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 FROM THE EDITOR —Bruce Dyer       

60  years ago, on June 06, 1944, the Allied Forces breached the Atlantic Wall, striking a ma-
jor blow against Nazi Germany forcing it to defend itself on a third front besides Italy 
and Eastern Europe. There were five assault beaches at Normandy west of the Orne river near 

Caen. They were given the code names of Sword, Juno, Gold, Omaha and Utah. Juno was assigned to the Ca-
nadian Army. Canada contributed 110 ships to the invading forces, 14,000 troops, including paratroopers, 
and 15 Royal Canadian Air Force squadrons of fighters and fighter-bombers. It is estimated that Canada 
contributed ten percent of the D-Day invading forces. The invasion was preceded by massive aerial bombard-
ment of the German communications. This resulted in the destruction of virtually every bridge over the Seine. 

In the early morning on that historic day, ships sailed for the Normandy coast and landed a force of 156,000 
men on a front thirty miles wide. It was the largest and most powerful armada that had ever sailed.  Sadly, by 
midnight of June 6th, 10,000 had been killed or  injured. 
      The air effort on D-Day was more than sufficient. During the winter of 1943-1944 and the following spring, the 
bomber offensive had reduced the Luftwaffe to a shadow of its former self. The America B-17 and B-24 bombers es-

corted by Mustang fighters had destroyed much of Germany’s day-fighter force. British and Canadian crews of Bomber 
Command had forced the enemy to divert aircraft and other resources to the defense of Germany. In June 1944, the Luft-
waffe had fewer than 200 available aircraft in all of France. “If its white, its American. If its black, its British. If you cant  

 see it, it’s the Luftwaffe” is how German soldiers described the situation. The German air force was completely over
 whelmed and air superiority was achieved beyond the Allied planners wildest dreams. 

     Although the major task of the Royal Canadian Air Force based at home was the hunting of U-Boats in the North 
Atlantic, its most important area of operations was Europe, where 48 Canadian squadrons served. The scale of their 
contributions was recognized on January 01, 1943 by the formation of No. 6 Group, a Royal Canadian Air Force forma-
tion within Bomber Command. Canadian airmen fought in the Battle of Britain, North Africa, Italy and the Normandy 
invasion. About 17,000 died, the great majority while serving with Bomber Command. 
     In many ways, D-Day was a tragedy. Within weeks of the invasion, 65,000 Germans and thousands of French citizens 
had died, along with 37,000 Allied troops (210,000 others were seriously injured). About 360 Canadians were killed on 

the beaches --- more than 5,000 in Normandy over the summer. For those troops who landed first in the early hours of 
June 6, young and utterly inexperienced members of the Royal Winnipeg, Regina and Queens Own Riffles, the Nor-

mandy shore represented a morning of true terror. 
     For as long as we live, we must never forget the brave and unselfish deeds of those men and women of the Allied 
countries to whom we owe so much for our freedoms today.  
     As a commemorative to all the people who were involved in the great struggles of W.W. 2, I will spotlight the war-
time experiences of two Canadian Lancaster bomber pilots in this newsletter. The first is that of pilot, Howard D.  

Witwer, who later after the war was over, rejoined the Royal Canadian Air Force in 1949. He served as a Flight Engi-
neer in Maritime Command and later in Transport Command. The second account is that of pilot Alton H. Langille who 
was my son in laws uncle. Both stories relate to events that took place on bombing raids over Germany. Unfortunately, 
their missions ended sadly when both of these pilots and their crews were shot down while carrying out their raids over 
enemy territories. 
     Let it be everyone's duty and commitment this year to remember the sacrifices of all the Soldiers, Sailors and Airmen 
who paid the supreme sacrifice and also to those surviving veterans amongst us today.  

 They shall not grow old,   As we that are left grow old,  
 Age shall not weary them,  Nor the years condemn,    
 And at the going down of the sun, And in the morning, 
   “We shall remember them”  Oh Lord of Host; Be with us yet - 
          Lest we forget - Lest we forget 
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Howard D. Witwer (August, 25, 1944 – May 10, 1945) 
 

