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Silver Wings 
Learning to fly under the Arnold Plan 

 
Flight Lieutenant Fred Pawsey, 

DFC 
 
 

 
I was very fortunate to be eldest of five 
children who were blessed with having 
wonderful parents who combined lov-
ing care with discipline at time when 
poverty dominated life in rural Suffolk, 
where I was born in 1919.  Our village 
had no gas, electricity, mains water 
supply, sewage system or telephone.  
As soon as one started school, in my 
case at the age of four and a half years, 
life was a series of chores: fetching milk, 
chopping kindling and a host of er-
rands.  I started school at Alpheton Na-
tional School where the word “Na-
tional” proclaimed its historical connec-
tion to the Church of England. 
 There were approximately sixty pu-
pils in two rooms; one for the 4-9 age 
range and the other for the 10 to 14s.  
The syllabus was based on the three Rs, 
leavened by a small amount of history, 
geography, nature study and singing.  
Any free time was spent birds’ nesting, 
tree climbing, etc.  At the age of ten I 
passed the scholarship exam to attend 
Sudbury Grammar School where disci-
pline and hard work prevailed.  Having 
gained my Cambridge School Certifi-
cate the RAF was suggested by the 
headmaster as a career.  I took the en-
trance exam and along with six hun-

dred other boys from every part of the 
British Isles, reported to No. 1 School of 
Technical Training at Halton.  
 I graduated from Halton at 19 years 
of age and was posted as a fitter to No. 
56 Squadron at North Weald in January 
1939.  The squadron was newly equip-
ped with Hurricanes.  The RAF was still 
rather like a wonderful family, but 
preparations for war soon started and 
technical ground staff were very valu-
able.  My Flight Commander was Flt Lt 
Ian Soden and after a few weeks he rec-
ommended me for pilot training, hav-
ing found out that was my ambition.  
 I was subsequently posted to No. 
238 Squadron, which was being formed 
at Tangmere and then to 109 Squadron 
at Boscombe Down.  I had reached the 
rank of sergeant early in 1941 and soon 
after this my name came up for pilot 
training.  I was posted to an Initial 
Training Unit at Torquay where, as a 
regular RAF sergeant, I found myself in 
charge of a group of budding pilots 
with white flashes on their glengarries.  
The group was a mixture of a few ser-
vice types and ex-civilians which in-
cluded every vocation from all over the 
British Isles including Ireland.  One or 
two were policemen who could only 
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leave the force if they volunteered for 
aircrew.  We were housed in nearby 
boarding houses and hotels, including 
the rather grand Hotel Imperial.  The 
daily routine was mainly lectures, drill 
and physical training.  My group took 
part in a special “breathing” experi-
ment which meant PE kit and exercises 
first thing every morning.  The value of 
this was assessed at a final medical ex-
amination when we moved on.  During 
this period of a few weeks there was 
much speculation about where we 
might go for pilot training.  In all 
groups of humans there are always one 
or two who “know” where the future 
lies — in our case their prophecies in-
cluded the United Kingdom, Canada, 
Rhodesia, and South Africa.  Nothing 
official was forthcoming.  
 Our final parade was a surprise.  We 
were marched to a clothing store to be 
equipped with a complete outfit of ci-
vilian clothes and a large suitcase, all 
identical.  The sizing was done by a 
very experienced man before whom we 
each had to stand to attention while he 
called out a series of numbers that re-
sulted in a pile of shoes, a suit, a tie and 
so forth in front of us which we put in 
the suitcase.  We left carrying the suit-
cases and the Know-all said, “I told you 
so, we must be going to Canada.”  
 Shortly after this we left by train for 
Liverpool where we embarked on HMS 
Royal Ulsterman and sailed, unescorted 
as far as I could see, to Reykjavik in Ice-
land.  Here we were received by an of-
ficer who had left the RAF in 1919 and 
was dressed in the same uniform in 
which he had been demobbed.  We 
were housed in huts with beds but no 
ablution facilities.  Luckily we found 
that we were reasonably close to one of 
the warm streams where we could 
wash, shave and bathe at a reasonable 
temperature.  We were told that we 
would have to wait for a convoy which 
was being formed to go to Canada.  “I 
told you so,” said one of the Know-alls.  

 

 
 
 After a period of several days we 
found ourselves aboard the SS Maloja, a 
P&O passenger liner of some 20,000 
tons, which was the Commodore’s ship 
for the convoy.  After a magnificent 
meal we formed up on the wooden 
deck of the ship and the Master at Arms 
gave us various duties to perform while 
we were on board.  We were given the 
choice of sleeping on the floor of the 
ballroom on mattresses or elsewhere in 
hammocks.  The ship had a gun of First 
World War vintage mounted at the 
bows and another at the stern.  After a 
lecture on other matters he finally said, 
“Any questions?”  As usual there was a 
bold young man who asked, “What do 
we do if we have to abandon ship?”  
The veteran reservist turned a shade of 
red/purple, pointed to the bridge and 
barked, “The captain of this ship will 
give the order to abandon ship when 
the last six inches are going below.” 
 We were soon away, our Commo-
dore’s ship in the centre of a convoy of 
some thirty vessels.  The voyage to 
Canada took quite a while, the speed of 
the convoy being the speed of the slow-
est ship.  There were exercises and lec-
tures and a deck hockey tournament 
was arranged, a very fierce captain be-
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ing a member of one of the crew’s 
teams.  The only alarm was a practice 
— just in case — and we finally docked 
at Halifax.  When we boarded a train 
for Toronto the Know-all repeated, “I 
told you so.”  It was a two-day journey.  
Each seating section in our Pullman car 
converted to beds in the evening. 
 While at Toronto, where the training 
unit had been set up in what had for-
merly been a centre for equestrian 
competitions, there were more lectures, 
our fingerprints were taken and we 
were each given a paper passport to 
admit us to the USA at Detroit.  No 
comment from the Know-all, but great 
excitement.  When we boarded the train 
at Detroit, a member of the station staff 
told us that it was bound for Atlanta 
and was “pulled by the biggest god-
damned locomotive in the world.”  I 
always recall the journey when I hear 
the popular song of that time, “Chata-
nooga Choo Choo”.  There was an in-
terruption: one of the lads asked me if 
there was a loo and I took him to find 
it.  He was a long time and eventually 
the door opened and he asked, “How 
do you flush the toilet?” at the same 
time he noticed a cord hanging from the 
roof and he pulled it.  The train came to 
a shuddering halt and along came 
armed staff enquiring, “Who did it?”  
The problem was quickly resolved with 
the guard muttering something like 
“Goddamned Limeys”.  
 After arriving at Atlanta we were 
taken by bus to Darr Aero Tech at Al-
bany, Georgia, originally a private fly-
ing school taken over by the U. S. Army 
Air Corps for the initial training of their 
pilots and still staffed mainly by civil-
ians under military control.  The next 
day we were told in no uncertain fash-
ion that we were subject to the same 
rules for cadets as those prevailing in 
all such US bases.  We were equipped 
with flying clothing and each group of 
four had their civilian flying instructor.  
Mine was Mr Spalding, a man with a 

sense of humour who informed us that 
Hitler had agreed to pay ten thousand 
dollars for every failure!  We later dis-
covered that he had flown one of the 
fastest aircraft in the US at that time.  
Lectures of all sorts were given by offi-
cers in charge including the padre and 
our RAF officer repeated his warning 
that whatever our own opinions were, 
we would conform, or find out how 
quickly we could be transported back to 
Canada.  We had in fact been given a 
booklet of advice.  
 I was appointed Cadet Major, which 
corresponded roughly to Head Boy in a 
school, with rather more responsibility 
and liaison.  There was a drill parade 
every evening which I eventually took 
over after some confusion, getting used 
to “hup, two, three, four”, instead of 
“left, right, left, right”, etc.  As my con-
fidence grew, I marched the parade be-
hind the hangar and for a few moments 
we reverted to the British drill system.  
 

 
 

The cadets’ barracks 
 
 Our quarters were similar to those at 
a boarding school but one thing caused 
some comment.  The toilets were in an 
open row in their building; we sat in a 
row and could have a chat while per-
forming functions.  The food was excel-
lent and in great quantity.  One interest-
ing point arrived after about a week: a 
general came into the dining hall to see 
if we were happy.  Again there was a 
bold young man who asked if we could 
have tea with our meals.  With surprise 
the general pointed to the jugs of ice-
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cold lemon-flavoured tea and the bold 
young man said we preferred hot tea.  
He asked precisely what that was and 
after a brief description he said he 
would do what he could and in due 
course hot tea, milk and sugar were 
provided.  I later had to demonstrate 
tea-making at the home of local friends. 

