty, music by “Butch and Buddy™—
a couple af air-raid orphans picked up in a Liverpool shelter
by the manager of the show. There were also juggling,
“Poses by Eve” {enough said), and other numbers.

1 had one or two patrols next morning, which 1 don't
remeraber much about, except that T Acw wirth a strange
heavy lump in my breast. When noon came, my flight was
off for the rest of the day. But [ took one more hop anyway,
as a sort of Larewell Jaunt with my old Spufive. I'd had the
samne machine for nearly six months—ever since it was hrand
new—and [ felt very attached e ic. 'd had the words MESSAGE
FROM MINNESOTA painted on 1ts side, because that is my
home state.

I took off, and flew up and down the middle of the Striiws
of Dover far a while, [lying above and below and through
a blauket of thick, Auffy clouds that covered most of the
Straits, hoping someone might come out fromn the other stde
for a Rght. Then 1 spent a littde time searching around the
French coast for a couple of “bandits,” which Control told
me {viz radio) were patrolling in the Cap Gris Nez area;
hut T didn't see anything of them and finally Centrol in-
formed me they'd gone back inland, so 1 gave up and headed
homeward, taking one kst Iook across at France as I circled
my drome before landing. Someone else would iy my air-
plane from now on, and he'd remove the name [ had on it.
But I consoled myself with the hope that soon I'd be flying
a Néw MESSAGE FROM MINNESOTA II somewherc, anyway.

That afternoon I packed. Next morning, one of Squadron
Leader T—'s pilots came down to fetch me in a training
plane and I few to D~— with him, planning to return later
and get my heavy luggage by train.

At D—1I [ound that all the pilots of my new squadron
were hack from their embarkation leave, and I had 2 chance
to get acquainted with them. There were three other Ameri-
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PARTING 9

cans in the crowd, two Californians and one from Flovida,
all swell fellows. The California boys were Don G and
Red C-—; the latter was ta hecome the squadron's first ace.
Kleck, who came from Florida, had quit a geod government
job in Washington to join as a recruit the Roval Canadian
AirForce. There were five New Zealanders also, besides boys
from Australia, Rhodesia, Canada, and, as we put it, “even
a few Englishmen,” who were generally known as “the [or-
eigners.”

All were getting “shots in the arm™ from a doctor that
day, and I joined them in “sick quarters” to get the Arst of
a series of shars for yellow fever, tetanns, typhoid, and other
tropical diseases, with the result that 1 nursed a sore arm
for 2 day or so.

‘T'he next couple of days I'spent doing some practice Rying
to get acquainted with the Hurricane fighters this squadron
used, as I had never Hown Hurricanes before; and after thae
I got a couple of days off to wind up my aflairs,

The first of these two days 1 spent in London, taking care
of some financial matters and shopping {or various things,
including a “tropical trunk”—all sieel for protecuon againse
1Nsects.

Before Tleft London the next moming I stopped in at the
American Eagle Club fotr a cup of colfee, and there met Tex
M——, a iriend of mine from Waxahachie, Texas, who had
becn fying in the American Eagle Squadron. He told me
he had just been posted to Singapore and was on embatka-
tion leave, prior to sailing. I told him I was going overseas,
too, but didn't know where, and we wished each other luck.

1 took a train for my old squadron’s basc, arriving in late
afternoon. It was cloudy and blustery and chilly, with a few
snowflakes in the air, and when I got out to the drome, in
a taxi, there scemed to be hitde going on. I visited my
flight's dispersal hut first, w0 get a few belongings I'd left
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L LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE

there, and found that the fAight were off duty and only a
couple of boys around.

All the Spitfires were standing in their dispersal bays,®
like tired cavalry horses asleep, cach as fanuliar to me as an
old comrade, bringing me memories.

There was Paddy's old machine, ‘N, which had always
been lucky. Paddy had shot down at least two 10g’s with it.
Chris was using it the day he was out on a recco {réconnais-
sance flight), and sorprised a formation of three 169's over
1 Touquct, dropping on them out of the sun and shooting
down twao before they knew what had happened, and then
coming home 5o excited he couldn't talk, having completely
forgotten to finish his reccol Gilli was flving it the day he
blundered into a whole bunch of 10g's in a thick haze low
over the sea north of Nieuporr, shot down one, damaged a
second, and got away unscathed, leaving the rest dog-fight-
ing with cach other in their confusion.

There was Chiis's old mactine P, Gilli's ‘'U," Roy's V'
Alan’s 'T," and all the rest, including ‘8'—the one every-
body hated because it didn’t perform as well as the others,
And of course there was my own ‘(3 my MESSAGE FROM
MINNESOTA, which 1 knew and loved the best. Personalitics,
all af thiem, o me; for one of us will lly another's airplane
when his own is Jaid up for repairs, checks, and so on, and
I knew all the peculiarities of each.

There wasn't one in whose cockpit T hadn’t experienced
unforgettable thrills and scares, flown through unbeliev-
able scences of grandeur and beauty among and above the
clouds. And how often I'd seen each of them taxiing hack
to its place after a flight across the Channel, displaying evi-
dence of a batule fought or a target artacked—the tattered
remnants of what had been fabric covers for the holes until

* Dispersal bays—individual parking spaces, usually walled on three sides
for protection from bamb blase.
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PARTING I
they were shot away, Auttering about the holes for the
machine guns in the wings, and the ugly bared cannon muz-
zles, dirtied with powder smoke, their covers likewise shot
away, Sometimes it was I who taxied in with my machine
bearing these signs, my heart still pounding, while I grinned
behind my oxygen mask with an amount of pride propor-
tional to whatever it was that ] had accomplished.

And now it was all over. J was saying good-bye 10 it all
and to them all, and it was very hard. Sergeant Y——, also
an American, was fAying thy machine now. He catne around
while T was there and said he was going (o taxi it across to
the hangar for a thirty-hour inspection, and I asked him if
he'd mind my taxung it over for him. He said O.K. So after
I was through collecting my things 1 climbed into the cock-
pit of my old friend, started up, and taxied across the field.
When I stopped in front of the hangar and shict off the en-
gine, I thought I should make a ceremony of leaving it for
the tast time, then realized how loolish T was, and jumped
out and walked away without looking back.

The wind was still blowing and the sky overcast that
night as I rode along the dark highway and through the
blacked-out city with the friend who drove me to the sta-
tion, and my heart was heavier than ever. I'd planned to
stay overnight and take a ntorning train, but a telephone
call at suppertime informed me that our date of embarka.
tion had been advanced and that [ had to take the train
right away,

It meant I bardly had time to say good-bye to any of my
pals, which was probably just as well because I know I'd
have broken down. § wanted at least to see Chris, and 1'd
made a hasty trip to the countty honse where he and his
wife were staying, but had found it dark, silent, and empty
save for their little dog, “Rocky,” who alone answered when
I knocked, and who barked his good-bye as I walked back
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L2 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE

across the lawn, They had gone away somewhere for the
aliernoon and evening, not knowing that [ was coming.

When I got on the train, I could hardly keep my eyes dry
as I fumbled my way into one of the darkened compart-
ments and slumped down, utierly miserable, heside a couple
of soldiers going on lcave, who moved their TiHes to make
room for me on the seat.

Ioping to see something familiar, I pulled the curtains
aside for a last look after we got out of town, and, as if the
vlements sympathized with me, I found that the clouds had
blown away and that the countryside now was bathed in
brilliant moonlight. The airdrome was out of sight from the
raibway, but "'Qld Baldy,” 2 high, rounded hill that was a
landmark beside it, was plainly visible and T took a long
last look at it, trying to photograph it in my memory. Then
I replaced the curtain, resolving to keep my mind on the
future.



Chapter

IMPATIENCE

I sUPPOSE THAT IF you rounded up a score of two-vear-old
colts from a Montana range and penned them in a half-acre
corral for a few weeks during the [resh new days of spring,
you could get an idea from watching them of how we fighwer
pilots felt and acted during our long imprisonment aboard
ship.

Accustomed as we were to Aying an hour or two in going
from one place to another, this business of spending days
and even wecks between stops was appalling. We read until
our eyes ached, played cards, argued endlessly about every-
thing from air tactics to women's suffrage. Our tempers
grew shorter until we were constantly flying off the handle
at one anather over insignificant little things, so that our
C.0O. was at his wit's end trying to keep the peace—and still
our voyage had scarcely staried!

The lazy, ambling motion of our ship, with its top speed
of fully fifteen miles an hour, was eéxasperating. Didn't 1t
know we had a war to fight? 1 spent so much time leaning
on the rail, watching the endless acres of waves crawling
past, and wondering how t(here could be 30 many of them
all in one ocean, that T thought I'd be developing a perma-
nent stoop.

I suppose it was only natural that we started seeing Grem-
lins. These are the little men, about four or five inches tall,

13
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14 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAFORE

who live in the sky 2nd have been a Iegend in the R.AF, ever
since the first pilot took off with 2 hangover in the last war,
saw one perched on his windshield making faces at him,
and swore off Paris night clubs and French champagne for
the duration.

I heard about them shortly after joining the R.AK., and
asked a pilot of the last war, who was adjutant aL my sta-
tion, 1f he could teil me what they Iooked like,

“Well,” he said, “it really depends on what sort of shape
vou're in when you see then, old boy. Of coutse vou modern
pilos don’u drink, so you're always in the same shape, Why,
as I remcmber, they'te rather sly appearing little chaps, with
long white beards, dressed in green waistcoats and tall green
hats. Most of them don’c intend to be mean, just playful—
except the one I used to see in peacetime, perched on my
pillow on mornings after a night out in town—"'

He shook lis head reminiscently. “That was a wicked
one, zbsolutely ferocious to ook at, oo, ie had a little
sharp dagger that he'd waken me with by poking me just
above the eyes. I'd start ta raise up, and ‘Baml’ he'd hit me
on the back of the head with a hammer twice as long as he
wis. Then the little blightuh would run down to the foot
of my hed and sit there laughing at me. I'd growl at him and
tell kim to hop it, but he'd just sit there and make a face
at me. I'd close my eyes and try to sleep again, and a minute
later he'd be back, to give me another working over|” He
shook his head again. “That one was a regular outlaw, but
most of them aren't too bad if you treat them righe.”

I think I should add here rthat these little fellows are
credited with many unusual gifts, including great strength
and the ability to fly=supposed to be duc to their special
diet of spandule, or aerial seaweed {xirweed).

If you ask a student pilot about Gremlins, he'll probably
tell you of the ones wha hide in training planes during
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IMPATIENCE 15

Right. When the student is coming in to land, they all run
out to the end of une wing and, just when he's about to
touch down (or a perfect landing, give a great heave up-
wards, tipping his machine over so that the opposite wing
hits the ground. Or the ones whe causc crackups by moving
trees or welephone poles in front of you when yoo're gliding
in to land, or push other airplanes into your way when
you're taxiing on the ground, Or the tribe known as the
“Ground Wallopers,” who are responsible when a student
baunces on landing; they shove your control stick forward
or backward just as you're touching down, causing you
either to hit the ground too hard or else to 200m up too
high and pancake.

Another pang of them have an ingenious and destructive
prank which they sometines work even on experienced
pilots. Two of them stand by in your cockpit, ont of sight,
while you're flying, and when you move the lever to lower
your wheels in preparation for landing, one of them sncaks
up and throws the lever back into neutril so that your
wheels stay up, retracted. Then the other one, hiding be.
hind vour instrument panel, rewires the position indicator
for your wheels, so that it shows wHEELS powN when in
reality they're still up, and you glide in for a perfect crackup,
landing vour planc on its belly.

After the dust clears away, while the crash track is ap-
proaching and you're still sitting in your cockpit, gazing
stupidly at your bent or broken propeller and wings, the
two litde fellows jump up on your windshield, stick their
tongues out at you in 2 final gesture of insolence, and van-
ish, leaving you to figure out how you're going to cxplain
it all to the C.O. At least, that's how some pilots claim it
happens.

There's no end to the kinds ot tricks they'll pull if they
have it in for you. They hide behind your compass and

Google



16 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE

hold magnets by it, causing the compass to point the wrong
way, and you get lost. They stezl your maps, hide in your
radio set, and bang on it with hammers so you can't hear
any messages. They sneak inta your gas tank and drink up
vour gasoline, stcal the bullets from your machine guns
and put in corks, paint Messerschntitts on top of your eock-
pit hood to scare the life out of you, and so on, until they've
driven you half crazy.

The first ane was discovered on the ship by our C.O. one
cvening when we were all gathered in the Officers’ Ward-
room (lounge), with most of the ship’s ofbicers. One of the
otficers, who was called Dinty, was just going to sit down
in a comfortable chair when our G0 grabbed him and
called out in alarm, “Look out— Don't sit down, Dingyl
You'll squash him— Loak|” Tle was poinung at the middle
of the seat, and we all Juooked. Sure enough, there was the
cutest little Gremlin, about middle age, curled up fast
asleep, his head pillowed on 2 tobacco pouch which the
navigator had lefi there.

Dinty, who of course couldn’ sce it because he wasn't a
pilot, was absolutely bewildered. He gazed Rrst at us, then
at the chalr, then back at us—all grouped around and star-
mg.

Someane said, “S-sh— We mustn't wake him upl” and
that was (0o much. With a frightencd expression on his face,
Dinty retreated to the bar for a quick one,

The Gremlin awoke presently, to follow us when we
went down for supper, where he amused us while we were
waiting to be served, by cavorting about the room, climbing
up on the table and running up and down its length, untl
he finally tripped over a spoon and fell headfirst into 2
glass of water, Ambrose rescued him then, lifting him out
tenderly by the coat collar with his thumb and forefinger,
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IMPATIENCE 1y

and setting him out ta dry on an empty plate~all to the
complete consternation of the naval officers present|

After that, we were frequently visited by one or more of
them. One night, two of them were playing about the Ward-
room, with all ot us watching, and they climbed into the
vecess in the wall in front of a porthale, Kleck got an in-
spiration and called, “Look outl They're trying to open
the portholel™ Whereupon we 2ll rushed to stop taem, [or
the portholes must be kept tightly closed at night to prevent
any traces of light showing. Sure enough, the two little
chaps had hold of the big brass wing-nut, onc at each end,
and were just going to start unscrewing ic!

Our C.O. reprimanded them severely, while they listened,
with heads hanging and guiliy looks on their faces, no doubt
wondering if it wonldn't be bese to lock us in our cabins.
Then we showed them the proper way out for Gremliny—
through the ventilator pipe.

We never learned what our original destination was to
have heen, for one of the great cvents of history, which was
to change it, occurred while we were docked at a part of call,

We heard the news on a Sunday evening when most of us
had been away from the ship, attending a movie put on in
a shed by the ducks Tor the ship's company of a large warship
that was docked near us. Retutning 10 our awn ship after
the show we were met on the ladder by Red (one of the two
Americans from Californta), his face flushed with excite.
ment, shouting the electrifying words, “America’s at wur!
The Japs have raided Hawaii! Here, read this!™ He was
waving a wireless message in our faces. It was a general
message to all British ships, and rcad:

“"COMMENCE HOSTILITIES WITH JAPAN REFEAT JAPAN AT

"

DONCE
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Chapter IIT

OUR "ROAD TO SITNGAPOREL"

I FELT DAZED and overwhelmed. After all the Aghting that
we Americans in the RAF. had been through, believing
that we were helping (o make this unnecessary, it had come
at last, alt tn a twinkling, and our country was committed
t0 take part in the slaughter.

In the Wardroom we drank a toast with the Dritish offi-
cers, o our new alliance. 'Then later, at andnight, we gath-
ered around the radio to listen to detail alter terrible detail
of the world-shaking events that had happecned in the last
few hours.

Everyone was subdued—we Americans because of the
tragedy it spelled for our country, and the others becaanse
we felt it wonld lengthen the war to have Japan added (o
our ¢ncinies. The only bright side tor us Americans was
knowing thar we wouldn't be outlaws any more in the eyes
of our own country—is we were when I went home on leave
to the States the previous winter and wasn't allowed (o wear
my uniforn.

We remained in port for several more davs, and it was
during this time that Don, the other Californian besides
Red, got scparated from us. He had a chance to do some
flying one duy, and in the course o his trip his plane force-
landed in a neutral country and he was interned. We never
saw him apain.

18
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QUR “ROAD TO SINGAPORE” 19

He was to escape finally; and months later, on America's
Memorial Day, I was to lay 2 wreath against 2 wooden cross
with his name on it, ereceed beside a hole in a little paddy
field in a Ceylonese jungle where he had crashed on Easter
Sunday, shot down by Japanese fighters in the defense of
Ceylon.

Finally we put to sea again, and therce followed many
more monotounous days. We pilots had to do "gun watches”
on the ship, providing the erews for two of the ship’s pom-
pom anti-aircralt guns, working in four-hour shifis.

Pcrsonally, I have ahways felt that anti-zircraft guns should
be abolished, and Kleck grumbled that this was like asking
Charlic McCarthy to take care of a pair of woodpeckers; but
we endeavored to subordinate our sentiments and do the
job properly.

Actually, we fonnd it rather interesting to learn how to
oprrate these things, after the considerahle experience
which some of us had had in dodging their fire. The Ger-
mans use this type of gun as wetl as the Britsh, and Vi, for
example, still bore scars on his face from one which he
failed ro dodge.

We salled into warm tropical seas, where we changed
from our blue uniforms into light “tropical dress™ of open-
necked khaki shirts, khaki shorts, and tan-colored topees
instead of caps; and we slept in haminocks on deck because
it was too hot in our cabins.

At night the sea was “phosphorescent,” one of the won.
ders of nature which most of us had never seen, Every dis-
turbance in the water caused little flaky green lights to flash
heneath the surface, so that the water churned from the
ship's sides scemed full of Areflies. Every whitecap was a
shower of Rery little green jewels; every fish leflt a wtrail
like a small green skyrocket in the darkness, and the wake
of the ship was likc a great convulsive mass of colored fire.
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20 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE

Iy was on one of these nights, while on watch, that [ got my
first torpedo scarc. I had been leaning over the rail by my
gun for a long time, idly watching the lovely show, when
suddenly [ thought I heard a hissing noise. Looking up, [
was terrified o see a huge rail of phosphorescence coming
in a straight line toward the ship, scarcely a hundred yards
away. ! just seemed to freeze, inside and out, as if hypno-
tized by the sight, as it streaked on, cutting just beneath the
waves and straight for the middle of the ship, It came straight
as a die unuli less than twenty yards away, when it suddenly
exccuted a sharp turn, in the most unorthodox manner for
torpedocs) Then it started following along beside the ship
so that 1 could see its outline, illuminated by the phos-
phorescence, and I recognized it as a big porpoisel

When my breath came back, I called the other boys to
look. Soon we saw not one porpoise but several; then more
and more joined up until there were all of Lifty swimming
beside vs, mostly in pairs, gamheling about and converting
the dark water far two or three hundred yards out into a
fairyland of curving, swirling green skyrockets. They fol-
lowed along with us for fifteen or twenty minutes, one of
the weirdest and most beautiful shows I've ever seen, Then,
litele by little, they dispersed and disappeared into the dark-
[€s5.

Another morning Kleck mistook a piece of floating wood
in the distance and shouted “'Periscope!” at the top of his
lungs, with the result that “Action Stations” was sounded
on the ship's alatm system and everyone was in an uproar,
including the captain, who'd heen taking a bath in his cabin
and came bannding up onto the bridge with less dignity
than speed, clad only in a bath towel.

We were still in complete ignerance of our eventual des-
tination, when finally we were transferred onto a fairsized
warship, along with the pilots of another squadron, which
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OUR “ROAD TO SINGAPORE” 2]

T'will call 175 * Squadron; they are to play a part in the rest
of 1his story.

We now wete able to guess that we were being taken
sumewhere in the Far East, although ho one knew. Then,
after we had been ausea for 2 coupte of days, we pilots and
all the ship’s campany not on duty were assembled on deck
one evening for a lecture,

It hegan with a talk by the First Lieutenant, on the Far
Eastern situation, Using a large map for reference, he
showed us where the Jupanhese had attacked in the Philip-
pines as well as in Borneo and other islands, and reviewed
the situation there, Next, he pointed wo where they had
invaded Burma and were working toward Rangoon, and
last of alt o Northern Malaya, where they were pushing
down thc long Malay Peninsula (oward Singapore, at its
southern tip. Everything hung on Singapore, If i fell, the
enemy would be able to conquer the Dutch East Indies,
which would give them yubber, tin, and oil thut they needed
to continue the war.

T'hen the Captain spoke, outlining for the benefit of his
crew the work which the ship was to performn in this many-
stded campaign., We thought jt was a considerate gesture
on his part to take his crew into confidence this way—the
sort of thing that probably accounted for the wonderful
spirit we had already noticed among the entive personnel
of his ship.

But we pilots were impatient to lcarn what was to be-
come of us. It was obvious that the ship was taking us to
some place out there, but there were a dozen theaters of
operation where fighter squadrons would be nceded. Natu-
rally, our highest hopes were that we might get to Singa-
pore itself.

The Captain gave us the answer to that, too, at the closc

® A fictitious number for the squadson,
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22 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE

of his talk. "Our Royal Air Force guests are going to leave
usat — " he named a place yn the Dutch East Indies, “where
they will get (heir airplanes, ] undcrstand they are then to
fiy the rest of the way to Singapore, which is their destina-
tion!”

A cheer went up [rom our crowd, We all wanted action,
and now we had drawn the jackpot!

About all [ remember of the trip across the Indian Ocean
is that (he sez was always smooth and the days were always
hot, sultry, and endless. We didn't even have ambition
cnough to see Gremlins any more. Qur onc diversion was
swimnung, in a canvas pool rigged up an the quarter-deck,
which served to cool us off a little. But we were (hankful,
anyway, that we were on 2 fast ship, making twice the speed
that 2 trooper would have.

OCn the evening before we pilols were (o be disembarked,
the Captain gave a brief talk over the ship's lood-speaker
systcm, stressing the idea that the eyes of the world were
focused on the battle we were joining, and bidding us
“good-bye, good luck, and good hunting!” We were quite
impressed, and I hoped fervently that aur squadron would
make 2 good name for itself in the events to come.

Each of our squadrons was up to full strength of twenty-
four pilots {piving a reserve of 100 per cent over the normal
flying strength of twelve), so there were forty-eight pilots
altogether; and the forey<ight were now divided into three
groups of sixteen [or the trip to Singaporte,

I am not permitied to say where we disembarked and got
our airplanes. Suffice it 1o say, that on a sunny moming a
few days later the sixteen pilots of my group landed on the
municipal airport of Batavia, the principal city in Java, all
of us flying brand-new IIurricane II fighters.

This zirport was a stopping point in peacctime for
K.L.M_, the big Dutch airline, and they had a modern pas.
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OUR "ROAD TO SINGAPORE"™ 23

senger terminal, complete with restaurant, waiting room,
and bar where I got the first Coca-Cola 1'd tasted since
leaving America,

We had lunch, and then took off on the next leg of our
trip, a Aight of three hundred miles or so northwest to a
jungle airdrome in Surratra.

It was a beautiful trip, for the sun was out and e fertile,
well-cultivated farmlands of Java appeared rich and green
as we cruised over them. There were scattered fluffy clouds
under us at low altitude that glistened softly in the sunlight
and set off the beauty of the landscape underneath. Then
the seacoast, the seéa a beautiful blue-green and the white-
capped waves gleaming in long lines of snowy crest as they
collapsed majestically along the beaches far below us, in all
the splendor of colot that you see in technicolor pictures of
South Sea Islands.

On ot across the sea for hall an hour or so and then
Sumatra, a [ar different kind of country from Java. This
was where evervone said, "M you ever have a forced land-
ing, you've just JLIAD it!" Na culuvated farm lands here,
No sign of any kind af civilization, Just endless dark Ax
jungle stretching off into the steamy horizon in 2ll direc-
tions, broken only at great intervals by some silvery stream
winding its way across out conrse and off into the disiance.
Many, many miles of this, until at last a broken patch ap-
peared ahead of us, and as we neared this it took shape as
an airdrome cleared out of the jungle—our stapping point,

As we circled the field befote landing, I noticed a stranre
type of four-engined bomber parked on the ground. It
loaked like pictures I'd seen of the American Flying Tor-
1ress bombers, and I wondered if it could rcally be an
American plane out here in the war zane. T knew America
was in the war now, but somehow I just couddn’t connect
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24 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE

the Stars and Stripes and American uniforms with the awful-
ness of real fghting.

But when 1 landed and taxied past the bomber, I saw
thae it really was so. There was the American insignia of
white star over red and blue circles on the sides ol the
fusclage, sceming very strange to me now after having seen
only British and German insignia for so long. Therc were
the strange, light tan uniforins and caps of U.S. Army offi-
cers and men around the maching, and they gave me a queer
thrill. The men were starting thelr engines then, and belore
1 had timc to park my machine and climb out, they were
already taxiing down the field w take off, so I didn't get to
talk to them, I was told they didn’t belong here and hiad only
fanded for gas.

It was too fate for us to go any farther that day, so aflter
getting our aitplanes serviced and put away, we prepared
to stay for the night. This airdrome was simply a couple of
enormons runways clcared in the jungle, which grew thickly
right up to the edge of the ficld on all sides. Little “bays"
for parking zirplanes were cut back inte the trees, so that
when a machine was parked and a few branches thrown over
the top it was effectively concealed from the air.

The RATF. were just getting cstablished here, and the
Ofcers” Mess was a large wooden shed with concrete foor,
and wooden benches and tables for us to ¢at aL We lined
up at mealtime and drew ea in vin cups from a big boiler,
and dipped stew from another boiler into tin plates. Bread,
margatine, canned strawbcerry jam, fresh bananas and pine-
apples completed our fare.

We slept in camnp cots and learned the intricacies of en-
closing oursclves in thuse overhung mosquito-netting affairs
which all beds have in wropical places; yon've probably secn
them in the movies. It’s not as difficuit as it looks, I found:
the sides simply tuck in under the edges of the mattress all
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around, so that to get in you just pull out one side of the
newing, then tuck it back under after you're inside,

The air had been very hot and muggy when we landed,
but during the night there were little rains accompanied
by some thunder and hightning every hour or so, and it
became comforiably cool. Ilowever, by the time we got up
next morning it was hot and steamy just as before.

"That day the weather was too ucstionable for ns ta con-
tinue to Singapore, so we laid over, and maost of us spemt
the day working on our airplanes. Our machines were brand
new, having just been shipped out from England, and there
were numerous things to take care of before they would be
in Gghung condition.

Among other things, all the machine guns were heavily
coated inside and out with a special grease to resist corro-
sion on the long sea journcy. I spent most of the day work-
ing with some armozers on my airplane, removing and dis-
assembling its twelve guns, carefully cleaning all the pares
in gasoline, greasing and oviling the parts properly for sery-
ice, and then reassembling, installing, and loading them.

We worked beside the airplanc, sitting on empry gaso-
line cans, retreating under the wings (0 work duving the
frequent showers that swept across, And while we worked,
by chatting with these armorers who had all been in the
fighting zone in Malaya until recently, I gradually assimi-
lated some of the picture of what lay ahead for us,

It was from them that I fest heard of the new Navy Zero
fihter (“Navy-naughts” as we called them at that time),
which is to the Jap air force what the Messerschmitt 10q is
to the Lufrwalfe. These lighters, while not as fast as our
Hurricanes, weve a sleek livle job nonetheless, with great
maneuverability and an exceptional cruising range. They
carried extra fuel tanks under the wings, that could be jet-
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tisoned for combat, and they could operate more thaty three
hundred miles from (heir bases. They were usually armed
with light and hcavy marhine guns, althoungh some had
twenty-millimeter cannons. While our fighters were a match
for them individually, we had to expect to be badly out-
numixred ordinarily when we engaged them,

One of the armorers, a scrgeant, had been an air gunner
on Lockheed bombers until recently, and it was from him
that I got most of the information abouc the Navy Zeros.
1I¢ had destroyed one of them in combat, himself.

They told me the jap borabers seemed to be good ma-
chines, too, and could fly at more than twenty thousand
feet with full bomb loads, Much of their bombing was
dirvected against airdromes, the raids usually being carried
out by three squadrans of nine planes each in one wing—
twenty-seven in ali. They flew in beautiful close formation,
and when attacking airdromes they did “'pattern bombing,”
all letting their hombs go at once so that they plastered the
whole area evenly,

They said the raids were terrifying affairs, but caused
surprisingly few casnalties, The soil in Malaya and Singa-
pore is so damp and soggy that there is little blast effect
from even the heaviest bornbs. Ordinary small “'slit
trenches,” three or four feet deep and a couple of feet
wide, were all that were used normally for shelters; and
often heavy bombs had landed within a couple of yards of
a trench and the men suftered nothing worse than a shower
of damp earth, In addition to their heavy hombs, the enemy
dropped lots of devilish little “anti-personnel™ bombs, about
fifty pounders, which exploded just as they tonched the
gronnd, and threw shrapnel in all directions.

The latest news was that the ¢nemy were less than fifty
miles from Singapore Island, and the only airdromes we
had lelt were the four that were situated on the island. It
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looked as if we had a tough fight ahead of us, which, after
all, was just what we wanted.

By the following afternoon the weather had improved
enough so that we could go on, and we took off on the last
leg of our trip, another (hree hundred and fifty miles to
Singapore itsclf. ,

There were two Blenhcim bombers making the trip with
us, and by previous arrungement we simply followed in
formation with them, leting them find the way because
they were better equipped for navigaiing. Alter (aking off,
we grouped around them in sections of fowr, circled the
airdrome once to get organized in formation, and headed
out across the jungle again—this time nearly straight north,

After the Rrst lifty miles we began to sce the coastline in
the distance on our right, at hrst paralleling our course and
then gradually angling closer; and it was a little telief wo
know it was theve anyway, 10 head {or in case of engine
trouble, We all dreaded \he thought of having to land in
this jungle,

After perhaps an hour we crossed the coustline and
droned out on our one-hundred-and-fifty-mile sirerch of
overwater flying, across the Straits of Malacca. This wasn't
really open sea, as [ could scc on my map, for it was broken
by small islands scattered along most of the way, so that we
were scldom oowt of sight of at least one or two of rhem.

