
TO-NIGHT I HAVE THE HONOUR OF ADDRESSING THIS DISTINGUISHED 
GATHERING ABOUT A IJONG-LOST WELLINGTON WHICH SURVIVED A LONG-
FORGOTTEN AIR BATTLE IN WHICH. WE WERE DEFEATED -- BUT NOT 
DISHONOURED. THE DETAILS OF THIS BATTLE ARE ALL IN THE PROLOGUE TO 
"BOMBER COMMAND" BY MAX HASTINGS.  THIS BATTLE WAS CALLED "THE 
BATTLE OF HELIGOLAND BIGHT", AND THE WELLINGTON I FLEW THAT DAY IS 
NOW THE ONLY ONE LEFT IN THE WORLD THAT HAS FLOWN IN BATTLE AND 
SURVIVED.  IT IS OF COURSE, OLD "R for ROBERT".  

I AM HERE TONIGHT NOT THROUGH ANY MERIT OF MY OWN, BUT BECAUSE I 
HAPPENED TO FLY THIS WELLINGTON ON THE 18th: OF DECEMBER 1939.  OUR 
CHAIRMAN, WITH;THEHELP OF THE MINISTRY OF DEFENCE, TRACKED ME DOWN.  

IN THE COUSS OF MY ADDRESS I'LL MENTION. VARIOUS PEOPLE, SOME OF 
WHOM ARE HERE TO-NIGHT, AND I'LL ASK THEM TO STAND UP SO THAT YOU 
CAN SEE AND ADMIRE THEM.  

WE HAVE A OARTICULARLY INTERESTING GUEST TO-NIGHT, OBERST (GROUP 
CAPTAIN, OR COLONEL USAF) WOLFGANG FALCK, WHOM WE ENCOUNTERED ON OUR 
RETURN FLIGHT FROM WILHELMSHAVEN ON THAT DAY AND SHOT DOWN IN FLAMES 
IN HIS ME.110. BUT I'M HAPPY TO SAY THAT HE SURVIVED.   WE KNOCKED 
OUT BOTH. HIS ENGINES, PUT HIM ON FIRE, YET, I'M DELIGHTED TO TELL 
YOU, HE MANAGED TO GLIDE DOWN, WITH HIS AMMUNITION: EXPLODING, AND 
BY A SUPERB FEAT OF AIRMANSHIP MANAGED TO PERCH DOWN ON THE AIRFIELD 
AT WANGEROOGE, THE MOST EASTERLY OF THE FRIESIAN ISLANDS. STAND UP, 
WOLF, SO THAT ALL CAN SEE YOU. THANK YOU. WE BOTH LEARNED TO FLY IN 
THE EARLY THIRTIES: HE AT THE TOP SECRET LUFTWAFFE TRAINING BASE AT 
LIPETSK IN RUSSIA, AND I AT NO. 2 FLYING TRAINING SCHOOL, DIGBY, 
AFTER WHICH I SERVED FOR SEVERAL YEARS IN THE MIDDLE EAST.  

WELL DONE, WOLF, OUR ENEMY OF YESTERYEAR -- BUT OUR FRIEND TO-DAY. I 
AM DELIGHTED THAT YOU SURVIVED, AND IT IS GOOD TO HAVE YOU AND 
GISELA HERE TO-NIGHT. THERE IS A BROTHERHOOD OF T1E AIR, EVEN 
BETWEEN ENEMIES, TO WHICH I'LL RETURN LATER.

AT THE OUTBREAK OF WAR I WAS A FLIGHT COMMANDER IN NO. 149 SQUADRON 
IN No.3 GROUP, BASED AT MILDENHALL. THIS GROUP HAD RECENTLY 
CONVERTED FROM NIGHT-FLYING HANDLEY-PAGE HARROWS TO WELLINGTONS FOR 
DAYLIGHT OPERAT]ONS. THIS DEMANDED FORMATION FLYING OF THE HIIGHEST 
ORDER. FOR VARIOUS; REASONS THIS WAS NOT GENERALLY ACHIEVED IN NO.3 
GROUP -- WITH FATAL RESULTS. I WILL EXPLAIN WHY.  