 

 
 

 
 

Top:  Stearman PT-17A primary trainer 
Bottom:  Blanked-out instruments 

 
 The aircraft were Stearman PT-17s, 
magnificent aeroplanes with powerful 
engines capable of every possible ma-
noeuvre.  The course was for 60 hours 
of flying which included aerobatics, 
local navigation (and most of the in-
struments were blacked out in the pu-

pil’s cockpit because the Chief Flying 
Instructor said it was most important to 
be able to fly the aircraft “by the seat of 
your pants”).  The average time for go-
ing solo was eight or nine hours.  There 
were a number of failures which meant 
a return to Canada and probably a sec-
ond chance.  When there were no flying 
lessons, drill or lectures, we were free to 
visit the local town of Albany, dressed 
in the identical civilian clothes we were 
equipped with in England.  We were 
received and welcomed wherever we 
went — America was still a non-
combatant nation.  I recall visiting a 
local agricultural show where someone 
asked me, “Are you guys members of a 
dance band?” — no doubt because we 
were all dressed alike!  The course of 
was an excellent introduction to flying 
and to the American way of life.  
 We were then moved to the inter-
mediate flying school at Macon, Geor-
gia.  This was a purely military estab-
lishment where discipline prevailed 
and some of the officers had been at 
West Point and wore their hats rather 
like British Guardsmen.  The first en-
forcement was a military haircut — no 
bribes accepted!  All movement was in 
military style, or else!  Even at meal-
times we had to sit on the front few 
inches of the chair seat with straight 
backs!!  The day was divided into three 
sessions: am, pm and night flying, and 
one of the first two was at the school.   
 The aircraft were BT-13As, mono-
planes with fixed undercarriages.  My 
instructor was Lt. Sluder, who had four 
pupils, and the course consisted of 
more advanced manoeuvres, formation 
flying, more extended navigational ex-
ercises and an introduction to night fly-
ing: a total of 60 flying hours. 
 During our free time, which was 
very limited, we could visit the town of 
Macon, where again we were wel-
comed by everyone.  At first this was in 
our civilian outfits but during our stint 
at Macon, Pearl Harbor occurred.  This 
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was the cause of great excitement but 
the course continued and we could 
wear our RAF uniforms in Macon.  A 
great patriotic rally was held in the city 
and the family with whom I was 
friendly insisted that I must attend in 
uniform.  It was a crowd of several 
hundred, with bands on the stage, 
hymns were sung and prayers were 
said.  The introduction was to stand 
and sing the national anthem and there 
was an awkward moment.  Our officer 
i/c in Reykjavik had been resident in 
the US for several years and he said we 
ought to learn the words of America’s 
national anthem so that we could join 
in.  We all stood up and I let rip with 
“O say, can you see . . . “ and suddenly 
everyone was looking at me although 
few were singing.  I carried on singing 
in a more subdued way and after the 
ceremony I returned with the family to 
my friends’ home, and Mr Chaplin ex-
plained to me that the Southern states 
still felt very “Southern” and few peo-
ple knew the national anthem.  How-
ever, there was no doubt of their loyalty 
to the United States.  While at Macon 
the Barnum and Bailey circus came to 
town and we were all invited to one 
performance and I seem to remember 
that there were two rings.  
 

 
 

FWP in a Vultee BT-13A basic trainer 
 
 Any incident of misconduct or bad 
behaviour was punished at Macon by a 
“gig”, which meant the forfeiture of 
free time and being required for one 
day to march up and down at half-
hourly intervals in front of the flag.  As 
in all male schools, some managed to 

receive more than one gig.  I was on 
good terms with Lt. Sluder, who was 
rather a subdued character.  At the con-
clusion of our training at Macon we 
moved on to the Advanced Flying 
School at Napier Field, Dothan, Ala-
bama. 
 This was a brand-new base com-
manded by Lt. Col. Daniels.  Accom-
modation and food were basically simi-
lar to Macon.  I made friends with a 
family and the man and his wife were 
both lawyers (attorneys) and he told me 
that only months before our arrival he 
had been awakened at 3 am one morn-
ing to finalise documents transferring 
cotton fields into the construction of 
Napier Field — an illustration of the 
fast, no-nonsense approach America 
took to confronting the challenge of 
transforming itself into an active com-
batant nation. 
 

 
 

North American AT-6 advanced trainer 
 
 Each day was again divided into the 
three sessions: am, pm and night flying 
and included instrumental flying, more 
advanced navigational exercises, forma-
tion flying and gunnery.  The aircraft 
were AT-6s, my instructor was Lt. Lar-
rabee and I was in a flight commanded 
by Capt. Nielsen.  The AT-6 was named 
the Harvard by the British, and had a 
retractable undercarriage, two-way ra-
dio communication and a single fixed 
forward-firing machine gun as the 
course included gunnery.  The pupil’s 
cockpit could be blacked out for in-
strument flying which included “beam” 
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flying then in use in the US.  The gun-
nery practice was at Eglin Field in Flor-
ida, very close to the beach of the Gulf 
of Mexico with its white sandy shore.  
Practice consisted of firing at a towed 
target — very difficult — and the tow-
ing aircraft was piloted by one of the 
instructors.  The course was of 60 hours.  
 Whenever free we were able to visit 
Dothan.  The sign board at the bound-
ary of the town had a quotation from 
Genesis 37:17 which contains the 
words, “Let us go unto Dothan”.  The 
people were very friendly and most of 
them had surnames which indicated 
that they were from English forebears.  
 

 
 

FWP with silver Air Corps wings 
 
 We graduated at a ceremonial pa-
rade where a general presented each of 
us with the silver wings badge of the  
U. S. Army Air Corps.  There was great 
excitement at the thought of returning 
home to England.  But not for me.  At 
the conclusion of this parade I was in-
terviewed by Group Captain Hogan, 
the British officer in charge of the Brit-
ish cadets being trained by the USAAC.  
He informed me that I had graduated 
as an above average pilot — a rare 
grade — and in return for the generos-

ity of the Americans’ training, I would 
be held for six months as an instructor, 
along with one or two others.  
 This meant returning to Toronto to 
get commissioned and get a uniform 
after which I had a few days in New 
York and returned to Napier Field.  I 
was given a three-week course as an 
instructor, another indication of the 
speed at which America was acting af-
ter Pearl Harbor, and I was given an 
assignment as an instructor with 
American officers in a flight where 
Capt. Neilsen was again my CO.  
 

 
 

FWP as a Pilot Officer flying instructor, 
still wearing American wings, with two 

Army Air Corps colleagues, 1942 
 
 After my six months I again re-
turned to Toronto and then to Britain 
via the RMS Queen Elizabeth with about 
18,000 passengers, mainly US soldiers.  
After a transition course and a spell at 
an OTU where my grading as an above 
average pilot was confirmed, I was 
posted to No. 253 Hyderabad Squadron 
in North Africa.  Later on, while I was 
flying with No. 253 Squadron in Italy 
and Corsica, I met up briefly again with 
Capt. Neilsen, who had been my CO at 
Dothan, and with Lt. Terrell, who had 
been a fellow instructor there.  Both had 
been shot down a few days previously 
and were bound for home. 
 

We are grateful to Fred Pawsey for writing 
this memoir especially for The Tangmere 
Logbook, and for providing the accompany-
ing photographs from his albums. 
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Aerobatics for Beginners 
 

as taught to RAF trainee pilots in the USA 
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These drawings were contained in a 
booklet called the Cadet’s Handbook, 
produced by the Riddle Aeronautical 
Institute at Carlstrom Field, Arcadia, 
Florida, a private undertaking set up in 
early 1941 to provide flying training for 
the U. S. Army Air Corps.  The booklet 
was given to Nick Berryman shortly 
after his arrival there on December 
18th, 1941 for primary flying training 
under the Arnold Plan.  In his book, In 
the Nick of Time, he says that he didn’t 
take to the strict U. S. Army discipline 
and suffered from nerves (especially 
when under examination).  He washed 

out after 49 flying hours in PT-17s, but 
was given a second chance to prove 
himself.  He transferred to No. 1 British 
Flying Training School at Terrell, Texas, 
where he successfully completed the 
course. 
 Aerobatics, including the manoeu-
vres depicted in these drawings, were 
not intended for amusement or aerial 
displays but to familiarise the trainee 
pilot with the aircraft’s controls and 
how to use them to full effect; they 
were also intended to teach some of the 
basic moves in aerial combat. 

—Ed. 



  

 
 

Henry Chaney’s 
Gun Camera 

 
One of our volunteers explains his 
 family connection with a 1914-18 

 exhibit in the Tangmere Hall 
 

Martin Buley 
 
 
My great-grandfather, Henry Edward 
Chaney, was the inventor of the first 
practical gun camera.  Henry joined the 
Lancashire Fusiliers as a private soldier 
at the age of sixteen in 1898.  He proved 
to be an extraordinary marksman, win-
ning Best Shot in his regiment by 1903 
and going on to win the inter-service 
Methuen Cup Medal and Clasps for 
1907, 1908, 1909, 1910, and 1911; in 
1908, he was a competitor in the full-
bore rifle competition in the fourth 
Olympic Games.  He was undoubtedly 
the best British military marksman of 
his day, and must also have been a very 
intelligent young man, for he rose rap-
idly through the ranks: promoted to 
Sergeant in 1899 at only seventeen, then 
Sergeant Instructor in 1904, Company 
Sergeant Major Instructor in 1907, and 
— at the age of just twenty-six — Quar-
termaster Sergeant Instructor (QMSI) in 
1909. 
 From about this time he became in-
volved in small-arms development 
work, particularly with the Lewis gun, 
which he regarded as the best machine 
gun of its time.  In early 1913, the Royal 
Flying Corps fitted a swivelling ma-
chine gun in the forward cockpit of a 
Henry Farman F.20, thus creating the 
first “Gunbus”.  Chaney was involved 

in this and subsequent pre-war trials, 
having become, in effect, machine gun 
adviser to the RFC.  On the outbreak of 
war, he was seconded to the RFC and 
became a leading figure in the devel-
opment of aerial gunnery.  He is said to 
have made many flights strapped to the 
wing of an aircraft to test the perform-
ance of machine guns mounted on 
aeroplanes.  
 On the night of 19th-20th January 
1915, Chaney was at Joyce Green, an 
RFC aerodrome near Dartford.  Twenty 
minutes after bombs began to fall on 
Yarmouth, a badly briefed and panic-
stricken Admiralty duty officer tele-
phoned the aerodrome, saying that 
Zeppelins — possibly bound for Lon-
don — were over eastern England.  He 
said that all available naval aircraft 
were taking off, and asked how many 
RFC aircraft were available at Joyce 
Green.  No general take-off had in fact 
been ordered and Joyce Green opera-
tions were an Army responsibility.  Its 
two No. 7 Squadron Vickers F.B.5 Gun-
buses were under the charge of the C 
Flight Commander, Captain William 
Mansfield, who promptly sought in-
structions from the War Office.  Orders 
were given for the aircraft to take off 
and patrol the southern outskirts of 
London.  
 Captain Mansfield decided to go 
aloft himself and chose QMSI Chaney 
as his gunner.  The aircraft was hur-
riedly prepared.  The Maxim gun had 
been removed and taken away, but 
there was no time to retrieve it; Chaney 
gathered together some weaponry that 
immediately fell to hand and put it into 
the observer’s cockpit, including a 
Lewis gun with seven drums of ammu-
nition, a Martini-Henry carbine with 
incendiary bullets, and two loose petrol 
bombs.  As Chaney was later to say in 
his report, “The disadvantage was that I 
had to hold the [Lewis] gun during the 
whole of the flight as there was no 
means of clamping it.  This was ex- 
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Vickers F.B.5 Gunbus.  Photograph believed to have been taken by Henry Chaney. 