By this time 1 was petting tired and stiff from being
cramped in one position 2nd I squirmed in my seat, laosened
my straps, and tried to do some primitive setting-up exer-
cises for relief. I'd gone for so long without flying that the
posture was hard to get used to again. My enpine, throeeled
down almost to idling speed to keep pace with the slower
bombers, purred cndlessly on the same note, which was
broken only when I held my liead 10 one side of the cockpit
and got the staccato crackling of the exhausts from that
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bank of cylinders. Like most of the rest 1 flew with my
sliding cockpit hoad open to keep cool, {or the sun was out
angd the air hot; we were actually crossing the cquator on
this very hop, Singapore being only cighty miles notth of it,

This was late in January, and I thonghy how diffcrent it
tmust be back home in Minnesota, where it was midwinter,
the thermometer by the door of our house probably shosw-
ing zero or below, the ground frozen hard, and the country-
sicte covered deep in snow. Right now my folks might be
outdoars, bundled in heavy clathes and avershoces, beating
their hands together and rubbing their cheeks and noses o
keep them {rom going numb. And yet here 1 was au the
same time, my clothes and rhe inside of my helmet damp
and sticky with sweat, yearning more than anything ¢lse for
an icecold Coke or Orange Crush]

1 was lcading a2 section of four, the three others formating
on me loosely, their tiredness evidencing itself in the way
each of them slowly drified about in the formation, some-
times lagging hehind, then geuing too much speed and
drifting up too far ahead. Once Artic S—— came up beside
me for a moment, and I could see his face, with a dopey
expression on it as if he were half asleep, We had cur oxygen
masks unfastened from our faces to keep cooler, so 1 could
see when he grinned across at me, and 1 grinned back.

After a long time the skv gvew darker ahead. The Blen-
heims started losing altitude, and we did too—keeping {or-
tation with them. Then the umnistakable dim outline of
land hegan te emerge along the darkened horizon, and we
kncw that after months of travel our destination was at last
in sight. We began passing under heavy, blue-black storm
clouds that lTorced us to By lower and lower, and locking
ahead T could now make out a great harhor on the coast,
with the dim shapes of several ships anchored in it. Singa-
pere harber|
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Chapter 1V

AT THE FRONT

WE F1.EW 10w across the harbor. Just before reaching it the
Blenheims lowered their wheels to landing position to
shaw they were friendly, so we did Dkewise, passing over it
that way, At the same time, one of the Blenheims shot off
a couple of Very lights in a secret calor combination to fur-
ther identify us to the anti-aireraft defenses; we could expect
the gunnets to be quick on the trigger at a place like this,
and we didn’t want to get them excited,

] naticed one ship in the harbor that contrasted strangely
wirh the rest, because it was all white except for 2 narrow
green stripe around it and large red crosses on the deck,
sides, and Funncl. It was the fhrst hospital ship I'd scen,
and it looked grimly suggestive there, Little did T suspect
that I was to bec a passenger on it within a monthl!

Singapore Island is roughly diamond-shaped, about
twenty-five miles long east and wesr, by fifteen miles north
and south, and onr destination was Tengah Airdrome on
the northwest side. We made it just ahead of a heavy rain-
storm that was bearing down from the north, and though
the setting sun was still shining from the west, we had to
fiy through a curtain of rain on the north side when we
were approaching to land.

Even circling the drome we could easily sec we were in
a war zone, for it was spotted with filled-in bomb craters
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just like the ones in England, and there were quite a few
nnliled ones, too, indicating that the airdrome had recently
been bombed, There was a fresh hole in one end of the
concrete runway that we had to dodge when landing.

After T was down I raxied to a spot as far as possible from
any other plane (for dispersal in case of bombing), and
hopped out gratefully. As 1 was stretching to get rid of my
cramps, [ happened to think that by rights I should have
made a ceremony of climbing down from my machine, for
it meant that I was setung {oot en the continent ol Asia lor
the first time,

I botrowed a screwdniver to remove the pancls in the
sides and bouwtam of the luselage o[ my airplane, and hurried
to untic and unload my baggage, which I had fastenced in
various nooks and crannies of the framework. A lorry came
around to collect some of us, and we were driven to the
Officers’ Mcss, a great beautiful building of dark grey stone
at the top of a gentle grassy incline ovevlooking the air-
drome,

There we met the main part of 300 Squadron {my squad-
ron), who had arrived in anather group two days helare,
They had spent the last two days getting their machines
into shape and ready lor action, and were full of pep be-
canse they planned to start operating the next morning,
(The group I came in was made up of the remainder of
500 Squadron and some of 175}

The boys told us they'd had their first taste of Jap bomb-
ing the day before, after Janding on another airdrome. The
place was raided by a Jormation of twenty-seven bombers
at high altitude, and while most of the boys got 1o cover in
time, Mickey, Cam, and Ambrose weve caught in the open
and justinanaged (o duck into a drainage dirch {[ortunately
dry), as the bombs were falling. They got showered with
dirt from a bomb that Janded quite close, but weren't hure.
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I was anxious to get word of my American friend from
Waxahachie, Texas, Tex M——, whom I'd said good-bye
to in the American Eagle Club just before 1 lelt England,
when he told me he was going to Singapore. He should have
arrived here ahead of us, because we harl been delaved and
rerouted on the way. Red C——, the Californian in our
squadron, who was also a friend of Tex, gave me the bad
news, Iiaving arrived here ahead of me in the first group,
Red had already inguired, and leartied that Tex had been
killed a couple ol weeks hefore, shot down in batde with
Navy Zeros.

After a supper served by Malay and Chinese waiters in
the spaciouws, airy dining hall of the Ofticers” Mess, a con-
ference was held in the lounge, between our C.C). and the
pilots who weve (o be on duty next morning, An R.AT,
fichter squadron operates as twelve airplanes, so that not
all of the pilots attd planes fly each titme, and the work is
rotated among them, This allows planes to be laid up for
servicing and overhauling and provides spares to replace
losses, and gives all 1he pilots an apportuntry to rest and
provides replacements for their casualties. The twelve who
were to operate next day weve from the first group to arrive,
s0 that it was as sommewihat of an oursider that 1 saw 1 on
the conference.

Details of formation and tactics were worked cut and
scttled ot the basis of what they'd learned about encmy
tactics and the capabiiities of their airplanes.

They'd reccived lots of tips and information from other
pilots who were fighting the Japs here. "Lhe standard enemy
raid consisted of twenty-seven bombers flying in close for-
mation at twenty-two thousand feet, escorted by anything
uj2 to twenty or thirty Navy Zero fighters llying above them.
In attacking these [ormations it was essential to act fast and
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32 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE

try to get at the bambers before the Navy Zeros above could
interfere. 1t was best to attack the bombers either head-on
or from the side; very nnwise to attack them from the rear,
because of the heavy concentration of machinegun and can-
non fire from the rear turvets of all twenty-seven bombers,
which focused on anyone coming up from behind.

The enemy usually staged one or two ol these raids every
forcnoon, in addition to little raids and reconraissance
flights at odd hours throughout the rest of the day, We knew
that for the tine being we must expect to operate against
very heavy odds, and that somehow we munst try to use
cnough better tactics and skill to make up the difference.

That night was clear with a full moon, an ideal night {or
bombing, and there were so many pilots in the Mess thay it
was decided to disperse us in case the place got hit; so somc
of us piled into a lorty and were driven to a camp in a
rubber estate outside the drame, where we all slept in one
big tent.

Once, in the middle of the night, somce of us heard a heavy
explosion in the distance, and next morning {January g1)
we learned what it was. Qur armies had becn cvacuated from
the mainland of Malaya, inte Singapore Island itself, and
a section of the Johore Canseway, a lung concrete highway
bridge connecting the island with the mainland across the
milc-wide Straits of Johore, had been blown up. The enemy
armics were now just across these straits, only three or four
miles from our airdrome,

That day a B.B.C. ncws broadcast hegan with the words,
“The Battle of Malaya has ended and the Battle for Singa-
pore has begunt” We had arrived just in time to take part
in the defense of an island under siege.

The twelve boys who were to be “on” next morning were
up and had breakfast before daylight so as to be on readiness
at dawn, while the rest of us got up at our leisure and drifted
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The bombers had hit and set fire to one of the great oil storage tanks
near the naval base a few miles east of us, and the landmark was a great

sinister column of black smoke. [p. 42]

After breakfast we who were off duty lounged about for a time on
the veranda overlooking the field, [T'engah Airdrome, Singapore, p. 32]
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AT THE FRONT a3

around to hreakfast at about eight o’clock. Even though I
wasn't flying that morning 1 couldn’t help feeling some of
the tension that T knew the others were undergoing, as they
sat around the wlephone in their “dispersal huts™ at the
edge of the fAeld. It was more than three months since any
of them had flown in action—and (hat had been the cautious,
sparring sort of game we played back and forth across the
Channel with the German hghters through most of 1941,
Several had never been 1n actual combat. Now they were
waiting to take off against a new enemy who was all cut to
crush us, just as the Germans were in the Battle of Britain;
sa that each Lime they went up they were quite likely wo see
combat.

After breakfast we who were off dury lounged about for
a time on the veranda overlooking the field, idly watching
the scores of coolies, both men and women, at work filling
in the bomb craters. Each carried two round wicker baskets,
suspended trom the ends of a stick across the shoulders, They
used little implements like grub hoes to fill the baskets with
earth, and then carried their loads to the craters and dumped
them.

About nine a'clock someone retmarked, “Oh-oht Looks
like the boys have got a scramble,” *

Sure enough, a frantic bustling was taking place down at
the drome. Pilots were bolting from the dispersal huts and
racing towards their airplancs, ground crews running to
help. Nearest to us, we could see Red take (he bottom wing
of his machine ina leap and then disappear into his cockpit.
A moment of tense quiet lallowed, while the boys were get-
ting settled in (heir machines with helmets, parachutes, and
seat straps buckled; then, down the line, the fArst engine
camec to life, its note rising to a surprised bellow almost as

® Scamble=the term in the R.AF, for any flight in which Sghiers are
ordered off 10 iniercepe the enemy.
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34 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE

soon as it started, when the pilot slammed his throtle ahead
rudely to get going.

Quher engines joined the chorus one after another, and
clouds of dust billowed up as the 1Inrricanes left their park-
ing spaces, coolies running in all directions te get out of the
way. The field became alive with planes, all heading for the
end of the runway, the pilots waxiing jerkily, as [ast as they
dared, dodging bomb craters, racing in clear stretches, slow-
ing down again, stopping to avoid collisions or let others
by, speeding up again, all in a bedlam of noise from the
dozen Rolls-Royce engines, each roaring fiercely in spurts,
quicting momentarily, bellowing out again, and slowing
once more, in response t¢ the hurried manipulations of
throttles as the pilots made their way by fits and starts across
the drome.

The two leading machines arvived and turned in on the
end of the runway, pausing momentarily, their mighty
engines trumpeting at idling speed. Then their idling
propellers hecamne invisible and a great stentorian roar swept.
across the field (o us, drowning atl the other din, as these two
machincs gathered speed down the runway and were off,
skimuning up over the boundary, wheels rising upward and
inward to their recesses in the fusclages after taking off, Jike
pigeons folding up their legs. Others followed, one pair after
another, They made a gentle left-hand climbing sweep
around the airdrome, while the last ones to take off caught
up and took their places in the formation; then they dis-
appeared into the blue, climbing steeply, and peace and
quiet came hack 1o the airdrome,

A few minotes later, the air-raid sirens sonnded. No plates
were in sight, so we just walked around and located the
trenches nearest 10 the Mess in case we neceded to know, then
stood outside, waiting for developments and hoping to get
our first glimpse of Japancse airplanes.
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We were satisfied on the larter score after a few minutes,
when three fast single-engined pianes, obviously fighters,
flew over at ahout fifteen thousand [eet, in loose forination,
weaving violently as if they thonght they were being chased.
They headed away to the north, and one chap who helonged
here told us reassuringly, “I'hat’s only the recca Hight, The
bombers will be along in a little while now."”

That seemed to be all for the time being, so some of us
gat a ground crew and a little Farmall tractor, and drove out
from the aitdrome a mile or so to where a few of our air-
planes, including mine, had been parked among some rub-
ber trees for dispersal. '1'here were so many things to be done,
like installing radio and oxygen equipment as well as mak.
ing engine adjustments and thorough checks on each ma-
ching before it wounld be ready ta hight, that the ground crews
couldn' take care of them all at one time, and some of them
were parked out here temporarily.

We hooked the tractor vato one, and alter lots of sweating
and shaving, {inally getting a tow from a passing army wruck,
we managed to get it out of the woods and up on the road,

About that time we became conscious of a heavy distant
drone—not too distant, eithcr—and looking up, we saw an
enormous cluster of bombers far above, little close-grouped,
silver flecks against the bright blue wropical skyl They were
in close [ormation, just like those we'd heard about—the
first mass bombing formation I'd seen since the Battle of
Britain, and it held me fascinated.

They were heading to pass to one side of us, so we didn't
have to take cover, and we stood in the road watching them,
hoping to see our fighters break in among them, However,
they started (umming, ahout that time, making a wide sweep
and heading away to the north again without dropping their
bombs. Apparently they had been warned of the presence
of our fighters on patrol and ordered back—something which
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56 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE

occurred quite frequently. They seldom followed through
with a raid when they knew our lighters were at their altitude
m time to meet them. 1l we could have had earlier warnings
of their approach, we should probably have turned back
many mare raids than we did in the days that followed;
but this was impossible now that we had lost Malaya and
couldn’t keep observers there, for the warnings we usoally
got didn't give us enough time to reach che altitude of the
bombers belare they were overhead.

After the formation had gone out of sight we returned
to our job, and took the Hurricane back to the airdrome
where the crews could work on it. Pretty soon the squadron
came back and landed, having been unable to make contact
with the enemy; and in a short time they were refuelled and
back on readiness,

About eleven o'clock they were scrambled again. I had
been chatting with Red in a tool shed near our flight's
dispersal hut when the word came. As he dashed out to his
airplane I flung a casmal “Good Mck!” after him, little
thinking that I'd have occasion shortly to recall it.

A few minutes after they ook off the air raid sirens
sounded, but there were no signs of any enemy planes and
most of us wandered up to the Mess to pass the tume. After
a little while we heard "(hat noise™ again—the ominous
heavy drone of many distant engincs—so we went outdoors,
took one look wpwards, and then raced for the shelter
trenchesl

It was another formation of twenty-seven just as before,
if not the same one, and this ume it was heading to pass
right over us. I sat in a trench with my heart pounding from
running and excitement, looking up at the cluster of neatly
spaced little silvery shapes drawing relentlessly towards us
across the sky. Was this their bombing rune It surely lookecd
like it. I rehearsed myself in what to do—rouch down,
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Angers in ears, mouth wide open, try to avoid touching the
sides of the trench—and hope for the best. The next moments
were very tense and quict, all of us subdeed, waiting for
the waming scream of the bombs,

A battery of heavy anti-aircraft guns opened up near by
with their ear-splitting cracks, and white pufls of smoke
began dotting the sky around the formation. It came on
steadily until nearly straight above us, and we crouched low,
knowing that it would be now if at all.

And then the moment was past and they'd pone over and
no bombs had fallen. Relieved, we climbed out of the
trenches again, but stayed near at hand, warily, because they
might turn around and come back over, T accapted my time
carpeting the bottom of my trench with dry leaves, because
the ground was damp and sticky and I'd alveady got my
knces muddy.

They didn't come back though, and we watched them
Aying south and east in the direction of the city nnuil they
were out of sight, Then we went back 1o the Mess, and Ting
and I sat out on the veranda, drinking Coca Cola. The air
was pleasant, not hot, the sky clear, birds singing in the
orchards around the Mess; it might have been a pleasant
Sunday morning in summer back home.

We wondered if the squadron would manage to make
an interception this titne. From the distant sounds it ap-
peared that the bombers were now Hying north, up the cast
side of the island, and as the sound grew more distant we
thought we could hear faintly the moan of distant engines
power-diving once or twice. We strained our ears for the
soutd of machine-gun fire which would indicate a fight,
but couldn’t hear anything more.

After some time a lonc Hurricane appeared from the
northeast, fosing height untilit was near the airdrome, when

Google



38 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE

its pilot opened his engine and roared low and Fast across
the ficld, rocking his wings in the victory signal. We finished
onr dritks and hurried down to meet him as he taxied in.

it was Red, and we saw at once that his guns had been
fired, because the fabrir patches were shot away from the
tioles in the wings in {front of them. He was grinning [rom
ear to ear as he climbed out of his cockpit.

“I gat a Nighter, Avdd” were his first words when he saw
me. “Boy, did we have a partyl™

Then, after a pause to get control of himself because he
was too excited to walk coherently, he wenton: “We ran into
a whole slew of them at twenty-two thousand feet, some-
where up in Malaya. We'd been chasing all over and hadn't
seen a thing, and then all at ance we did a wrn and there
they were, just off on our left, stacks of big twin-engined
bombers.

“We sailed right through the formation from one side to
the other, shooting at cverything in sight. Then when I
came out the other side I saw two fighters coming at me—
little chubby fellows with great big rudizl ¢ngines in front
and painted bright green all over. I thought 'All righe,
you —s'!" and I started ctimbing for all I was worth, They
couldn’t keep up with me at all. T got well ahove them and
then turned and dived on the nearest one. 1 got real close
before I let him have it, and honest, you never saw anything
like it. His machine just seemed to explode, with pieces
flying off and smoke pouring out. He whipped up sort of,
right in front of me, and then spun over sideways. The last
1 saw of him he was just a hall of fire going down. I gave
the other one a burst, too, and I think I damaged him, but
I was out of ammunition then so I dived away and headed
for home."”

By (his time Red was the center of a crowd of fellows,
all shaking his hand and congratulating him, 1t was his first
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Old methods meet new, in construction of a brick dispersal pen o
protect a parked Flurricane hghter from bomb Bragments. [Tengah
Airdrome, Singapore]
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combat, and he had realized the good luck we had wished
him before he rook off.

A Brewster Buffalo fighter came gliding out of the dis-
tance, its engine dead. When about three hundred fecet up,
the pilot apparently saw he couldn’t make the drome. He
turncd and disappeared behind a woods near by, and the
crash truck and ambulance went off in that direction. Later
we learned thae the pilot had cracked up but wasn’t hurt
serionsly, 11is engine had been damaged in combat and
he'd glided all the way back, trying to make this airdrome
and falling only a fcw hundred yards short,

More Hurricanes were stringing back in at intervals
now, until all except four of the boys had landed safely.
When these four didn't show up after a reasonable time we
began to get worried. Finally we got a call from Sembawang
Airdrome, a few miles to the cast, informing us that three
of the four missing boys had force-landed there with their
airplanes shot up, and were unhurt. They were Kleck (the
American from Florida), Denny, and Mickey. The C.O.
drove over to get them, return ing about midafternoon, and
afwer razzing them for “forgetting to duck” we listened to
their stories.

Denny had shot down a bomber in (lames, making the
moming's scote two definitely destroyed, in addition to
scveral damaged. He had got some bullcts in his engine and
radiator from return fire trom the bombers, so that his oil
tank and radiator went dry and his engine overheated and
“seized,” on the wav back. He just made Sembawang, which
was the nearest airdrome.

Kleck, the Florida boy, also had an exciting time. He
damaged a couple of bombers in (he initial attack and then
turned around to chase after one that was lagging behind the
rest. He was almost within range when a Navy Zero fighter
jumnped bim from behind. The first thing he knew, showers
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of (racers were going by him and there were several loud
explosions in his airplane from cannon shells. Then he was
blinded by steam and glycol and oil spray in his cockpit,
s0 he ralled over and dived (o get away. Flames were coming
from his engine and he thought he would have (o jump;
but the fire went out after a moment and being over enemy
territory he chose 1o try to make it home. His ¢ngine ran
intermittently, giving him a little power, although catching
fire a couple of times moye for short periods. He timalty made
it to the Straits and across thern to Sermbawang. The feld
was badly bomhed, with many unfilled craters. As he didn’t
have enough height to glide i on the Tunway, he had to
land right among some craters. He bounced over most of
them and then rolled to 2 stop at the edge ol one, miracu-
lously avoiding a crackup.

Mickey said hie "“had 4 go”™ at one bomber and was attack-
ing another when he suddenly noticed “funny little holes,”
as he described them, appearing around him in his machine,
whereupon he dived away, His engine and radiator were
hit so that he, too, was blinded by steam, glycol, and oil.
Qnce he (hought he was on fire and unfastened his straps
with the intention of bailing out, but the fire didn’t materi-
alize. Then he saw Sembawang ahead so he stayed with his
machine, trying to make it, When he got there his wind-
shield was so covered with oil and glycol that he couldn't
see enough to tell whether he was landing on the runway
or not, and like Kleck he landed among the bomb crarers.
This was very bad, becanse he hadn’t had a chance to fasten
his straps again—the straps keep you from being thrown
forward in a crash, so you're not so likely 1o be injured,
When Mickey saw the bomb craters gning past his wings
he retracted his wheels so that his machine dropped down
on its Lelly and slid te a quick stop—a very wise move. By
thus deliberately doing a minor crash he avoided the prob-
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ability of a sevious one, for if left on its wheels his plane
wonld probably haye rolled on wntil it hit 2 bamb crater.
Not expecting to see anyone there whom he knew, he was
quite astounded, on climbing out of his wrecked machine,
to see Denny and Kleck approaching, laughing a¢ him; and
to leam that he was the third o foreedand chered

Only one pilow now remained missing, That was Bruce,
a New Zealand boy, one of the finest chaps I've known and
the best-liked boy it the squadron. He hasn’t been heard
of since, and 1 believe he is now listed as “mussing, believed
killed.” Though we knew we had to expect casualties now,
we felr it was too bad that he, of all of us, had ta be the first.

There was a Chinese business man in Singapore who had
a standing offer of a boule of champagne for every Jap plane
destroyed, so (hat evening Red and Denny, m:cnmpanicd
by some of the others, drove into town to collect the two
bottles they had earned by their victories,

Those of us who hadn't flown that day were to take over
on the morrow, so I went to bed with high hopes of having
my hrst crack at the Japs in the morning.



Chapter V

ISLAND UNDER SIEGE

] HAD TAKEN OVER a nice 2iTy room in the Mess that day,
and once during the might I awoke at the sound of air-raid
sirens. A lictke Jawer, dreamily, [ heard the noise of anti-
aircraft guns, of twa or three airplanes droning about in
the distance, and then the far-away thuds of several bombs
exploding.

Next mornting when I got up 1saw a new Jandmark to the
east which was (o remain part of the scenery for as long as
I stayed in Singapore. The bombers in the night had hit
and set fire to one of the great oil storage tanks near the
naval base a few miles east of us, The landmark was a great
sinister column of hlack smoke, with red flames at its battom,
rising and widening Vesuvius-like to a height of three or
four thousand feet where it Ratened out and stretched
southward in a long dark ugly mantle as lar as we could see.

i didn'e get to Ry that day cither. My high hopes of seeing
my frst action against the Japs were frustrated by a new
and most disappointing arder which we received eatly in
the morning. Onr squadron were to leave Singapore and
move 10 Palembang, a Dutch city three hundred miles south
in Sumatra, not far from the jungle airdrome where we
stopped on our way up here. We were to go there because
the prospect of enemy raids on Palembang and on shipping

42
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in the Banka Straits nearby had made it necessary for a
sqquadron to be stationed in the vicinity.

We were 2ll wervibly disappointed. None of us wanted to
go. for here in Singapore we were right in the middle of
things, while it would be comparatively quiet, so we thought,
in Sumatra. And so it was that 1 felt anything but sorry when
the C.O. told me I was to temain here tempararily au least,
in charge of a group of the boys who were being Ickt behind.
It was necessary to leave six behind because there were that
many airpianes not serviceable for the trip—the three which
had been damaged in the Rght the day before and had force-
landed at Sembawang, and three others that had minor
troubles or damage.

The only order the C.O. gave me was to do what [ could
toward getting these machings into Rying condition—though
I'm quite sure he knew I'd have my own ideas about what
to do with them alter that]

The boys took off far Palembang after lunch, leaving cthe
ajirdrome strangely cmpty and silent after the roar of their
engines had died away in the distance. Ours had heen the
only squadron here at Tengah, 175 Squadron having taken
np residence at Scletar Airdrome on the cast side of the
island., The countryside was quict, the afterngon sunny and
pleasant. The only sign of war was the silent, sullen black
smoke column brooding above the horizon east and south
of us, T found it hard to realize that we were besicged by a
great army, just across a narrow strip of water no wider
than the Mississtppi River]

I had inherited [or my use a beautiful new 1g42 Ford
sedan which the C.O. had been provided with; bur Kleck,
who was one of the group staying with me, wasn't to be out-
done. He appeared later in the afternoon, triumphantly
driving a ‘41 Chevvy he had prontoted; it had been left be-
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hind by a bomber pilot whose unit was unexpectedly moved
away!

We were able to use these cars to good advaniage during
the next couple of days, at the task of getting our airplanes
repaired. Normally a squadron’s ground personnel look
after all repair work, but in this case our ground personnel
weren’t available. They had come only as far as Sumaira and
would probably remain there, zlong with the squadron’s
equipment and spares. We were little better than orphans
here.

We had the cooperation of anather unit, who supplied us
with a crew of men te work on our machines, and helped
us in other ways, and we drove all over the island, visiting
various places 1o procure needed spare parts and tools. This
was a highly interesting way of passing the time until we
could start Hiying again, for it gave us a chance to sce what
the island wus like. We got a radiator here, a wingtip there,
a couple of propellers (rom different sources, a propefler
installation tool kit fram anorher place, and so on. We made
frequent tnips to Sembawang, of course, taking spares for
the three machines which Kleck, Denny, and Mickey had
landed there, and checking on the repair work,

Most of the island seemed to be woaded, either jungle or
rubber plantations. Vegetation was rich and green every-
where, due, I suppose, to the large rainfall. 'The soil itself
didn't laok rich, being mostly a sort of light brown clay.
The roads were good, mostly blacktop, and wound pleas-
antly through forests, rubber estates, and curious lit(le
Malayan-Chinese villages. [t was here that 1 fisally became
completely at home driving on the wrong side of the road,
for the traffic was left-hand as in Fngland, all the cars, of
course, having the dnver's scat on the right.

The Japs weren't to Taunch their actual assaule against
the island for several days more, and most of the time it was
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fably quict except [or an air raid or two each day. I spent
quite a bit of ime working on airplanes at the drome at
‘Tengah, and occasionally had to lcave my wark to take cover
at, sight of cnemy planes.

On ane occasion I really had to run for it T was putiing
a wingtip on a machine, working alone, and was 50 engrossed
that I [ailed to notice the drane of an approaching homber
tormation until [ had been listening to it for pevivaps three
ot four mirutes. Suddenly coming to, I looked up to see
them almost overhead, a standard high aliitude raid. The
nearest shelter trenches were a couple of hundred savds
away, s0 T jurnped into my car, parked beside 1he airplane,
and staried off with my wheels spinning.

As 1 approached the trenches I conld see some Indian
Army soldiers diving into them, so I knew T'd split the
timing pretty clase and jnst yanked the emergency brake
handle and landed running, without waiting for the car to
stop. The bombers were divectly vverhead. I dived inta a
trench with a couple of Indian Sikhs and crouched down,
waiting; but the bombers passed on and no bombs fell, so
I chimibed ont again,

The heavy anti-aircrafi guns were harking furiously, All
at once 1 heard a whistling noise as ot a bomb falling, and
in practically one leap [ landed on my knees in the trench,
in a huddle with the Sikhs again. There was ne cxplosion,
so after a minute or o we cautiously stuck our heads above
ground, looked warily all around like so many gophers
leaving their holes, and then climbed out.

I found [ had muddied my arms and legs and cut one knee
in this sccond leap for cover, so 1 drove back to the Mess
to clean up. There I found Kleck in almaost identical con-
dition, his arms a2nd legs muddied and one knee cut also,
It seemed that he had heard that same noise and leaped back
into the trench he'd been vsing, just as I did, with the same
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result. We made quite a joke out of being “wounded” in
a hombless air raid! We didn’t know what made the whis-
tling sound that scared us, but presumed it was a dod anti-
aircrafe shell, falling back to earth alier failing o explode
in the air.

They never did bomb Tengah Airdrome while we were
there, in spite of passing aver 1t frequently, Either they went
on to bomb somewhere else or turned away at the approach
of our Aghters. Once we saw them homb Sembawang Air-
drotne several miles away—an impressive sight. We couldn’t
see the drome itself from Tengah, but we saw the scorcs of
smoke clouds shooting up in 2 quick procession across that
scction of our harizon, tumbling and swirling together to
a heighe of perhaps three or lour hundred feet. The sound
came ta us—awe-inspiring, heavy sustained booming and
rumbling that lasted for several seconds while the earth
under us shook and trembled [vom the distant ¢xplosions.
Gradually the smoke ¢louds rose and thinned away, leaving
only a couple of small black columans from fires that were
staried,

In the Officers’” Mcss the Malay waiters and hatmen had
all run off after the news that the ecnemy were so near, but
the two elderly Chinese cooks and “Tichi,” a little Malay
boy of ten or eleven who worked in the bar, remained on
the job. The meals were still Javish, the only difference
being that we had to setve ourselves. There was always
plenty of icecald beer, as well as Coca Colz and other soft
drinks, to be had.

We had a pleasant surprise on the third or fourth day
afeer the squadron had gone to Palembang, when they all
rewarned, roaring out of the south late in the afterncon and
swouoping low across the airdrome to Jet us know they'd
arrived. After they landed we learned that they'd come up
to escort a bombing raid on an enemy position in Malaya
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at dawn next morning, and 1 promised the C.O. I'd have
threc of my machines ready to go with them on the raid.

The boys' opinion of Sumatra hadn't improved during
the time they were there, and they were all glad to get back
and wished they could stay. There had been alinost nothing
tor them todo in the line of flying, except some monotonous
convay patrals. The closest any of them had come to action
was an occasional chase after lone bombers, snooping around
ships in the BanKa Straits, that ducked away into clouds
at sight ol their Hurricanes. They said it was hotter than
before, the bugs, snakes, and lizards all doing well and
thicker than ever, and the mnsquitocs still growing.