IN-CREDIBLE AS IT MAY SEEM NOW, SOME OF OUR SQUADRON COMMANDERS DID 
NOT FLY WELLINTONS AT ALL. I HAD ONE WHO WAS, MERCIFULLY FOR US ALL, 
POSTED, TO BE REPLAED BY WING COMMANDER RICHARD KELLETT. THESE OLD-
STAGERS WERE BRAVE MEN WHO HAD DONE WELL IN THE 1914-18 WAR, BUT 
WERE TOO OLD OR SET IN THEIR WAYS TO CONVERT TO THE WELLINGTON. THEY 
SEEMED INCAPABLE OF COPING WITH MODERN AIRCRAFT SO THEY LEFT THE 
LEADING TO FLIGHT COMMANDERS WHO WERE THEMSELVES INEXPERIENCED IN 
FORMATION FLYING BECAUSE THEY WERE BASICALLY INDIVIDUALISTIC NIGHT-
BOMBER PILOTS. FORMATION FLYING WAS SECOND NATURE TO ME AFTER FIVE 
YEARS IN THE MIDDLE EAST, WHERE IT WAS TAKEN SERIOUSLY AND PRACTISED 
CONTINUALLY. THIS BACKGROUND STOOD ME IN GOOD STEAD IN TRAINNG MY 
PILOTS. IN FACT IT SAVED US. I WAS LUCKY TO HAVE HAD IT. CLOSE 



FORMATION CAN BE UNNERVING UNTIL ONE GETS USED TO IT.
KELLETT ARRIVED JUST IN TIME. ONE OF THE RAF'S MOST BRILLIANT 
PILOTS, HE HELD THE W0RLD'S LONG-DISTANCE RECORD LEADING THREE 
WELLESLEYS FROM EGYPT TO AUSTRALIA. HE WAS ONE OF A SMALL HANDFUL OF 
YOUNG SENIOR OFFICERS IN THE GROJP CAPABLE OF LEADING P FORMATION. 
HE LED BRILLIANTLY ON THE WILHELMSHAVEN RAID. WE SURVIVED BECAUSE OF 
HIM, AND THE TWO SQUADRONS THAT FAILED TO FORMATE ON HIM SUFFERED 
INEVITABLE AND GRIEVOUS LOSSES. THEIR SURVIVORS ACCUSED KELLETT OF 
FLYING TOO FAST SO THAT THEY COULD NOT KEEP UP. THIS TOTALLY UNTRUE 
ACCUSATION WAS REPEATED IN THE RAF OFFICIAL HISTORY OFTHE WAR, AND 
MUST BE REFUTED. THE TRUTH IS THAT THE LEADERS OF THE TWO SQUADRONS, 
9 & 37, HAD NEVER FLOWN WITH KELLETT BEFORE, AS I HAD, HAD THEIR OWN 
IDEAS, DIFFERENT FROM OURS, AND SO FAILED TO MAINTAIN FORMATION LTH 
US. BUT THEY WERE NOT TOTALLY TO BLAME; THE FAULT LAY ALSO WITH THE 
OLD NON-FLYING STAFF OFFICERS OF HIGHER COMMAND AT H:Q 3 GROUP AND 
BOMBR COMMAND. 

THE TASK OF IA FORMATION LEADER, WHETHER OF A FLIGHT, SQUADRON, WING 
OR GROUP, WAS TO HOLD IT TOGETHER. HE KNOWS THAT SOME STATIONS IN 
THE FORMATION ARE MORE DIFFICULT TO HOLD THAN OTHERS, SO THE LEADER 
MUST INITIATE NO MANOEUVER WHICH CANNOT BE FOLLOWED BY EVERYBODY. 
LARGE FORMATIONS ARE NOT EASILY MANOEUVERED: THE LEADER HAS TO BE 
GOOD, AS KELLETT WAS. 