 

tremely awkward as I was hampered 
by the presence of the bombs in my 
arms.” 
 The Gunbus entered cloud at 2,000 
feet, broke clear over London and con-
tinued climbing, still meeting occa-
sional cloud patches so thick as to make 
it impossible to read the sketchy cockpit 
instruments with an electric torch.  By 
the time Mansfield reached 3,500 feet he 
was lost, and his troubles were aggra-
vated by one cylinder cutting out, 
which reduced the Gnome engine’s 
revolutions from 1,200 to 1,100.  He 
turned north, and without warning fell 
into a spinning nose dive.  Although 
the recovery technique had been known 
for about three years, the spin was still 
regarded as fraught with peril, even in 
daylight, and practical instruction on 
the subject formed no part of pilot train-
ing.  It is a tribute to Mansfield’s flying 
skill that he regained control of the air-
craft after it had spun down to 600 feet.  
The mind boggles at the picture of 
Chaney trying to control his arsenal 
during those terrifying moments.  
Shortly afterwards another cylinder 

went, reducing engine revolutions to 
950 and the air speed to 52 mph.  
 Unable to maintain height, Mans-
field headed towards a dark area be-
tween house lights visible below.  Sud-
denly, with his altimeter still showing 
400 feet, he saw trees 30 yards ahead 
against the skyline, turned sharply to 
the right but almost immediately hit the 
ground.  His straps held and he re-
ceived only a cut above one knee.  
Chaney was thrown out, and escaped 
with a sprained finger and extensive 
bruising.  What happened to the care-
fully nursed petrol bombs is not re-
corded.   
 The 78-minute flight had abruptly 
ended in a sloping field at Salter’s 
Heath Farm, Chevening, near Seven-
oaks, and the only damage to the aero-
plane was one broken wheel.  During 
the last stages of the descent the F.B.5 
was under machine gun and rifle fire 
from the ground, one bullet grazing the 
left elbow of Chaney’s leather coat.  
Sporadic shots were also heard imme-
diately after the forced landing.  Shortly 
afterwards an RNAS armoured car ar-
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rived with a flourish, and its com-
mander proudly announced that he had 
been following the Gunbus for some 
distance.  Suspicions that the machine 
gun fire came from this vehicle could 
not be verified, nor was the identity 
established of the local soldiery who 
also let fly.  
 To protect the details of Britain’s 
latest, most secret fighter from prying 
eyes and cameras, it was covered with 
sheeting and cordoned by soldiers.  In 
the absence of reliable information, the 
Sevenoaks Chronicle’s explanation of the 
“rather premature descent” showed no 
appreciation of Mansfield’s skilful han-
dling of the crippled aeroplane, saying 
that “the aviator was under the impres-
sion that the machine was at least 2,000 
feet above the ground.  Unfortunately 
this was not so . . .”  
 The other RFC Gunbus, piloted by 
2nd Lieut. R. Maxwell Pike, fared no 
better, also having suffered progressive 
engine failure and a crash landing in 
the dark.  Pike and his gunner were 
uninjured, but they too complained of 
trigger-happy soldiers — who evi-
dently believed their F.B.5 to be a Ger-
man raider — shooting at them from 
the ground.  
 After their own eventful night the 
RFC crews were surprised to learn that 
no RNAS machines had flown during 
the raid, the only activity being two 
patrols from Yarmouth at first light, 
long after the raiders had departed.  
Despite the mishaps, their valiant effort 
had demonstrated that the War Office 
did not intend to be a sleeping partner 
in home defence, and No. 7 Squadron 
gained the unique distinction of being 
the first to use armed aircraft to pursue 
contact with Zeppelins by night.  
 Mansfield’s report on this incident 
queried the wisdom of despatching pa-
trols long before airships over Norfolk 
could hope to reach London.  It also 
suggested that all aerodromes be illu-
minated as a navigation aid and for 

emergency use, and stressed the need 
for proper bomb fittings and cockpit 
lighting.  The War Office tartly ques-
tioned the propriety of the Admiralty’s 
direct approach to Joyce Green, and 
started an inquiry into the identity of 
the trigger-happy individuals who had 
fired on their aircraft.  They were not 
traced, but the Admiralty quickly is-
sued instructions that fire must be held 
until a target was positively identified 
as hostile.  

 Henry Chaney’s commission as a 
Second Lieutenant, which had been 
gazetted in December, received Royal 
assent three weeks after the Zeppelin 
incident.  He was then posted to Hythe 
as Equipment Officer to the Machine 
Gun School, rising to Captain i/c 
Equipment in September.  When the 
Machine Gun School was reorganised 
as the School of Aerial Gunnery a year 
later, Henry Chaney was appointed 
Chief Instructor at the rank of Tempo-
rary Major.  
 

 
 
 Training men in aerial gunnery was 
at that time in its infancy.  Previously, 
the School’s pupils had been taught 
only to shoot at stationary targets from 
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fixed positions.  Henry Chaney is cred-
ited with establishing effective regimes 
of instruction in air-to-ground and air-
to-air gunnery, including firing at 
marked ground targets from aircraft in 
flight, and the towing of a target behind 
an aeroplane.  Getting the pupils to be-
come proficient in hitting moving tar-
gets without wasting a great deal of 
ammunition was a problem that preoc-
cupied him.  Reports from the Western 
Front were not encouraging, suggesting 
that pilots and gunners were spraying 
the sky with machine gun fire, scoring 
hits more by luck than skill.  
 With the encouragement, support 
and collaboration of the Commandant 
of the School of Aerial Gunnery, Major 
Paris Geddes, Chaney began to work on 
a solution to this problem.  Over the 
years, Chaney had accumulated a good 
deal of experience with cameras and 
photographic equipment as well as of 
machine guns, and began to experiment 
with combining the two.  His first suc-
cessful gun camera consisted of a stan-
dard Lewis gun, to which a box camera 
had been bolted alongside the barrel 
with the shutter actuated by rod linked 
to the Lewis gun’s trigger.  The pupil 
sighted the gun camera by means of the 
normal gunsight.  A ruled screen with 
crosshairs within five concentric rang-
ing circles aligned with the Lewis gun’s 
sights was mounted inside the lens box, 
through which the lens would “see” the 
target and record the pupil’s “shot” 
when the trigger was pulled.  It was a 
brilliant idea.  The gun handled like a 
real Lewis gun, because it was a real 
Lewis gun, but used no live ammuni-
tion and, when the film had been de-
veloped, gave the pupil and instructor 
an excellent teaching-and-learning aid: 
a set of photographs that could be criti-
cally analysed. 
 The value of Chaney’s gun camera 
was immediately recognised at the 
highest levels.  Further development 
work produced the “Hythe Gun Cam-

era Mk III”, in which the camera body 
was incorporated into the barrel.  The 
camera was cocked by using the Lewis 
gun’s cocking handle, and tripped the 
shutter through an internal linkage to 
the gun’s trigger.  The gun camera now 
looked, balanced, and behaved much 
like a proper Lewis gun and used many 
of its standard parts, thus streamlining 
manufacture.  Its design was approved 
and production authorised by the War 
Office, which awarded a contract to the 
Thornton Pickard Manufacturing Com-
pany of Altrincham, Cheshire.  In its 
Mk III form, the gun camera could be 
supplied with 8- or 10-inch lenses and 
used 2½ x 1¼ in. format, 120 roll film 
giving 12 exposures.  A ring graticule 
was incorporated within the camera 
chamber for checking results. 
 

 
 
Hythe gun camera, operated by Bowden cables, 
on a single-seat S.E.5a.  The curved rail of the 

Foster mount allowed the pilot to slide the Lewis 
gun backwards and downwards to change the 

ammunition drum.  Aim was taken through the 
sighting tube beneath the gun. 