1 had to work a goad share of that night with my crews,
finishing repair jabs and daing final inspeciions on the three
machines thay I'd promised the C.0. I'd have ready. It was
bright moonlight, and we worked and sweated and toiled
until about two o'clock in the morming, Then with the last
engine chrecked, the last fuel tank filled, the last gun cleaned
and leaded, and the last cowling clip fasiened 1 told the
men they conld go to bed and take the morning ofl, Then
I drove wearily back to the Mess for two or three hours'
sleep mysetf before the raid, I was w wke part in i, so
naturally I was looking forward once mare to getting my
first action against the Japs.

It was all in vain though. A change in the situation at
dawn made it necessary to cancel the whole raid, and ahont
midmorning the squadron were ordered to fiy back to
Palembang.

I was again to stay behind, but three of my pilors were
to go with the squadron, taking the three airplanes that we
had got ready. I tricd to talk the C.(). out of taking these
airplanes, It hurt our pride to see hombers coming over each
day and net be able to do anything about it except run lor
shelter and then watch from our trenches. I had hoped that
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I could ger started operating with my bunch and get a crack
at them. But the C.Q, said he was afraid he might need the
airplanes at Palembang. He consoled me by saying that if
I got any more planes in serviceable condition I could keep
them and use them, fot the time being at least.

Kleck was one of the three of my group who had to go to
Palembang with the squadron this time, and he was quite
put out about it. He had the same hopes I had about oper-
ating here, and he naturally didn't think he'd get any action
down there in Sumatra,

He shouldn't have worrted on that score. He was destined
to get more action there than I got in Singapore, and I was
never to see him again.

That would have left only three pilots in my proup, but
after the squadron lett 1 saw that two of the machines hadn'y
taken off with the rest. The pilots were Denny and Sergeant
H——. They both had engine trouble and would have o
wait over for 2 day or two, So for the moment there were
five of us, Denny was a flight commander in the squadron
and senior te me, so he automatically was in charge of our
group.

By this time we were beginning to hear a little more of
the noises of war. Particularly at night we could hear distant
guns booming out an occasional [ew rounds. We expected
that as the encmy got time to bring more of their artiltery
into position we'd be hearing much more. Qur airdrome
was only two or three miles from the edge of the narrow
straits separating us from the enemy.

Towards noon of the day after our squadron flew hack to
Palembang we were all surprised by a visit from 171, Squad-
ron {whose pilots came out to Singapore with us). As I
mentioned before, they had been operating from Seletar
Airdrome on the northeast side of the island, right on the
edge of the Straits. They had been forced to take off on
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very shart notice this morning and fly over here, when the
enemy began shelling their dromel

We were all glad to see one another and had quite a re-
union in the Mess, swapping accounts of what we'd been
doing. They said they'd had lots of patrols and chases and
had fought (wo or three engagements with modcerate success.

Tr was abont noon and we were all lounging on the ver-
anda, swapping stories and waiting for lunch to be ready,
when suddenly the quiet was broken by a mnffled explosion,
a whistling noise, and then a loud explasion, atl in rapid
arder:

“Whoompi—phe-ew—~BLAM!

The building shook a liwle, Conversation stopped in mid-
air. We exchanged glances, and ] looked arannd ior a place
to duck.

Someone ventured, “'I didn’t hear any airplanct”

“Whaootnpf—phe-ew—BLAM!" The building shook again.

Someone else said, “That isn’t a planel”

Then a startled “Look!™ and there on the far side of 1he
airdrome we saw two thin flat clouds of light blue smoke
drifting along just above the ground, about fifty yards apart.
As we looked, there was a bright flash in the ground near
them and the earth shot vpwards and outward in a cloud
aof dust and smoke. The same noise came to us a second later.
We all knew what it was now without being told. The time
had come for what was to be my first of five evacuations
under fAre in two weeks. Our airdrome, too, was being
shelled!

The barrage lasted over an honr, but nothing landed
nearer the Mess than a hundred yards or so; and most of us
ate our lunches unperturbed. We weren't gouing to let them
spoil our last meal here, anyhow.,

Joe H——, one of 175's pilots who was delayed taking off
and didn't leave Selecar until some tume after the rest, came
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into the dining hall while we were eating. He looked quite
shaken—and with reason, Just as he was levelling off to land
on the runway two shells had exploded, one on either side
of him, throwing his machine partly out of control and
nearly causing him to crashl

Through the windows of the Mess we saw a low thatched-
roof wooden huilding on the far side ol the drome catch fire
and begin huming hotly. A Brewster Buffalo landed, and
as it was taxiing to the edge of the ticld a shell crashed beside
it, turning it upside down and injuring the pilot. Someone
took my car to drive him to the dressing station. When |{
got it back I had to clean blood off the seat and dashboard.

‘The barrage ceased after an hour or so, lor no apparent
reason—~probably because the enemy thought jt was enough
to show us we couldn’t use the drome and because they
didn't want to damage it any more in casc they were able to
use it later themsclves.

From the Far East Command Communiqué:

Singapaore, February . ‘T'here has been some enemy shelling
mn thc north of the istand, with negligible results, Air reports
show much enemy movement southward in Johore. Enemy
aircraft bave comtinved to make high-level and Jow dive-
bombing and machinepun attacks on the island, causing
comparatively little damage or casvaltics,

Shipptng in the harbor was also attacked. An oil tanker at
the naval base, which was set on fire two days ago by enemy
bombing, is still burning.

Hurricane hghters of the R.ACF. intercepted a large forma.
tion of cnemy aircraft over Singapore this morning. One
enenty aircraft was destroyed, one probably destroyed, and
on¢ damaged by our aircrake.



Chapter VI

INTO THE FIGHT

Wirh THE AaIrbraMrs of Tengah and Seletar under shellfire
and Sembawang vulnerable to itat any time (forit wasright
on the edge of the Straits), there was only one place left from
which we could operate. This was Kallang Airdrome, the
tormer municipal airport of Singapore, on the south side of
the island just east of the city.

175 Squadron were now ordered to move down there, and
we did likewise, taking our rtwo Hurricanes and two auto-
mobiles. The engine troubles on the Hurricanes had been
remedied, but the weather was reported bad in the direction
of Sumatra so that the pilots, Denny and Sergeant H—,
couldt’t go to Palembang yet to rejoin the Squadron.

They Rew the Hurricanes across (o Kallang while I drove
my Iord, and Brownie and Ted took the Chewvvy which
Kleck had promated. We of course loaded our baggage into
the two cars before leaving; in addition, I brought along 2
bag of things belonging to Bruce, the boy who went missing
from the squadron’s first engagement. T wanted to have it
sent back to his folks.

Driving to Kallang I had o pass through the city of Singa-
pore, my first visit to it. I took time off to dnve around a
little, looking at the sights, and then headed out east of town
to the airdrome.

This was a sorry sight if there ever was one, The road

h1
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52 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAI'ORE

entering the airdrome passed under imposing dark stone
archways, now pitifully scarred and chipped by blast and
shrapnel and bullets, The beautiful hangars and terminal
buildings of what had once been a great airline base were
barren and empry, with windows pone, walls pashed and
torn, It reminded me of the buildings at Croyden Airdreme,
London's great airline terminal, as they look today—de-
serted, because there are no airlines, with ticket and infor-.
mation booths silent and empty, their counters covered
with dust, windows blown in and wallsshattered and scarred,
results of the great mass bambing raid Croydon received in
August 1940.

The vast concrete aprons between and in front of the
hangars here were torn and pitted with bomb craters, as was
the entire feld,

The saddest sight ol all was the remains of several Hurri-
canes and Brewsiers, as well ay three or fonr vrucks and tank
wagons, around the outside of the ficld—sorry-looking,
smashed and twisted wreckages, mostly boerned out, the vic:
tims of bombing and machinc-gun attacks. It was heart-
breaking,

The Hurricanes had already arrived from Tengah and
were now dispersed around the field with mechanies work-
ing on them, giving them their “D/F's,” or daily tnspections,
Denny was gone, so I inquived for directions to the Officers’
Mess and found it a couple of miles from the drome.

Rut there were only smoldering ruins at the spot. The
Mess had been hit and set on fire by hombs the day before,
and was completely bumed out. 1 found Denny and some
of the others there, salvaging the bar stock from a refrig-
crator in the ruins—bottles of beer and liquor.

We didn’t know it yet, but Squadron Leader L—, the
C.O. of 175 Squadron, was acting fast in chis little emer-
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I found myself ensconced in a room which was like a movie star's
boudoir. [Sea View Hotel, Singapore, p. 55]

A pretty little lawn hlled with palm trees, its beauty somewhat
spoiled by shelter trenches dug in it . . o Patrons were required to
park their cars under the trees for concealment. [p. 53]
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gency. By everting he had arranged for all of us to be put up
in the exclusive Sca View Hotel on (he seashore several miles
east of town, which was su pposed to be one of the most Tuxu-
rious places in Singapore. 1 found mysclf ensconced in a
raom which was like a movie stat’s boudoir in its furnishings
—elaborate wardrobes, tables, dressers, cabinets—al] in beau.
tiful hardwood; expensive-looking chairs, settees {I think
you call them), stools, footstools, and perhaps as many as
half a dozen mirrors. I had linde trouble, as you can guess,
in inding room for my wardvobe of shirt and shorts when
I clitmbed into the huge, luxurious bed, A couple of days
later I learned that a small but nicely furnished sitting
room adjacent helonged with my room. Altogether, it was
a strange lzir lrom which to go forth to battle.

One side of the hotel looked out on the sea, but the main
entrance was in the crook of an 1" formed by the building,
and faced away from the sca onto a pretty little lawn filled
with palm trees, its beauty somewhat spoiled by shelter
trenches dug in it. There were several automobiles—includ-
ing ours—scattered about there, too, because patrons were
required to park their cars under the trees for concealment,

Dinner that evening was scven courses, served by Chinese
and Malay waiters in a spacious dining hall where we saw
lots of wealthy civilians, including the first white women
we'd seen in some time, wearing the first evening dresses
we'd seen in months,

Alter dinner Denny and I talked things over, discussing
what we should do now. He was as anxious to reémain in
Singapore as 1 was. Technically we were under the orders
of our C.0)., but he was three hundred miles away in Palem-
bang and would naturally expect us to use our own initia-
tive in what we did, now that circumstanccs were changing
s0 fast.

QOur most obvious course, one which didn’t appeal to us,
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was to follow the squadron to Palembang, two of us flying
int the two Hurricancs and the other three going by the
first available boat. We not only hated (o go back there,
where {we thought) things would he very quier, but also
we sincerely felt that we and our airplanes would be more
useful here during the cruaal days ahead.

175 Squadron had been working hard ever since they
arrived, and the pilots were getung tired. Also they were
getting short of airplanes, so that they could use our twa
to good advantage. Reinforcements of either pilots or planes
would be hard to get now. They were a swell crowd of fel-
lows and we knew them so well from having been together
on the voyage out that we'd just as soon fight with them as
with our own bunch. Denny finally decided that we would
offcr to help them.

Next morning after breakfast he spoke to Squadron
Leader L—, the squadron’s C.O.,, offering to put ourselves
and our two airplanes at his disposal if Air Headquarters
would O.K. it. Squadron Leader L—— was delighted with
the idea. He rang up Air Headquarters and gave them such
a convincing sales talk over the phone that in a matter of
minutes the plan was O.K.'"d and we were officially “at.
tached” to 175 Squadron. We also pooled our two cars
with those which the squadron already had, with the resule
that the squadron was well off for pilots’ transportation
from then on. Now at last, I thought, I should surely be get.
ting my much-delayed action against the Japs.

We all had some busincss and shopping we wanted to
take care of, so Denny asked our new C.Q. if we could have
a couple of hours off to run into town before we went to
work. The C.O. insisted that we should take the whole day
off and not starc flying until the next day.

Accordingly, four of us—=Denny, Ted, Brownie, and 1—
piled into the Ford and drove to cown to tend to our busi-
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Rickey was shot down and force-landed on the airdrome, his ma-
chine crashing through the fence on the north side and our onto East
Coast Koad, where it shed its landing gear in the ditch on one side,
slid across the moad on its belly, and atnlnpr:-:l with its nose i the divch
on the other side, [p. 0]

Four of us deove into town to tend to our business and see what the
cily was like. Ip. 5.1]
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INTO THE FIGHT 55

ness and capitalize on our first chance to spend some time
in the city and see what it was like.

The business section sccmed o be very modemn, and it
might have been an American city except [or the weleer
of Chitiese and Malays all about and the rickshas mingling
with modern cars on the streets, [{owever, we soon tired and
lost interest in sight-seeing as it was a very hot day, and
stopped for reflreshmentts at the Raffles Hotel, supposed ta
be one of the popnlar hat-spots of the town. There we saw
an advertisement for the fitm “Ziegfeld Girl™ ut the Alham-
bra Theatre near by: we voted for a matinee of (hat in pref-
erence to [urther sight-seeing, until the heat of the day was
past.

The theatre was small, with a pleasant interior that belied
a rather shabby outside appearance, The air-raid sirens
sounided shortly after the picture started, and Ted and
Brownic, who had steel hehinets, clapped them on until the
all clear sounded a while lawer,

It perhaps wasn’t just the show we would have chosen it
we had had a choice, for though the music and lavish pag-
cants were wonderful, the sight of so wany beautiful girls
was almost more than we conld (ake alter being away lrom
ferninine companionship for so long! The shock was quite
rude for us when it was over; completely lost in the lovely
aumosphere of American girls and song and gaicety and
peace, we stepped outside into the eeming arviental traffic
and the sweltering tropical sun, (0 be reminded that we
were half-way around the world from America, with oor
cnemies only a few miles away.

Towards midafternoon we returned to the hotel; there we
learned to our very keen sorvow that our new C.(, Squad-
ron Leader L——, had been killed while we were downtown.
He was a fine C.O., loved by all his boys, and we ourselves
had known him wcll enough o like him very much also.
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Two of the other boys had been shot down but escaped
injury, although their machines were wrecked.

(e of the boys shot down, Joe H—, was first to tell
us about Squadron leader L—='s death. joe himself had
had a very nartow escape. He'd had his machine badly shot
up by Navy Zeros and had te run [or it, racing low over the
s¢a to get away from two of them, his damaged engine
running wide open with its radiator shot through and run-
ning dry, with the result thay jusy after he got clear of them
his engine “scized™ and he had to force-land near the shore
of an island. His Hurricane was almost tom to picces by
rocks just beneath the surface of the water, but Juckily ic
stayed right side up and he managed to get ont safely, e
was picked up by a motor launch whose crew saw him land,
and they brought him inwo Sinpapore hatrhor, where he got
a ride by car 1o the hatel. We lound him resting there when
we arrived, a very shaken boy. It was he who had had the
narrow cscape the day before when twoshells nearly wrecked
him as he was landing at Tengah,

Later in the afternoon we drove from the hatel oue to the
airdrome to sce what was gotng on, and there I met an old
friend of mine, a New Zealand pilot, who had heen stationed
at the airdrome near London where 1 was, a year or sou
before.

Tle said he had been out in Singapore since before the
lghting started, and as flight commander in a squadron of
Brewster Buffaloes he had heen in nearly all the fighting
which went on here. He was so worn and haggard and had
lost. so much weight that 1 hardly recognized him, He said
he had just been promoted to squadron leader and was going
down to Java tnre-form his squadron, as most of their planes
had been lost and most of theiv pilots killed, He himself was
off flying for at Jeast a week or two brecause of shock from 2
bomb (hat had landed too close to him 2 few days hefore.
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I advised him (0 ury to ger sent away for a rest, even if it
meant losing his promotion temporarily. He looked much
oo tired and ill to carry on long.

Wilh Squadron Leader L—-'s death, Rickey, one of the
flight commanders, became C.O. of the squadron, and
Denny was made flight commander in his place. Three air-
planes had been Jost during the day but enly one pilot, so
that with the addition of us live pilots from 200 Squadron
there were now twice as many pilots as plancs, That meant
that each of the two flights (into which any squadron is
divided) had enough pilots to man all the airplanes. Rickey
thetefore instituted 2 program whereby the two [lights
changed off, one bunch doing all the work while the other
rested.

Recause the heavy attacks usnally came about midmorn-
ing, Rickey instituted a short shift from g:00 a.M. (0 1200
rMm. for one flight to do, to take care of these heavy raids:
the other Highr would be on duty the rest ol the daylight
hours both before and after this shift.

I was in [3enny's flight and we were scheduled to do the
short shift next mornimg, sa we didn't have to get up very
carly. After we finished our fivecourse breakflasts we all sat
around on the covered veranda at the entrance to the hotel,
reading the morning papers and gossiping, for we still had
an hour or so to kill before time to go out to the airdrome,

The distant drone of Rolls-Royce engines in the sky
rcached our gars, (elling us that the other Hight had already
gone up on patrol; for the first time in more than three
months I began to experience the familiar (ension and
nervoushess, with the sickish pain in the pit of my stomach
unusually strong. I suppose it was the realization coming
home that I was “in it once more, with all the uncertainties
and dismaying possibilitics to get used (o and subdue again
into their places as normal parts of life,
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Denny and Tspent a little time talking over the fornation
we'd usc and discussing the tactics we would try to employ.
Because of our small number of airplanes, Air 1leadquarters
had ordered us (o operate as 2 squadron of eight until we
gou more reinforcements, ta give us a better percentage n
reserve, Accordingly, we planned to fly in two sections of
foor, Denny leading one section and I the other. If we en-
gaged a bombing raid escorted hy fghters—the usual thing
=1 would ¢ndeavor to engage the fighters with my four to
keep them diverted while Denny took his section into the
bombers. Then the next time we'd change around, and he'd
do the dirty work with his four while I wenzt for the bombers.

As we talked and [ visuzlized the situations we were dis-
cussing, I found ty excitement increasing until my heart
was pounding and my knces trembled a little—and after
eighteen months of mainly front-line service, tool

It seemed so strange to he there relaxing, or trying to, in
the cool quict verunda of the hotel, nonchaiantly discussing
how we should go about the bizarre and uncarthly business
that might occur in that other eerie warld miles above us
betore the morning was out, while ordinary civilian menand
women lounged around us, Anishing their coffce, reading
the morning papers, chauing as ordinary people anywhere
might, not planning to kill anyone—their greatest danger a
probable sea vovage to Java in a few days. I had my helmet,
gloves, and mae west in ty lap, having just unpacked them
from my things, and their significance helped to make ic all
seem (oo Incongruous to be real)

'The other six pilots of our flight were sitting near by, and
presently Denny looked at his watch and announced:
“Fight-fifteen. I reckon we might as well get on down there.”

We strolled out to where the Ford was parked among the
paltn trees on the lawn, and the eight of us piled in. I was
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wondering how long it would take me to get over feeling
like a little boy on his hrst day at school.

As we were backing out from under the palm trees we
heard the Hurricanes roar low overhead going towards the
drome, so we kncw the boys had finished their patrol. We
could see them circling to Iand as we drove along, and by
the time we reached the drome they had all landed and
taxied to their places along the edge of the field. The pilots
were heading toward the dispersal hut when we got there
(we had just one hut for all of us at Kallang), and when they
saw us piling out of the car they began taking off their mae
wests and tossing them gratefully aside,

Denny looked over the list of available machines and
assighied them to us while we were putting on our mae wests
and otherwise getting ready. [ changed trom wmy shorts to
a pair of slacks thau 1 kept for fiying in action (for protection
10 my legs in case of firc), Others had overalls; some flew
with no extra protection.

T shouldered my parachute and went out to get my air-
plane ready. The crews were just finishing refuclling it and
checking it over after its Jast patrol. I thought, ““T'en min-
utes o get ready, and then any ume alter thay,” and my
heart went to pounding agatn,

There were a number of minor things to take care of in
getting my Hurricane to readiness. Because my legs aren’t
long enough for me to climb into the cockpit of a TTurricane
easily when wearing a parachure, I placed my parachute in
the seat, so I could put it on after getting in=laving out its
straps and the scat straps in neat order so I cowld reach them
quickly without getting them twisted, Then I hung my
helmet over the gunsight behind my windshield and plugged
the radio lead and oxygen tube into their connections in
the side of the cockpit. My gloves 1 tucked hetween the gun-
sight and the windshicld. There were checks to make on
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oxygen supply, air pressure system, and the electric gun-
sight. There were other minor little odds and ends to do
that would each save a second in starting—like turning the
gasoline on, unscrewing the primer pump so it was ready
for use, turning on the igmition switches, and setting the
throttle just right for starting. Because the held was soft
and tnuddy I pumped my wing fllaps down 2 litele to assist
in getting off the ground quickly; and of course, being built
rather small, I checked the position of my seat and raised
it as high as it could be set.

Finally satisfted that I had evervthing ready I made my
way hack to the dispersal but and jnined rhe rest of the hoys,
who were sitting in easy chairs on the porch, waiting. My
feelings seemed pretty well under control again, and 1 real-
1zed that I was slipping quite rapidly into my old mental
attittde—combining fighting lever and resignation to *““‘come
what may."” That is my bust means of keeping my fears onder
control while in action.

T conld see by the faces of some of the 175 Squadron boys
around me that the stratn of constant flytng and fighting for
the past several days was beginning to tell. Our orders to
sctamble would come by tetephone, and ¢ach time the phone
rang they'd start mervously and lean forwatd tensely, until
the orderly who answered it told ns what the call was about.
[t rang cvery three or four minutes, but each call for the
first half hour was just some incotisequential message, such
as somenne wanting to speak to one of the mechanies or an
officer wanting to speak to the armorer sergeant—and they'd
all relax again.

It reminded me of Battle ol Britain days it 1040, when
my squadron did their readiness in a tent at Tlawkinge Air-
drome on the southcast coast of l'_‘.ngl:md; we all used to start
in the same way with our hearts pounding cach time the
phone rang—often to learn thau it was only some atrcraftman
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INTO THE FIGHT b1

reporung that he’d missed the bus back (rom lunch—and
would we please send it back for him! After that we'd all sit
back again, sighing deeply, each feeling that he'd been done
out of another week's growth. Some psychologist should try
to work out a different kind of alarm that wonld be less
agonizing to tant nerves than that quick, jarring ring which
becomes almost nightmarish in 1imes of heavy strain.

After we'd heen at readiness for some unme we heard the
orderly taking a call and this tline, after listening a moment,
he replied 1a the voice at the other end, *“ T'wenty thousand?
Yes, sir.”

Somcone said, “That's it!" and there was a shuflling and
scraping of chairs as we started getuing to our feet. The
orderly turned (o us [rom the phone 1o repeat wliat he was
told: "Thirty plus bandits, above twenty thousand feet,
approaching from the northwest. Scramble and gain altitude
as fasr as possiblel™

I found myself sprinting towards my machine, which was
near by, heard a Ford V-8 starting up and getuing away fast,
tires spinning as it carcened past me—my own Ford, with
pilots hanging on the running boards—the boys whose tna-
chines were farthest away using it to save a few seconds.

The alert ground crews were already starting our engines.
Mine was running and the mechanic climbing out of the
cackpit when I got there, and I soranbled in. There was the
old feverish [nmbling at parachute and seat stvaps, helmet
and pgloves—ilie glancing around to see if I was late and
whether the others were taxiing out yet.

All tucked in and ready to go at last, I {ound my tenseness
relaxing its held a little. A moment’s wait with engine
idling, for Denny’s four machines to taxi out ahead, and
then [ was following after ther onto the rain-soaked field,
fast but carefully, dodging the newly filled homb craters in
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which the earth would still be soft, It wasn't safe to take off
in formation, because of the condiuon of the ficld, but Den-
ny’s four followed one another off quickly and I timed my
taxiing to arrive in position just after them, with the rest
of my section coming along behind me.

Denny was already a distant little silbouette up ahead,
climbing and turming, over the harbor: the other three of
his section following, with the last one just leaving the
ground, when 1 opened my throttle. There was the raucous
full-throated bellowing of my own thousand-horsepower
engine, the hurricane windstream forming a wall around
the cockpit, tugging at my helmet and blasting my [ace when
I peered out to watch for bad spots in the field; then came
the surge of the airplane picking up speed fast, the growing
tighmess and responsiveness of the controls, and T was off
and skimming up over the boundary, shoving my hydranlic
control to whHEELS vP, drawing back throttle and pro-
peller pitch controls to ease the engine. A red light showed
in my instrument panel, indicating that my wheels were
clear up in their retracted position. T shoved the hydraulic
control over to Fuaps ur and felt my machine sag a little
as it flaps came up from their downward position so that
therr lifting effect was lost; I began to gain speed faster, the
result of lowered wind resistance with the wheels and llaps
out of the way.

Ahcad of me ¥ could sce the sithouettes of Denny's four
machines, climbing fast in a gentle left turn and “forming
up” together in their assighed order. Below, the blue-green
sea of Singapore’s outer harbor was slowly curving backward
beneath my wings and receding away.

I was in a lefe turn, oo, cutting it shorter than Denny
in arder to catch him. Behind me the three other planes of
my section were trailing, gradually overtaking me and draw-
ing up into their places. My “number two" was hifty or sixty
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yardsoff on my right and a little behind; my *numbers three
and four" were staggered off on my lett and about the same
distances apart. Overtaking Denny's section we thrattled
buck and took up position two or three hundred yards away
to his lefe and a little back. It was just a loose casy “search’
formation, in which we could guard each other against sur-
prise aitacks, and in which we could either act independ-
ently as two units or close in and work together, as circom-
stances dictated,

The crackling of the radio in my ears was broken inter-
mittently by the whirr of transmitters as various conversa-
tions weve carried on.

Denny's vaice came through, valling Control. “Hello,
Rastus; hello, Rastus! Tiger Leader calling, Have you any
fresh information on the bandits? Over.”

A second later the distant contsoller’s voice came back in
reply: “"Hello, Tiger Leader, Tiger Leaderl Rastus atiswer-
ing. Thirty plus bandits now twenty iles northivest of
island, above twenty thousand feet, still coming this way.
Owverl™

We climbed furiously, whipping our engines hard, the
noses of our airplanes pointed steeply npward, reaching up
and up toward that strange world of thin cold air above us.
Denny was leading us wiscly in a long sweep out over the
sea south of the island, where we could be “npsun” of cur
€nemics.

“Hello, Green One, Green Two calling. One of vour
wheels is down a lirtle. Over.”

Green One and Green Two wete the two pilots on the
left of me in my section, and glancing over at the nearest
of them 1 saw the outline of one of his wheels halfway down
out of its recess in the hottom of the fuselage. Then ic dis-
appeared up imto place.

Brownie was Green One. His voice came over the R/T
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{radio telephone) now. “Thank you, Green Two. Is it O.K.
nowe”’

"“Yes, it's QK. now, Green One.”

We roared onward and upward, the sun prowing brighter
and the air clearer. At ten thousand fect it was getting chilly,
so I slid my wransparent cockpit hood fonward, closed, and
the cockpit was suddenly quiet with most of the racket and
the wind shut out and the noise of the engine reduced to
a heavy drone.

Singapore Island was now a miniature in britlianr tropical
green far below, landscaped with miniature jungles, or-
chards, fields, roads, villages, and towns, with the miniature
city and harbot an its south coast, all partially screenced by a
laver of low broken clouds sprinkled over it like hundreds
of tufts of white cotton (luff, pretry in the hright sunlight.

It was dwarfed by the green expanscs of the great Malayan
Peninsula which half swallows it in the hollow of its south-
em tip into which the island fits, and by the endless reaches
of warm blue-green sea stretching in zll other directions.
Over 1t ran the long dark mantle of smoke from the oil fire,
stretching {rom its source on the north side, down across
and southward out over the sea into the southern horizon.

My altimeter reached the fifteen-thousand-foot mark, and
about that time I pulled the control which “changes gears”
nn the engine's two-speed supercharger so it witl gtve better
power at high altitude, and also opened the oxygen regu-
lator valve on muy instrument panel to start it feeding oxygen
into my face mask. We kept climbing hard, still out over
the sea a way, in 2 gentle lcfthand sweep.

Control came on againt. “The bandits are just north of
the island now, altitude twenty-two thousand or above.”

It didn't sound so geod. We'd be very lucky if we could
reach their altitude by the time they were over the island.
Stariing a fight with 2 disadvantage in altitude is one of the
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tnost reliable ways of committing suicide. Denny seemed
unperiurbed, and continued the sweep, He knew there was
no use going i to meet them until we had enough height.

Finaily when our altimcters read twenty thousand he
turned and led us in toward the island, sull climbing hard,
chancing chat we could gain enough altitude before we met
therm. 1t would have been much beuer could we have waed
until we had twenty-live thousand feet or so, for then we
contld come in with a definite advamage in heighy; but there
just wasn't time enough for that. As it was, we still had
anather two thonsand feet to gain just to reach the height
of the bombers. IF my section wete to engage the Aghters,
which wauld be abave them, we nceded considerably more
altitude than that or we might have @ bad wioe, But there
was 1o choice,

We came in over the city, stitl climbing hatd, Twenty-one
thousand feet naw, still another thousand to gain at the very
least. Control came on again. “The handits are over the
northwest partof the island now, fiying south, still at twenty-
two thousand and above.™

Denny had us climbing so steeply that my air-speed in-
dicator showed less than one hundred and twenty miles an
hour of forward spced, and my controls lelt slappy, as il my
airplane were nearing a stall. I'd turned on my gun sight
and switched the sakety ring around my firing button to the
“FIRE" position long since,

We torned left and headed westward, hoping to cut them
off. Qur lormation was getting very ragged. It's hard wo keep
good formation in the thin air at high altitudes in which
the atrplanes tend to wallow aronnd lacsely, and now every
pilot was tense, watching all around for first signs of the
enemy, not paying much attention to formation-kecping.

I noticed that one of the machines in Denny's section
which had been lagging behing the rest had now disappeared
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66 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPORE

entirely. Engine trouble, I presumed. ‘That left only seven
of us.

‘T'wenty-two thousand feer at last, and we were over the
southeast part of (he island with still no enemies in sight.
Denny led us in 2 left tum, until we were heading south.

For all my kecnness to get into battle, the cry, when ie
came, jolted me.