F/LT (Now Wd/CDR) PETER GRANT, WHOM I HAD NEVER MET BEFORE OUR
BRIEFING THE NIGHT ~IEFORE AT HQ 3. GROUP, FLEW "STEPPEDóUP" ON ME 
AS I HAD INSTRUCTED HIM AFTER THE BRIEFING. HE HAD NOT I BELIEVE 
FLOWN IN THIS POSITION BEFORE. I ASKED HIM TO MAINTAIN A DIFFICULT 
STATION WHICH OTHER SQUADRONS DID NOT EVEN ATTEMPT. HE WAS TO FLY 
"STEPPEDóUP" SO AS NOT TO MASK MY GUNS. IT WAS A DIFFICULT POSITION 
YET HE FORMATED BRILLIANTLY, CLINGING TO ME LIKE A LIMPET: STAND UP, 
PETER, AND LET E11ERYBODY SEE YOU. HAD YOU FAILED WE WOULD NOT HAVE 
SURVIVED. WELL DONE, AND THANK YOU. PETER HAS COME ALL THE WAY FROM 
TORONTO TO BE WITH US. IN FACT WE HAVE THREE CANADIANS HERE 
TOóNIGHT; THE OTHERS ARE MY. DEAR DAUGHTER JANINE AND HER HUSBAND 
DONALD, FROM THE WILD WEST CITY OF CALGARY. 

THE HEAVY LOSSES IN THE OTHER TWO SQUADRONS ("CHEESE" LEMON, THE 
ONLY SURVIVOR OF 37 SQUADRON., CAME THROUGH BY ACCIDENTALLY LOWERING 
HIS FLAPS INSTEAD OF OPNING HIS BOMBóDOORS) WERE DUE TO OLD MEN ON 
THE AIR STAFFS WHO ORGANIZED NO PRACTICE IN LARGE FORMATION FLYING. 
OUR DEFEAT THAT DAY LAY NOT AT OUR DOOR BUT AT THAT OF MEN OBSESSED 
WITH THE STRANGE THEORY THAT BOMBERS, EVEN WIITHOUT THE NECESSARY 
FORMATION FLYING PRACTICE OR FIGHTER COVER, COULD DEFEAT FIGHTERS 
WHICH WERE FASTER, BETTER ARMED AND MORE MANOEUVRABLE. OUR .303 BALL 
AMMUNITION WAS INFERIOR TO THE GERMAN CANNON FIRING EXPLOSIVE 
SHELLS. AND TO THROW TOGETHER SQUADRONS WHICH HAD NEVER FLOWN 
TOGETHER BEFORE WAS A CERTAIN RECIPE FOR DISASTER. I HAD FLOWN WITH 
KELLETT BEFORE, SO WE WERE AT ONE. THAT SAVED US. THE OTHER 
SQUADRONS HAD NEVER FLOWN WITH HIM, OR WITH EACH OTHER, AND WERE 
NEARLY WIPED OUT. I'LL SAY NO MORE ON THIS MATTER, EXCEPT THAT I LET 
GROUP HQ KNOW THAT I WAS NOT PREPARED TO GO ON ANY MORE ILLóPREPARED 
OPERATIONS, AND NAMED THE SMALL HANDFUL OF OFFICERSWHO WERE CAPABLE 
OF LEADING. PROPERLY TRAINED WE'D HAVE KNOCKED HELL OUT OF WOLF AND 



HIS FRIENDS, BUT WE WERE NOT TRAINED. HOWEVER, THE LUFTWAFFE WOULD 
HAVE ALTERED THEIR TACTICS AND GOT US IN THE END. NO I'LL LEAVE THIS 
PAINFUL SUBJECT. 

NOW I'D LIKE TO TELL YOU ABOUT OUR CREWS: THE MEN, BOYS REALLY, WHO 
DID THE FLYING AND FIGHTING. THE OLDEST IN MY CREW WAS SGT (Now WG/
CDR) BUNNY AUSTIN, NAVIGATOR AND MID-UNDER TURRET GUNNER. HE IS HERE 
TO-NIGHT: STAND UP, BUNNY. HE WAS THE OLDEST AT 24 YEARS. THEN WE 
HAD A/C I JIMMY MULLINEAUX, REAR-GUNNER, VERY YOUNG AND KEEN. THE 
REAR-GUNNER GOT MOST OF THE SHOOTING, SO HE HAD TO BE GOOD. THEN A/C 
2. WATSON, A SCOTSMAN FROM GLASGOW, W/T OPERATOR AND GUNNER, AND A/C 
2: DOXSEY, FRONT-GUNNER, WHO WAS ALSO VERY YOUNG, THE BABY OF THE 
CREW. I WAS AN ANCIENT 33 YEARS OLD!  