 
 The gun camera could be used in 
fixed or swivel mountings.  All the 
normal actions of loading, cocking, and 
firing the gun had to be carried out for 
each exposure, thus reinforcing the pu-
pil’s familiarity with the operation of 
live Lewis guns.  A modification for 
fixed fighter gunnery was to dispense 
with the main gun body and attach a 
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wind turbine drive which automatically 
advanced the film and cocked the shut-
ter by means of gears; later, Bowden 
cables operated by the pilot were used 
for this purpose.  
 So successful was it as a training aid 
that it was directly responsible for cre-
ating an enormous expansion in gun-
nery training, since training throughput 
was no longer limited by the cost and 
availability of live ammunition and the 
capacity of the existing firing ranges.  
By the end of 1917, the School of Aerial 
Gunnery was turning out approxi-
mately 400 qualified air gunners per 
month, and the adoption of the Chaney 
gun camera had also permitted the ex-
pansion of the RFC Observers’ and 
Gunnery School at Beamsville, Ontario, 
which was now, in addition, training 
American airmen.  More than 5,000 Hy-
the Gun Cameras were manufactured 
in 1917 and 1918.  The greatly enhanced 
accuracy in aerial gunnery that they 
brought about undoubtedly made a 
major contribution to the increasingly 
effective use of air power by the West-
ern Allies in the closing months of the 
war. 
 

 
Hythe gun camera mounted on a Scarff ring.  

The airman is wearing American-issue clothing; 
thus the aircraft is probably a two-seat, single-
control Curtiss JN-4HG gunnery trainer, used 
to train British, Canadian, and American air 
gunners in Ontario and Texas, 1917-1919. 

 
 In February 1917, Henry Chaney 
was appointed Temporary Lieutenant 
Colonel and Commandant of the School 
of Aerial Gunnery where he remained 

for six months, overseeing the imple-
mentation of a new training regime that 
incorporated his invention, and plan-
ning the physical expansion of the 
School into a second aerodrome to be 
built at Jesson’s Farm near New Rom-
ney, which was opened in August 1917.  
In that month, he was posted to Lon-
don, as a Temporary Major and Squad-
ron Commander, in a new role as In-
spector of Gunnery and Training.  On 
7th January 1918, Chaney was ap-
pointed an Officer of the Most Excellent 
Order of the British Empire in recogni-
tion of his invention of the Hythe Gun 
Camera and his invaluable service to 
the nation.   
 With the amalgamation of the RNAS 
and RFC and the creation of the Royal 
Air Force on 1st April, he was asked by 
the Air Ministry to write a series of 
training and technical manuals on ae-
rial gunnery.  Sadly, however, impor-
tant as it was he did not find this civil-
ian-like desk-bound work, in central 
London, to his liking and it soon began 
to take a heavy toll on his physical and 
emotional health and personal life.  On 
27th February 1919, shortly after 8 
o’clock in the evening, gunshots were 
heard in his flat at Baron’s Court, Ken-
sington.  At the coroner’s inquest, one 
witness stated that Chaney had been 
suffering from headaches and after-
wards did not appear to know what he 
had been doing; another said that he 
had latterly suffered from strain and 
spoke at times as if he had hallucina-
tions.  The jury returned a verdict of 
“Suicide during Temporary Insanity”, a 
tragic end to a brilliant man’s life. 
 
The information from which this article was 
written is contained in a file of letters, re-
ports, photographs, and newspaper cuttings 
collected by Henry Chaney’s son and grand-
children; and from an account written by 
Roy Humphreys entitled “Major H. E. 
Chaney, OBE, and His Gun Camera” that 
appeared in Bygone Kent Vol. 24, No. 3, 2003. 

— MB 
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Tangmere and 
Operation Bolero 

 
Reginald Byron 

 

 
 

From the Operations Record Book, 
RAF Station Tangmere, 11.10.42: 

Detachment of 14th Fighter Group, 
1 officer, 20 enlisted men, arrived today for 
14 days’ progressive operational experience.  
15 pilots arrived in Lightning aircraft this 

evening from Atcham. 
 
Operation Bolero, an Allied plan for 
sending American troops and equip-
ment to Britain, included ferrying 
fighters and other aircraft across the 
North Atlantic via the Northern Ferry 
Route.  Bombers and transport aircraft 
had been, of course, ferried across the 
Atlantic since November 1940.  Ferry-
ing fighters, however, was more 
problematic and had not been attempt-
ed.  The Army Air Corps carried out a 
number of trials with their principal 
front-line fighters of the time, the 
Lockheed P-38 Lightning, the Bell P-39 
Airacobra, and the Curtiss P-40 War-
hawk.  The Airacobras of the 31st Fight-
er Group, for example, were fitted with 
long-range fuel tanks and made several 
practice flights to evaluate their suit-
ability for an Atlantic transit.  Their 
range of about 1,000 miles even with 
extra fuel tanks, which would have 
required intermediate refueling stops at 
points which at that time lacked the 

necessary facilities, led to the abandon-
ment of this idea — for the time being 
at least.   
 It was, however, considered an 
urgent priority by the Allies for the U.S. 
Army Air Corps to establish an im-
mediate presence in Britain, and so the 
31st Fighter Group, along with other 
groups that had been equipped with P-
39s and P-40s, were sent to Britain 
without their aircraft to be equipped 
upon their arrival with Spitfires. 
 On the other hand, it was felt that 
the twin-engined Lockheed Lightnings 
offered a greater margin of safety along 
the ferry route and could carry more 
fuel: two 300-gallon underwing tanks 
gave them a range of 2,200 miles, 
eliminating the delay and logistical 
problems of establishing the inter-
mediate airfields that would have been 
needed by the P-39s and P-40s. 
 The first wave of deliveries set off on 
23rd June 1942 and consisted of the 1st 
Fighter Group’s Lightnings flying in 
company with Fortresses of the 97th 
Bomb Group, each B-17 navigating for  
three or four P-38s.  The first flights of 
P-38s safely negotiated the route.  Ad-
ditional flights proceeded, as weather 
and other circumstances permitted, 
without mishap until July 15th, when a 
flight of two B-17s and six P-38s lost 
their bearings in bad weather and put 
down on the east coast of Greenland; all 
the aircrew were rescued, although the 
aircraft had to be abandoned. 
 Once in England, the Lightnings 
rejoined the rest of the their squadrons’ 
echelon who had crossed by sea, having 
arrived at Liverpool on August 18th.  
The 48th and 49th Fighter Squadrons of 
the 14th Fighter Group ferried their 
Lightnings across the Atlantic as a part 
of the second wave of deliveries in late 
July and were assigned to RAF Atcham, 
Shropshire, which had been turned 
over to the Eighth Air Force in June, 
and where the 308th and 309th Fighter 
Squadrons of the 31st Fighter Group 
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had been converting to Spitfires.  As the 
P-38s arrived there, the 308th and 309th 
moved their Spitfires to Westhampnett 
to gain operational experience. 
 At Atcham, the following weeks 
were filled with familiarisation lessons, 
followed by day and night flying.  The 
Lightning pilots practised interceptions 
against Eighth Air Force bombers, and 
had mock dogfights with RAF fighters.  
The group had its first sight of the en-
emy when a German reconnaissance 
aircraft flew over Atcham airfield on 
September 6th.  Lt. Robert Carlton, of 
the 49th Fighter Squadron, was aloft at 
the time and attempted to intercept it.  
Climbing through a high overcast, his 
P-38F iced up and went into a dive 
from which he was unable to recover.  
Lt. Carlton managed to bail out and to 
parachute safely.  In mid-September, 
the Group took part in some fighter 
sweeps along the Dutch and Belgian 
coasts. 
 Later in the month, the 49th Squad-
ron was detached to an RAF airfield on 
the Welsh coast for gunnery practice.  
At 14.00 on the 27th, Lt. Robert F. Elliott 
set off on a target-towing mission.  As 
was standard procedure in P-38s, he 
took off using the reserve fuel tanks but 
neglected to switch to the main tanks 
fifteen minutes after take-off as called 
for in the pilot’s Flight Operating In-
structions.  Fifty-five minutes into the 
flight, the port engine lost power.  Lt. 
Elliott failed correctly to identify the 
problem, feathered the propeller, and 
returned to the airfield intending to 
land.  Coming over the field at 1,000 
feet, he dropped the target then flew 
out over the sea, turned round, and be-
gan his landing approach.  When he 
was two miles out and at 800 feet, the 
starboard engine failed.  Judging that 
he would be unable to glide to the run-
way, he turned for the beach, landing in 
about two feet of water.  
 Lieutenant Elliott survived the 
forced landing unharmed.  An Aircraft 

Accident Classification Committee of 
three officers found the cause of the 
mishap to be fuel exhaustion due to Lt. 
Elliott’s “carelessness.”  The group’s 
commanding officer agreed and noted 
that “The necessary disciplinary action 
has been taken.”  The squadron’s engi-
neering officer reported that “The dam-
age by crash landing and salt water was 
extensive and it will be necessary to 
salvage the plane.”  The stranded air-
craft was, however, not salvaged and 
was left on the beach, soon to be cov-
ered by the shifting sand.  There it re-
mained, buried, for 65 years until it 
emerged from the sand, largely intact, 
in the spring of 2007.  As the “Maid of 
Harlech”, it is now the object of great 
interest by aviation archaeologists.  
 Lightning 41-7677 was left on the 
beach because there was no time to re-
cover it: the 14th had already received 
orders to detach their aircraft to West-
hampnett and Ford, where they arrived 
on October 11th.  Lightning 41-7677 
would have been among them, had it 
not been for Lt. Elliott’s error. 
 On 15th October 1942, the 14th flew 
its first operational sortie from West-
hampnett and Ford, escorting RAF Bos-
tons to Le Havre.  The 14th provided 
escort to Eighth Air Force heavy bomb-
ers on the 21st, but again saw no en-
emy aircraft.  A fighter sweep over 
France with Spitfires of the 4th Fighter 
Group on 26th October was the last op-
erational sortie for the 14th from RAF 
Tangmere, and it likewise provoked no 
German response.  Two weeks later, 
along with other American fighter 
groups, the 14th and their Lightnings 
were transferred to the Twelfth Air 
Force, to be deployed in North Africa. 
 