“Bandits to the left—tally-hot”

We wheeled into a steep left tarn at the cry, and T saw
them, in the distance to my dismay, a weird cluster of silver
insects sticking out starkly against the bloc, heading away
from us toward the city. I felt like crying as 1 realized the
situation, for somehow they had got around past us while
we were trying o head them off. Now we would have o
chase them, and they already had a good start.

Tt was a weird chase. At that height you hardly seem to
he moving, even at three hundred miles an hour or more,
We seemed to just hover there while our engines screamed
and bellowed, “'Rat. our,” boring awayv at the thin air, tryving
to overtake the eneiny formation which we could sce poised
against the sky ahead of us like a surrvealist painting, with
above them the tiny silhouettes of severa] fighters wheeling
about. They seemcd to have passed over the cast part of
the city and were now going flat out for home.

As we neared the city I noticed that we were back down
o twenty-one thousand leet, and our quarry scemed to be
even a linde lower, which meant they must be diving slightly.
I rccalled what ather pilots had said about them: “'Alter
they drop their bombs they stick their noses down and go
like a bat out of hell. TE they've got a good start on you then,
your haven't a hope ol cactung them.” [ didn’t know whether
or not these had dropped their bambs yet, but they obviously
had their nases down, il they were losing altitude this fast,
and they certainly seemed to be going some, too,
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Suddenly a shower of little white objects like snowballs
streaked past me from ahead, terrifying me because I thought
they were some new kind of tracer bullets, and 1 looked
around wildly for the enemy that was shooting at me. All
I saw were the other Hurricanes though, and they seemed
unperturbed. I couldn’t imagine what was going on. [t only
lasted [or a briefl second. I wasn’t to learn the explanation
until after I landed.

We kept up the chase for a long way up in Malaya, fol-
lowing the hombers down and down, pradually gaining on
them bur not fast enough, for they ﬁnally made the safery
of a cloudbank and we had to let them go. It was disappoint-
ing, but one gets used to disappointments in air warfare,

We didn’t vealize what the targeu of the raid had been un-
til we were nearly back. Coming over our airdrome at three
or [our thousand feet, with the layer of low hroken clouds
making a sort of carpet just under us, I noticed through the
spaccs between the clouds a very light pall of thin blue
smoke floating over the leld, Then when [ came through
heneath the clouds the truth sank home as T saw that the
airdrome was littered with dozens of fresh homb craters!

Light blue and grey smoke was still wafuing from the
doorts, windows, and eaves of the great hangars below. Near
on¢e hangar a Brewster Buffalo was burning [uriously,
wreathed in scarlet flames, with volumes of stormy black
smoke rolling upward—cbviously hit by an incendiary
bomb.

So it appcared that our encmics, not content with shelling
us out of all the airdromes on the north side of the island,
were determined o drive us oot cotmpletely by bombing
this, our only base left.

Now we were faced with the ticklish problem of getting
cur Hurricanes down safely in the middle of all the bomb
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craters and debris, for there was of course no other lield for
us to Jand on. Reaching the drome a litue ahead of the rest,
I circled for several minutes, trying o figure out a way to
land, “shooting”™ the field in fake approaches at low altitude
from various directions—just as I had often donc over pas.
tares and stubblefields back in America in bamstormoing
days—trying now to wotk cut an iimaginaty ranway between
these craters.

Finally I made my chaoice, a short narrow stretch hetween
the paths of several sticks of hombs, with water standing in
the low arca at one end and a cracked-up Hurricane which
appearcd to have just lunded, lying on its belly near the
other end. By this time 1 was leading a procession of all the
rest of our Flurricanes around the fheld, all the ptlows like-
wise (rying to figure out how to pet down. I made a try at
my "‘runway,” and madc it all right, with room to spare,
and then the rest followed it on it one after another, and
everybody made it safely,

Assoonas we'd reported to Operations on what happened,
some ol us went out with 2 truck and laid out some white
boards to mark our landing strip.

While doing this we found a few enemy leaffets scattered
about, and 1 realized that they must have been the little
white things (hat streaked past me while we were up on
the chase and gave me such 2 scare. I must have happened
to fly throngh a cloud of them dropped by one of the bomb-
ers. I picked one up and kept it for a souvenir.

It was in Fnglish and purported to quote from a Lisbon
news dispatch. Under the word “EXTRA™ in large type
it carricd a heading, unpunctuated: “The Yankees Tender
the Qlive Branch Singapore Neutral Zone?” Then it read:

Lisbon, 14th: News has becn received that America hay
proposedd hier separate prace negouations to Nippon. The
proposal was made on 14th January, 1948, President Roose.
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velt is of the opinion that Singapore ought 10 be declares a
Neutral Zone. The Nippon ts considering this peacc proposal.

Wearranged to have the cracked-up [{urricane moved out
ol our runway as soon as possible. Tt was the plane of Lieu-
tenant S—, a South African Air Force pilot, better known
as Stewie, I recalled the aitplane that was missing from
Denny’s section shorily before we attacked the bombers.
Apparcntly he was the one, I1e bad got separated from us,
found the bombers before we did and attacked them alone,
He had shot one down in Hames before he was himself
wounded and shot down, force-landing on the drome, to
be taken away (o a hospial hefore the rest of ws came back.
The story of his wnusual expericnces on this and succeeding
days is included later.

A crash truck armived soon and wok his machine out of
the way, and the “runway" which we had iarked aff—a short
narrow sttipof sod in between rows of bomb craters—became
our sole landing ground for the dnoration of our stay in
Singaporc.

Three of the boys from the other flight, who were on the
ground, had a narrow vscape during this raid. These were
Joe. Fitz, and Tom, who had been lozafing in the hotel after
they went oft dury when we relieved their Right. They heard
us take off and heard the air-raid sivens a little later. Having
nothing beuer o do they thought they'd take a drive to the
airdrome to see what was going on. They rock one of the
cars, drove down East Coast Road, and were Just turning
in at the gate of the airdrome when the sentry there shoated
to them and pointed upward.

Stopping the car, they climbed out just in time to actually
see the bombs coming down in a preat Clusu:r..The}' only
had time ta thraw themselves flat and cover their ears before
the bombs were striking. Two big five-hundred-pounders
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landed, cach about a hundred leet from them, one demol-
ishing & house directly across the roadl

Their car was holed in places by shrapnel, and one door
was wrecked, while the boys themselves were bruised and
blackened sich dirt, their clothes torn, and they were badly
shaken up. Fitz had to be taken to the hospital for treatment
of shock, but was released the same day; Joe was told to stay
off flying for a couple of days,

Poor Joel It was he who had had two shells crash beside
him at Tengah 1wo days before. Then yesterday he'd been
shot down and had crashed in the sea. So he was shelled one
day, shot down the next, and bambed on the (hirdl

It was ncarly nouvn when we landed [rom this patrol.
There were no other sctambles hefore one o'clack, when
the other flight came back to relieve us. We doffed our mae
wests, ook our parachutes, helmets, and gloves out of our
machines, pat them away, and lelt the resty of the day’s
fighting to the other Right.

From the Communiqué:

Singapore, February 7. Enemy aircralt again raided the
istand this mothing and bembs were dropped, causing some
damage. Fighters of the Far East Command intercepted 1he
raiders, destroying one enemy aircralt, probably destroving
another, and damaging two. All our hghuers retamed to theie
bases.

At the Sea View the management were keeping a score-
board of our successcs, so when we came ta lunch that nnon
we told them they could put down another cnemy plane
destroyed, as the result of Stewie’s vicrory.

We were quite popnlar with most of the guests there
those days, in spite of our rough everyday working dress
which must have scemed out of place in such an exclusive
hotel. OFf course there were a few, the more blue-blooded,
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1 suppose, who didn't take to us so well. Probably they
thought the only legitimate officers were those they saw in
peacerime at their exclusive dances, dressed in bandmasters’
uniforms; so our usually boisterous return from work, in
sweaty shorts and shirts {open-necked) with revolvers slung
in rough service wehbing, was guite beyond them.

Cne grumpy old codger in parcicnlar appeared to have
nothing to do but sit arvund all day drinking pink gins and
looking liverish and important. He was waiting for a boat
to evacnate him, so that in addition to fighting to kecp the
Japs off his head now, we would guite likely nave to patrol
and perhaps fight over his ship later, ta keep him from being
sunk. His dislike for us was made chvious quite often, Some
of the boys went for a dip in the hotel swimming pool on
this afternoon, and he came snooping around and tried to
chase them out, saying they couldn’t swim there because
they hadn't been “introduced™!

Among these boys was Brownie, and he rose nohly (o (he
situation. “Well, my name’s Browne. [ guess that introduoces
me!"" he replied. The others introduced themselves likewisce
and went on with thelr swimming,

The poor fellow retired quite perplexed, which, whether
he knew it or not, was a good thing for him. The boys were
trying to have enough Mun to loose themsclves from the
strain they were under and would have thrown him in if
tbic'd bothered (hem any more.

That night Rickey threw a little party to celebrate his
promotion to squadron leader. Ile was able to get hold
of some champagne, and a boisterous time was had by all.
I've forgotten most of what went on, but remember that
about halfway through the party someone remarked that
he heard the Japs had landed on the island of Bali. We were
all for taking off at once and going down there to make sure
Dorathy Lamour escaped,
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Next day was Sunday the eighth, and our flight had the
“long day"—[vom dawn until g:00 A.M. and from 1:00 .M.
unul dark, It was quite uneventful for us, however. We
had one routine patrol in the morning, and in the alternoon
1 did a convoy patrol with one other pilot, escorting a
merchant ship out of the harbor and down the straits towards
Sumatra for an hour or so. While we were doing this escort
a big rakl came over, which the rest of our Right chased
unsuccessfully. I saw them drop their bombs in the north.
east part of the island; that is, T saw the great mass of smoke
clouds shooting up from the arca as the bombs exploded,
pethaps twenty miles away.

The other Right had a combat that moming, however,
with an escorted bombing raid, in which they brought down
at least two of the cnemy, Rickey was shot down in this
engagement and force.landed on the airdrome, his machine
crashing through the fence on the north side and out onto
Fast Coast Road, where it shed s landing gear in the ditch
on one side, slid across the toad on its belly, and stopped
with its nose in the ditch on the other side, Rickey himself
was unhurt—except for his feelings.

From the Communiqué:

Singapore, February 8. During enemy taids over Singapore
[sland this wmorning our fighiers probably desirayed one
enemy bomber. Two ather bombers were damaged. All our
fghters retumed to their bases.



Chapter VII

BEGINNING OF THE END

ON THE WHOLE, enemy air activity had been small for the
past few days; but the next day, Monday, they really started
crowding us.

Things began popping early. We had the short shift from
9:00 AM. until 1:0e e.y, and I was awakened at dawn by
the roar of engines as the other fight took off and climhed
up over the hotel and off into (he distance. They came back
to land after an hour or so, while we were eating breakfast—
not in one formation this timne, but drifting in singly or in
pairs, which meant they must have been in action,

They were off agzin in a short time, and when we reached
the drome just before nine they were still flying, so that
we had to wait a half hour or so for them,

Again they came back in scattered ones and twas, indicat-
ing they had been fighting. They lovked pretty tired as they
lefe their machines and came o the dispersal hut, hug most
of them were grinning triumphantly. There'd been numer-
ous skirmishes and chases with low-flying bambers, and
nearly every pilet had had one or more shots.

Sandy A—-, a very aggressive pilot of 145, had got two
bombers, bringing his total score to five, Sergeant H——, onc
of my group from g00 Squadron, had got. one also, his first
victory. He said he dived on a bomber which he found alone
up in Malaya, and fired on it. As he pulled away he looked
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around furtively to see if it was shooting back at him, and
was qQuite amazed to see it go into a spin instead. He watched
it crash in the junglel Three or four other bombers were
damaged too, while our boys suffered no losses.

1 wok over Sandy's machine, and he warned me that 1t
had a “runaway"” gun—a machine-gun that worked all right
except that it wouldn't stop firing once it started, unul iL
used up all its ammunition. The armorers were working
on it and would get it fixed up if they had tirne. Others of
our Might ook over the rest of the machines, and the boys
who had been flying made ofF (0 the hotel for hreakfast.

Hardly had we scttled down to waiting, when the tele-
phone rang, and the message was “Scramble to twenty thou-
sand feet 2t once!™

It would be the regular morning high-altitude raid ap-
proaching, and the cight of us raced o onr machines, I was
haHway into my cockpit before 1 realized something was
wrong: atmorets were still sitting on the wings of my
airplanc, working, with the big panels still off abuve the
guns.

The armorer setgeant was looking distressed. “T'm sorry,
sit, we haven't had time to reload your guns yer. Yours is
the last machine we came to. We'll get them done as quick
as we can.”

There was no one te blame. The crews were overworked
and this scramble had come too soon after the planes landed
to give them time to finish, I climbed in and got set, waiting
immpatiently, while other machines started and taxied out.
The armorers were working feverishly on my guns, snatch.
ing out empty ammunition tanks and fastening new anes
in, threading resh belts through the chutes that led inww
the guns. Roar after roar of sound swept across the field
as the fout planes of Denny's section took off, one after
another in quick ovder. Then my own section was taking
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off, leaderless. 1 hoped Brownie would know enough te take
over the lead. Of all the lousy luckl

At last the armorers were putting the panels back over
the openings in the wings above the guns, and I primed my
engine and pressed the starter hurton. The engine caught
and siarted idling. The scven other Hurricanes were far
out over the harbor now, one section of four and the other
scction—mine—only three, all climbing fast.

Finally the last panel was in place, the men were sliding
down off thc wings, and the sergeant waved the “‘go ahead”
signal with his hands. I taxied out as fast as I dared, but by
the time ] was ofl, the others were entirely out of sight.
There was nothing to do naw but to go “free lance,” [or
there was slight chance of finding the others once I'd lost
sight of them.

I abused my engine tertibly climbing nearly wide vpen,
for now that [ was alone 1 was extra anxious to have a height
advantage before the enemy got over the island,

My lot was frustration again, however, for in spite of all
my furious climbing I was scarcely fifteen thousand feet up
when I'saw cnemy plabes coming in over the island. Hoping
they might hang around a few minutes I kept climbing
anyway, careful to stay four or five miles away from under
them se 1 wouldn't be spotted while below them and jumped
by their escorting fighters, But within a couple of minutes
after T saw themn they had turned away and were making
northward at high speed, Our of luck again!

After that, Contral kept reporting smaller formations at
various altitides, which seemed to nip in over the north
part of the island for a few minutes and then go away before
there was time to find them; or sometimes to do standing
patrols a little way up in enemy territory.

I spent an hour or so frec-lancing around, mostly at high
altitude, hoping to find one of these groups when T was in
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a position to jump them. Two or three times 1 spoued a
couple of fighters in the distance and carelully stalked them
until I got above and upsun. Then 1 went down in screaming
dives to attack, only to find when 1 pot close enough to
identify them that they were Huorricanes—others of our
fiight, doing the same thing I was. It looked as if they must
have got split up somehow, and I wondered il they'd had
a scrap.

The scenery at high altitude was magnihcent that momn-
ing. Gigantic tumbled masses of cloud rose to fifteen and
twenty thousand feet, beautiful and awe-inspiring with their
grcat misty mountains, valleys and chasms, with here and
there a detached cloud like an island suspended by magic
in the sky. 12 was all so enchanting (hat once or wwice when
1 was waiting for information from Control I surrendered
to temptation, and swooped down among them to play about
for a couple of minutes, diving at their tops, careening at
four hundred miles an hour through great foggy valleys
and in and out of weird mystic caverns half a mile dcep,
occasionally shearing away 1o practise a few rolls.

Far off below, a level carpet of broken Ruffy clouds lay
over the island, obscuring most of the countryside. Through
it tan the mantle of oil-lire smoke, a long belt in which the
black and white clouds churned and writhed together, end-
iessly, like two flavors of boiling hot blancanange, chocolate
and steamy white, slowly mixing,

Somewhcre under the south part of that carpet wonld be
our hotel-no bigger than a pinhead—and the old grouch
who tried 1o chase the boys out of the swimming pool, still
siting on the veranda, no doubt, with his pink gins and
his liver and his dislike for the world. What a narrow life
he led. Perhaps most of ours were shart, but they were wide
as we could make them while they lasted, anywayl

At last I got wind of something worth-while. I had been
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sitting at around twenty thousand, when Control reported
“filteen plus bandits” just north of the island at fourteen
thousand [eet. This was just what I wanted, something below
my altitnde, and [ swooped off in that direction, hoping to
catch them silhouetted against the clouds helow, However,
[ must have arrived too late, for T conldn’t find anything
in the area. [ was getting worried that they might find me
hirst, when Thappened to spot far below, through an opening
i1 the low clouds, the shapes of two twin-engined bombers,
crossing the straits at very low level, going northward toward
home!

They were aimost directly beneath me, so I peeled off in
a ncarly vertical dive, 1 had to losce sight of theni on the way
down, for it was onily a small opening in the clouds through
which I'd seen them, but I gauged my dive (0 byeak through
the clonds where I thought they should be.

I was in an awful sweat, for T was in high hopes that my
luck had changed at last. This was the closest 1'd come to
getting a shot yet. 1imagine [ was doing nearly five hundred
when I passed through the clouds, for I had to just Ay in
a long great circle for a few scconds afeer T levelled out, 1o
get my speed down to where I could mancuver. I was look-
ing vainly ail around for the bombers, but though 1searched
frantically for several minutes I {failed to spot them. Either
I bad misjudged the course they were taking or they had
climbed up into the clouds for concealment. 1 was several
miles up in enemy territory when 1 hnally gave up the
search.

On the way back ] spotted a truck parked on the road and
put a burst into it from my guns, As I fired I was fascinated
to see what looked like long weird ropes of white smoke
snddenly streak far ont ahcad from my wings, stakily, their
farther ends touching the truck or near it. It was the first
time J had ever fired “rracer” ammunition. The special
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bullets are coated with chemicals to give off smoke, to show
you where your bullets are going. The squadrons ['d served
with in England ncver used it, bug 15y Squadron did, The
only times ['d scen tracers before were when German pilots
shot at wme, for all German squadrons use them.

When 1 stopped firing at the truck and turned away 1
was again stariled by the runaway gun which Sandy had
wamed me about. Now it rautled away on us own, hring
at nothing, until it was oat of ammuonition}

About this time, Control ordered us to return and land
unless we were engaged, so I headed homeward.

We'd hardly had time to get refueled and rearmed after
this flight when we wetre ordered to scramble again. Another
big high altiurde raid was on the way, and we took off in
a rush, climhing madly even before we had joined up in
formation. Then after a couple of minutes a new order came
over the radio from Control.

“Hcllo, Tiger Leader, Tiger Leader! There are low-
flying aircraft attacking our troops in the northwest part of
the island. Detach two of your aircraft to deal with them,
Overl™

Nenny’s voice came across at once, acknowledging the
order, and then he called to me: “Hello, Blue One, Blue
Onel Will you take your number two and take care of thar?
Over."”

“0.K..," I answered. “Iletlo, Blue Two. Follow me!™ And
I led off in a diving turm into the northwest, leaving the
others ta climb an up after the big raid. My number two's
name was Sergeant M——.

Control called again, urging us to hunry, and we opened
cur engines to [ull throttle as we swept down under the
clouds towards the area given. As we neared it I strained my
eyes trying to discern any airplancs there, or anti-aircraft
ptfls which would indicate their presence, but I could see
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neither. We arrived and circled that part of the island low
down, watching in all direcrions without secing anything.
Finally I called Control.

“Hello, Rastus. Hello, Rastust Tiger Blue One calling.
We are iy the area bt we don't sec anything about. I'm
afraid we're too late, FHlave you any new instructions for ug"

But I never gave him time o reply, for a couple of seconds
later T saw it. We were traveling narth just then, toward
the section of the straits where the Johare (Causeway crossed
into the encmy-occupied city of Johore Bharu, and T caught
sight af an airplanc in the distance straight ahead, low down
over Johore Bharu and traveling north.

I fumbled excitedly for the transmoiteer switch, “Tally-hof
Straight ahead of us, Blue Two!' 1 called, and laid out after
it, pushing thronle and prapetler piich contrals clear ahead,
and this time “pulling 1he plug™ also—a cantrol which cults
nut all governing over the enginc’s supercharging so that
it can put out an cmergency power far greater than its
normal maximum.

The sound rose to an immense, sttained bellowing, and
in a few seconds my conwols began to stiflen from the
increased speed, and the countryside seemed 10 fairly siream
past, close heneath our wings, for we were flying low down
over the (rees.

Crossing the Straits of Johore we streaked low across the
rooltops of Johore Bharu, chasing our quatry, who was now
following along the main highway which leads northwest
from the city up into Malaya, 1 remember noticing that the
road was packed with military traflic—enemy trucks, busscs,
cars, €.

The cnemy plane had a good start on us, and at first we
hardly seemed to gain on it. We started getting flak {ann-
aircraft fire)—the first Japanese flak I'd seen. There was just
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an oecasional black puft near us at Avst; then soon a regular
hail of it, lotlowing us right along. It seemed to make about
the same sized bursts as the British and German “medium”™
flak- Bofors and Pom-pom guns—with the differences thac
thuis sinfl seemed to have adjustable fuses so that it was (imed
weexplode near vs, and that it had no tracer effect, remaining
invisible until it exploded. Ours and the German medium
flak doesn't explode unless it actuatly hits you or reaches
the end of its travel, and the shells are all tracers, appearing
as red or green balls. We were so intent on overraking our
quarry that we just let them blaze away, without taking
any ¢vasive action [rom the shells.

At last we were gaining naticeably on the other maching,
and soon 1 could discern its shiape as that of a single-engined
planc with "lixed” (non-retractable} landing gear hanging
down. From pictures I'd scen I took'it 10 be a type of two-
scat fizhter known as rhe “Army 97." Tt aliernately few ar
abont live hundred feet for a sinute or so and then dived
to treetop height for a way, where we could scarcely see it
against the jungle, We stayed at about five hundred feet.
oursclves. Behind me a couple of hundred yards Sergeant
M—'s plane, guarding my tail, appeared as a vicious sil-
houette against a background of angry anti-aircraft puffs
sprinkled pepper-like against the sky.

[ think 1 was perhaps four or five hundred yards behind
our quarry, for 1 remember that I already had my thumhb
on the firing button ready to press it in a few more seconds,
when the beginning occurted, of one of those nightmare
experiences that last actually buta moment but live forever
after in tnescapable memory.

First a hright flash of color caught my eye. I was staring
down lascinated at a green Navy Zero wheeling across below
and ahead ol me, 1urning steep left just above the treetops,
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while seemingly without any conscious decision 1 was twist-
ing over vicivusly in a diving turn after him. T closed in, still
diving, pulling my nose around until my sights lined up
with him and a Jivtle ahead, leading him, then letung him
have it, the quick, shattering roar from niy guns startling
inc, and my long white tracers reaching out o caress the
graceful little green wings ahead of me with their strange
red discs painted near each tip, Only for two or three sec
onds, and then 1 had to break off to straighten ont of my
dive beforc hitting the trees. Just as I was breaking off I
heard 4 bang and (ele a jolr, and saw that one of the sialler
gun panels was gone from my right wing. I thought it had
been shot off; but I forgat about it in what [ saw a moment
later.

[ zoomed up hard, nearly blacking out and just missing
the trees. My runaway gun was chattering away on its ow
irritatingly and spewing its tracers aimlessly out over the
juntgle, I turned left to get around at any new enemies that
might be behind. And there, amid the confusion of anii-
aircraft firc bursting all around, 1 saw Serpeant M-—="s
Hurricane diving steeply, obviously hitl 1 was right over
him as he struck, in the corner af a little ficld, at close to
three hundred miles an hour, in & tetrible ghustly cruption
of splintered wings and Nlying pleces and then steam and
dust and smmoke that swirled out to obscure the awful sight.

I recall circling cautiously for a mament, dazed and
shocked by this and trying (o take in the whole situation and
see how many new enemies I had. In doing su 1 apparently
lost sight of both the one we'd been chasing and the Navy
Zero. There were no new ones to be seen either,

‘Thinking back on the cvent, 1 believe the Navy Zera
pilot must have been above us when he saw us chasing the
other Jap, so he dived on us fram behind, firing and hitting
Scrgeant M—. Then his speed carried him on down and
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ahead as he leveled out from his dive, until he was below
and in front of me where I first saw him. Scrgeant M—
must either have been killed by the Lullets ov had his
controls disabled, and went, into the fatal dive thac I saw.

A pathetic little wisp of smoke and dust rising above the
trees was the last I saw of him, as escorted by the storm of
anti-aircraft fire I made my way alone back to Singapore
Island.

Control was telling the others about another raid coming
in at high altitude, so 1 headed out over the sea and started
climbing. T was late again though, for I saw the bombers
approaching the island when 1 was far too low. In fact I was
able to call up Control and correct him on the position he
was giving far them once or twice, while still unable to do
anything myself except look up at them and sweay, When
they were almost over the island they turmed away and
hecaded out scaward, Later I learned that some of the others
chased them and got 1n a few good shots, damaging two or
three.

After they had gone away I did a little free-lancing again
but nothing more turned up, and tinally Control ordered
all of us ta land. T was down belore the rest, and when the
others landed and came up to Lhe dispersal hut I had to give
them the news of Sergeant M—"s death. [ hadn't known
him well, but the mute faces and glistening eyes of some of
the boys told me bow much they thought of him. T wondered
if any of them felt it was my faunlt.

Late that afternoon, Denny, Ted, Brownte, and 1 drove
into town to (ake carve of some business, atter which we
stopped in at the Raffles Hotel for a drink. Ted had a brother
who was a captain in the Singapore police force, and while
we were there he dropped in and joined ws.—It was [rom
him that we heard the incredible news,
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The enemy had forced the Styaits of Johore during the
preceding night and landed “ir force on the north part of
the islandl

There was supposed to be heavy fighting going on in the
jungles and rubber estates around Tengah Airdrome now.
No one seemed to know what it meant or how seriaus the
situation, but it sounded ominous. That explained the sud-
den spurt in enemy atr acuvity this morning!

1 realized that the orange crush I was drinking didn't
taste good any more. The siege was over and the enerny
inside our gates, Was rhe thing we couldn’t let huppen, really
occurring? Was Singapore falling? 1didn 't know much about
military strategy, but ir scemed to me that if we couldn’t
hold them at the straits we had shight chance of holding
them anywhere on the island.

Apparcntly this news had been hroadcast at noon, but we
hadn't listened to the news, It failed to interrupt the evening
dance program at the Raflles, however; tor before we left,
the archestra men were collecting on the platform.

Back at the Sea View that evening we learned [vom the
bovs of the other flight that the aftermoon had been a feld
day (ar them, The island had becen teeming with small
groups of bombers and dive-bombers, mostly unescorted,
at low altitude. Everyone in the flight had got at least one
crack at them, and they had dcstroycd five or s1x as well as
getting & bunch of probables. Sandy, the boy wha had g
iwo in the morning, got another in the afternoon to make
his score three for (he day, six for his total score to date,
They lost two machines, but the pilot of one got away unhurt
and the other escaped alive zlthough badly wounded.

By now we could hear distant artillery fire most of the
time, That night it was louder than ever, with the explosions
of shells sounding closer.

Google .



84 LAST FLIGET FROM SINGAPORE

From the Comnmumniqué:

Singapore, Fcbruary 9. An enemy force in stremgth suc-
cceded in landing on the western shores of Singapore Island
last night. They are being engaged by our troops. Fightiog
continues.

Hurricane fighters of the R.AF. supporting our troops
successlully intercepred enemy raiders today, destroying three,
probably destroying three vthers and damaging thireen.

In a lacer pacrol our fighter atraraft wrecked an enemy truck
during a road surale,

By now we were all Jooking forward to the next day in
anticipation of good hunting. No doubt there'd be lots of
bombers operating in close support of enemy troops, flying
at Jow altitude where we could get at them easily.

Our hopes were all dashed, however, by & new order thac
came through for the squadron that nighl: they were to take
off all their flyable Hurricanes at dawn and evacuate them
to Palembang, in Sumatra (where goo Squadron were)l It
had Deen decided not to risk losing all our Hurricanes at
once, as we would, shottld this, our only remaining airdrome,
get bombed any worse or come under shell-Are from the
advancing enemy. Also there was a pressing need for more
airplanes at Palembang.

"This last gave credence ta a disquieting rumor we heard
from someone that night—that Palembang had been heavily
taided during the past two or three days and that 300 Squad-
Ton {my squadron}, who were defending the place, had been
badly “beaten up” by overwhelming numbers.

There were eight machines to go, and the pilots who flew
them were all taken from regular 175 Squadron pilots. SO
we five attached pilots from goo Squadron weve among those
staying behind. Those who went were et in the dispersal
" hut next morning by the "A.0.C.," the officer comnmanding
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all the air forces in the area. He talked to them a few minutes
before they left.

He told them he understood their keenness and desire
to stay an in Singapore, but he gave them a picture of (he
situation. He said that during (he day before, more than
two hundred and filey encmy 2irplanes had been over the
island; that we had hunted and fought them ail day, only
cight strong oursclves, but that we gouldn’t expect (o keep
up such a pacc. S0 he was sending (he airplanes (o Palem-
bang, where they were just as badly needed now as here,
and where the operating conditions were much more
favorable.

We others didn’t mind being left behind, There were
rumors that 2 fresh squadron might come up in a day or so,
if the military sttuation got swabilized. 1f there was any
chance to do some fighting we wanted to be in it. Singapore
just couldn’t be allowed to go under]

About midmorning we five from 300 Squadron drove out
to Operations—which were in a large house cammandeered
hy the R.AF. 2 couple of miles from the hotel—o see what
we ¢ould learn.

The Operations Room had apparently heen the living
room of the house. A sort of stage ahout threc feet high was
erected at one cnd, where de conwroller and operacians staff
sat behind a counter which contained au least a dozen tele-
phones and microphones, and bristled with switches and
connections.

It overlooked the “operations board,” a huge map several
feet across, of Singapore Island, Southern Malaya, and the
surrounding sca and islands, Positions of afl “plots” of our
own or enemy planes were marked by Jittle blocks of woad
on this board, moved about by assistants wearing telephone
head-sets, on the basis of information they reccived on
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their phones. This was how the information on encmy air-
cralt was put into picture form for the controllers. 1t was
from here that our air operations were direcied—the con-
troller speaking to us in the air with one of the microphones
attd ordering us about on the basis of the situation as he
saw it pictured on this board.