MY SECOND PILOT WAS ANOTHER SCOTSMAN, SANDY INNES, WHOSE SISTER, 
SYLVIA., IS HERE TO-N BH.T: STAND UP, SYLVIA. THANK YOU. I'M 
DELIGHTED TO SEE, YOU HERE; YOU HAD A GALLANT BROTHER WHO, HAD HE 
SURVIVED, WOULD HAVE MADE AIR RANK. HE WAS AT THE ASTRODOME DOING 
FIRE CONTROL, THE NECESSITY OF WHICH I'LL EXPLAIN. HE DID THIS 
MAGNIFICENTLY, HIS COOL, CALM AND VERY CLEAR VOICE KEEPING US ALL 
INFORMED OF ENEMY ACTIVITY. GUNNERS CAN LOOK IN ONLY ONE DIRECTION 
AT A TIME, AND NEED TO BE TOLD OF THE MOST DANGEROUS AND IMMINENT 
ATTACKS IN CASE THEY WERE LOOKING THE WRONG WAY. SANDY'S VOICE CAME 
THROUGH, 600L AND COLLECTED, AND I KNEW WHAT WAS HAPPENING, THOUGH I 
COULD SEE NOTHING. WHEN THE REAR-GUNNER RAN OUT OF AMMUNITION (1,000 
ROUNDS PER GUN) SANDY CARRIED HIM SHORT BELTS OF 300 ROUNDS SO THAT 
JIMMY COULD FIRE ONE GUN AS HE RE-LOADED THE OTHER. HE WAS SUPERB, 
AS WERE ALL MY CREW; I WAS PROUD OF THEM. THEY WERE ALL VERY YOUNG, 
AUSTIN AT 24 BEING TOE OLDEST. DOXSEY LOOKED ABOUT 16. THEY ALL KNEW 
WHAT TO DO, 50 MY TAK AS CAPTAIN WAS AN. EASY ONE. THEY FOUGHT AS A 
TEAM.  THEY HAD RECEIVED PRACTICE IN AIR FIGHTING. WITH A FIGHTER 
SQUADRON AT DEBDEN, COMMANDED BY A SOUTH. AFRICAN FRIEND OF MINE, SO 
WE WERE FAMILIAR WITH FIGHTER TACTICS AND PRACTISED IN DEFLECTION 
SHOOTING. 

THERE WAS ONE ATTACK WHICH I SAW: A ME.110 SUDDENLY APPEARED IN 
FRONT OF ME DOING A COMPLICATED ATTACK ON KELLETT. ALL OUR FRONT-
GUNNERS LET FLY, AND HE WENT DOWN BURNING BUT GOT HONE TO BASE. POOR 
DOXSEY GOT A BULLET IN HIS FOOT, AND WATSON REPLACED HIM IN HIS 
FRONT TURRET. 

NOW, HAVING TOLD YOU ABOUT MY CREW, I'LL TURN BACK TO WILHELMSHAVEN, 
AND THE "PHONEY" WAR. OUR TIMID WAR CABINET TOLD US THAT NO CIVILIAN 
WAS TO BE KILLED. SO, ALTHOUGH THERE WERE A BATTLESHIP AND A CRUISER 
IN DOCK KELLETT COULD NOT ATTACK THEM BECAUSE THEY WERE TOO CLOSE TO 
LAND AND CIVILIANS MIGHT HAVE BEEN KILLED. I KNOW YOU ARE ALL 
THINKING: WHY DID HE NOT COPY NELSON'S BLIND EYE? I WILL TELL YOU, 
BUT YOU WILL SCARCELY BELIEVE ME. 

THERE WERE VARIOUS WAYS OF LOSING A PLACE IN A SQUADRON: ILLNESS, 
ATTACKING A NON-MILITARY OR NON-NAVAL TARGET, OR POSSIBLY HURTING A 
CIVILIAN - LEST THE ENEMY RETALIATED. LET ME TELL YOU WHAT HAPPENED 
TO A FRIEND OF MINE, S/LDR GLENCROSS OF 214 SQUADRON, WHO ON A SWEEP 
IN THE HELIGOLAND BIGHT WITH THREE WELLINGTONS WAS SHOT AT BY A 