With thanks to the U. S. Air Force Historical 
Studies Office for their assistance; and to 
The International Group for Historic Air-
craft Recovery (TIGHAR) for the use of ma-
terial from their “Maid of Harlech” website 
at http://www.tighar.org/Projects/P38/ 
welshlightning.htm.   
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My War Story 
 

Emil Andrzejewski 

 
 

 
 
 
In July 1939, the Polish government was 
mobilising for war.  I was a twenty-
year-old baker and grocer’s assistant, 
and volunteered for the 17th Cavalry 
Regiment at our local recruitment office 
in Leszno.  My application was ac-
cepted, and I was called up.  We had 
two weeks of training but there were no 
uniforms, no horses, and no rifles.  We 
were sent home and told to report daily 
to our unit.  The truth was that they 
simply didn’t have the facilities and 
equipment to make proper soldiers of 
us. 
 On the day the war started between 
Poland and Germany, 1st September 
1939, I reported to the regiment.  We 
were marched to a town 50 kilometres 
away and were told we would receive 
all the equipment we needed there.  
When we arrived there was nothing 
and we were eventually told to go to 

Poznan, where we would be equipped.  
Again there was nothing and after a 
few days we were marched off to yet 
another town.   
 The country was in turmoil.  People 
had abandoned their homes and busi-
nesses.  We had no supplies and were 
forced to help ourselves to whatever 
people had left in their homes.  After 
almost three weeks of marching and 
foraging for food and places to sleep, 
we were demoralised.  Almost 20% of 
our regiment had disappeared.  In the 
neighbourhood of Brest-Litowsk the 
Russian army took us prisoners and 
marched the whole bunch of us to the 
nearest railway station and sent us to 
Russia.  We had to change at the border 
between Poland and Russia because the 
railway is different in Russia with 
wider rail tracks.  The Russian soldiers 
were disorganised when we arrived 
near Smolensk.  No one knew what to 
do with us.  There was no accommoda-
tion and food was very scarce.   
 Snow was falling and it was very 
cold.  We’d had enough of the situation.  
Four of us decided to take off and go 
home.  We overpowered a Russian sol-
dier and took his gun, knife, bayonet, 
some ammunition and his overcoat.  
We tied him up and left him in an 
empty chicken coop.  The Russians 
didn’t have much control over the pris-
oners.  I wonder if they ever missed us.  
They must have found the Russian sol-
dier. 
 Our journey began.  The snow was 
falling heavily on that first day.  We 
went west, avoiding built-up towns and 
villages.  After three days, we were 
very hungry and it seemed safe to visit 
a Russian settlement in the middle of 
nowhere.  We were surprised by the 
friendliness of people, who welcomed 
us and gave us food and shelter.  They 
did not know there was a war on and 
said “Guest at home is God at home”.  
The head of the family was a kind of 
forester.  We filled our bellies and 
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stayed one more day before we moved 
on. 
 We reached the Polish border after 
10 days.  In that time we lived off any-
thing we could shoot, steal or borrow.  
We melted snow for water, shot wild 
boars, hares, deer and whatever moved 
on four legs for meat, which was 
roasted on open fires.  In Poland we 
joined the masses of people who were 
fleeing from the war zones.  I was the 
only one of the four who could speak 
German.  We headed towards Kurów, 
which was occupied by the Germans.  I 
was the spokesman.  My German was 
not bad and I pretended I was from a 
German family and was treated as a 
refugee, which meant I got food and 
clothing.  Two of my friends from the 
regiment and I decided to stick together 
and to try to get home to western Po-
land.  Eventually we succeeded. 
 The western part of Poland was now 
German territory, and German troops 
were everywhere.  Once home, I got a 
job as a baker and tried to remain in-
visible, but my freedom did not last 
long.  All of us who had served in the 
Polish forces, including me, were 
rounded up by the SS and sent to a 
POW camp called “Safari” near 
Thurow.  German civilians were look-
ing for craftsmen, bakers, butchers, 
farmers and all sorts of skilled men, 
since their own young men had been 
called up for military service.  I volun-
teered just to get out of camp.  The 
people who engaged me and others 
took full responsibility for our return to 
camp. 
 In the second week in December, a 
man from Steinów with a café and bak-
ery engaged me as a baker.  Those of us 
who worked outside the camp had to 
wear in a P on our clothing, front and 
back, to be recognised as a prisoner of 
war and Polish.   I was taken every 
Monday back to the camp at Thurow, to 
prove that I hadn’t escaped, but straight 
back to Steinów.  The family name was, 

I think, Schultz.  I was accepted as part 
of their family.  They treated me well.  I 
worked all hours for which they paid 
me extra.  I was almost a free man, and 
I was able to write letters home. 
 For Poland, the war was over.  
When my father paid me a visit in 
Steinów he informed me that he had 
succeeded in registering all the family, 
including myself, as being of Germanic 
ancestry and therefore eligible for Ger-
man nationality.  The Polish nation had 
been completely demoralised and de-
stroyed.  This was now German terri-
tory.  The towns and villages were re-
named with their former Prussian 
names.  Rich or important Polish people 
escaped or were taken away.  There 
were empty shops and houses, and 
Germans from “God knows where” 
took over everything; scarcely a single 
Pole was allowed to own anything.  I 
accepted my situation and decided to 
do nothing to jeopardize myself or the 
family.  In March 1940, I officially be-
came a Volksdeutscher or ethnic German.  
[See note on page 27 — Ed.] 
 I got a job with sleeping accommo-
dation as a baker and confectioner.  The 
proprietor was a German and they were 
glad to get someone like me with some 
expertise in patisserie and baking.  I 
gave my full attention to the job.  They 
rewarded me with good pay and the 
room I was given was very good and 
clean.  The bedding was changed once a 
week, and the bed was even made 
every day.  I was a stranger in town, 
but soon found friends of both sexes in 
dance halls and cafés.  As a German, I 
was allowed access to dance halls, ca-
fés, and restaurants where Poles were 
not permitted.  Sooner or later, I knew, I 
would be called up.  In the meantime I 
enjoyed my freedom to the full. 
 In May 1941, I was called up to serve 
in an anti-aircraft unit near Magdeburg.  
The basic training lasted six weeks.  
Then you could volunteer for more 
training as a gun-layer or lorry driver 
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for the mobile Flak units.  I volunteered 
to be trained as a driver.  This extra 
training lasted another four weeks, after 
which a holiday was granted of 10 
days.  Before I left to go home on leave, 
I applied to join the Luftwaffe as air-
crew. 
 When I returned from leave, I was 
told to report to a special medical centre 
to see if I was fit to be an airman.  After 
a few days, I was ordered to report to 
Schönenwalde near Berlin.  The unit 
there was to give the basic training.  It 
did not matter that I already had had 
basic training.  I had to start again at the 
beginning and after six weeks I was 
ready for my next course.  The whole 
regiment was sent to a special unit in 
Hildesheim, where they sorted out 
which aircrew categories were available 
and who would be doing what.  The 
choice was made for me to be trained at 
Hildesheim as a flight engineer in a 
Luftlande squadron, which meant 
transport gliders.  The training lasted 
for six months. 
 The aircraft I was allocated to was a 
Gotha 242 transport glider.  As well as 
being the flight engineer, I was trained 
to assist the pilot in an emergency and 
to land the plane if necessary.  To stay 
in training as long as possible, I volun-
teered for all sorts of extra qualifica-
tions including tow plane operations 
such as handling the tow wire, gun-
nery, and even navigation.  
 Transport gliders were in the devel-
opment stage and we experimented 
with adding more power and heavier 
loading, with rocket boosters to lift the 
glider off the ground.  A large transport 
glider was built, called the “Gigant” 
with a wing span of over 160 metres 
intended to carry large tanks and 120 
soldiers with full equipment.  To get off 
the ground it needed a lot of power.  I 
witnessed the first attempt to get a Gi-
gant fully loaded with tanks and men 
airborne at Leipheim near Augsburg, 
Bavaria.  Three Heinkel 111s were used 

as tow planes, each having a separate 
wire attached to the Gigant.  As soon as 
the Gigant was airborne, the towing 
wires began to converge and after 
about three minutes the three tow 
planes were dragged together, collided 
and burst into flames.  All four aircraft 
crashed.  132 people were killed and 
there were no survivors. 
 The next experiment was to take two 
Heinkel 111s, bolt them together and 
add an extra motor to make it a five-
engined plane, called the Heinkel 111Z.  
I am not sure, but I think they built only 
about twelve of them.  This unit was 
added to our squadron.  Another ex-
periment was to use a Heinkel 111Z to 
tow two Go242s in line astern, one after 
the other.  Co-ordination was vital and 
speed essential; 280-300 mph was re-
quired to keep everything steady.  To 
help in this we had booster rockets 
mounted under the gliders to give us 
assisted lift and speed, but it was very 
tricky.  It had to function at the right 
time because if the tow line did not re-
main taut all the while and got slack, 
the result was disaster. 
 When the German army tasted their 
first defeat in Russia, our unit was sent 
to supply the troops with ammunition, 
blankets, food and whatever was 
needed.  It was a dangerous mission.  
Each glider had a crew of two, the pilot 
and flight engineer.  It was my duty to 
assist the pilot at take-off and landing, 
and also to make sure that the weight of 
the cargo was evenly distributed and 
well secured.  My pilot was an Austrian 
named Helmut.  I was never allocated 
to another pilot; we were always to-
gether.  We were good friends.  In civil 
life, he was a musician and played the 
saxophone.  In our squadron we had a 
four-man band called “Music Galore”. 
 The booster rocket was only used if 
the load was excessive.  This we never 
used in Russia.  We flew in supplies of 
fuel, ammunition, food and parts and 
whatever the order was to supply.   The  
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Heinkel 111Z glider tug 
 
 
 

 
 

Gotha 242 cargo glider lifting off with the aid of rocket boosters 
 
 
 

 
 

Two Go242 gliders being towed in line astern by an He111Z 
 
 
 



 

German army was very determined to 
hold onto the Caucasus, which was an 
oil region.  We were surrounded by 
Russians on all sides.  When spring 
came suddenly, the snow melted and 
our airfield at Krasnodar was under 
water.  The weather changed from 10 
degrees of frost to 30 degrees plus in 
two days plus rain on top of that.  We 
were stranded!  No tow planes or other 
planes could land.  We had orders to 
build a runway, which we managed 
after 37 days.  We requisitioned local 
people, soldiers, anyone who could dig, 
move snow and pump water.  When we 
had finished the so-called landing strip, 
the Russians were very close.  Their 
artillery shells were exploding every-
where. 
 