The controller on duty this morning was Squadron
Leader C—=—, whom Denny knew quite well, He had been
C.0O. of 300 Sgnadron back in Fngland during the preceding
spring and summer. We found him at his post in the Qpera-
tions Room, though there was nothing for him 1o do—
there weren't any airplanes for him to control now,

Tle was seated at the counter, idly watching the plots of
enemy aircraft on the board below him, as the assistants
moved the blocks of wood about. We saw one marked
“Thirty plus, 22,000 feet” a couple of teet narth af rthe edge
of Singaporc Island ot the map; an arrow, showing its direc-
tion, poimnted south. There were three or laur other blocks
representing smaller formations scattered about,

He could tell us litdle, except to advise us to hang on and
wait for orders. Ile'd heard little of how the Rghting was
going this morning. Someone rcmarked that he'd heard
Tengah Airdrome had been captured. ' Isit?” the Squadron
Leader asked. “Let's call them up and see!” With a little
gvin he picked up one of his telephones, which was a direct
line to Tengah, The line was ominously silent.

We drove back to the hotel and loated about. After a while
a2 nurse came around, looking for somecone with a car who
would heclp evacuate some other nurses from a hospital a
few miles away which had come under shell-fire. Denny
became chivalrous and volunterred. He drove off, lovking
a little sheepish and answering with some defensive retort
our rude remarks ahont his motives.

He camc back inside of an hour with six nurses in the
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car, all in varying stages of fright. The air-raid sirens sounded
just then and they all made tor the shelter trenches among
the palm trees out on the lawn, We pilots sat on the grass
around the trenches and chatted with them while a forma-
tion of bombers droned across far above, escorted by the
white puffs of hcavy anti-aircraft shells around them.

Soon the all clear sounded and the nurses climbed out
of the trenches, One of them, a frail.appecaning little lady,
scemed to he having quite a time to control hersell. She was
trembling all over and weaved a little when she started to
walk.

“Somebody ki-ick me under the chi-inl”™ she asked in a
quavering but resolute little voire, and we all laughed.
She was wearing a soldeer's steel helmer, which alone was
enough to make us laugh, it looked so funny in contrast
with her meek dress and mousclike demeanor.

We invited them into the lounge adjacent to my room,
and Denny produced a bottle of Johnnie Walker that he'd
rescued [rom the reins of the Officers’ Mess at Kallang, We
had a boy getsome glasses and gave ther each a drink or two.
It did them a lot of good and they soon relaxed and forgot
most of thelr fright.

The frail little lady who had asked to be kicked under
the chin told us that she’d spent her honeymoon in this
hotel years before. She said she was a planter's wile and had
lived near Kluang, a town fifty or sixty miles up in Malaya.
That was the first I'd heard of Kluang except as the location
of the nearest enemy-occupied aivdrome to Singapore.

Finally they took their leave, Denny driving them to the
hospital to which their patients had been moved.

The day was bright and sunny now, the sky clear except
where the mantle ol oil-fire smoke stretched across, ang-
mented now by that from a second fire which seemed to be
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burning near the original one. Enemy planes were operating
over the north part of the island in large numbhers, but
seldom came over far enough south for us to see them. It
was fairly peaceful yet except for the distant rumbling of
artillery. We could sce several large ships riding quiertty at
anchor in the hatbor as if nathing was wrong. We thought
it a miracle that they hadn’t yet been bombed.

The enemy might be approaching and the number of
guests rapidly decreasing, but the hotel rontine went on
as usual. At four in the afternvon the same friendly lictle
Chinese boy brought tea and cakes to my room, grinning
happily and jabbering unintetligibly and good-naturedly
the while, Supper in the evening cansisted of seven courses
as usual, delicious and expertly cooked, complete with
French names on the menu that always made the dishes z
surprise for us when they were brought on.

The guests whe still remained were dismayed when they
learned that our Hurricanes had left. It must have seemed
a very bad omen 1o them. We told them we hoped a new
squadran would arrive shortly, They cominented o us, as
othets had, that one of the higgest helps to the morale of
the people during the last few days of frightening news and
frequent air raids had been the sight of cur little band of
Hurticanes taking off and climbing up over the city time
after time each day to engage the enemy. No matter how
bad the news, as long as they could see the R.A F. still flying
they felt there was hope.

From the Communiqué:

Singapore, February 10. The eneray has maintained con-
tinunus dive-bombing and machine.gun attacks on our for-
ward arcas in the western sector throughout 1he day, as well
.as high-level bombing attacks by large formations of aircraft.

L.ondon, February 10 (AP). The Vichy radio broadcast
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roday a Japanese communiqué saying that all British air-
dromes on Singapore Island had bheen captured.

That night the artillery fire was definitely much closer,
so we kncw the battle was going badly. A sullen red glow
lit up a large part of the sky north of us. One battery of two
heavy guns had started operating near enough to shake the
hotel each time they fired. All night long the more distant
rumbling was interrupted every few minutes by the vehe-
ment booming ol this pair, like two doors being slammed
in another part of the building,

As always in Singapore, I stept with my revolver under
my pillow, and this time I kept my doors locked, too. But
my only intruder was the grinning Chinese boy who brought
in my cup of tea early next morning.

Two of the boys had been detailed the night before to
getup early and be driven to Seletar Airdrome an the north-
east side of the island, to bring back a conple of damaged
Hurricanes which had been fixed up so they would Ry, They
turned up again before breakfast, having dane their job,
and told of a cveepy trip going over there in the darkness,
heing stopped and examined frequently at the point of
bayonets along the blacked-out road, scared each time that
they'd run into an enemy trap, until they could see who
had stopped them. They said the airdrome had been cap-
tured the afterncon before, hut our troops had retaken it
in the evening. They were preparing t© blow up the field
as soon as the boys had taken off.

And still it was cool, quiet, and peaceful where we sat
on the veranda of the hotel, that morning, only a few miles
from the fighting—less, for all we knew. The artillery fire
had quieted down with the coming of daylight. Denny and
I were enthralled [or a while watching an exotic, dark-haired
English girl clad in shoris and a light swecater, exercising
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with two greyhounds among the palm trees out on the Jawn,
She was swinging a cloth about for them to leap at, Her
movements and theirs were so graceful that 1 thought she
must be a dancer, but someone said she was a nurse. 1t
seemed that either she or the approaching enemy and the
terrtble fighting must be unrezl. It just didn’t make sense—
but neither did a lat of things, in the last days of Singapore.

The Singapore morning papers came at brrakiast time
just as usuzl, though we could now see a fire started by shell-
tire in the north part of town. We read them just as wsual
over our lavish breakfasts. 1 sull bave the copy 1 bought
that morning, the February 11th issue of the Singapore Free
Press. Printed and gotlen out fullsize while the enemy
were almost inside the ciy, it gives all the local and world
news, Its front-page editorial calls on its readers to be “de-
termined and defiant.”



Chapter VIII

EVACUATION

AFTER BREAKFAST, Denny, Ted, Brownie, and I drove to the
airdrome to see what we could find aut, but no one seemed
0 know anything, We'd hoped there'd be news of the fresh
Hurricane squadron which we had heard was coming, but
Tom W-—, who was doing duty pilot {iooking after the
phones, elc.), said he hadn’t heard anything.

A couple of new fires weve pueraping black smoke into
the sky north of us, and the familiar high smoke pall looked
much heavier than before, frightening. It was drifting right
across the iy, most of which was darkened by its shadow.
Was that an omen?

[ climbed wp on the side of a dispersal pen and snapped
three views with my camera, onc west, one northwest, and
cne natth. Only the fitst one, showing the harbor and souths
part ol the city, is innocent of smoke.

An air-raid warning was on but we weren't paying atten.
tion, until we heard the familiar heavy droning frotn above;
then we all made lor some trenches. When we reached their
safety we looked up and spotted the bombers, a standard
formation of twenty-seven, slowly drilling across the sky
above us but passing 2 little to one side, so we knew ounr
airdrome couldn't be the target. They were passing over
the harbor and south part of the town, a couple of miles
away.

ot
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All at once sormeane called out and pomed towards the
city, In the harbor near the docks several great columns of
water were Tising majestically to a height of perhaps two
hundred feet. ‘Then dozens of smoke ciouds shot up in a
10w across the dock area, swiling stormily together while
the awful staccato booming of the explosions reached us,
shaking the ground under our feet.

I got out my camera and took another snap of this area,
to contrase with the one 1'd taken a few minutes before when
there were no smoke clonds.

We hoped that none of the ships in the harbor were hit.
1 learned lacer chat they weren't, but a ot of damage must
have been done to the docks and near-by buildings, A conple
of good sized fires got going there within a few minutes,
puttittg up a lot of black smoke.

Finally satished that there was nothing we could find
out here we piled into the car and drove out (o Operations,
to scc what we could learn. We found our friend, Squadron
Leader C——, on duty again when we arrived, sicting at his
past overlooking the operations board which showed noth-
ing but plots of [apancse formations, just as we had found
him the day before.

[ic was speaking to someone over the telephone, and we
caught the words as we came in: “—] rctuse to have anything
morc to do with air-raid warnings. You might just as well
keep the wiiming on permanentiy!”™

fle bid us gaod marning as hie replaced the recetver, then
pointed bhis thumb at the phone and snorted, “A.R.P., just
onto me about airraid wartiingst With more [ap formations
around than you can shake a suck at, f can't tell them when
unte's going o nip in and take a crack ac the cityl”

We laughed sympathetically.

“Got any news for us yet?"” Drenny asked.

“No, 1 haven't heard anything,” the squadron leader
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answered, "“Tell you what,” he reached for another phone,
“I'll talk to Air Headquariers and see if I can find aut any-
thing.”

He asked the operator at Air Headquarters for a certain
official, and a discussion followed for two or three minutees.
Midway through the conversation he turned and spoke to
Dcnny. “Do you know how many Hurricanes there are ag
Kallang Airdromc that can be Hown?™

“Three,” Denny replied. He was counting the two which
had been flown over fram Seletar Airdrome early this morn-
ing, and one other which had heen fixed up a1 Kallang.

The squadron leader passed this information on over the
phone. At the end of the conversation he turned to Denny
with the verdict: “Yon've to take the (wo other most ex-
perienced pilots with you and fly the three Hurricanes down
to Palembang|”

So that was that. Qur part in the battle lor Singapore was
over!

Brownie and I were the other two (o gn with Denny, and
when we drove back to the hotel we parked the car close to
our roorus and began loading our bags into it. 1 still had
Bruce’s bag which I was keeping to send to his fotks, and
1 loaded it in with my (hings, We weren’t hnrrying, as we
might have if wec had known what we were going to learn
shortly; it was perhaps an hour from the time we lefo
Opcrations before we reached the aivdrome accompanied
Ly Ted, who was seeing us off.

As we drove up to the dispersal hut Tom, the hoy who
was doing duty pilot, camc rutming out to meet us. He had
his overalls and mac west on, and looked very excited.

"“Where've you fellows been all this time?” he demanded,
‘Then, not waning for an answer, “We've got to hurry. The
Japs are almost herel I'm going with you; they've got a
Brewster fixed up so it will fly and I'm taking it—if 1 can
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figure out how it works. Squadron Leader C—'s called up
three times in the last twenty minttes, asking if you've got
liere yet. He kept saying, “Tell them they must hurryl Tell
them they haven't a minute to waste)” He was awfully
excited.”

We mummaged hastily around i3 the hut, looking for
maps of out route.

“So that's how it is,” Denny remarked. “I reckon things
mst be getting bad fas( at that rate!”

“It sounds as if Squadron Leader C—"s seen the Japs,”
1 suggested. “They could come right past Operations with-
out naticing it was any diflerent from another private
honse.”

We had trouble finding maps of Sumatra, Denny Rnally
got a pretty good one, which he would use becausc he was
leading us, and I got part of an old naval chart that showed
the coastline of Sumatra and the River Must which ran
from the coast inland to Palembang. I stuck it in my packet
for emergency.

All three Hutricanes we werce taking were in questionable
contdition, having been patched up and put together hur-
riedly, but the hard working New Zealand ground crews
were dotng all they conld for them. Whatever we accom-
plished in those last few days of operating at Kallang, we
owed largely to these ground crews—who worked night and
day and through bombing and machine.gunt attacks, never
losing spirit and always keeping our machines in shape if
it was humanly possible. The ground crews at Kallang Air-
drome were a real fighting bunch, as grand as those who
carned an undying reputation at Hawkinge and Manston,
the R.AF.s front-line refueling and rearming bases during
the Battle of Britain.

Each of us picked a machine, and began carrying our bags
to it. Mine was in a dispersal pen about fifty vards away:;
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tu save distance T climbed aver the back of the pen, taking
my parachute, helmet, and gloves on the first trip. Taossing
them into the cockpit 1 hurried back for another load. Ted
was helping us get onr things unloaded from (he car. He
#nd the rest of the fellows were going to try to find a ship
on which they could travel to Palembang,

All at ance we heard a sharp explosion from a grove just
northeast of us, and then an answering explosion overhead,
Looking up wesaw a round black cloud, a couple of hundred
feer high, over the middle of the airdrome. “'Oh, oh!™ I
thought. "“So they are almost here|"

I lugged three bags over to my Hurricane, Where to put
all my things was a probiteny, for T couldn’t possibly 1ake time
to hunt for ropes and tie them in, and if they were loose
in the wrong places they'd foul the contvols, Perhaps we
shonldn’t be taking time to put in ourt bags at all.

The gun in {he grove fired again, and wnother shell burse
aver the drome.

1 had borrowed a screwdriver, and working feverishly |
loosened the panels in the side ol the fuselage of iny machine
and ook them ofl. T managed to get a small bag on the Roor
under the control cables. There was a large removable tray
in onc place, contRining emergency rations, water, and ftst-
aid equipment for use in the event of a forced landing in the
jungle. T loosened this, jerked it out, and tried to stuff into
its place a parachute bag full of clothes and things. But there
wus no bottom to the cavity left by the tray, and [ saw
despairingly that the bag waated to sink down and rest on
the control cables just below.

Anocther explosion came from the gnn in the gvove, This
time the shell burst right above us. I ducked under the tail
for a moment to escape any shrapnet bits. Wondering how
wmany more minutes we had, I hastily nnstrapped the tins
and boxes of supplies and water from the tray I had taken
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out, then put the tray back in place, empty. Ry dint of a lot
of shoving and squcezing I got a sccond bag in on top of the
tray, quite secure. Two of them taken aare of. For the rest
I'd have (0 take the big panel off the bottom of the fuselage
and jam them in on the bettom framework, under the
elevator and rudder cables, hoping the cablkes wouldn't ruly
t00 hard or catch on them.

I looked [or my screwdriver to take off this panel, but it
was gonc, and | started going In circles before remcmbcdng
that Brownic hiad borrowed it for a moment.

And then I heard the sound that froze me inside—the
vnmistakable cracks of rifle-tire, and close—not more than
a quarter of a mile away!

Denny was putting his things into his machine twenty
or thirty yards away, and we exchanged sickly grins,

"I reckon we betier hurry,” he remarked, which ] thought
should take a prize for understacement. I'd have to make
the rest of this dam quick)

1 sprinted back alter the last two bags, which were still
in the car, and then—horror of horrors—the car was gone!

Now I was running in circlesl There wasn’t asign of either
the car or Ted. Had he got scared and pulled out? I was
aponized, for ovne of the bags was Bruce's, I hated to leave
mine and couldn’t leave his,

I ran over to Brownic’s machine to get my screwdriver.
Ilc said Ted had driven over to the hangar for something
and would probably be back in a minute. I'd just have w
wait. 1 had locked those twao bags in the trunk of the car;
all the rest had been piled in the back seat. Ted abviously
didn’t know about those in the trunk.

Down the field 2 little way we could hear the whine of an
American inertia starter speeding up—Tom was trying to
get (he Brewster started. I took the screwdriver back to my
machine, replaced the side panels, then took off the bottom
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ong, and stuffed my third bag in the bottom of the fuselage.

Over the ity a couple of enemy reconnaissance planes
were cruistng peaccfully, at low altitnde.

It was worture to wait. 1 climbed up beside (he cackpitand
began to turn the gas on and fix everything else so 1 could
start up quickly. Denny, hinished wah his packing, stood by
his airplane watching me, trving to conceat his anxicty.

“You atmost. ready?” he asked, with a good awteropt at a
matter-of-fact tone. To Denny, the worst sin he could com-
mit would be to ever “flap” or appear excited.

“T can't ga vet, Denny,” 1 tald him. "Ted's driven over
to the hangar with the car and it's got Bruce's bag in it. I've
got to wair[”

The cracking of rifles was growing in volume, and seemed
to be getting a little closer. Occasionally a bullet or two
whined clase overhead. The fence and shrubbery on the edpe
of the airdrome made it impossibié for us to sce what was
happening on the other side.

A hude biplane with British markings came cruristng over
at three or four hundred feet, and I recognized it as a train.
ing machine that had been left at ‘T'engab Airdrome. Sotne
Jap pilot must be taking a ride in it

The enemy gun in the woods, which had been putting
shells over the airdrome, sent two or three after the tittde
plune, the gunners asseming that it was ane of our pilots, T
sippose, I thought it would have been a good joke on them
if they'd hie i,

QOver the city the two recco machines still cruised around
lazily.

Bizarre? I'l) say 1t wasl Fverything I can remember about
that morning s bizarrel

Finally Denny called, “Here's your carl”

Ted was just dviving up in front of the dispersal hut. 1
raced over frantically, unlocked the trunk with the duplicate
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set of keys I had in my pocket, and jerked the prectous bags
ont, Then I tore back to my machine and started stuffing
them in the bottom of the fuselage.

Tom had his Brewster started now, and was taxiing out to
the end of the “runway.” A couple ol ground crew chaps,
who had arrived to help, told me o get in while they put the
pancl back under the fusclage for me, Good fellows, They
were sticking with us to the last, Japs or no Japs.

I clammbered up into the cockpit, and when I got my straps
and helmet fastened, tarned to look at Denny, who was 1n
his cockpit watung. e leaned ahead to press his starter
button, and his engine came 1o life. I carefully measured two
strokes from my priming pump, pressed my own starter
button, and fcle a thrill of relief as my engine caught in-
stanuly. “Anvway, it starts,” 1 thought,

We taxied out, pick ing our way carefully among the bomb
craters and solt spots until we reached (he end of the runway,
where Tom already waited for us in his idling Brewster.
Brownie followed in his Hurricane. Pausing to let Denny
start off first, I looked back furtively, half expecting to see
Jap soldiers entering the drome and gewting ready to pot
at us; but all 1 saw were Ted and two or three other pilots
and some ground crew chaps in a littde knot around
the car, probably discussing what to do. As Dietmry’s machine
rocketed down the runway 1 turned and opened my throtele,
followinyg hum,

We made one circuit of the airdrome after we took off,
and were followed by Japancse anti-aircraft hre—the hrse
time I was ever shot at by enemy ant-aircraft fire over my
own dromel

1 had tny camera in my pocket, and swhile we were making
this circuir [ 100k a snap of the north parc of the city, where
a huge ugly hire was raging among a lot of buildings. We
turned and headed southward ouy over the sea. When we
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were out two or three miles [ took another snap over the
tail of my machitte—presumably the ast air picture of Singa-
pore, outside of any taken by the enemy.

My linal memory of Singapore, as it appeared to me look-
ing back for the last time, 1s of 2 bright green lirtle country,
vesting on the edge of the bluest sea I'd ever secn, lovely in
the morning sunlight except where the dark tragic mantle
of smoke ran across its middle and beyond, covering and
darkening the city on the seashore,

The city itself, with huge leaping red fires in its north
and south parts, appeared to rest on the Aoor of a vast cavern
formed by the sinister curtains of black smoke which rose
trom beyond and towered over it, prophetically, like a great
overbanging cloak of doom,



Chapter IX

STEWIE'S ESCAPE

I THINE THiS would be a good place to tell the story of
Stewie {(Lientenant S—), the Sounth African boy of 175
Squadron who was shot down on the day Kallang Aivdrome
was bombed, as described in Chapter VI, This 1s almost
word for word as he rold it to me nearly a month later, on
a hospital ship in the Indian Qcean. After writing it down
1 read it back to him, and he O.K.'d it

“¥You remember when we were scramhbled (hat morning
and climbed up after the big raid that was coming in at
twenty thousand feet or above? Well, 1 was lcading a pair
on the right of the formation, in Denny’s section, and when
we started geeting up around twenty thousand feet I noticed
my cngine wasn't running right and I couldn’t keep up with
the rest of you, So I signaled my number two to leave me
behind and go on with you, and I kept falling back vwnul
you were two or three miles ahead of me. All at once }
lovked off to the left and saw this mass of bormbxrs coming
in (rom the southwest.

“They were a little lower than [ was, and I called out
"I'ally-Hol" and went after them. I guess you were so far
away by that time that you were never able to get close
enough to attack, but T was just right. 1 came in behind
them, making for the nearest and coming in at him [rom
the Icft and behind, The whote bunch started shooting at
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me and there were dozens of tracers coming from all direc-
tions, mostly seeming to converge just in front of me. Boy,
it was just as though they were laying a smoke screen) 1
held my fire though, until I was right up close to this fellow:
then I let him have ic from almost point-blank range.

“His rear guniter packed up and quit firing right away.
Then smoke started coming back from the fuselage, and 1
turned so my fire was going into his left engine, which began
smoking right away. T thought, “Well, this guy's had it!* So
I turned to attack another and just then “"WHAM' I got itl
The explosion threw me sideways in the seat and just seemed
o stop my plane in midair. Then my cockpit was full of oil
and steam and glycol and stuff so 1 couldn't see, and I
thought this was no place for me; so I peeled off and dived
for good old Mother Earth)

“I knew my leg was hit, because there was blood all over
it, but it didn’t hurt and I fele all right. However, I was
still in an awful pickle when [ tried to land, because there
was so much cil and glycol and stuff all over my windshield
that I couldn’t see ahead. I decided to try to make it ‘wheels
up,” *

“T could see the field when I was circling it, by looking
out the side of my cockpit, but when I was making my ap-
proach to land, coming straight towards it, I conldn't see
the field at all because of the stuff all over my windshield. 1
could tell by the buildings and high trees on cach side where
it should be, 2nd I just steered in between them and hoped.
I came in real fast, trusting to Iuck that 1'd miss the bomb
craters, tonched down at well over a hundred miles an
hour and slid to a nice stop in the middle of the field.

"I got out and looked at my airplane. By luck I'd landed

* & wheels «p landlng iy 2lways safest with fighter plancs in-emergency,
the plame aliding on its belly after it Liends, which causes it 10 s10p in a shart
distance and usually with anly minor damage.
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in the one place on the whole field that wasn't full of fresh
bomb craters. T sat down in frout of my machineg, and after
a couple of minutes a car drove up with a wing commander
and some other officer in it. I said, ‘Sorry, boys, they got
mel” which must have sounded awful silly, They langhed
and told me to get in, and drove me off to the hospital.

“1 was operated on that afternoon. They Ashed a piece of
explosive cannon shell out of my hip, from right up against
the bone.

“That evening Rickey rame around to see me, He told me
thae the bomber I attacked had gone down in flames and
was oflicizlly credited to me. Was 1 glad!

“That was an Saturday, and of course you know the Japs
landed on Singapore Island the following Monday, You can
unagine how I felt lying there in the hospital, with them
coming!l Then Tuesday night and Wednesday morning !
could tell by the artillery fire that they weve getung closc.
I never felt so helpless. There was a big gun only a little
way from the hospital. It started working early Wednesday
morning, making a terrific racket, shaking the building every
time it went off. Then, what was much worse, the bombers
started coming after this gun, some of their bombs just
misstng the hospital. Tt was terrifying.

“About midmorning on Wednesday we heard rifle and
machine-gun fire just outside the hospital. I igured this was
tie finish. T had an orderly bring my revolver, because T was
going to shoot myself when the japs came in,

“Allat once Duc M——came running into the ward where
I was, all out of breath. ‘How do you fecl?’ he asked me.
‘Not so bad,’ I told him.

“Then e said, “Would you like to take a chance on a
ship?' Bay, I felt like a drowning man grabbing a life pre-
server. “Would 1 ever!' I said.

“ “Well,"” he asked me, ‘can you walk?
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" ‘Sure,’ 1 answered, and I jumped out of bed to show
him and promptly cellapsed on the floor. My leg wouldn't
do a thing. Then I saw a2 broom in 2 corner and got it and
managed to hobble around the room a little, using it for a
cruteh, Te looked pretty dabious but Anally said [ could
come along.

“The other lellows in my ward were all too badly off to
he moved. ['ll never larget the look of utter despair in their
eyes when I last saw them as 1 was going out.

“Therc were hve of us that the doc had collected. We all
got into an ambulance that was full of shrapnel holes and
had its windows smashed, and we drove off.

“On the way into town we had to stop becanse of a bomb-
ing raid. The doc, whe had been riding in [ront, came
around in back to encourage us, but he secmed more scared
than we wcre. We could sve his tecth chattering. One stick
of hombs dropped in a line right across us. I could see the
first three explosions coming towards us, the third onc real
close. Then thc fourth landed the other side of us!

“Alter (hat was over we drove on as near as we could get
to the docks. The doc was taking a chance on being able
0 squeeze us onto 2 mediumssized merchant ship that was
getting ready to leave, We had to walk about hall a mile o
the dock. I was using that broom for a crutch; and no kid-
ding, I was just sweattng with agony when 1 got there.

“We were in luck. There was sull room {or vs, I got put
in the Fourth Assistant Enginecr's cabin, along with an
R.AF. engineer oflicer who had lost one eye, so we called
him ‘Onec-Eyed-1ke.” There were more than two thousand
prople on board, mostly Furopean civilians, men, women,
and children. It was a refrigerated ship, and they turned oft
the refrigerating machinery so that sume of the people could
stay down in the hold. The rest had (o stay on deck, except
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for 2 few of the wounded who were given the ship’s officers’
cahins.

“About six o'clock that evening the ship pulled away
irom the dock and anchored outside the harbor. Then about
seven o'clock next morning we saifed, in convoy with an-
other merchant ship, with a light cruiser for escort,

“We got our first attack about ten o'clock that rmorning.
Several of us were chatting together, alking ahout how
lucky we were to get away, when the call was passed along,
‘Fnemy aircraft approaching.’

“After that there was pandemoninm. A big banch of
planes, mostly dive-bombers, came over and most of them
made for our ship because it was biggest. We were in narrow
wauters vet so the shipeouldn’t maneuver to avoid the bombs,
and they fefl all around us, shaking the ship and almost
Lifting (v on of the water somerimes. Fach time after a close
one we listened for the sound of the ship's engines. We knew
as long as they kept running we weren’t hit seriously, and
boy, they were running so hard they sounded as though they
were coming right up through the deckl I heard afterwards
that doring this attack they got three knois mare out of the
ship than she had ever been able to do betored

“"The gun crews on deck were wonderful. They let off with
everytbung they tad at every plane as it came over—pom-
pams, Tewis guns, Tommy guns, There were even chaps
firing with rifles and revolvers. They got two bombers defi-
nitely destroyedd and three ptobables out of thirty-some
planes thar attacked us.

“One stmall bomb came through the rool of a cabin about
ten yards from ows and exploded, killing the fellows in
there. The cancussion knocked an electyic futr off the wall in
our cabin. It fefl on One-Eyed-Ike, who was lying face down
on the Acor, and 1 had o Taugh because it lay there on top
of him, still runming, as if it was petting electricity from
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him} The bomh started a fire, but they called for volun-
teers and got it out in a little while.

“Two chaps were brooght into our cabin to die who had
been ona gun post that got hit by another small bomb. They
were $o0 mangled that they had to be carried in blankets, The
blood was soaking through the blankets and running all
over, and the nurses gave the men morphia to easc them
Qut,

“The nurses were wondevful and shielded the patients
with their bodies each time the bombs fell, Most of the
bombers machine-gunned us as they passed over, but they
didn't cause many casualtics. One fellow got a bullet that
went right through his chest [rom [ront o back without
kirting any vital spot. They just covered up the wwo holes
and he was zall righr,

“After this attack we had a two-hour respite, and by the
tune the next one started we were out in open water where
the ship could tnaneuver. 1 had been moved down then to
the battom of the hold, so I cooldn'u tell what was going
on mysell but the others told me what happencd. It was
a high-level attack by sixtyseven planes, and it lasted for
mare than two hours. We received most of the auentton,
Just as hefore.

“Fach plane dropped its bombs in a stick after a careful
run. The captain was credited by all with saving the ship,
for he kept watching the bombers through his binoculars,
and cach timme one came up on 18 hombing run, and he saw
its bomb doors swing open, he'd call out, 'Hard a-pont!’ or
‘Tlard astarboardl’ and the ship would turn as sharply as
it could—which was just enough to mess up the aim.

“One stick of them went off so close to us that the hombs
lifted the ship way up, almost clear out of the water, and
damaged itsome. Another lot were much closer yct, just graz-
ing the ship’s side, and would have blown in the whole side
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of the ship and sunk us, but they all failed to go off. Fither
it was a miracle or the pilag forgot to fuse his bombs. There
Were many mare Near misses, too.

"It was tough on us down below, becatise we didn't know
what was happening or when the next ones were coming.
We could hear and feel the explosions. Fach ume we'd listen
for the sound of the engines afterwvards, and when we heard
them we knew we were still all right.

“Finzlly 1t was over and we were still going strong. Most
of the passengers had been on the top deck all the time, and
had spent the time singing hymns and songs to keep from
going nuts. Now that it was over they all had 2 communal
prayer of thanksgiving, and then took up a collecuon (o
buy a plaque for the ship in commemoration of all this.
They raised about twenty-five hundred Singapore dollars
and gave it to the Captain, who made a little speech of
thanks,

“We had no more attacks after that, and next day we
arrived in Batavia. I got off and was hobbling along the
wharf planning to get o a hospital when an arny doctor
came along and said to me, “Why don’t you get aboard that
hospital ship docked over there? Then when they sail you'll
ke all sel.” Sa 1 did as be suggested, and here ! aml”

So ended Stewic's adventurous escape to hght again.