MINESWEEPER. SO HE ATTACKED IT, BUT MERCIFULLY MISSED. HE WAS TAKEN 
OFF FLYING BECAUSE IT WAS A REQUISITIONED TRAWLER, NOT A NAVAL 
VESSEL; HE WAS PUT IN AN OPERATIONS ROOM, A SEVERE PUNISHMENT. THAT 
WAS ONE WAY OF LOSING ONE'S PLACE IN A SQUADRON. WE SUFFERED UNDER 
HALF-HEARTED POLITICAL MASTERS. I BELIEVE THE LUFTWAFFE HAD SIMILAR 
ORDERS, BUT WAS NOT SO RECKLESS AS WE WERE. THE ENEMY SHIPS WERE 
THERE -- WE MIGHT HAVE SUNK THEM; MY MOUTH WATERS AT THE THOUGHT. I 
FOUND FOUR ARMED MERCHANTMEN THAT WERE FIRING AT US WITH ANTI-
AIRCRAFT GUNS, SO I ORDERED SANDY INNES TO BOMB THEM, BUT CLOUD 
OBSCURED THE RESULTS SO I DON'T KNOW IF WE HIT THEM OR NOT. 

SHORTLY AFTER THE RAID THE C-in-C, AIR CHIEF MARSHAL SIR EDGAR 
LUDLOW-HEWITT, VISITED 149 SQUADRON, AND INTERVIEWED VARIOUS PEOPLE 
IN KELLETT'S SMALL OFFICE, WHICH WAS BURSTING AND ABLAZE WITH GOLD-
BRAIDED STAFF OFFICERS FROM COMMAND AND GROUP, THE AOC, THE STATION 
COMMANDER AND OTHERS. THE C-IN-C QUESTIONED VARIOUS PEOPLE, AND 
STAR-TURN JIMMY MULLINEAUX WAS WHEELED IN. AFTER THE C-in-C HAD 
CHATTED TO HIM A WHILE, JIMMY, COURTEOUS AND DISCIPLINED TO THE 
LAST, SAID "PLEASE, SIR, MAY I FAINT?" AND DID SO, FALLING BACK INTO 
THE ARMS OF SANDY, WHO CAUGHT HIM JUST IN TIME. HE WAS BRAVE AS A 
LION, BUT THIS GALAXY OF AIR OFFICERS AND GOLD BRAID WAS TOO MUCH. 
FOR HIM: MORE FRIGHTENING THAN THE ENEMY!   I WAS PROUD OF HIM. 
LATER IN THE WAR, AS AN NCO WITH ANOTHER CREW, HE WAS SHUT DOWN, AND 
AS A PoW HE LIVED FOR 14 DAYS IN A LUFTWAFFE SERGEANTS' MESS AND WAS 
WELL TREATED. FINALLY HIS HOSTS SAID "SORRY, OLD BOY, BUT WE CAN'T 
KEEP YOU ANY LONGER: YOUR ESCORT HAS ARRIVED". WELL DONE THE 
LUFTWAFFE. WHILST A PoW HE MASTERED GERMAN, MATRICULATED AND ESCAPED 
THREE TIMES, BUT WAS ALWAYS RECAPTURED. HE HAD COURAGE AND A GOOD 
BRAIN, AND HIS COMMISSION CAME THROUGH WHILE HE WAS A PRISONER. IN 
THE END HE CAME HOME DESPERATEL ILL, BUT SLOWLY RECOVERED AND MADE 
HIS MARK IN BUSINESS, ONE OF THE FINEST MEN I'VE KNOWN, AND THE MOST 
MODEST. HIS DAUGHTER, MARGARET, IS HERE: STAND UP MARGARET SO WE CAN 
SEE YOU, DAUGHTER OF A GALLANT OFFICER.  