H oward was a Lancaster 
bomber pilot during 

W.W. 2. In 1957, he attended 
the Lancaster Flight Engi-
neers course in R.C.A.F. 
Station Summerside, P.E.I. 
Howard also flew as a Flight 
Engineer on Neptune’s and 
Arguses in Maritime Com-
mand. He spent his last 
years of flying as a Flight 
Engineer on Yukon’s with 
437 Sqn. at Trenton, On-
tario. The following is an 
account of his wartime ex-
periences. 
     Howard writes; “over 55 years have gone by since 
this episode took place, much has been forgotten. I will 
do my best to recall as much as I can”. 
     I have been asked many times by my family and friends to put 
my experiences down on paper, but have been reluctant to do so. I 
do understand their interest about that part of my life, so now I will 
try to bring some of the highlights back. 
    I was trained as a pilot, and then transferred Overseas after 
graduating in July 1943, eventually going to 419 Squadron at Mid-
dleton, St.George, Durham County in North England. This was a 
Canadian squadron in 6 Bomber Group. It was there that I con-
verted onto Lancaster Aircraft. With less than 10 hours flying time, 
I was ready to fly bombing sorties over enemy territory. 
     I had crewed up a short time before this. All my crew was Cana-
dians, except for the engineer who was British. We had completed 
ten trips over Europe. Our eleventh trip was a night operation to the 
city of Russelhiem, the target being an ammunitions plant. Our 
take off was about 9pm. My assigned aircraft was a Lanc. named 
“The Ruhr Express”, the first Lanc. built in Canada. The OC of the 
Squadron, W/C W. Pleasance told me that I had been selected to 
bring this aircraft home to Canada after I had completed our tour 
(about 30 trips over enemy territory was considered a tour). But 
that never happened. This aircraft developed engine trouble at the 
end of the runway that night; therefore we had to switch to the 
spare aircraft. It was a brand new one and had just arrived from 
Canada. Its side letters were V-RY. Most Squadrons seemed to 
have an aircraft with a side letter that had a very short life on a 
Squadron. “Y” had that reputation in 419 Squadron. 
      After all the checks were completed, we got the green light for 
take off. We had a routine climb to a designated rendezvous before 
setting course for the target, establishing our altitude at 18,000 feet. 
Our bomb load was 13,000 pounds of high explosives. 
     At the briefing just prior to departure, we were given all the 
necessary information about the mission, such as time of take off, 
time to be at the rendezvous, course to fly, altitude, what and where 
we might encounter flak, searchlights and fighters. We were also 
briefed on the target, and how it would be identified and marked 
with coloured flares by the master bomber. Then we had a meal 
before being taken out to our aircraft. 
     Our instructions were to fly south of the target, then make a 
100-degree left turn, and then have about a 30-mile run into our 
aiming point. This operation was carried out in darkness, with 
many other aircraft in the bomber stream, some who were briefed 