 
 

Myself, repairing a wheel in Russia 
 

 On the 38th day, one plane landed, a 
Ju52 transport.  There were about 30 of 
us flying personnel at Krasnodar; the 
order was to take us out.  Normally, 20-
24 was the maximum, but we scram-
bled in and took a chance.  There were a 
lot of wounded soldiers who were des-
perate to get out, but you had to obey 
orders or be shot.  The situation was 
ugly and desperate, as the Russians 
were now advancing on the airfield.  
We were the last to get out.  The re-
maining German troops surrendered. 
 After de-lousing and being issued 
with brand-new uniforms, we flew to 
Beaumont near Paris, where more ex-
periments took place.  From Beaumont 
we flew to Istres in the south of France.  

By then the Americans and British had 
advanced in Italy, Sardinia and Sicily.  
We set off from Istres to supply the 
German troops in Sicily with a convoy 
of He111Zs each towing two Go242s.  
We were in the last Go242.  Our load 
was a kübelwagen with a driver in it.  
Our load was above the normal weight, 
but with a booster rocket we got air-
borne.  When we got over the Mediter-
ranean Sea the speed was not sufficient 
to keep us steady.  We got into trouble 
and had to release from the plane.  Be-
neath us, water everywhere!  Corsica 
was in sight, but not a chance of getting 
there.  We ditched, and the glider disin-
tegrated on impact.  The three of us 
held on to the debris of the glider and 
were rescued by a French fishing boat 
which took us to Corsica, where we got 
first aid.  Then we were sent by boat to 
mainland France and back to our unit. 
 After a couple of weeks in hospital 
and three weeks’ leave, my pilot and I 
were seconded to bomber squadron 
K.G.55 at Kiev in the Ukraine.  Our task 
was to fly in fuel, ammunition and 
parts to keep the squadron’s He111 
bombers going.  Sometimes we made 
two flights a day until the supplies 
dried up.  The British and American 
bombing of Germany had intensified 
and the landings in Normandy were in 
progress.  Everyone knew the end was 
just around the corner.  Because of the 
short supply of fuel, the bombers were 
grounded most of the time.  The Rus-
sians were advancing from the east; and 
K.G.55 moved west to Poland where 
the squadron was disbanded. 
 We were sent back to our unit, 
which was in Hanau, near Frankfurt am 
Main, but when we arrived at the desti-
nation, the unit no longer existed as it 
had become part of a paratrooper outfit.  
We were ordered to report to the para-
trooper HQ in Freiburg.  When we ar-
rived there, we were ordered to report 
to a place near Leipzig.  My companion, 
the pilot, got fed up with being sent all 
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over the place.  He just dressed in civil-
ian clothing and said “I go home to 
Austria”, which he did, and that is the 
last I heard of him.  I obeyed the orders, 
and was heading to Cologne, but all the 
trains heading in that direction were 
diverted because the city had been de-
stroyed by bombing.  To get to Leipzig, 
I was given orders to go via Frankfurt, 
Würzburg, and Dresden.  The rail line 
to Dresden was closed, and I was or-
dered to proceed via Breslau and 
Cottbus.  Every time I was ordered to 
take a new route, they issued a ration 
for every day.  I spent 14 days trying to 
get to Leipzig.  In that time the only 
food I had was soup and bread, which 
was obtainable on every railway sta-
tion.   
 I got fed up and decided to go home.  
I got onto a train going to Poland.  
Along the way I was stopped by the 
military police and a Gestapo agent in 
civilian clothes.  I was hoping I could 
talk my way out of it, but the Gestapo 
insisted that I be arrested as a suspected 
deserter and taken to the commandant 
in Leszno.  This was the town near my 
home where I had joined the Polish 
Cavalry in July 1939.  The commandant 
was not very pleased, but had no power 
to send me to jail.  Instead, I was to be 
taken, handcuffed, to a collection place 
near Leipzig.  The sergeant who was to 
deliver me was a nice man.  He had 
been in Russia for three years.  I told 
him my story and he was very sympa-
thetic.  Firstly, I persuaded him to let 
me visit my sister Elfriede and her other 
half, Bruno, who had served in Russia 
and lost one leg stepping on a mine.  
Elfriede, who ran a grocery shop in 
Leszno, was very pleased to see me and 
generous with some groceries for my 
sergeant.  We had a good meal, and 
took some provisions like salami, garlic 
sausages, butter, cakes and biscuits.  
 Before we had reached Cottbus, my 
guard revealed he had a wife and three 
children whom he had not seen for 

three and a half years.  I took advantage 
of the situation.  I promised him I 
would deliver myself to the com-
mander in Leipzig.  He was very grate-
ful, and when the train stopped in 
Cottbus, he took off my handcuffs and 
handed me all the papers and orders 
from the Gestapo and commander in 
Leszno.  We shook hands and he 
wished me good luck, knowing it could 
be dodgy for him.  He departed and I 
wished him a good holiday with his 
family.  When I arrived at the barracks, 
I destroyed all the papers that I was 
supposed to have handed over to the 
commander, hoping it would be the 
end of that.  The commander accepted 
my explanation and ordered me to be 
re-trained for infantry duty, along with 
thousands of other now-redundant air-
men.   
 The infantry training lasted four 
weeks.  My unit consisted mainly of 
aircrew.  On the last day before our 
company was to leave, I was called to 
the commander, and was told that the 
commandant at Leszno had asked 
about me.  I was promptly arrested and 
sent to await trial at the highest military 
court at Berlin Templehof.  Most sol-
diers who were sent there never saw 
the daylight again.  It was more or less 
an execution place.  I was handcuffed 
all the time, but before entering the 
main court, a high-ranking officer in-
terviewed me.  I asked him if I could 
have someone to help me with the 
German language as I’m of Polish ex-
traction, which I was granted.  The man 
they gave me was very nice man, who 
would also act as my lawyer.  It took 
some 30-40 minutes to explain the 
whole story to him in broken German.  
His Polish wasn’t very good, but my 
life was at stake!  I reappeared before 
the high-ranking officer.  The questions 
were asked in German and translated 
into Polish, so I had time to give the 
right answers.  The officer tried to trap 
me, but I stuck to my story.  After inter-
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rogating me for an hour, the officer got 
very angry.  I thought this is it!  But to 
my surprise he said this case should 
have been dealt with at company level.  
In this court they had more important 
cases to deal with.  I was released from 
my handcuffs, but not free of the guard 
responsible for me.  He had to deliver 
me back to our unit commander.  The 
unit commander sentenced me to 28 
days’ hard labour in a stone mine.  I did 
not mind this; at least I had avoided 
being shipped to the front for at least 
another 28 days! 
 The infantry regiment to which I 
belonged, meanwhile, had been sent to 
the front and the men had been killed 
or taken prisoner by the Allied forces in 
Normandy.  When my 28 days’ deten-
tion finished, I was sent back to the 
training centre instead of to the front.  I 
had to wait for new recruits to arrive 
and again start four weeks of basic 
training as an infantryman.  My rank 
was Obergefreiter (lance corporal).  I 
still received my flying pay, which was 
terrible, the same as normal infantry 
pay.  Our uniforms were the same as 
the paratroopers.  The unit was a mixed 
lot of young boys, old flying veterans 
with hundreds of flying missions, Poles, 
Romanians, Ukrainians and every able 
man the Nazis could find.  The end was 
close at hand. 
 Our regiment was sent by train to 
Cologne, and from there to the Eifel 
Mountains, walking for days, waiting 
for orders and action.  When we got 
near the action, artillery fire from the 
Americans was very intense.  We had to 
learn how to dodge and not to be hit 
and dive for cover.  In this territory 
there were lots of caves.  In the caves 
were housed the Red Cross, food stores, 
water, and there was a river nearby.  
Our orders were to stop the American 
and British soldiers from reaching the 
river bridge, the low lands and open 
spaces.  Our commander was a young 
lieutenant, not older than 20, with no 