Chapter X

WAR OVER THE JUNGLE

To o BAck ta where T left off at the end of Chapter VIIL
The four of us in our patched-up airplanes now headed out
across the Stratts of Malacca, When we were eight or ten
miles out I noticed that my engine seemed to be working
very hard to keep up with the other machines. Then I real-
ized that I hadn't retracted my wheels yet—=1'd been so busy
looking back and moonkeying with my camera that I had
forgotten all about theml 1 raised them hurriedly, [eeling
erabarrassed and hoping the others hadn't noticed, and my
airplane speeded up at once so that I was able to case my
engine considerably,

We'd been warned that our airplances were in very ropy
condition, having been patched up and put (opether so
hastily; and 1 found this was no exaggeration concerning
minc. One of my wheels wouldn’t lock in its retracted posi-
tion and kept dropping down. T had to ratse it every couple
of minutes, The position indicator light for my wheels
wasn't working, so at first I could never (el] for sure when
this whee! was clear up. 'T'hen, noticing a hole in the bottom
of my fusclage tight by the place where the wheel came up,
1 found T could tell by the amount of daylight coming
through the hale whether it was clear up or nat,

My airspeed indicator registered zero at all times, and
the airplanc was “out of trim" se that T had to keep holding
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the stick to one side to keep it level. T{owever, the engine
purred nicely and the oil pressurc and radiator temperature
were nonnal, so I didn’t mind the other {auls.

Denny also appeared to be having wouble with his land-
ing gear, for one of his wheels kept coming down the same
as minc, And Tom, in his Brewster, lew for the first ten or
fifteen minutes with both his wheels ctear down. His trouble
was just that he couldn’t find the right gadget to raise them
with, not having flown a Brewster before. Brownie seemed
to be getting slong all right in his Huorricane, although
altevwards he said his propeller pitch contrel wasn’t work-
ing, so that his engine just ran at any speed it felt like.

Everything went smoathly for the first foruy-ive ninutes,
and we were well on our way across the Straits of Malacca.
In anather fifteen or twenty minutes we should reach the
coast of Sumatrz, and an hour or so after that would bring
us to I"alemhang,

Then Denny, who was leading us, snddenly began wag-
gling his wings as a sign of distress, and headed downward
and left toward an island a lew miles in diameter, which we
WCTC Mnearing.

I ook over the lead of the remaining three. Denny was
obviously planning o force-land on this island, so I fol-
lowed alter hiirn with iny three, to sce where he landed and
whether he made 1t safely. We circled around above him
while he made a couple of passes ac a small field in one part
of the island; but this seemed to worry him. He came back
up alongside me, mationing me ta go on, so, regretfully,
the three of us headed on southward,

In a few minutes we struck the coast of Sumatra. We had
to foltow it southward now, until we came to the river Musi
leading inland (0 Palembang, all of which had seemed very
simple so far. But I had only followed the coast a short dis-
tance hefore I realized that T might scon be in difficulties.
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The crude map which I had picked up in the dispersal hut
for emergency was an absolute menace—it showed only (he
one river going inland, with hardly any details by which I
could identily it, whereas there scemed to be fully a dozen
Tivers leading in from this section of the coastl Picking the
right onc was going to be a most delicate matter.

To make matters worse the weather was getting bad,
with the ceiling down to a thousand feer and thunderstorims
and rain scawtered zll around, so I didn’t have the visibiliry
I needed (o discern the course of each river. We didn't have
cnough gas 10 allow for errors in navigaton; if 1 picked
the wrong one we'd be sunk,

There's something frightening about heing unsure of
your way in an airplane. You can’t stop and dcbate over
your map as to which is the right way before going on.
You're gotng, and fust, whether you've dectded which way
to go or not, and whether you've headed right or wrong, so
your decisions are forced, T had terrible thoughts of our
three precious fighter planes lost and crashing in the jungle
somewhere, the result of my faulty map reading,.

One after another I passed up these rivers, each one be.
cause it didn’t seem to check with the one on my map lrom
what I could see of it, until I had gone by several and it
scemed T surcly must have gone far encugh. T began to
wonder helplessly if one of those I'd passed up had been
the right onc, and if so how 1'd ever be able (0 ind which
it was if I went back now.

Then out of the rain and mist ahead another appeared
which seemed to take the right dircction in from the coast,
curving like the gne on my map, so I tumed inland on it,
praying 1 wasn’t making a mistake. Within a few minutes
I saw a couple of steamers on it, so I thought I must be right.
And a little farther on we came in sight of Palembang itself,
I gave one of my biggest sighs of relief!
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There was a large storm raging to the north of town
where the airdrome is located, but in view of our limited
gasoline supply 1 decided not to wait for the storm (o pass
over. The jungle airdrome where I had landed before on
the way from Java up to Singapore was only about fifty miles
southwest from Palembang, and as the weather looked good
in that direction 1 led on wwards it. I wanted to get my
three machines down safely and as quickly as possible, and
[ didn't care wherel

A few minutes more, following the little old-fashioned
railway (Sumaira’s anly one, 1 believe) that 1wisted and
curved roughly southwest from Palembang, and we were
circling to land,

As ] was taxiing towards the watch oflice, T thought how
ruch hacd happened in the two weeks since [ landed here
before, when the American Army Flying Iortress was here.
It scemed a much Jonger tine.

The weather at Palcmbang was reported to be worsening,
so we stayed overntght. We were anstous for news of goo
Squadron, because of the dismaying tumors thrat we'd heard
while in Singapore, and 1 qucstioned everyone I met to see
what [ could lind aat, No one seemed ta knaw definitely how
they had fared, although all agreed what they must have had
hard fighting as Palembang had been raided heavily, Qne
ot two had heard rumors that the squadron were wiped out
completely,

Next moming, with our airplanes refocled, we fiew back
and landed at Palembang, A man drove out in a car to
meoeet me and point to where 1 should patk my machine, and
I saw it was Squadron Leader T—. At least he swas all right,
I thought thanklully. He picked us up in his car and drove
us into town, where we met scveral more of the boys in the
hotel where they were staying.
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It was a joyful reunion, everybody shaking hands and
shouting and pounding vach other on the back, We hadn't
known which of them to expect to see alive and they
hadn’t known what had become of us.

They weren’t wiped out by any means, Lut they'd lost
most of their airpianes. They'd had very heavy attacks for
three days running, fighting a2gzinst vastly superior num-
hers—ihe enemy capitalizing on their shottage of aircraft
by sending successive raids one right after the other. 1n this
way they sometimes caught the boys while they weve on the
ground refucting and rearming after one batrle and werc
able to destroy sume of therr machines on the ground.

A ot of the bovs had gone mussing, but several tumed
up again aflter having hailed out or force-landed in the
jungle and made their way back, Kleck, however, was amang
those definitely killed.

175 Squadron were operating here how, with the cight
Hurricangs they had brought down from Singapore wwo
days bhefore, Some of our nwn planes which had been slightly
damaged were just about ready to go again, and the boys
hoped to start operating a tew machines themnselves in an.
other day. Several were absent, having gone down o Java
to pick up some new Hurricanes and bring them here,
Three or fanr were now resting up from exposure and minor
injuries from getting shot down and finding their way back
here. They had some rather wild starvies o tell,

Cam, for example, had heen shot dovwn and had crashed
in heavy jtngle a long way from Palembang, but managed
to cxtricate himself from the wreck quite unhurt, though
shaken. Some natives came around soan, appearing reason-
ably friendly, and they indicated that they’d take him to
civilization in return for the gasoline in his tanks. Consider-
ing this quite a bargain, he wrote out a slip of paper, saying
they could Lave all the gasoline they found, and gave it to
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them. None of them could read, but they seemed to trust
him all right.

They were very interested in the wrecked Hutricane,
climbing all over it and inspecting it carelully, Cam was
afraid that sooner or later one of them might accidentally
fire the guns. He spent goite a while trying to show them
by sigtts that they mustn't meddle with the firing button.
He says he gathered them all around and then acted as
though he were going to press the hutton, then shwok his
head and waved his hands, saying, “Bad! Very badl Mustn't
dol” He repeated the performance until he was sure they
had the idca. 'Then he staned off with those who were Lo
take him to salety,

They made their way to a oiver where they got into canovs
and paddled off, but their progress was very slow and con-
stantly interrupted. About every half houor the natives would
meet some friends ity other catoes, whereupon they'd stop
and all pile into each other’s boats and sit cross-legged,
jabbering to each other, for an hour or so. His rescuers
would point at him and jabher to theiv friends and laugh,
saying what sounded to him like, “Look what we've got! Isnt't
he funnve” And he would beamn back at them. He said be
felt called upon to sit cvoss-legged, 100.

He sa2id, “I'd made signs that T was thirsty, and one of
them would say, “I'hirsty? All right—have a drink!’—or what
sounded like it. Then he’d take a gourd and scoop up sume
filthy muddy water out of the river and give it to me!”

Frequendy they'd stop at some native village along the
river and go ashore for a visit, all sitting cross-legged and
jabhering by the hour, while Cam smiled at everyone and
tried to look interested. Meals were gourds of rice, 50 filthy
it made him sick to his stomach,

Aflter four days of this kind of trave! they arrived at a
village where he was able to get in touch with the outside
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world by a radio ser. He was told to stay where he was, and
sann a Duwch Army car arrived—the village was connected
with the ouiside world by a road of sorts—and he was driven
back to Palemhang. He was still quite weak and shaken
[rom his ordeal when we met, him.

Mac also had a bizarre experience. He had been out on a
shipping escort with Junior, and on their way back they
ran ine (welve Navy Zero fighters, Junior was never heard
of again, Mac got chased into some clonds, and when he
came out he found himself totally lost. When nearly out of
gas he picked a swamp close to a river and force-fanded
there. All fighter pilots are now provided with liute collap-
sible rubber dinghies {boats), packed into their parachute
cushions, and Mac took his and made his way to the river.
There he unpacked and inflated it, climbed in, and started
paddling downstream.

‘These dinghies aren’t built for speed, and Mac found his
progress very slow. Presently he saw 2 canoe ed (o the shore
with no one in attendance and paddled over to it. He
couldn't lind anvone around, 50 he pinned a ten guilder
note 10 a near-by tree in payment and paddled off in his new
purchase. After a time he met up with some natives in
canaes, who escorted him to a village near by, where he was
shown to the chief's house, There (o his amazement, right
in the heart of the jungle, he was treated to ice-cold beer
from a relrigerator and put up in a huge room with the
higgest and most luxurious bed he'd ever seenl

Fle stayed there for a couple of days, living elegantly on
imported European foods, which the progressive-minded
chief kept in stock, until he was rescued.

Not all the stories were pleasant. The saddest was that
of Roy X——, a very young Canadian scrgeant pilot, from
Toronto. Vie, who was Roy's flight commander, told me
about it that evening after dinner in the hotcl where we
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boarded, while we 3at toying with out coffee and watching
the funny little wall lizards on the high ceiling of the dining
room go about their trade of keeping the mosquitoes and
other insects cleaned up.

I wish 1 could reproduce Vic's words the way he told i,
speaking slowly and haltingly, his voice startin}; to quaver
once or twice, pausing accasionally to get control, his eyes
blinking and watching the ceiling, avoiding mine. For Roy
was a wonderful kid and Vic had heen his very close friend.

He told me that Roy was wounded in the leg during a
battle, His airplane was shot up badly, but he managed to
get back and land all right. Then while he was taxiing across
the Reld his damaged machine caught fire. The gas tank
must have been holed, for 1t was all ahlaze in an jnstant;
and because of his wounded leg Roy had trouble getting
out. By the time he got clear he was badly burned about
the face, legs, and anns.

He was (aken to the Dutich hospital at Palembang, where
he seemecd to do all right for the hirst twenty-four hours,
Then shock sct in and he started weakening. Vic went to see
hiny as often as hie could get time. He visited him about eight
o'clock in the morning on the third day, promising to be
back again at [onr in the afternoon, Something told him that
morning that all was not well, for the daoctors were letting
Roy have morphia to ease the pain, somcthing they had
refused him helore,

Vic was very busy that day and was delayed slightly in the
afternoon, so he didn’t arrive at the hospital until a
few minutes past four. There he found, to his grief, thag
Roy had just passed away.

The sisters told him that Roy held on desperately until
four, waiting for him to come, because he wanted so badly
for Vic to be with him when he died. But when Vic didn’t
arrive on timne his strength gave out. Just before he passed
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away he looked around at the sisters and begged, “Someene
please hold my hand and call me “Roy’ before 1 die!™ One
of the sisters took his hand and called kim “Roy,” and that
was how hc died, halfway around the waorld from his home
in Toronto.

The weather in Sumatra was hot and stifling as before,
little local thunderstorms occasionally breaking the heat
for short periods, after which the sun would come out
brighter and hotter than ever and the air would be stifling
again, heavy with maiscure from the steaming pround. We
speculated a lat on how lang it wauld be belare the enemy
tried to 1ake Sumarra, and we weren't to be long in find-
ing out.

The morning of the day after I arrived at Palembang the
raid sivens sounded just before breakfast. A few of vur boys
were already out at the airdrome, doing readiness with
what machines we had serviceable, along with 175 Squadron,
Thaose of us wha weren’t on duty drove cut to the drotoe o
sce what was going on.

We found that our boys and all of 175 Squadron were
flying. The fellows on ground duty said that somec Navy
Zeros had been over about half an hour before and alt our
plancs had gone off after them, They and the Navy Zeros
had disappeared, sa presumably our boys were chasing them
somnewliere.

The ground chaps were very concerned about a Hurrt-
cane they had seen shot down. They didn't know who the
pilot was. It had been approaching to land, they said, with
its whecls and Raps down, when twe Navy Zcros dived on
it. The first one, in pulling out of its dive, snapped its
wings and crashed, but the second one shot the lHurricane
down. Some thought they'd seen the pilot bail out, but no
one knew yet. At present some low ¢Jouds over the airdrome
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obscured all view of what was going on abave, but we
could hear no noise.

Just then Scatty, a big husky chap from Alberta, walked
into the dispersal building—and what a Scotty! It was he
whe had been piloting the Hurricane that was shot down.
He had escaped by a miracle, bailing out at less than five
hundred [eet, and landing in the jungle a mile or so away.
He was dirtied and dishevetled and stifl very dazed, wearing
an expression on his face as if he'd just [allen out of bed|

He had just arrived from fava, ferrying a new Hurmcane
for the squadron. Quite a reception! It was too bad that
his macline was lost so quickly, but it cost the enemy an
airplane and pilot both, so we couldn’t call it a bad trade.

After a few minutes we heard airplanes droning some-
where overhead, bidden ivom the airdrome by the low
broken clouds. Occasionally there was the quick crisp roll
of a burst of machine-gun fire in the sky, with more droning
about and the sound of hrst one engine and then another
power-diving,

As we had nothing to do at the drome we decided to get
away from it betore any bombing started, and we walked up
the road a couple of hundred yards, sat down on a grassy
bank, and awaited developments. We hadn't long to wait,
for we suddenly found ourselves flat in the roadside ditch
as if drawn there by magic, while the anti-aircraft guns went
herserk at a single bomber that was approaching at about
four hundred feet, beneath the low clouds,

It let go a stick of four bombs and we counted the carth-
shaking booms, one after another, each one closer to us.
Then the bomher was passing over the road and we cowered
low 1n case they tried to machine-gun us. As soon as it was
a safe distance away and the guns were chasing it up into the
clouds on the other side of the drome T rose half out of the
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As soon as the hbomber was a safe distance, 1 rose half owe of the
divch and got a snapshot of the huge white clouds of smoke from the

i bs, [Fl. i ||'|]

Tudor and his men had been doing themselves proud in getting
damaged machines rEp:lL:H:'d [p. |1g-]

There were enough Hunlf:mes dI'E-E':I-E'I‘S{'{I around the held to make
AT |n:|||mmg nlmwmg alter what our s.:iu:adrum had beep through.
When the light improved T got up on the nose of my aivpleae and ook
a snapgu t of ]'IET of the arrav. [p. 120]
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ditch and got a snapshot of the huge white clouds of smoke
from the bombs as they drifted acress the road about a
hundred yards away. All four bombs had fallen well out-
side the ajrdrome—the poorest bombing I have cver seen,
considering the Iow altitude from which they were dropped.

There seemed to be a2 lot more fighters and bombers
around, but the low clouds fooled them so they couldn’t
find the airdrome. Aber milling around a fcw more
minutes they all cleared away, and our fighters ont patrol
came back and landed. As 1 remember, they had shot down
two or three bombers during the melee, and 155 Squadron
had one pilot missing,

After they got refucled Brownie and 1 volunteered to
ga on readiness for a couple of the boys who had been iy
ing. The (wo ol us had a scramble about midmorning, but
the flight proved uneventful, as the approaching enemies
turned away before reaching Palembang. We stayed up for
a while, doing a standing patrol at high altitude for more
than an hour in hope that they'd change their minds and
come back, but the activity seemed to have ceased for the
morning,.

Afier we landed, someone eise took our places and I spent
the afternoon in town, doing some shopping and getting
my quarters fixed up. We took our incals in the Luxor Hotel
and slept across the street in what had been a sort of room-
ing house, but was now turned over to us, We had to
furnish our own quarters.

i had a cot, but ne mosquito net for i, and as that 1is
most important in Sumatra it was the first thing T attended
to that alternoon. T got a nct and then started looking
around {or wires to stretch it over. While I was working
on my net, a little Malayan fellow came around who did our
laundry, and was a particularly good scotc, always (rying to
be helpful, As soon as he saw what 1 was deing he started
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jabbering vehemently, picked up my camp cot and tossed
1t out of the room.

Then he scurried away and presently appeared cartying
a small wooden bed, complete with mattress, which he
wriumphantly deposited where my cot had been| Then he
jabbered some more and hustled away again, to rcappeat
with some boards and a hammer. Still jabbering happily
and working frenziedly he put up a framework for my
mosquito netting in a macter of minutes. I gave him a
gnilder, which of course made him happier than cver,
though in his case I think he'd have donc it for nothing.

After that I went around town doing some shopping, get-
ting my Singapore money changed imwo guilders (Dutch
East Indigs dollars), and-cabling my folks back home that I
was safely out of Singapore.

Instead of rickshas, in Palembang they had a queer sort
of tricycle conveyance which the coolie rode on and pedaled.
Yo sar in a wide seat, over the axle, which carried two
passengers. This seemed to be quite an iimprovement over
rickshas.

Most of us took in a movie that night, in the theatre next
door to the hotel. You might say there was something
prophetic about the picture in a reverse way. The title was
"He Stayed for Breakfast." Most of us didn't.



Chapter X1

TIIE BATTLE OF PALEMBANG

FroM wHar I have since scen of the newspapers published
at this ume, 1 gathier that the Battlc of Palembang did not
receive a great deal of prominence in the news, alithough it
represented a major step in the enemy's conquest of the
Far East—the main step between Singapore and Java. The
final stages of the now-ccertain tall of Singapore were still
occurring when Palembang was attacked, and I presume
the eyes of the world werce still ot Singapore,

We ourselves, reahizing that the Singapore show was all
over but the shouting and that Snmatra was the obvious
next battle zone, were “digging in" in our own way, lerry
ing np new atrcrafr from java and getting damaged ones
repaired, in anticipation of the blow. Alas, we had liede
time, and the blow came even before Singapore liad sur-
rendered|

1 was on dawn readiness next morning, which was Satur-
day, February 14th—a gloomy, misty sort of moming, with
sullen hangings of low cloud driftityg across the airdrome,
Tudor, our engineer officer {chiel mechanic), and lus men
had been doing themselves proud in getting damaged
machines repaired and new replacement machines fixed
for combat. As a result, we had cight airplanes in 300
Squadron that moming, less than a week from the titne the
squadron's equipment had been virtually wiped out. 175
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Squadron had gotten some new airplancs also, and [ believe
they had a full twelve that morning. Anyway, there were
enough Hurricanes dispersed around the field at readiness
to make an imposing show after what our squadrons had
Leen through. When the light improved I got up on the
nose of my airplunc and took a snapshot of part of the array.

Towards nine o'clack both squadrons were scrambled
and sent out together on a patrol over the Banka Straits, a
hundred miles or so northeast. We spent half or (hree-
quarters of an haur ont there nneventfully, flying among
and above tumbled masses of low broken cloud beneath a
thick sullen overcast. A Jap invasion Reet was supposed to
be approactiing, sa we heard; hut it apparendy hadn’t got
this far at least, for we s2w no ships.

Qur C.0O. who was leading the formation finally called it
a day and led us buck wwwards Falembang, As we neaved che
city we had to come down through a ot of cloud, and in
doing so our formation got broken up so that when we
carme underneath, the two squadrons were separated.

I was leading a pair to the lefuand behind the €.0. Look.
ing back T conld sce several machines a couple of miles he-
hind, and one of them seemed to be diving toward another
that was lower down. 1 was just a littdle suspicious, not
enough to cail ant a warning, bnt keeping my eye on what
was going on back there, until it was too late. Four long
thin white lines suddenly reached out ahead from the plane
that was diving, converging on the one in front of it—tracers
—anid then the one in front dived away leaving a thick trail
of steam and glycol smoke!

Somecone was calling, “Look out—bandits]” and someone
clse called, " Tally-Ho!" Everything seemed to be in confo-
sion back there, a melee of nirplancs mitling around, while
we in front wheeled and headed back towards then, My
number two broke away to chase after something he saw. A
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few seconds later 1 looked back to see a Navy Zero diving
down on me, his big stubby round nose and silver-colored
propellerspinner identilying him as enemy even at quite
a distance. Another was {ollowing him. I opened my throttle
and swung around hard to face him, I was [acing him be-
fore he could get within firing range and I thought it was
going to be a head-on show, both of us coming straight at
cach other, shooting, seecing who would give way first before
we collided; but he didn’t scem to want that now that he'd
lost his chance for surprise, Belore we were wirthin firing
range of each other he zoomed up away. His partnet behind
did likewise. They had all the advantage of height and speed,
s@ there was nothing I could do about it, and 1 lost track
al them.

There were several airplanes milling around an area two
or three miles across and T joined in, intercepting different
ones that all turned out to be Hurricanes when 1 got close
cnough for identilicatton, The Navy Zeros appeared to
have all left, and the skirmish was over.

It was just then that Control began broadcasting a rather
unusual order: “Hello, all Tiger and Fvit aircrait] All
Tiger and Evitt aircraft] Don't land at your basel Do nrat
land at your baset Go and land at B Airdrome. Land at B
Airdrome!”

B Airdrome was the jungle airdrome southwest of Palem-
bang. [ couldn't nnderstand why we were Leing sent there,
but presumed that cur own field was bombed and unservice-
able. [ headed down the railway [rom Palembang and soot
reached B Airdrome and landed as ordered.

After parking my machine I madc my way to the watch
office (o join the crowd of other 175 and 300 Squadron pilots
gathering there, and to hear the startling news: The reason
we were ordered down here was that Palembang Airdrome
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was surrounded by more than two hundred parachutists,
dropped there while we were away on our patroll
And we'd wondered when the attack on Sumatra would

comel

No one could learn anything very definite, The situation
was supposed to be confusced, with fighting going on around
the drome and the city, Tclephont communication with the
airdrome was dead.

Towards noon B Airdrome's Operations called for some-
one to do a reconnaissance to Palembang, studying the
traffic along the highway to see if there were any signs of
jap troop movements down the read in our direction. 1
offered o go, as recco work was somewhar in my line, and
it was a rebief to get off the ground alter the tension of wait-
ing around for somcthing to happen.

I scouted the road all the way, flying just above the tree-
tops and getting lost once or twice by taking the wrong
turns while flying in the tain, but didn’t see anything that
looked like military traffic coming.

There were dozens of motor cars streaming down the
road. Apparently all the civilians were getting out at high
speed. I conld see white shirts and colored dresses in the
cars, su 1 knew they couldnt't be Japs.

At Paternbang the only indication I could see of how
the fighting was going was that the Dutch had set fire to some
of their big oil storage tanks, which seemed a bad sign.
There was the [amiliar sight of frightening red flames, with
angry black snioke pumping skyward and drifting over the
city, nearly hiding it. It would have awed me if I hadn't
come so recently from Singapore,

I returned and gave in my report, which relieved every-
one because they had feared thac the Japs might be artack-

Google



Red and Mac and a couple of others were getting ready to leave
Palembang up the river in a motorboat, 1 asked ham o try to bring a
little writing-case of mine, Nearly all the hlms 1 took in Singapore
were in it [p. 125]

[(Note: “Red” is in rear of motorboat, holding machine gun, Smoke in
the distance is Irom burning oil siores. |
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ing here right away, and we spent the rest of the day at
readingess.

1 was very worried about my belongings, which were all
left behind in my room at Palembang, so [ got to work on
the telephone, After a nme 1 managed to get the Palembang
exchauge and fnally got throngh to our rooming house
there. Who should answer the telcphane but Red! He hadn't
been flying that morning, and consequently was among
those left behind.

He said he didn’t know just how the situation stood, but
thought it was pretty bad. No, the Japs weren't inside the
town, but he thought they were close around. He and Mac
and a couple of athers were getung ready 10 leave up the
river in a motor boat. 1 asked him to try to bring a lirtle
writing case, in which I had stuffed my most priceless pos-
sessions in case of just such an emergency.

Tt was in a small traveling bag which [ had packed with
my next most valuable belongings, and he said he'd try to
bring the bag and all.

Good old Red! 1 have never seen ar heard of him since,
Lut I've got that bag all right, thanks to him. It reached me
more than two months later, Red having got it to Java and
then given it to others who were leaving for India, as he
stayed to fight to the last, Nearly all the films 1 took in
Singapore were in it.

Towards cvening some of our ground personnel hegan
arriving from Palembang with the news that the battle was
apparcitly lost, thongh the city was still it our hunds when
thev left,

1 think this is where I should bring in the story of Mickey
N —. one of our pilots who was on the ground at Palembang
Airdrome when the parachutists landed. e saw much of
the battle, with experiences nearly as hairraising as any
he'd encountercd in the air.
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Mickey was the youngest pilot of our squadron. He had
been hurt slightly in a crash a tew days before and, being
temporarily off flying, was doing the ground job of “Air-
drome Control Pilot” that morning. This meant he had
1o stay on the airdrome looking after incoming and ont-
going planes, taking telephone calls, and generally being
on hand to take the blame for anything that went wrong,
Like Stewie, he also told me his story on the hospital ship
Lo Or Lhree weeks Jater:

“You remember when yon fellows took off that moming
to go vut over the Banka Straits? Well, some time after you
left a big bunch of bombers appeared [vom the north, Aying
very low. We thought we were in for a real pasting, but
instead of bombing the drome they just circled it.

“Then we saw that they were dropping parachutists over
the jungle, scoves of them, in a big circle all around the
drome, about a mile outside it.

“I thought we were in an awful spot, becaunse they had us
completely surrounded, and I expected they'd be closing
in on us right away. 1 rang up Operations and told them
what had happened so they could wam you not to land
back there; a little while later the phone was dead,

“Several squadron leaders and wing commanders were
there at the time, and they got all the personnel organized
to defend the place. We took up positions along the road
which skirts the west side of the drome in two or three build-
ings there and braced ourselves for the attack which we
all thought would begin in a matter of minntes. I suppose
there were a couple hundred of us all told, including the
ground personnel of our squadrons who were on duty, Noth-
ing happened for a while. There wasn't a sound from the
jungle, and we kept getting more and more tense as time
went by,

“Pretty soon we saw you chaps coming hack {from your
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patrol over the Banka Straits. We could sce some airplanes
milling around in the distance and heard scveral bursts of
machine-gun fre, so we knew you must be having a scrap of
sume kind, Then one Hurricane came in, streaming glycol
sinoke, and landed. That was ‘Ting. He had his radiator shot
up, and said he'd been jutped by a couple of Navy Zeros.
Then we saw most of you heading off southwest, having
heard Control, I suppose, warning vou not to land here,

“But then we saw that two Hurricanes were coming back.
They came in and landed. I expected to see them picked
off by snipers from the jrngle while they were taxiing back
up the runway, for they were right out in the open of course,
However, nothing happened. 1 ran out to tell them to get
going, but by the time I got to the pilots they'd aiready
stopper their engines and were climbing out of their cock-
pits. They were Bertie and Kelly. They hadn't heard the
waming not to land here, and when [ told them what had
happened you should have seen them move, You never in
your lile saw two chaps get back into theiwr machines and
take off so quickl

“Then, horror of horrors, right when we expected to see
Japs coming out of the jungle at any moment, in came four
Hurricanes and landed! They were new reinforcements for
us, being ferried up lrom Java, and of course they had no
radios insialled so they couldn't hear any warning. As soen
as they landed some of us piled into a car and tore out onto
the field to wam the pilots. We told them to turn around
and take off as fast as they could and go down to 1§ Airdrote,
but they all said they couldn’t. They didn’t have enough gas,
They'd had bad weather all the way up which made them
fly around a lot, and their tanks were almost empty.

“So there was nothing for it but to get a petrol tanker
out on the field and fill them up, hoping we had time. You
know how the jungle comes right up to the airdrome on
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all sides there, so you can imagine how conspicuous we felt
working out in the open on those Hurticanes, knowing there
were a couple hundred or more Japs with rifles and tommy-
guns in that junglel We fairly tore avound, and we got
thosc four Burricanes refueled in what I bet was an all-
tme record. Were we relieved to see them safely away again
and to ger back under coverd

“Some army oflicers came around after a time and in-
speeted our positions and gave us advice. They had their
headquarters back about a mile or so along the road to
Palembang, We asked them il thev'd made any contact with
the encmy yet and they said no, except for shooting a few
while they were coming down in their parachutes. They
hadn't seen anything of them yet, and thoupht (hey might
be infiltrating down towards Palembang, which was eight
or tent miles away.