I MUST INCLUDE IN THIS ADDRESS A MENTION OF MY DEAR KIT, THE IDEAL 
AIRMAN'S WIFE: COOL, CALM, COLLECTED AND FEARLESS, A PRODUCT OF THE 
ROYAL NAVY. ON MY RETURN TO MILDENHALL SHE WAS WAITING FOR ME IN THE 
BAR OF THE "BIRD IN HAND", A PUB ALMOST ON THE AEROOROME NEAR THE 
OFFICERS' MESS, WITH TWO PINTS ON THE BAR. AS WE DRANK WE HEARD LORD 
HAWóHAW ANNOUNCE THAT "33. WELLINGTONS SET OUT FROM MILDENHALL AND 
33 FAILED TO RETURN". WE LAUGHED, FOR THE DETAILS OF THE DISASTER 
WERE THEN UNKNOWN TO US. HE WAS, IN FACT, HALF RIGHT: ONLY HALF OF 
US GOT HOME. I LOST ONLY ON A VERY YOUNG CREW CAPTAINED BY 
MICHAEL BRIDEN, RECENTLY MARRIED. HOLED IN HIS PORT WING, HE CAME 
DOWN NOT FAR FROM OUR COAST SHORT OF PEFROL. THEY WERE NOT RESCUED. 
THOSE WHOM THE GODS LOVE DIE YOUNG.  

I AM ALSO GLAD TO SAY THAT MY SON TIM, BORN IN 1:941, IS HERE WITH 
HIS CHARMING WIFE, ROSALIND.  

MANY OF OUR PoWs SHOWED MAGNANIMOUS CHRISTIAN FORGIVENESS. GROUP 
CAPTAIN HARRY DAY, CHAINED TO THE FLOOR IN SACHSENHAUSEN AND 
TORTURED, WAS FORGIVING, AND AFTER THE WAR WENT TO THE FUNERAL OF 
ONE OF HIS CAMP COMMANDANS AND LAID A WREATH.



AND THEN THERE IS THE DELIGHTFUL STORY OF BADER'S TIN LEGS DROPPED 
BY US ON A GERMAN AIRFIELD BY ARRANGEMENT WITH THE GERMANS.  

THERE WAS A CAMARADERIE OF THE AIR WHICH. SHONE LIKE A BEACON: IN 
ALL THE HORRORS F THAT WAR. AND SO IT WAS IN THE WESTERN DESERT 
WHERE THE EIGHTH ARMY AND THE AFRIKA KORPS FOUGHT CLEAN AND 
RESPECTED EACH OTHER.  

NOW LET ME FINISH WITH A ROMANTIC STORY. WOLF HERE HAD A FRIEND, 
ANOTHER LUFTWAFFE FIGHTER PILOT; I HAVE HIS PHOTO WEARING THE IRON 
CROSS. MAJOR AS/SI HAHN HAD AN ENGLISH GIRL-FRIEND WHO LIVED IN 
FOLKESTONE.  
HE USED TO FLY OVER FOLKESTONE RAIDING US. SO HE FILLED A BOX WITH 
SWEETS AND CHOCOLATES, TIED CUSHIONS ROUND THE BOX AND DROPPED IT 
OVER FOLKESTONE, ADDRESSD TO THIS GODDESS. THERE'S CHIVALRY FOR YOU. 
OF COURSE, HE RECEIVED NO REPLY -- BUT IT WOULD BE NICE TO KNOW IF 
SHE RECEIVED THIS PARCEL 45 YEARS AGO. FROM THIS PHOTOGRAPH SHE WAS 
A REAL SMASHER. HAHN IS DEAD NOW, BUT I KNOW THAT HIS OLD FRIEND 
WOLF HERE WOULD LIKE TO MEET HER, TO KNOW IF THE CHOCOLATES WERE 
DELIVERED. SHE MUST BE ABOUT 65 YEARS OLD NOW. WE DO NOT KNOW HER 
NAME, BUT IF SHE READS THIS WED LIKE TO HEAR FROM HER. 

THANK YOU ALL FOR LISTENING SO PATIENTLY. IT IS A GREAT HONOUR TO BE 
HERE TO-NIGHT. IF THERE IS TIME FOR QUESTIONS I'LL TRY TO ANSWER 
THEM. INDEED, YOU MAY LIKE TO ASK WOLF SOME QUESTIONS, AND GET HIS 
SIDE OF THE BATTLE, HAVING HEARD PLENTY FROM ONE OF OUR SIDE. 

FINALLY, MAY I, ON BEHALF OF US ALL, THANK OUR CHAIRMAN, AND HIS 
HARD-WORKING TEAM, FOR ORGANIZING THE WHOLE OPERATION. WELL DONE, 
SIR, AND THANK YOU~'OR RAISING AN OLD FRIEND FROM THE DEEP. 