experience, but keen to win the war 
single handed! 
 We dug ourselves in.  It rained for 
days.  Our position was in the direct 
line of fire, so we dug deep into the 
ground.  Our food and water had run 
out.  We had to get from the caves 
down the mountain.  I, with two other 
volunteers, went late one evening to 
obtain food from the store.  The pound-
ing of the American artillery was very 
intense.  The forest downhill was deci-
mated, hardly a tree standing and big 
craters everywhere.  I knew by instinct 
where the next explosion of shells 
would be and how near they would be!  
I got separated from both of my com-
panions.  I was too hungry and thirsty 
to return, so I went on, if only to reach 
the river.  I never saw them again. 
 The night was dark and it was rain-
ing as usual.  I was exhausted to say the 
least and almost fell asleep on the road-
side when the artillery fire stopped.  
From the road, the river was some 100-
150 metres away.  I heard some foot-
steps approaching.  Being dark, I could 
not see what this military unit was.  The 
column of troops was endless.  I 
thought it was the withdrawal of Ger-
man paratroopers from a position near 
us.  I joined them as they were heading 
in the direction where I and my two 
buddies were supposed to go and fetch 
water and food. 
 The men were marching in silence; 
nobody was saying a word.  After a 
kilometre or so, I thought, funny, so I 
tapped a soldier on his shoulder, and 
asked him what the situation was and 
asked why are they were retreating.  
Suddenly, a big commotion.  I was sur-
rounded and searched and stripped of 
my camouflage, pistol and hand gre-
nade.  I was taken prisoner of war by 
the Americans!  After a short interroga-
tion I was marched, hands on my head, 
to the next HQ.  On the way, it turned 
out that the soldier guarding me was of 
Polish decent, and we had a chat in Pol-
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ish.  His grandparents still lived in Po-
land and he was very concerned about 
their safety near Warsaw.  His parents 
had emigrated to America when he was 
just a boy, but he still spoke fluent Pol-
ish.  I told the interrogator all I knew 
and was then given some food and 
American coffee.  I had never seen in-
stant coffee and powdered milk before.   
 After another interrogation, I was 
led to a camp where I met some of my 
unit fellows, including our young lieu-
tenant, who was going to win the war 
“single handed”!  If he could, he would 
have charged me, but I gave him a 
smile and said “nice to see you here 
with the rest of us”! 
 After two days, we were loaded into 
lorries and transported to a large camp.  
Tents as far as one could see, with field 
kitchens and running water.  In this 
camp, there were sections for Russians, 
Poles, Romanians, Spanish, Italians and 
others.  I got in touch with the Polish 
section and put in an application to be 
accepted as a volunteer for the Polish 
Army.  We received American rations, 
plus cigarettes or tobacco and had ac-
cess to the Naafi and also had good 
pay, so we could buy drinks, etc.  Be-
fore we were fully accepted as Allied 
soldiers, however, we had to undergo 
several severe rounds of interrogation. 
 We were sent to Scotland by ship.  
When we arrived in Fort William, MI2 
took over.  A long list of interrogations 
followed.  I was accepted into the Polish 
Army and was promoted to sergeant in 
the 10th Division of the 3rd Regiment of 
Dragoons because I had started my 
military life in the 17th Cavalry Regi-
ment.  Before moving to my unit, we 
got sworn in.  Then we had to be 
trained as Polish soldiers in British uni-
form. 
 The war was still going on in Ger-
many and in Asia with Japan.  Our unit 
was sent from Fort William to Ga-
lashiels, where we were billeted in a 
disused clothing factory.  The Douglas 

Hotel was requisitioned as an officer’s 
mess.  We received some tanks, Jeeps, 
and lorries etc., but before we took over 
the equipment, we needed drivers to 
drive them.  I had a German driving 
licence, but this not recognised by the 
Polish military.  So I volunteered to be 
sent to the Jedburgh driving school, 
which was under the Polish military.  
After four weeks, I was a fully qualified 
tank and lorry driver.  
 

Emil Andrzejewski remained in the Polish 
Army, stationed in Scotland, until he was 
demobbed in 1946.  He stayed in Scotland 
for two years and then took a hotel job in 
Worthing, West Sussex, before marrying 
and establishing himself as the proprietor of 
a bakery business in London.  He never 
spoke of his wartime experiences, but it is 
thought that he began writing his life story 
around 2000.  This was unknown to his wife 
and children until the manuscript was dis-
covered after his death in December 2005.  
We are grateful to his daughter, Mrs Janet 
Harrison, for allowing us to print her fa-
ther’s story, presented here in condensed 
and edited form.  The full 50-page version, 
entitled My Life Story by Emil Andrzejewski, 
is available in the Museum Shop.  
 
Footnote to Page 21 

The part of Poland in which Emil and his 
family lived was part of Prussia from 1793 
to 1807 and from 1815 to 1920, when an 
independent Polish nation was created by 
the Treaty of Versailles.  Northwestern Po-
land had been, and was at the time of Emil’s 
youth, a melting pot of people of Germanic, 
Baltic, and Slavic origins.  Both Polish and 
German were spoken as everyday lan-
guages, many people were more-or-less bi-
lingual, and, like Emil’s, many families 
were of mixed ancestry.  The Potsdam Con-
ference in July 1945 ceded 40,000 square 
miles of pre-1939 German territory to Po-
land.  As a part of the Potsdam settlement, 
the Allies agreed to Stalin’s demand that 
approximately 12 million ethnic Germans 
(Volksdeutscher) be expelled from eastern 
Europe, including eight million from within 
Poland’s new boundaries. 

—Ed. 
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Letters, Notes, 
and Queries 

 
 

BFTS cadets who didn’t make it home 

In 1995, during a visit to Florida, my 
wife and I decided to travel to Clewis-
ton to check out the old base of No. 5 
British Flying Training School.  Situated 
in the sugar-growing area near Lake 
Okeechobee, we found the airfield still 
in use as a sky-diving centre.  Most of 
the buildings had been demolished, but 
one original building was being used as 
a flight office, and one large hangar 
housed the aircraft.  In the flight office 
was a scrapbook containing photo-
graphs and anecdotes relating to its 
past as an RAF training school when it 
was known as Riddle Field. 
 My enquiries as to where any casu-
alties were interred revealed that a plot 
for RAF cadets killed whilst at Clewis-
ton and nearby Carlstrom Field (where 
other British cadets had been trained), 
was situated in Arcadia Oak Ridge 
community cemetery, about 18 miles 
from Clewiston.  Unfortunately we did 
not have time to go there on this trip. 
 The following year we made a spe-
cial point of visiting Oak Ridge, and 
found a pleasant, quiet, very well-
tended plot under trees containing the 
graves of 23 cadets marked by the tradi-
tional CWGC white granite headstones.  
All of these headstones were stained 
brown from the iron in the water sup-
ply sprayed by the sprinkler system, 
and they were not looking the immacu-
late brilliant white we are used to see-
ing in CWGC cemeteries. 
 The condition of these stones con-
cerned me somewhat, and on return to 
the UK I contacted the CWGC at Maid-
enhead and was informed that all 
graves in the US were the responsibility 
of their Canadian office.  They said they 
would instruct them to investigate and 
take action.  In addition, I wrote a letter 

to the Union Jack, a newspaper pub-
lished in America especially for ex-pats.  
My letter was published and this 
brought an immediate response from 
an ex-WAAF, Mrs Adams, who lives at 
Sarasota, thanking me for bringing to 
her attention that an RAF plot existed in 
her area.  Shortly after this, Mrs Adams 
attended a memorial service at Oak 
Ridge and sent me a copy of the Order 
of Service (OOS) listing all the names of 
the British cadets interred there. 
 Coincidentally, a fellow member of 
the Gosport Aviation Society and local 
historian, David Maber, dedicated a 
memorial plaque to Flying Officer Jim 
Clandillon, who had been killed whilst 
trying to land his crippled Beaufighter 
V8564 at Grange airfield, Gosport.  Jim 
Clandillon had been a member of No. 
219 Squadron Fighter Interception Unit 
stationed at Tangmere, then in the 
process of moving to Ford.  On the 
night of the crash the aircraft was carry-
ing out a routine interception of an uni-
dentified aircraft under the control of 
Blackgang GCI when it was severely 
damaged by fire from the target, which 
turned out to be a friendly RAF Wel-
lington.  The navigator bailed out and 
survived.  Members of Jim’s family and 
the navigator attended the dedication. 
 I showed David the OOS and some 
photographs I had taken of the Oak 
Ridge plot, and he told me that Jim 
Clandillon’s younger brother Derek had 
been killed in a crash in the Everglades 
whist under training in Florida three 
weeks before Jim had crashed, and as 
far as the family were aware his body 
had not been found and he had no 
known grave.  Imagine our amazement 
when I found Derek’s name on the OOS 
for the Oak Ridge RAF Plot!  I had a 
photo of his grave as well. 
 David immediately notified the fam-
ily of our discovery and the 53-year-old 
mystery was solved.  I wrote to Mrs 
Adams to tell her the news and as soon 
as my letter arrived she notified the lo-
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cal newspaper for the Gulf Coast area.  
The paper’s editor called me at mid-
night to get the full story as they 
wanted to carry a large article.  The 
story was duly published and I had a 
call from Mrs Adams to say that as a 
result of the newspaper coverage, a Mr 
H. Roscoe-Brinton had called to say that 
at the time he was a flying instructor at 
Clewiston, training the cadets, and he 
was the person who had located the 
wreckage of Derek’s aircraft in the Ev-
erglades south of Fort Myers. 
 The procedure adopted at the BFTSs 
was for a “posse” of instructors to form 
a search party when an aircraft was 
overdue from an exercise, and this was 
how he had discovered the remains of 
Derek’s aircraft.  Mrs Adams also said 
that on her visit to the cemetery with 
the newspaper reporter she was de-
lighted to find that the headstones had 
been cleaned, presumably on the in-
structions of the CWGC in Ottawa, and 
that they once again looked as if some-
body cared about them. 