“We watted and waited and nothing happened, and the
tension of jusc sitning there not knowing what (o expect or
when to cxpect it was almost as bad as being attacked and
having it out. Finally a couple of the army oflicers came to
1ell us they had arders (o retive (10 Palembang, to defend the
¢y, and they advised us to do Iikewise. With our welephaone
wires cut, we couldn’t get in touch with Qperations for
orders, and we decided to tzke their advice,

“There were lots of cars and lorries to go, and T caught a
ride with an army doctor. We started oft abead of most of
the rest and drove along without incident for rhe fivst two
or three miles. Then we rounded a corner and saw a couple
of wrecked cars in the road about a quarier of a mile ahead,

*‘Oh, ohl’ the doc says. “This looks like an ambush!' He
put on the brakes, and just then there was a terrific explo-
sion in front of the windshield and 1 fele something stab
into my neck. Next thing T knew I was lying face down in
the road, conghing and gagging on blood in my throat and
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mouth, with blood all over my clothes, too. The explosion
must have been a hand prenade,

“1 thought sure I was dying. I couldn’t talk or breathe or
do anything except gag on blood that kept flowing into my
throat as well as outside, lvom 1wy wound, and I expected
that if T didn't die the Japs would he along in a minute and
shoot me anyway.

“But nothing happened right away, and after a bit my
ears stapped ringing so much and I was conscivus of a voice
calling me in & loud whisper: “l1ley! Come on and get down
mn this ditcch—quickl” Tr was the doc calling me. 1 opened
my eyes and saw I was a few fcet from a ditch at the side of
the road. I gathetred all my strength and half leaped and half
fcll aver into it and huddled down by the doc. The diwch
was about three feet deep.

I still thought I was dying. The blood in my throat made
a vauwlmg sound when I breathed, and I remembered the
phrase about death rauding in one's throat, and thought
that was it. The doc must have thought se, teo, for he kept
reaching over and feeling my pulse.

“In a few minutes we heard another car coming. It
stopped a [ew yards up the road from owrs and we heard
the occupants scrambling out and making for the ditch.
Then prefty soon we heard the Japs coming oot of the
jungle and onto the road, and I thought, "Now 1t's coming!”

“We heard ther talking and heard their footsteps an the
road, and then they came upy to our car, which was only three
{eet from the edge of rthe ditch we were inl They walked
all around it, jabbering to cach other, opening and shutting
the doors, and apparently giving it a general once-over, 1
knew it would come now, hecause it conld only be a marter
of seconds befoye one of them glanced down and saw us, and
| was trying my best to look like I was dead, lying with my
monrh open and the wound in my neck showing. Once one
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of them jumped right across the ditch without noticing us.
I just couldn’t believe it when I heard them walk away
afrer a livtle while.

“However, they didn’t go far, and they kept coming back.
Jt was evident they were taking up stations around here for
the time being, for they kept walking up and down the road
and inr and out of the jungle atd all around, jabbering hack
and forth to each other. Then one of them standing near
us in the road called out excitedly and several others came
running, and my bload frozel “Now they hdve found us,” T
thoughit. But it wasn't us. It was two other fellows a few
yards up along the ditch from where we were—the ones
who'd scrambled out of the car that came alter us. They put
wwa bullets inte each of them, and after each report there
was a sickening 'oufl’” from the one who was hit. Then at
the last report the doc himself moaned and jerked, and 1
thought they were shooting us now, but he'd just done
involuntarily.

“Pretty soon we heard a lotty coming. It stopped a little
way up the road. We heard the door open and the driver
geeting out, and then his voilce, plcading, ‘Don‘t shoot me,
you —| Don't shoot mel’

“Then a shot, and silence.

"1t began to raiti, and all I thought was, ‘Thank Godl A
little concealinent]” But it stopped again soon.

“After 2 time somce Japs came along in 2 Dutch armored
car they'd caprored. It stopped near us and there was lots of
jabbering and running about, and then we heard it drive
up and start pushing against our car. It was pushing it side-
ways, towards us, and we thought they were pushing it into
the ditch, which would mean it would fall right on us, But
they stopped pushing it when the wheels were just on the
edge of the ditch. Apparently they just wanted room encugh
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to get by, Another three inches and it would have toppled
1L ON us,

“Finally, after we'd lain there for over two hours, we
heard machine-gun and rifle fire from up the road and
bullets whining overhecad, and striking around. The Japs
withdrew bromn around us down the road a way. For a ume
we were in a no man’s Jand beuvween the two fires, but finally
wur forces got to where we werc, and we were able to come
out of our cover.

"'Our forces were composed of soldiers and R.A.F. chaps
Erom the drome, at the head of a long column of lorries and
cars, making their way toward Palembang. The going the
rcst of the way was slow and we were almost continually
under fire. The Japs kept falling back and making ambushes
and machine-gunning the road, and there were lots of
casualuies on both sides, Every little way there were bodies
of Japs and British soldiers and airmen, frightful things to
look at the way somc were torn and mutilated by the bullets,
so that it hearly made me sick,

“Eventually we made it into Palembang, where we found
the streets packed wich cars, lorries, and ambulances around
the landing for the ferry on which they had to cross the river
to travel south. It would have been a wonderful targee for
bombers, but fortenately the Dutch had fived their big oil
storage tanks and (he wind blew the smoke right over the
city, hiding cverything. I got my wound dressed, and the
doc said there was a piece of shrapnel lodged inside my
throat. I could only t21k in a whisper. 1 stayed in Palembang
overnight with some of the fellows, and we started south
ncxt morning.”

Such was the adventure that Mickey was having while
we were warting at B Airdrome and wondering what was
happening at Palembang!

A wing commander had another interesting little adven-
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ture that afternoon, in which he saved himself from capture
by the greatest of coolness and quick thinking.

This wing commander was also at Palembang Airdrome
when the parachutists arrived, and he didn't leave with the
convay which Mickey told about that fought its way down
the road to Palembang. Instead, he staved at the airdrome
until gaite late in the afternoon and then, accompanied by
another oflicer, started out down the road in his car.

They had only traveled a couple of miles when they saw
severzl Japs ahead in the road, and stopped. The Japs mo-
tioned them to get out of the car and approach, and they
did so, covered by mifles and revolvers, One of the Japs was
an officer, and when the two R.AF, officers reached him he
said, “You surrender. You my prisonersl”

Quick as a shot the wing commander came back at him.
“Surrender, helll You surrendert I've got two hundred men
night back here on the airdrome. You haven't a chance!™
(The trath was that there wasn’t 2 man Ieft on the airdrome,
and the two officers were entircly alone.)

‘This took the Japanese officer a little aback, and he
began to dicker, insisting that he had many more than two
hundred men and it was useless for the British to Rght.
While this was going on the wing commander noticed ot
of the corner of his eye that some other Japs were stealing
along through the jungle beside the road to get behind him.

“Berel”™ he admonished the Japanese officer sternly,
pointing at the men in the jungle. “You call those men
backl” The other meekly obeyed, calling out o the men in
Japanese, and they came back.

The dickering continued, The Jap officer was anxious to
get the wing commander to surrender his men without
fighting. The wing commander appeared to be taken in and
talked terms with himn, cautiously ieading up to his master
stroke,
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‘Then, when he had got all the terms the Japs would offer
him for surrender he said; “All right, You wait here and I'll
go back and talk to my men, to see if they'll agree.”

The Jup ofheer consented. The two R.ALF. officers walked
back 1o their car, got in and wrned around, and drove off
towards the airdrome, Needless to say, they didn’ustop there,
not in face until they were some fifty miles farther up in
Central Sumatra, where they turned and made their way
to the coast by roads that gave Palembang a wide berthl

As far as they are concerned, the wrusting Japanese oilicer
may still be there, waiting for them,



Chapter XIf

A RIVER MASSACRE AND
A FRIGHTENED PILOT

BY THAT EVENING the situation looked definitely ominous.
Reports from people coming from Palembang itself were
not too bad on the whole, although conBficting. Some
thought the barrle was lost, others that our troops were get-
ting the situation under control. All agreed that the ciey
was still in our hands.

But another development had put 2 nmch more sinister
aspect on it all, Throughout the aftermoon a group of Blen-
heim and Lockheed bombers had heen going out as often
as they could return and load np, attacking an enormous
troop convoy, cscorted by warships, which was approaching
from the direction of Singaporel

It was obvious that the parachute landing, which might
he got under control, was only a prelude to invasien on 2
scale vastly larger than our small forces in Sumatra could
hope to withstand. From now on our job was to give them
everything we had, to gain time for preparations for the
defense of Java, their big objective.

Qur C.0. attended a conference in the Opernations room
uniil late that evening. When he came back he told me T was
to lead the six airplancs left in our squadron on a certain
operation at dawn, and that on our way back we were to do

152
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a recco of Palembang and Palembang Airdrome to see what
we could of the situation.

We pilots had crowded in on an already overitlled station
and there were no beds for s, so we scrounged as many
blankets as we could and slept in the Mess—on the floors, on
tzhles, and ott chairs, vach according to his preference.

1 had a rather bad night of it, as 1 usually do when T have
a particular operation planned for the morning, because T
can’t keep it out of the back of my mind, and so 1 go to sleep
thinking about it. ‘Then zfter I've been asleep awhilc, at the
time when one's normal defenses are way down and nerves
and feelings all bared and sensitive, the dread sets in and
all the dangers seem vivid and terrifying. After Singapore
my nerves weren't at their best anyway.

I'd arranged for Operations to ring the telephone in the
Mess at five a.a1, to waken me, and through the dark night,
in the sort of semislumber that I experienced between
nightmares and wakeful moments thinking of the approach-
ing invasion fleet and of our task at dawn, I scemed to see
the telephone glowing in the darkness, menacingly, pene.
trating into my sleep.

Once when I awoke from a nightmare, shuddering from
cold aswell as from fright, 1 realized that it was storming and
a cold wind with rain was blowing in on me through the
open sides of the building; so 1 moved off the table I was
steeping on and spent the rest of the night on the floor in a
more sheltered place.

It was still pitch-dark when the phone rang, and 1 stum-
Lled to my feet 1o answer it dreamily. Five o'clock, time to
get down to the field and get our airplanes ready. ¥ roused
the boys who werc to go with me on the operation, and we
stumbled slecpily out of the Mess and trudged along the
damp sticky roads to the drome. The Tain was over, the
sky just beginning to grey in the east, so that we ¢counld dis-
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cern the ghostly outlines of our machines along the edge of
the drome. An odd bird or two occasionally called back and
forth in the jungtle, 1 el relieved at being in motion at last,
with thc knowledge that it would be over soon and then T
could rclax.

As soon as we reached the watch office 1 rang up Opera-
tions ta see il they had any new instructions for me. They
told me not to take off yet, but to wait until they phoned
back; so after we got our airplanes ready and had our mae
wests an we just killed time. Some of the boys found places
to lie down and went to sleep.

It was broad daylight before Operations again called to
say we could take off and get going. 1 roused the bovs, and in
the half-minute’s hinal instructions [ gave them I made a
rcmark that was to recoil on me before the day was out. We
were to make an attack during which we would have to fly
through very heavy anti-aircraft fire, and 1 told the Doys
they shouldn't let it worry them—that T didn’t think the
Japanese anti-aircrafe fire wus very effective.

How little 1 knewt

As we taxied out I noticed little wisps of fog among the
treetops just outside the airdrome, but I didn’t think much
about it. There were usvally little isolated patches of fog
around the countryside here on garly mornings, T'he thick
trees on each side of the Tunway made our position like that
of being down in a little canyon, unable to sce outside,

Tuming at the far end of the runway [ gave my enginc
the gun to take off without waiting for the others to pet in
formation with me, because I wanted them to take ofl one
at a time. Alter I left the ground my attention was occupied
for a moment by the mechanics of raistng my wheels and
changing my throttle and propeller pitch settings, so it was
not uncil I was up perhaps a hundred feet that I looked
around, and then tealized that we were in 2 terrible jam!
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A carpet of fast-forming fog lay all about the countryside
and was quickly closing the hote which happened to open
over the airdromel

Hoping desperately that at least part of my [ormation
might still be on the ground 1 switched on the transmitter
and called out, “Don't take off! Do Not take offl”’ But when
I looked back I saw it was too late, There were all five
Hurricanes in a long row trailing below and behind me,
rising up from the grey blanket that covered the carth in
all direcuons, The airdrome had disappeared completely.
This wasawful!

I switched on my transmitter agzin, “Hello, all Evitt air-
craft. Wash-out] Wash-out| Land at once: land at oncel”

At the same time [ tutned, dropped my wheels, and throt-
tled back my engine, making (or a slight depression in the
fog which I hoped marked the airdrome, 1 was lucky, and
when I broke through the bottom of the grey mist [ was
vight over the runway, and 1 got down O.K.

Then began a nerve-racking half-hour, trying to get the
others down. The [og was thin enangh so that when they
passcd divectly over they could see down through and spot
the drome, but when they got away to make their approaches
they, of coursc, lost sight of it immeediately and had to guess
where it was. 1 borrowed a Very pastal and all the available
green cartridges from the watch nfhce, and ran ant 1w the
middle of the runway. Then every time I hrard an airplane
approaching the field 1'd shoot a cartridge straight up, the
little ball of green fire rising and arcking over just at the
top of the fog, to spot the field for him.

That helped, and soon one of the Hurricanes managed to
Dreak into sight more or less over the edge of the ficld, and
by means of a hair-rajsing vertical turn close to the ground
in order to get in line with the runway, and some violent
fishtailing to kill his specd, the pilot made it. He came taxi-
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ing back, and 1saw it was Kelly. He grinned at mc and made
a motion as if wiping sweat from his forehead. I held up
clasped hands in congratulation.

The other four were sull droning areund np there: first
one, then another thrattling down and gliding into the fog
at a point where he hoped the airdrome was, the sound of his
engine breaking out again at ftull throttle as he zoomed back
up after finding he was wrong. Frequently one ol them
would come close enough for us to see him, but not lined up
right 10 land.

Finally Bertie got down safely, and that made two safe,
three to go.

As Bertie was shutting oft his engine another THurricane
broke through info sight. It landed on the cross runway at
the far side of the ficld, disappeared behind a slight rise in
the ground; then fts tall appeared above the rise, poised
vertically for an instant, and went on over, and the next
minute the fire truck and ambulance went fiying across the
field in that direction. Two safe, one crashed.

Another got down safely a couple of minutes later, bug the
last one spent a good filieen minutes more milling around
and making approaches that weren't quite right 1o bring
him in, until finally ke made it, too, and ! sighed thankiully
to sce him roll o a stop, undamaged. We lost one machine
int the whale affair. For a nime I was afraid we were going
to lose five,

The ambulance came back from the far side of the feld,
bringing the pilot of the wrecked airplane, Sergeant F——,
He was sitting in front with the driver, bruised and dirtied,
ut uninjured, He said he had struck a had soft spot, in the
held, which made his machine go over on its back.

Fver since the parachutists attacked Palembang the morn.
ing before and we Janded here, other pilots of both squad-
rons who hadn’t been Rying that morning had been making
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their way down here from Palembang, by car and train, to
Te)oin us; now cach of our two squadrons had enough pitats
to man all the airplancs of hoth, It was decided thercfore
to pool all the airplancs of both squadrons until we got
reinforcements, and change off using them, one squadron
operating them half the time and the other the rest of the
time.

The fog cleared away abhout nine o’clock, but it was too
late now to carry out the operation 1 was going to lead, and
it was canceled. Then at about ten or cleven a bomber crew,
back [rom a raid on an invasion convoy, reported that a
large landing force of enemy troops in barges and small open
boats were making (heir way intand from the Banka Straits,
up the River Musi toward Palembang,

‘This news put ¢veryone in a huddle. The force must be
stopped before they reached Palembang, or the show would
be over, 1t was decided to send our Hurmicanes out at once.
I the enemy were int open boats we should be able o wreak
terrible havoc among them with our eight and twelve
machine-gun flurricanes,

145 Squadron were on duty at the time, so they were to
make the hrst sortic, and took off at once. In the meantimne
we of 400 Squadron hiked back to the Mess to see what we
could gee to eat before they got back, when we would take
over the atrplanes 1o make the nexy raid,

They rewurned after an hour or so, all the pilots in great
spirits, having had a wonderful show. There had been no
enemy fighters to interfere and they had caught the vnpro-
tected boats and barges, each crammed tight ull with enemy
soldiers, 1t had been a massacre, and they estimated they had
killed hundteds,

They recounted lurid details, like seeing some of their
victitns thyow themselves into the air as they were hit, and
boats full of dead soldiers sinking, with the water around
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them red from blood. 1t gave us some satisfaction to know
thac these fellows who dealt in horror had got some of their
ownl

There had been somc light anti-aircralt fire from the
boats, they said, apparently [rom machine guns, but only
one airplane was hit, and that had only a single bullet hole,

Now it was (0 be our turn, We took over the airplanes and
saw to getting them refucled and rearmed while the 145
Squadron boys went off to lunch, In a short uime we were
all set, and we started up and taxied to the end of the run.
way, where we got into squadron [ormation before taking
off. It was the first time we'd taken off in squadron forma-
tion since we came to the Far East, as normally the runways
were too soft here, or narrow, or damaged by bombs, This
runway was good and wide, and the hot sun had dried it.
I felt we must he making a magnificent show as we roared up
over the boundary of the field all together, and climbed
away into the northeast.

Our gbjective was a hundred miles or so away, and we
prlied vp to three or four thousand feet, just under a gloomy
ovcreast of heavy cloud., It was a dull murky sky that we Aew
in, witf: local rainstorms sitting around the countryside like
great white pillars nsing from the jungle up te the clouds,
so that we appeared to cruise on and on through a great
pillared hall—its floor the flat junglecovered land below,
and its ceiling the heavy flat clouds above. Nearing our
objective we cncountered enormous low cloud formartions,
detached from the ceiling and drifting independently
through our hall; we passed over and through and between
their great weird tumbled masses and the vast gloomy cav-
erms in them.

Finally the dull blue-grey water of the Banka Straits ap-
peared ahead, and as we neared the coast we swung north-
ward, until the River Musi appeared ahead of us, winding
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stiake-like inland through the dark carpet of jungle. Some-
where up its course we should find our encmics.

Ialready had my gunsight turned on and my firing button
off safery, for use it we should run inte a patrol of Navy
Zeros. We were in battle formation, well spread out (o guard
¢ach other’s rails, for it wouldn't bk surprising if they had
& patrol out guarding the boats this tite, after 175 Squad-
ron's devastating attack a couple of haurs earlier.

We turned above the mouth of the river and started fol-
lowing upstream; afier we'd gone a few miles our C.O.
noscd down into a dive and then 1 saw a few boats parked
close to one bank of the river, sn tiny in the distance below
us that I wondered how he noticed them. [t was abyiously
too smiall a target for us all to attack ac che same time, so I
broke away with my number two and did a wide circle,
coming around hehind the rest, They were shooung the
boats up pretty well, so when I got down to themn I only put
in a short burst from my guns, feeling sure there must be
bigger and better game somewhere around.

We climhed up, re-formed, and followed on along the
river; and when we'd gone perhaps hiteen or eweney iles
farther we found them.

[t was the first invasion force I'd ever seen, Boats, scores of
them, in a long silent line perhaps two miles from end to
end, were strung aut parallel to the south bank of the river
and a hundred yards or so away from it. From our heigh it
looked like a great venomous snake crawling along the
stream. T'his was one of ¢z moments for which we had een
sent hallway around the world!

When we were right above them the C.O. waggled his
wings (the signal that we could break formation and go to
ith and to cach side of me I could see the grey hish-like bellies
af Hurricanes wrning awayv to diminish off doewnwards to

the attack.
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'This seemed to be such a wonderful oppertunity that I
wanted to make the most of it, so 1 circled a moment, study-
ing the line of boats and planning my approach. Soon I could
sce the other Hurricanes far helow, like tiny moths Aoating
over the jungle. Then one of them approached the line of
boats [vom one side; as he drew near, hus set of delicate white
tracers appeared in front of him as if by magie, reaching
out ahead and touching one of the boats like a wand, and a
cloud of white spray almost completely enveloped it. I had
seen twenty or thirty men killed in a twinkling|

I had never sccn aopportunity like this. Cften 1 had ma-
chine-gunned German soldiers, sailors, or airmen on the
ground or in ships, but always whete they either had a little
shelter or concealment, or ag least could scatter and throw
themselves flat. These fellows had no shelter or concealment
except the thin sides of their boats, no better than paper for
stapping our bullets, and they were jammed in so tight that
they couldn’t scatter or throw themsclves flat or do anything
cxcept just sit up and take it.

Cuher airplanes followed with their attacks, each in tum
approaching one of the boats and raising a mountain of
spray around it with his bullets. There were 160 or 240
bullets per second in each of these clouds of spray, depend-
ing on whether it was an gight or wwelve gun Hurricane.
What a massacre]

Now I could sce light blue smoke foating away from
some of the buats, and 1 presumed it was from the light anni-
aircraft fire which the boys of 174 had reporied. Three or
four boats were dropping out of line and appeared to be
sinking.

My own plans made, | flew eastward, until I was a mile
ot 50 east of the rearmost; I took a careful look all around
for enemy fighters, and then turned downward into my dive,
arcking around back towards them, tensing mysclf for the
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bath of anti-aircraft fire as one does when going under an
icy shower. I was planning to attack lengthwise, down the
linc of them, and I leveled out perhaps 2 hutidred feet above
the water and about a mile behind them; I took a last glance
all around for Navy Zeros, then concentrated on aiming.
I was coming [ast alter my dive, the trees on my Icit streak-
ing past in a blur.

I held my aim on the first boat as I neared it, waiting for
it to grow large enough in my sights. Almost close enough
now-aim a little high at first to allow for hullet drop—now]

There’s nothing to it, really—you just press in with your
thumb, There was the abrupt shattering roar from the guns
in my wings and then the eight ghostly white tracers snaking
out ahead eagerly, toward the boat and its helpless passen-
gers, They would know nothing mare,

Wanting to make the most of my ammunition I broke off
after a short burst, not even waiting to see the first bullets
strike, then turned and fired at anothier boat. Not so good;
I was turning when I fired and the first bullets threw up
their shower of spray to one side of it. T stopped turming
and held the nose up in a stdeslip to get the sights centered
better, and the shower moved over to encompass the boat
just as I broke off.

I snapped short bursts inte twa or three athers at close
range, just & second oy so into each. They were looming in
front of me faster than I could possibly shoot at them ali.
This was tervific!

I had got down too low now, so I nosed up and passed
over a few to take good aim at one boatload farther on. 1
could see the Japs looking at me as I fired—twenty or thirty
of them, nding backwards—and (hen my tracers smacking
right into the middle of the close-packed bunch of faces, and
for some reason I just held the sights on them, still firing,
right up to point-blank.
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1 zoomed 2 little then, turning to aim at another boat, and
then—-WHAM]|

It's hard to recall all of what followed, and in what succes-
siott. [ was conscious of haviag been hit, harder than I bad
ever been hit in my life—a quick, cruel blow in the caif of
my lefr leg: I had 2 momentary glimpse through a big rent
in my trouscts of two holes in the side of my Icg, once small
and round, the other a gaping sort of thing an inch wide by
a couple of inches long, with raw red and blue flesh and
muscle Jaid open, hefore the blood welled up and started
streaming out,

I was banking hard to the left to fiee out over the jungle,
more by instinct than plan probably, I was so stunned. 'Lhen
my mind seemed to start working, and the hrst thing it told
me was that I was in one of the worst jams of my hie, for |
was nearly a hundred miles from the airdrome, and a weak-
ness of mine is that I tend to faint when I'm hurt and bleed-
ing—and I had never been hurt like this before, and had
ncver bled like (hus belovel

Scemingly with the very thought I started feeling light
and sick, the shock and heavy pain overwhelming, I'd
grabhed my o trouser leg above the wound with my left
hand, rememhering what 1'd heard about tourniqucts, and
ivisted on it frantically, trying (0 stop the blood. Now
glanced down to see if it had done any good, but the blood
was still running fast, down my trouser leg, sock, and shoe,
and dribbling off to fortn a sickening bright red puddle in
the heel rest—a sort of Nlat metal trough below the rudder
pedal.

This was awful. At this low altitude it would be all over
if I fainted for even a few seconds, and now the sight of the
lood had made me worse. I looked siraight ahead trying to
keep my mind off it, but there were blood and bits of flesh
spattered over my instrument panel and windshield. My ears
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were beginning to ring and bright specks lloated around the
cockpit. 1 was trying with dreadful urgency to clench my
tecth and fight against it without having any strength to do
50, saying to myself, I mustn't faint, I mustn’t faint!” Then
it was warse and [ was having trouble to sce, and [ thought,
panic-stricken, “I am fainting—I mustn’t faint—1 am faint-
igl” ...

Somelww it passed, after just a few seconds I suppose. I'd
had sense cnough to lean back, relaxing what I could and
drawing deep breaths, The noise of the ¢engine, which had
faded nearly away, was back, and the jungle still streaked
past just beneath my wings. 1 still felt terrible, as il ]
couldn’t hold out much longer, wondering wildly if Tshould
shut off my engine and crash-land first. Then 1 thought of
my oxygen supply and let go of (he stck long encugh to
twist the regulator valve on my instrument pancl, opening
it until 1 was getting enough oxygen to fly au lorty thousand
feer. That should help,

I thought I must keep my mind off the wound, so T took
tume for a @retul look around for enemy fighters, saw none,
and then nouced that I still had my throitle at cruising
setting. I let go of the stick again to reach over and shove
it wide open—~not daring to let go ol my trouser leg with the
other hand. If I could just get that bleeding stopped . . .

1looked down again to check, and the blood was still run.
ning. Not good c¢nough, I realized. I must do something
better, and quick, I'm sure I could never do it now, but I
was desperate then and ie seemed easy, T let go the hold T had
on my (rousey leg above the wound, grabbed up the torn
cloth Tight over it, twisted it, and thenr jammed my gloved
fist, kauckles first, as deep as I could into the large holc, and
held it that way.

The eflort, together with the sight of the blood and the
thought of what I was doing, brought on my next fainting
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spcll and for a long moment all T could do was sit back, tak-
ing deep breaths, controlling the airplane laxly, panic-
stricken, trying to keep the awlul sickness down and my
eyes clear. If I never have another hive minutes like those it
will be quite soon enough for mel

Somehow that spell passed and things cleared up again.
Tt gave me¢ new confidence that I could make it, and for the
first timpe I thougiit to check whether my mactine was dam-
aged. 1 glanced at the radiator temperature and otl pressure
gauges. They were normal. Thank heavens! The radiator
and engine hadn’t been hit. Then I checked the fuel gauges.
The main tanks were down a reasonahle amount for the time
I'd been Hying, and my reserve was full. It was all comfort-
ing, for it meant that nothing tmportant could have been hit
except me, [ kept looking around for enemy fighters, and
scrooching as close down over the trees as I could to keep
[tom being seen.

[ don't think 1 had any more fainting spells, but, as I
remember, the next minutes were just long and painful, At
last the thick jungle benesth me began to give way te less
wooded country, nearly all under water, divided up into rice
kclds by carthcn embankments, with houses here and there
and an occasionzal roadway raised above the level of the
water. I realized I must e nearing Palembang, for the only
rice-farming land T had noticed was an arca south and south-
cast of there. Then 1 saw a pull of smoke marking the city
itself, a tew miles ahead and on my right.

I'd been keeping my mind religiously away from thoughts
of my wound since the last fainting spell, for fear that
thoughts of it or the sight of it would bring on another, but
now 1 teok a chance and looked down, to find, almost in-
credulously, that the bleeding seemed ta have stopped. The
red rivulets down my leg and shoe seemed to he stationary,
and the puddle of blaod in the heel rest was no longer
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bright red but dark, which meant that there couldn’t be
any [resh biood on it. The pain, which never had been
agonizing, had settled to a heavy ache as from a hadly
bruised musclie. My hopes of making it really soared.

{ passed about five miles souh of Palembang, but
couldn’y see the city iself for the smoke and fires around
and in it. lalbway there, I estimated. Now if T just didn't
miss the rzilway and get lost . .

My engine was bellowing away, wide open still, and I
reached over and throttled it down 2 little, No use burnhing
it up it I conld help it. I kept talking to myself, trving to
keep my mind off the wound, and kept looking around and
above for signs of eneroy planes as well as watching ahead for
the railroad, which 1 should be crossing soon. The weather
was worsc here and I had to keep altering course to avoid
passing 1through rainstorms, in which I might not notice
the railroad when I passed over.

At last there it was, and my anxiety on that score was
over. I swung left joyfully and scooted along over the tree-
10ps beside the tracks, feeling more confident than ever of
success. [ ualked oot loud, telling mysclf, “Only ten minutes
more now, old hoy, and you'rc all O.K. You'll sleep in bed
tonight, too, and have breakfast in bed tomorrow morning!”
That sort of chatter and lots of other stlly things, anything
o keep my mind away from the wound and how I felt, ]
thought of friends I'd write to in the hospital and what I'd
tell them, and of all kinds of things like that, while the trees
streaked by beneathh my wings and the long curving miles of
railway track unwound out of the distance ahead and spun
past and reeled away behind, until all at once the jungle
was brokcn ahcad and there was the airdrome|

Getting down was sumewhat of a problem, becausc theére
are lots of gadgets to work in landing a Hurricane, and I
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didn't dare to take my left hand out of the wound, for fear
my glove shouold be stuck in it and cause a spasm of pain
and bleeding. I decided o try 1o make it with one hand,
cutsing the unconventional type of control stick we have
on R.AF. fighters, which you can’t handle with your knees
like ordinary control sticks,

1 flew low over the watch office on the edge of the held,
slowly, rocking my wings as a warning that I was in troubtle;
then puiled up to two or three hundred fect and released the
stick long enough to jerk the hydraulic control into
WHFFLS DOWN position. A moment later there werve a
couple of thumps as the wheels locked in their lowered
positions, and the two green lights camne on in my instru-
ment pancl to show me they were down properly. I circled
wide 10 make my approach on the runway, and when 1 was
almost over the field T ler go of the stick again o pull the
throttle back and shove the hydraulic contral into FLars
pownN position, fishtailed a little to get rid of the extva
speed I had, and she settled down in a nice glide,

Then | had 2 little troubie becaose I hadn't pulled the
throttle quite all the way back, so the engine was still idling
too fast to allow me to land; [ didn't notice it untid 1 was
too clase to the ground (o let go of the stick again and change
it. [Towever, 1 managed to get my left elbow hooked on the
throttle while I was leveling of, and pulled it back that wav.
Then of course 1 had to go and mess up my landing, bounc-
ing badly. Not being able to use my engine o help recover
I had (0 just keep bonncing, tor about one-third of the way
across the field, untl I didn’t have enough speed to bounce
any more.