— Ron Jones 
 
No. 1 Squadron’s pointed markings 

I am sure many readers will wonder 
why No. 1 (F) Squadron identification 
markings differ from other fighter 
squadrons.  Such markings are usually 
to be found on each side of the rear fu-
selage with parallel sides extending 
from the central squadron badge.  This 
was not possible on No. 1 Sqn Mk V 
Hunters which were powered by Arm-
strong-Siddeley Sapphire engines, the 
reason being that the oil lubricating 
these engines was not circulated, but 
was exhausted to atmosphere.  The oil 
was very corrosive to paint and caused 
a terrible mess to the paintwork on the 
rear fuselage where squadron markings 
were usually found.  Different mark-
ings therefore had to be designed and 
they were born one wet Saturday after-
noon in July 1955 in No. 1 Sqn hangar.  
At that time I was “A” Flight Com-

mander and was lucky enough to have 
the extraordinary Flight Sergeant Willis 
as my NCO in charge of the ground-
crew.  A true workaholic, he was often 
to be found working on aircraft in the 
hangar during off-duty hours. 
 That Saturday, he and I met in the 
hangar armed with sheets of cardboard 
extracted from the photographic section 
and cans of paint.  The two of us set 
about cutting out various cardboard 
templates and it didn’t take us long to 
decide that the extended side of the 
markings had to be pointed rather that 
parallel in order that they looked right 
on the forward fuselage.  The job was 
completed with some not so amateurish 
painting on the left-hand forward fuse-
lage and we awaited the Monday morn-
ing comments from pilots and ground-
crew which were varied to say the least.  
They were, however, approved by HQ 
Fighter Command and remain the 
standard markings today.  

— Harry Irving 
 
Up in a Desoutter 

I was particularly interested in the pic-
ture of the Desoutter monoplane in Air 
Marshal Selway’s reminiscences (Sum-
mer 2009) because I, too, flew in a very 
similar aircraft, G-AANA.  I have a 
photo of it, with “my” aircraft in almost 
exactly the same position as in the Air 
Marshal’s photo.  My picture shows my 
father and me about to board for a 
pleasure flight from rough ground 
which I believe was to become part of 
Blackpool Airport.  My father, who had 
been in the Royal Artillery during the 
Great War, was used to seeing biplanes 
with plenty of wires and struts, for the 
first thing he said when we turned up 
for our flight was, “I can’t trust that 
thing, with only one wing and no wires 
or struts!”  However, we did both get in 
and at least I very much enjoyed it — so 
much so that I plagued Dad to take me 
again the next day and when we turned 
up the pilot said a wheel had been 
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changed and he was about to do a test 
flight.  My Dad was even less inter-
ested, but he allowed me to go with the 
pilot and I had a long and thoroughly 
good time with the pilot showing me 
what he could do.  I think that I was 10 
or 11 years old at the time so that the 
flights would have been in 1932 or 1933.  
 Strangely enough, when I made a 
search to determine when G-AANA 
was registered in this country, I could 
find no trace of it.  I later made a flying 
model of it.  It is quite difficult to make 
a take-off from our closely mowed fly-
ing field, but in the air it is fine.  

— Brian Hewitt 
 
Aden Ditchings  

I would like to thank David Baron for 
replying (The Tangmere Logbook, Au-
tumn 2008) to my request for informa-
tion regarding the No. 105 Squadron 
Argosy that came down in the sea short 
of Khormaksar’s runway when the pilot 
inadvertently feathered a third engine 
during an asymmetric approach. After 
its immersion in sea water for several 
days, many of us on No. 131 M.D. felt 
certain that it would have been beyond 
economic repair.  It was quite a revela-
tion, therefore, to read that it was refur-
bished and returned to service.  
 The Argosy, however, was not the 
only aircraft to ditch in the sea short of 
the runway during my tour at Khor-
maksar, as a Royal Navy Scimitar also 
went in. This aircraft is documented in 
Michael J. Doust’s Scimitar: From the 
Cockpit No. 2, Ad Hoc Publications, 
2006.  Briefly, the account of the inci-
dent is that on 22nd May 1963, XD239 
of 800 NAS on HMS Ark Royal suffered 
a hydraulic failure and was diverted to 
Khormaksar but didn’t quite make it 
and ditched in Aden harbour.  The pi-
lot, S/Lt C. D. Legg, is stated to have 
ejected, which would imply that the 
aircraft made an unmanned ditching.  
In the photograph showing the aircraft 
being salvaged, only the tail assembly 

and part of the starboard fuselage and 
wing can be seen but from this it ap-
pears to have suffered very little dam-
age, particularly if the pilot was not on 
board to control it when it hit the water.  
The ultimate fate of the aircraft is not 
given.  I wonder, therefore, if it was 
returned to Ark Royal, brought back to 
the UK to be refurbished and returned 
to service, or whether it was perhaps 
given a Royal Navy send-off by remov-
ing all salvageable items and then being 
pushed over the stern to a watery 
grave.  Does any reader have any fur-
ther information on XD239?  

— John Hanmore 
 
Answer to Photo Quiz, Summer 2009 

From the Operations Record Book, RAF 
Station Tangmere: 

31.7.32 to 14.8.32.  Nos. 600 (B) and 604 
(B) Squadrons attached to Tangmere 
during period of Air Exercises and for 
Annual Training. 

The County of Middlesex Squadron 
was formed in 1930 and equipped with 
Westland Wapitis in September.  It was 
re-designated as a fighter squadron in 
July 1934 and temporarily re-equipped 
with Hawker Harts that autumn pend-
ing the arrival of Hawker Demons in 
June 1935.  Their first training Summer 
Camp at Tangmere, with Wapitis, was 
in July-August 1931 followed by three 
further seasons with the same aircraft.  
Our photograph was taken from the 
observer’s cockpit of a 604 Squadron 
Wapiti over the city of Chichester dur-
ing the squadron’s second season at 
Tangmere in 1932, but 1931, 1933, or 
1934 is close enough to be counted as 
the correct answer — a photograph de-
picting 604’s Wapitis over Chichester 
might have been taken in any of these 
four years.   
 Congratulations, in alphabetical or-
der, to David Burleigh, Mike Cole, 
Harry Fuller, and John Hanmore who 
supplied all four answers correctly: air-
craft, squadron, place, and date. 



  

 

 
 
Photo quiz 

Name at least 25 of the controls, instruments, and switches depicted in this photograph.  
Make a photocopy of this page and draw lines to your labels in the margins and pass it 
along to the Editor by 30th November 2009.  No prizes for naming the type of aircraft!  

 

 
 

The next issue of The Tangmere Logbook will be devoted to a 
 commemoration of the 70th anniversary of the Battle of Britain.  If you 
have any personal reminiscences, original photographs or previously 
unpublished historical information that you would like to share with 

us for this special issue, please contact the Editor. 
 

 
 

Cover Illustrations 

Front cover:  Our photograph depicts P-38F-1-LO serial 41-7630, named “Glacier Girl” 
after its recovery from nearly 300 feet of ice in 1992.  It is one of the six Lightnings that 

were left stranded in Greenland during the first part of the Operation Bolero air ferry in 
June-July 1942, as described in our story on page 18.  “Glacier Girl” was restored to air-

worthiness in 2001.  This public domain photo was taken by Tech. Sgt. Ben Bloker, 
USAF.  Back cover: This image of the County of Middlesex squadron’s original badge 

appeared on the squadron’s Christmas card for 1931.  Museum collection. 
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	From the Operations Record Book,
	RAF Station Tangmere, 11.10.42:
	Detachment of 14th Fighter Group,
	1 officer, 20 enlisted men, arrived today for 14 days’ progressive operational experience.  15 pilots arrived in Lightning aircraft this evening from Atcham.
	Operation Bolero, an Allied plan for sending American troops and equip-ment to Britain, included ferrying fighters and other aircraft across the North Atlantic via the Northern Ferry Route.  Bombers and transport aircraft had been, of course, ferried across the Atlantic since November 1940.  Ferry-ing fighters, however, was more problematic and had not been attempt-ed.  The Army Air Corps carried out a number of trials with their principal front-line fighters of the time, the Lockheed P-38 Lightning, the Bell P-39 Airacobra, and the Curtiss P-40 War-hawk.  The Airacobras of the 31st Fight-er Group, for example, were fitted with long-range fuel tanks and made several practice flights to evaluate their suit-ability for an Atlantic transit.  Their range of about 1,000 miles even with extra fuel tanks, which would have required intermediate refueling stops at points which at that time lacked the necessary facilities, led to the abandon-ment of this idea — for the time being at least.  
	It was, however, considered an urgent priority by the Allies for the U.S. Army Air Corps to establish an im-mediate presence in Britain, and so the 31st Fighter Group, along with other groups that had been equipped with P-39s and P-40s, were sent to Britain without their aircraft to be equipped upon their arrival with Spitfires.
	On the other hand, it was felt that the twin-engined Lockheed Lightnings offered a greater margin of safety along the ferry route and could carry more fuel: two 300-gallon underwing tanks gave them a range of 2,200 miles, eliminating the delay and logistical problems of establishing the inter-mediate airfields that would have been needed by the P-39s and P-40s.
	The first wave of deliveries set off on 23rd June 1942 and consisted of the 1st Fighter Group’s Lightnings flying in company with Fortresses of the 97th Bomb Group, each B-17 navigating for  three or four P-38s.  The first flights of P-38s safely negotiated the route.  Ad-ditional flights proceeded, as weather and other circumstances permitted, without mishap until July 15th, when a flight of two B-17s and six P-38s lost their bearings in bad weather and put down on the east coast of Greenland; all the aircrew were rescued, although the aircraft had to be abandoned.
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