I didn’t mind though, The fecling of triumph at having
made it safely made the bad landing seem inconscquential!
I [elt almost boisterous as I waxied up to the watch ofhee.
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Netherlands Indies Armed Services Communiqueé:

Batavia, February 16. Early Sunday moming a large-scale
bombardment was begun on the Japanese fleet in Banka
Strait. Amcerican, Britsh, and Netherlaud airgrafle ook pary
im these bornbardmenus.

In the Musi Estuary the Japanese translerred their iroops
into all kinds of small cralt, sloops, motorboats, rowing boats
and other incal material. The itnvaders then sailed into varions
rivers and creeks, continuously harrted by our very low-flying
fghters and bombers, which played murderous havoc among
the thousands of tovaders.

Our losses in aircraft and men are not yet known, but it
can be taken that they are considerably lower than the extent
of the large action would make us expect,
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Chapter XIIi

"WE'LL BE BACK™

THERE 158'T mucH Icft to tell. Some of the boys lifted me
out of my machine, and Flight Lieutenant §~—, a good chap
who was daing duty pilot there, put a ficld dressing on my
leg. Then ! was packed off in an ambulance to the dressing
station, and 1 had a sinking leeling for a time as I realized
they intended to put me in a hospital here, which mecant
that I'd be in grave danger of being captured by the rapidly
advancing encmy.

My worries were short-lived, however, [or a telephone
call came to the dressing station shortly after I was brought
ir, saying I was 1o he sent hack out 1o the drome, at ance.
I could think of anly onc reason for that, and ! was right.
When I arrived back at the drome [ found that a Lockheed
homber bound for Java was held up waiting for e at Squad-
ron Leader T——'"s interecssion.

Two hours later I was safely in bed, three hundred miles
from the fghting zone, in the Dutch Military Hospital of
Bandocrg, a beautiful city in the mountains of west central
Java. I had all that 1'd promised myself—a bed to sleep in,
with clean sheets, and the prospect of breakiast in bed in the
moraing! In addition I had a very pretty nurse to look
after me,

The nurses were swell, as was the Dutch Army doctor who

148
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carefolly examined my wound and then sa2id, ta my relief,
“"You arc very hackyl”

I had been hit by a half-inch machine-gun bullet, he said—
light anti-atrcraft fire. And only that morning T had said 1
<lidn't think the Japanese anti-aircraft fire was very cffec
tivel “The bullet must have struck some part of (he airplane
first, so that it was tumbling over and over when it hit me,
with the resuli that it came out sideways, making the Jarge
hole thate I had to plug with my fist. It hadn’t touched the
bone, however, so only Aesh and muscle were damaged. The
wound gave me surprisingly litdle pain, and [ got alorg line,
I could hobble around a little at the end of four days.

The morning after I arrived there 1 overheard one of the
nurses, in the hall outside my room, exclaim someching in
Dutch thatsounded like “Singapore iss oberhagen!™ Anyway
it was close enough so I knew what it meant, and Iater |
learned that (he surrender had taken place the day befare.

Even though I had known when I lefe that only @ miracke
could ever save Singapare, the final news was overwhelming
to me. Now the war would last much longer, and many,
many more lives would have to be sacrificed o win it. The
thonght of thousands of those filihy little rats of humans
swarming over the beautiful island and city was almost two
much. One of them no doubt would be driving my Ford car
now—too bad { hadn't set fire to it.

T thought too of the exotic dark-haired girl we'd watched
on the lawn of the Sea View that last morning, and won-
dered what became of her and zll the other civilians who
were still there when I left.

The first 1wo or three days [ spent. here at Kandoeng were
marvelously peaceful, bur things were happening fast and
the change was rapid,

With the fall of Singapore and Palembang (which was
taken by the enemy the day after [ was wounded), the Japs

Google



150 LAST FLIGHT FROM SINGAPOREL

began putting (he pressure on Java, and within a few days
they made their first air raid on Bandoeng, Some bombers
autacked the airdrome on the outskirts of town whilc a bunch
of Navy Zcros fought 2 dogfight with Brewster Buffaloes of
the Dutch Air Force within view of us a few miles away.

After that the raids were virtually a daily affair, and we
knew that the invasiont of Java would be only a matter of
tume. We British patients hoped we badn’t escaped from
the enemy in Sumatra only te be trapped by them here.

"That was how it stood when one mortitng Doc 11—, an
R.ALLF, flighy lientenant, came into onr ward to tell us to
hurry and get packed, as we were moving at once. He had
fixed up our passage on a hospital ship, [or which we will be
torever grarelul to him,

Get packcdl I had nothing (o pack, as was trize of most
of the dozen or so athets, for we had lost everything we had.
[ just put on my shirg and trousers and was ready,

I felt miserable as T went around shaking hands and saying
good-bye to my Mriends among the doctors, nurses, and
Nutch pattents. They knew as well as J what they were
being lett to. It was betrayed in the harried looks on their
faces, as 1 hope it was beuwayed in shame o minc, but no
one spoke of it. They only smiled, hravely if wistfully, and
wished me luck. ! left my wings with Ann, the little nurse
who hirst took care of me,

That afternoon we departed in a convoy of three ambu-
lances on our trip of a hundred and twenty miles along
winding, dusty, hilly country roads that passed through
jungles, rubber plantations, irrigated rice farims, and native
villages of woven palmetto huts with thatched voofs, a1l the
way [rom the manntainous country where Bandoeng is lo-
cated down to Batavia on the seacoast, where we boarded
our ship late that evening.

There I met Mickey, whose story of his experiences at
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Palembang I related in Chapter XT. 1{¢ had his neck stil]
bandaged and could oniy talk in a whisper because of the
picce of shrapnel in his throat, and was in a very nervous
state.

Later we were ta pick up a couple of pilots of 175 Squad-
ron, including Stewie, whose story I told in Chapter 1X.

Qur send-off from Batavia next morning was a thirty
minute air raid on the city and bharbor. Dive-bombers plas.
ered the docks and vicinity and Navy Zeros roared across
low down, machine-gunning ships and patro! boats, chased
by pom.pom shells that looked like little red sparks chasing
cach other across the bay.

At the same time a formation of large bombers made
methodical attacks from high level an a cruiser anchored
near us, missing it cach time and sending np gigantic (owers
of water that subsided to leave great curtains of muddied
mist. We paticnts who could get around were rushing from
one side of the ship to the other, watching the various acts
of the show, occasionally (hrowing onrselves flat when
hotnbs or low-flying airplanes came near. The dive-bombers
hit an oil storage ank close to the harbor and set it on
fire, too.

The voar of engines, the mad chorus of anti-aircrafe guns,
the scream of falling bombs, and the crash of the explosions,
all combined in a terrific din, while the black stnoke and red
flamcs from the blazing oil tank on shore completed the pic-
ture and made this the fifih time that I had evacuated a
place to the noise of gunhive and bombs, and the sight of
the Hames and smake of wat.

We sailed about an hour later, and all afternoon the
northwest coast ob Java was an irregular green panoyama
hounding the warm blue sea on our left, as our little hos-
pital ship sailed westward from Batavia; the pleasing sight
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of it, together with the feel of the soft wopical sea breeze.
was soothing to the discouraged hearts and aching wounds
of us patients as we lay on our mattresses on deck. About
dusk we reached the western ¢nd of Java and swung south-
ward, into the narrow Soenda Straits which separate it from
Sumatra.

After supper I made my way up to the top deck, for a last
lock at these two countries,

It was nearly dark, and the ship's lights were on—the Rrst
time I had ever traveled on a lighted ship. Spotlights illumi-
nated the red crosses on its deck, sides, and funnecl.

1 sat down on a hatch cover (o ease my leg.

The sky was clear and most of the stars were already out.
There are medium-siced mountains near this part of the
coasts of both Java and Sumatra, and I could see both from
where I sat—those of dark Sumatra on our right, already
conquered and occupied by the enemy, and those of beauti-
ful Java on our left, doomed to a sunilar fate in a few more
days. They were great dark silhoucttes against the stars,
silent, and looked, I thought, sad and brooding.

I felt sad, tao, and spiritually very tired.

There's no need denying that I was terribly disillusioned
by much of what 1 had seen and experienced ovut here-
things that T have avoided or passed over in this story be-
cause it isn't in my province as a member of the forces to
speak of them, and because I could only do harm by telling
about them now. The enemy don't advertise their failings
¢ither, you know,

Doubtless you have seen references to this in the press,
s there's no harm in admirting that 1 saw many things out
here that were very bad. The humiliating memorics of them,
and the overwhelming realization of the great defeat we had
suffered with the consequent imperiling of our entire cause,
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after all the bright hopes I'd had when I came out here less
than a month before, combined to make me more discour-
aged and heartsick than 1 had ever been before,

Besides, my leg was aching again.

Of the forty-eight beautiful new Hurricanes we had flown
to Singapore, scarcely a dozen were left the day 1 was
wounded. No doubt they wete all gone now. From Mickey
I gathered chat little more than half the pilots were alive,
and we had little to show. We had stopped our enemies
nowhere.

I reflected that in two and a half months these new ene-
mies had overrun Malaya, Singapore, and Sumatra in rapid
succession. T hey weve winning in the Philippines and other
places, and [ thought to mysclf, “"Where are we gaing to
stop themre”

And then another thought came that made me shiver,
“Are we going to stop them?”

Was it possible that we were really losing this ware Were
these perhaps wthe last days of our civilization?

Surely I had seen out here maost of che things that had
preceded the fall of other great civilizations. the softness
and decadence that come from easy living—the lack of ap-
preciation for the good (hings of life that comes from the
ton easy attainment of them—the failure to appteciate free-
dom that comes from taking it for granted wo long,

1t was only a meod, a discouraged, dismaved sort of mood,
that came from the too recent, too vivid memories of all
these “things that were bad,” which wended to push older
mcmorics of bigger and beuwer and much more important
things out of my perspertive and give me a distorted view,
as an ant in a burning bush might think the world was
on fire.

I began tu realize this, as T sat there letting the caal night
breeze and the soothing endless throb of the engines comfort
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and reassure me, and graduaily oy view of it all seemed to
broaden,

Afrer all, though we were beaten in this theater of the
war, it was only an outpost of the British Empire, garrisoned
by a fraction of Britain's strength, which had been over-
whelmed by almost the full strength of another great nation
whilc Britain hersell was engaged in a deah struggle with
Germany and Italy, almost half-way around the world from
here.

[, if anyone, should certainly know that the “things that
were bad™ out here were not typically British, for T had
sctved more than a year in England, where the universal
fighting spirit and loyalty had made me feel very inferior.
The people there were anything but decadent, and the mis.
erable creatures who had let down their King and canntry
so woefully out here were no more true British than the
fifth colummnists and saboteuts In my own country were
true Americans.

I thonght of the tremendous highting forces being built
up in England, readying chemselves for the time when they
could strike and let all the Axis know what the real British
people will do when aroused.

And 1 remembered, too, the gnotation the Prime Mins-
ter used in one of his speeches. “"Westward look—the land
1s brighel”

Yes, it was tragic that America had entered the war, but
now that my prople were in it they would brook nothing.
We Amcricans aren't decadent eicher, although with a few
mare years of coddling we might have been,

I began seeing things in a beuer light, a light which
seemed 10 show the Rising Sun very aear its zenith.

Darkness had set about our ship now, but in a few hours
it would begin to get light again, Another kind of darkness
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was settling over 2ll the Far Fast, but in a few months, or a
few years . . . ¢

I stood up and staried for the siairway, and at the top wock
a last long look at each of the two coastlines, very dark now
against the sky.

I thought o mysell, “We'll be back.”
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PUBLISHER'S NOTE

The letters which follow, written by the author aftcr the
period covered by the foregoing narrative, are published
in crder 10 compicte this account of the fighting career of
the Brst American piot in combat with the R.AF.
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Hospital Ship §. ..
At Sea, March 1, 1942
Dear Folks:

There's very little T can think of to write about, but I've
lots and lats of time so will probably be able to think of
enough to All cug a letter.

My leg has been healing incredibly fast, and now, two
weeks from the day I was wounded, I can walk perfectly
normally. Just have to be careful about putting a side strain
oh my foot or leg, as that causes it to hurt a little. Actually,
the wound fooks the same as ever. I suppose it's building out
from the inside. It's perfectly clean though, and they only
dress it every third day now.

Just in case this letter gets ta you before any other word,
['ll explain that T was woundced by a bullet through part of
the calf of my leg, about eight inches below the knee, from
Japanese anti-aiveralt fire. Jt was only a Resh and mnscle
wound, the bullet missing all important parts of my leg. 1
never had any shock or fever, nor bad pain. While 1 have
good use of my leg already, T imagine it will be some time
before the wound is actually filled and healed up.

Anyway, they decided 1 wouldn’s he much use fighting
Japs for a while, 5o after 2 few days in hospital, they packed
me off on this boat, and I'm not sure yeu just where I'll end
up.
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One thing interesting about this trip is that we sail with
lights full on at nighe, and ho attetpt at concealment. Qur
protection is the red cross on the funnel of the ship, lit up
by Hoodlights. There 1s also a big red cross over the deck
and red crosses on the sides. Otherwise the ship is painted
white except for a green stripe around the middle of it.
These are the recognized international markings and so far
the Japs have respected hospitzl ships, which puts even them
on a lide berter level than the Nazis.

Now 1'm getting nearly to the end of these two sheets of
Red Cross issue paper that 1 asked for, and there Just ism’t
anything morc 1 can think of to talk about, so guess I might
as well close.

Will write some more as soon as we get somewhere and
have something to talk about.

Much love to all,
ART-

Trichinopoly, Madras Pres, {India)
April 16, 1y42
Drear Mother, Dad, and All:

[ brought this stationery along when ] left Delhi Sunday,
planning to writc at the hrst opportunity, and here it's
Thursday alreadyl I've been traveling mnost of the time since,
except for the day 1 took off to visit the Taj Mahal, and still
have anather day of it but have to wait until morning for a
train connection.

By the tite I've finished this trip I think I shall have had
enough of Indian railway travel to do me for quite a while.
The only way to do it is to have onc outht of clothes to wear
while you're on the train and keep the rest tightly locked
up. and resign yourself to living like a bum until you reach
your destination. There’s no use atiempting to keep clean or
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to keep dust out of your eyes, ears, nose, and throat as well
as your food and all your clothes. lt's insufferably hot
through most of the daylight hours, so that you and your
clothes are damp and consequently dust sticks to you and
forms a coating of mud all over. I've becn provided "hirst
class” tickets all the way, which mcans that I have & “sleep-
ing compartment.” This amounts to sharing a comparument
the width of the car and about ten feet long wirh thiee other
passengers, there beingsort of an npholstered beneh for cach
to sit or lie un {two upper and two lower}), "The trains are
rough, noisy, and slow,

Nevertheless the trip has been more interesting than I
can tell, for it's given me a chance to see what a lot of the
country looks like and what some of the people are like. It
certainly is an education. I've taken something like fiftecn
rolls of snapshots—one hundred twenty pictures—so far on
the trip, having resolved wa build up a good picture record
of it.

Outstde of the fact that I'm in perfect health, T guess there
isn't anything in the line of news. ‘There's nothing left of
my wound but a couple scars now, and I've had perfect use
of my leg for some time.

Will write more soon. Much love to all,
ART

Royal Air Force Station
Ceylon, April 21, 1542
Decar Mather, Dad, and All:

Well here I'm back on the job again ad last, and it does
feel good to be making myselt useful again after lying around
for so long. I had a tnmultuons welcome when I walked in
on the boys here. They didn’t know that 1 was coming at all.
Most of them [ hadn't seen since the day I was wounded, and
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we had lots of jabber tests exchanging our stories. Some of
the boys had amazing adventures in escaping,

Wednesday, April 22

Can’t remember just what happened to interrupt me at
this point yesterday, but will try to keep going this time. I
received a cable from Bob last evening, beginning with the
words “Congratulations DFC™ which is the hirst dehinite in-
titnation I've had that it has come thrul The boys here said
that I had been recommended for it, but I've never had any
notificarion. | can only conjecture that it was gazetied in
England and the news got over to yon folks via press reports,
and the notice is still on its way back here. Needless to say
it was quite a thrilll Certainly an incentive. I"m afraid it's
going (o cost. me some money though, as the gang insist that
I've got to throw a party for it!

Bob also said that the last letter you’d received was from
Sudan. There should be sonte more stringing along, I hope,
as 1 wrote [rom Singapore, Sumatra, and Java in February.
He also said that my baok [TALLY-HO! Yankee in a Spit-
fire] was in its ffth printing and that a scparate English
edition is being published, which sounds like it must be
Fairly successful, 1'm sull working on my new book, and am
shopping to buy a typewriter as [ guess the Japs got my other
onc. Have been writing in long hind and will make the final
job on a typewriter.

‘This 1s a rather nice country, much nicer than India, It's
terribly hot and dusty in most parts of India. Here it's pretty
hot, but rthe climate is damp cnough so it isn't dusty, and the
whole country is very rich and green and beautiful. About
the only agricultural product is rice, and (here are “rice
paddies” everywhere—little plots of ground a few hundred
feet square surrounded by little low dykes to keep the water

Google



[LETTERS HOME 161

in when the land is supposed to be floeded. 1n addition there
are lots of tea, mubber, and copra plantations. The natives
are for the most part darker skinned than in India, many of
them a great deal like negroes except that they are very
small. Transportation withiti town is by either rickshaw or
taxi, the rickshaw coolies taking one person each.

Here's hoping this finds all of you well and happy as [ am,

Much love to all,
ART

Royal Air Force Station
Ceylon, May 10, 1942
Dear Folks:

Here's anather whole week rolled by without toy writing,
and I had promised myself I was going to wrlie twice 3 week|
[ don’t knowwhy 1 never get down to it Of course I'm spend-
ing a lot of tune oh my book, and 1t seems like something
(urns up for me o do or there is some distraction, every time
[ get set to write.

My big news of the weck is that my D.F.C. finally came
through, on Monday, Sunday afternoen an oflicial [rom
Group Headquariers, who was visiting the C.0O., told him
that it was on the way. So that night, at a lirtle Sunday eve-
ning party n the Mess, Denny cut an imitation ribbon out
of a ptece of pasteboard, drew stripes on itin ink, and pinned
iton me! The reason [ dida’t get it for so long was that 1t was
awarded in London and the notification hadn't found s
way through all the channels and mails to get out here.

Anyway next morning I went into town to da some shop-
ping, and the frst item on my list of things to get was
“ribbon.” T had to go to several places hefore I found iy,
Every tailor shop had all sorts of Army and Navy medal rib-
bons, but the Air Force being something new out here, most
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of them didn’t know what D.F.C., was, Finally ] fonnd a little
tailor shop that had an extra large assortment and the fellow,
after lealing through a large stack of envelopes, containing
different kinds of ribbons, au last turned one up marked
“D.F.C..” Sure cnough, it contained a litele strip of ribbon,
and T bought two inches of it, enough for two bruoches.
They didn't bave any brooches so [ went to another shop
an{ succeeded in buying one, and the fellow sewed the rib-
bon on, all for 25 cents (about 8 cents American) so feehing
like celehrating 1 gave him a whaole rupee (30 cents Amer-
ican) and told him o keep the change,

‘Then I wentaround doing the rest of my shopping, fecling
awlully conspicucus and imagining that everyone was look-
ing at my breast where [ had the brooch pinned| Then I ran
into one of the pilots of my squadron who had just arrived
by train, having been away on leave. He of vourse didn't
know about it, and his eyes nearly popped out of his head.

The announcement was in our Squadron Orders for the
day, in the official language: “1lis Majesty the King has
been graciousty pleased to award the following decoration:
No. ... Syuadron ... F/O A, G. Donahue:=D.F.C"

1 believe I described the D.IV.C, in a letter a year or sv
ago~—it’s silk ribbon, purple and white. T probably won't
receive the medal iwself for a long time, as is usually the case.

There doesn’t seem to be much else of interest to tell
about this time. Yesterday's big news was of what soonds like
a very important naval victory over the Japs in the Pacilic,
with at least two aircraft carriers sunk as well as other war-
ships. We are expecting the onset of the monsoon season in
another week, which means almost continuous rain, so that
if I stay here I'll probably ke rore Fat and idle than ever.
Will close now, hoping you're all well and titas [ am,

Love to all,
ART
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Bombay
Dear Folks: June 14, 1942

Well here 1 am, back in the “Somewhcres cast of Sucz”
land again. Can't see as 1{"s any cleaner or hetter in any other
way than before, cither.

1 shot anather dozen or so rolls of film on the way here, so
that now 1 must have well over two hundred staps of every
kind of people and every phase of life that I've seen, as well
as landscapes, temples, etc., by the score.

.« ITgotacopy of “"TALLY-HOI" in a book storc here
a couple days ago. It was the only ane they had lefi. In the
largest bookstore in town, they were sold out of it, having
had a dozen copies to start with, These all came from
America, and they are expecting some of 1he English edition
soon. Am sending the copy I bought up to Poona, ta a very
close friend of ruine in the hospital there,

Suppose all America is jubilant now over the naval vic-
tories in the Pacilic, Things surcly do look brigheer just now
than they did a couple months ago. Hope they haven't
dimuoed any by the time you get this,

. . - Suppuose by the time this gets there you hoys and
girls will be in the middle of your vacation, or past it. Have
a good time, anyway.

Love g all, o

An R.AF. Swation on
the English Channel
Aug. 26, 1992

Dear Folks:

1 wrote to St, Charles only a couple days ago, but it was
such a short note that I feel obliged to try and write a decent
letter now that I have time, and give an account of what I've
been doing with myself prior to coming to work,
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Well, first of all, after I got back to Englangd {about Mon-
day, the 1oth} 1 had 10 spend a couple of days around Air
Ministry, gerting interviewed, ctc. Then 1 was given seven
days to do as I liked before reporting again ta get my post-
ing. So I spent some time shopping and doing some chasing
around in connection with my new book and then took a
quick trip down here to check up en my old friends. I siayed
over one night hiere and went back the next day, but 1t was
the result of that visit that T was asked for by the C.O. of the
squadron and eventually posted here.

On Friday of that week 1 had quite a big day. Ta begin
with, I was invited, along with threc other R.AF. boys
{Americans), to have coffee with Ben Lyon and Bebe Daniels
at their honse, where we worked ont the script for the radio
interview which I hope you heard. That was in the morning
and about noon we went over (0 Broadaasting House and
made the recordings. Afterwards we macde Behe autagraph
our copies of our scripts. She and Ben Lyon are, I suppose,
a rather unusnal paiy in that they are two actors who mar-
ricd and madc a go of it, and are still together after the close
of their careers in the movies, They seem very attached to
each other, live quictly in a very nice house just outside the
main part of town, and devore their time to radia work,
mainly for the forces, They have two very nice children,
whose pictures they showed us, who are staying with rela-
tives in California.

In 1he afternoon I was invited to a sort of open house tea
for Americans at Noel Cowards. There were probably
twenty or more Americans—R.AF., U8, Army and UA.
Nauvy men—there, but he managed to circulate among all of
ns and was about the most accomplished host in that respect
that I have scen.

Next day I met Charles Collingwond, the C.1B.S. cor-
respondent in London. He'd invited me to have lunch with
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him, as he wanted to talk about a possible broadcast. I mct
him in Broadcasting House just before noon and “satin’ on
his news broadcast to the U.S. It was very interesting. We
were in the studio ahead ol time and they carried out tests
to make sure the contact was O.K. with New York. They left
the transinitters on until actual broadcast time, or several
minutes. Transmisston is via radio beam direcied at New
York. He talked back and forth with New York as easily as
if they were phoning from thce next room. Their replics
came to us through a loudspeaker in the studio. We could
hear the fellows in the New York oflice chawting back and
forth, walking about, opening and shutting the door, ctc. 1f
anything ever 1ended to make tne homesick, that certainly
did—to aciually hear those things going on in Americal
(This was while waiting for the actual broadcast.)

He didn’t plan a definite broadeast, as he wants to wait
for the right opportunity. He apparently wanted most Lo get
acquainted and make sure 1 was willing to cooperate when
the opportunity came. He's had plenty of interesting ex.
periences—was in Holland during the winter of 1939-40, and
up to the time of the invasion of Holland.

« + + My posting later came through for me to come down
here, and ['ve been here ever since, This letter has now
dragged out for three days, so I'll try to make a big spurt and
finist: it today (8/2q). Chiecf causc of all the delay i3 that I
am acting C.0. of the squadron for a couple weeks or so
while my C.O. is on other duties, It started out with nothing
for e 1o do except sit in the office and try o look intelli-
gent, but then some troubles came up and for the Jast couple
days I've been busy as the dickens. 1 think it will ease up
again tho. The work is all new and interesting for me—all
manner of office 2nd administration problems to take care
of—but cramps my stylc in that I don’t get to Ay as much.

That seeras to be all I can think of to talk abour now. Sup-
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pose harvest is about over and silo filling in the ofting. Wish
I could be there to lend a hand, but maybe it won't be toa
long. Look alter yourselves,
Much love to all,
ARr

R.AF. Station in England
September §, 1942
Dear Folks:

Have just finished lunch and arrived back at the oflice half
an hour ahead of time, so will utilize cthe time beforc the staff
arrive in getting this letter started. {Amn still acting C.O. of
my squadron and probably wiil be for another week or so
because the regular C.O. is away on another job.) I've
learned quite a bit about R.A.F. administration since I touok
over the job ten days ago and ic's getting to be fun. The only
disadvanwage is that it’s a lintle hard for me to fly as much as
I like to, but then ] have the C.0.'s prerogative of being able
to select the choicer jobs when I do wane o fly and also §
have the pick of any airplane [ want to use, which is all quite
nice.

I haven’t had any more letters since the one from Miao.
neapolis dated July 2.4, but am haping expectantly, Am glad
to know that some of the ones I mailed trom far corners of
the globe ate gradually arriving there. Have you reccived the
one ] sent from Ceylon, (elling about my trip to the Taj
Mahal? Not only do I think you'll find it interesting, but
there is a complete collection of all types of Ceylon stamps
on the envelope!

I was interested, Blanche and Ora, to leam that you had a
chance to see a Spitfire and a Messerschmitt, Very sorry you
didn’t gct to see the Spit flying, as they are such 2 beautiful
airplane in the air. Anyway I presume you now know what
I meant when 1 referred to the high-piwched thoan of a Mes-
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scrschmitt. Strange, 1 just can't imagine ¢ither of those air-
planes being in Minncsota. It's a sacrilege,

-« » Well, T think my plans are definite enough for the
next few months so T can risk telling you this much, that the
chances are four to one that I'll be with you for Christmas
this year! [ have the furlough coming and could rake it now
if I wished to, but prefer 10 wait 2ntil then, [ kope to have
a month in the States, possibly more, so don’t go planning
any celebration but keep itin your hope chest anyway. Next
week I expect to learn mare abour what details { can work
out, and altogether the prospects are looking most favor-
able, I don't dare let myself thunk about it too rmuch, or 1
start losing interest in my job, and while I've said nothing
before you can be sure that I have been playing my cards
with that in view (or quite a long ume, Anyway, heve's
hoping.

I haven't learned much about the crops there in the let-
ters ['ve got so far (naturzally enough) except that there was
a goad hay crop and Ora remarked that you had a lor of pigs
this year, Dad. That sounds good, altho 1 haven't much idea
what prices are like now,

I have just been around behind one of the bnildings and
saw an aircrafthand unearthing a good two bushels of lovely
new potatoes, good sized, from a little threecorneted plot of
s0i] herween the huildityg and a couple sidewalks, not more
than twenty feet in each divection! It's really amazing the
amount of food (har's being grown off these little odds and
ends of ground as a result of the government's campaign to
get every possible square foor of ground cultivated. Now we
pilots arce trying to get organized to keep our own chickens
herc. You see the government has rationed eggs down to
about one per week per person, except that operational
pilots are permitted an extra one ot two if obtainable. How-
ever, any person may keep up to two hens and have all the
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eggs they lay. If you have more than two hens you have to
scll the eggs. So we arc planning to each have two hens if
we can arrange a place to keep them,

Another concession that has now heen initiated for opera-
tional pilots is that we each have a half pint of whole milk
per day (very rich too) in additon to normal rations which
are enough for all ceveals, tea, coffee, etc. All in all, the feod
is better than at this time last yecar. Not as much meat, per-
haps, but I never was much of a meat cater anyway; and of
course there is no white biread, but the bread normally used
is about halfway beiween white and graham, and very de-
licious. There is more than plenty to cat by far.

Guess [ better ciose this:f I don’t want it to be overweight,

Much love to all,
Axrr

R.A F. Statien in England
Seprember, 1y42
Dear Mr. Donahue:

Let me begin by saying how much we miss Art. No-one who
knew him could help iiking and admiriog him and it was a
great hlow o those of us who had been associated with him
sincc the early days when we learmed that he had failed to
rewurn [rom a patrol. All the boys in his squadron wish ta join
M in expressing our greac sympathy to you and all his family.

The censorship does net allow me to go into any details of
his last Right, Lot we do know through radio messages that he
badly damaged and probably desiroyed an enemy bomher
belore he himself g intu difficulties.

) hope that you will keep in touch with me and perhaps—
after we've won this war—we will he able to meet and I'll be
able to give you an idea of how much we all thought of Art
and his Message from Minnesota. I'll let you knaw of any
changes in address.

Yours sincerely,

F/LT.F.D. M~



AR MINIFTRY,

577 L oed Groest,

London, W.1,

Pe373376/42/Pe ke (V) o<
207" July, 1343,

Madan,

: I an commarded by the Alr Couneil to
atate that in view of the lapmse of time and
the absernce of any further news regarding
your brother, Flight Lieutenant A.G.Donabue,
D.F.Ce, since the date on which he was
reported missing, thay must regretfully
conclude that he has lost his life, and hds
death has now been presumed, for official
purpoacs, to have occwrred on the 21th
septmr, 92,

The Council desire me to express
again their aympathy with you in the anxiesty
which you have suffered, and in your
bereavement,

1 am, Madam,
Towr obedient Servant,
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