to be at the same altitude with the navigation light turned off. The 
only way you would know if there were others around you was by 
flying through someone’s slipstream, or if you were close enough, 
you might see their red hot engine exhaust pipes. We had to be 
very near to each other to see that. 
     I had just completed the turn, checked the compass and noted 
the Master Bombers flares at the target when out of the corner of 
my eye, I noted another aircraft that was right there, at the same 
altitude. I made an effort to avoid a collision. As we had a rela-
tively high closing speed, there was really no time to avoid contact. 
I did feel a little “click” and I thought that I was very lucky if that’s 
all it was. But this was not to be so. Within a few seconds the nose 
dipped. I tried to bring it up, when all of a sudden we started to go 
down, out of control. I wasn’t able to gain control over the tum-
bling aircraft. I still had my safety harness on, but I could see some 
members of the crew being thrown around. I yelled for them to bail 
out. It seemed that they were trying to get to the escape hatch, 
which was down in the nose. I kept trying to maneuver the controls 
with negative results. It was then that I decided to release my 
safety harness and help the rest of the crew to abandon the aircraft. 
As soon as I did that, I was thrown against the roof, and then 
landed on the floor. I have no recollection as to what happened 
after that until I came to, falling through the air. (The pilot on the 
Lancaster was the only crew member who wore a seat pack para-
chute), I realized where I was so I groped for the “D” ring, pulled 
it, and the chute opened. Just then, I heard a loud explosion and 
moments later I was dangling from a tall tree. Then there was an-
other explosion nearby, it had to be the aircraft crashing. 
     Now it was about 1 AM and I couldn't see the ground , I had no 
idea how far I was from it. I wasn’t content to hang there until it 
was daylight so I hit the quick release on my parachute harness and 
free falled to the ground from a height that I estimated to be about 
10 to 15 feet. I took stock of my injuries which were just some cuts 
on my head, a large cut in my tongue and some bruising all over 
my body. I had no broken bones. 
     I lay on the ground until daylight. I guess I slept a little. With 
the aid of the compass that was in the survival kit that we all car-
ried on all trips over Europe, I decided to start walking in a South 
Westerly direction, hoping to make it to Switzerland. I soon got to 
the edge of the woods, so the problem of staying out of sight be-
came more of a problem. I crawled quite a distance on my hands 
and knees and managed to stay out of sight until about 5 PM when 
two farmers saw me crossing the road. They yelled something and 
came after me and I was hoping that they would help me to escape. 
It didn’t turn out that way. Many people came out to see the “terror 
fleiger” as I was paraded to the local jail. Some of the people 
shouted nasty words at me and threw stones. The village officials 
informed a military garrison nearby of my capture and they sent an 
army person on a motorcycle to take custody of me. The plan was 
to have a vehicle come along later and pick me up to take me to a 
larger lockup. The guy with the motorcycle got impatient waiting 
for the vehicle to come along so he ordered me to push the motor-
cycle and head out of the village in the direction of his base. When 
we were out of sight of everyone, he ordered me to stop. He pulled 
out his revolver and stuck it in my back and told me in no uncertain 
terms to get into the ditch. I refused because there didn’t seem to 
be any doubt on what would come next. Fortunately, the vehicle 
that came to pick me up arrived at this moment. I was then taken to 
a jail where I spent the next few days. The jailers said that I slept 
for the next 36 hours. 
     I was then moved to Dulag Luft (an interrogation center for Air 
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force POW’s). I was kept there in solitary confinement for several 
days and interrogated two or three times. All kinds of questions 
were asked, military as well as personal. I was astonished at how 
much intelligence they had on my squadron. It was there that I was 
informed that I was the only survivor of the two aircraft that had 
crashed after the collision. Thirteen good men had perished. 
     It was time for me and several other POW’s to be moved to a 
permanent camp. We were assembled in a confined area. The 
group included several Americans, British and some Canadians. 
We were all a little apprehensive of each other because we had 
been briefed at the squadron that the Germans could put imper-
sonators with us in an attempt to derive more information from us. 
Two of us put our trust in each other and became friends. His 
name was Stuart Fleming from Vernon BC. He later became an 
MP in Ottawa and also Mayor of Vernon. 
     We had several days on a train (most of the time on sidings) 
before we arrived at Stalag Luft 3. This was a permanent POW 
camp at Sagan, about 90 miles South East of Berlin. It housed sev-
eral thousand-commissioned aircrew of all nationalities. There 
were five separate compounds, each holding about 1500 
“Kreigies” (POW’s). The one I was assigned to was known as the 
East compound, which was next to the Americans. There was a 
high board fence between the two so there was no contact with 
them. 
     We arrived at the entrance to the camp under armed guard one 
morning in early September 1944, where we were welcomed by 
several eager POW’s. They were interested in who we were, and if 
they knew any of us, or had we been on the same course as them, 
what was the latest war news and when was the war going to end.  
They also wanted to hear “Jane’s” latest adventures. Jane hap-
pened to be a lady in a comic strip in one of the English newspa-
pers. It appeared that the producer of that strip had difficulties 
drawing clothing. 
     Each of us was assigned to a room. The room that I was sent to 
was occupied by eleven others which made the room over-
crowded. There were no extra beds, so the old timers of the room 
started to take boards that could be spared from other bunks and 
furniture. I ended up on the top of a triple-decker. The room might 
have been fifteen feet square and had a stove, a small table, some 
chairs, boxes for shelves including the bunks. Much of the storage 
space was under the beds. As a point of interest, my mattress was a 
sack  filled with wood chips and shavings. It was not one of 
“Beauty Rest’s” top line mattresses. 
     Our room held four Canadians, one New Zealander, two Aus-
tralians, one South African and four British who were all strangers 
to me. They had all been POW’s for six months to two years. They 
were all good guys and we got along well together. Each one of us 
had a task to do, like keeping the room tidy and doing the cooking. 
This was done on a rotational basis. The Germans supplied some 
black bread in the mornings and usually a hot thin soup at noon. 
But when I first got there, our main staples came from the Red 
Cross parcels which we received once a week. The parcels 
weighed about ten pounds each and contained powdered milk, 
concentrated chocolate, Spam, instant coffee, crackers and five 
packages of cigarettes. There might have been more items but I 
cant recall. About once a month we received a Canadian Red 
Cross parcel in place of the American one and once in a while we 
received a British parcel. Within a couple of months or so, as the 
Germans were having greater problems maintaining their transpor-
tation network, the parcels were reduced to one every two weeks. 

Then the hunger pangs became more frequent, but we hung in 
there. This was certainly a good way to lose weight. 
    The POW’s had no direct contact with the Germans, only our 
designated leader, Group Captain Wray (Canadian) or his Wing 
Commander did, and they passed all relevant information down the 
line. There were “Goons” (Germans) wandering around the camp 
most of the time. The name that was given to them was “Ferrets”. 
Their job was to snoop everywhere, looking for escape tunnels, 
secret radios, holes in the fence etc. The Germans held a head count 
(appell) twice a day, just to make sure no one went missing. When 
there was a discrepancy in their numbers, we could be lined up for 
some time. As this was the camp from which the “Great Escape” 
took place, and where fifty POW”S were captured and shot, the 
Germans instructions were “ESCAPING WAS NO LONGER A 
HOBBY”. The Geneva Convention states that it is the duty of 
POW’s to escape. But we didn't try because it was believed that the 
war would be over by Christmas 1944. That estimate was a few 
months premature. 
     Much of our leisure time was taken up walking the inner perime-
ter of the camp. That was the best way to socialize and talk without 
the Germans listening in. The perimeter had a low warning wire 
about ten feet from the barbed wire. Inside the barrier was a “no- 
go” area. If you were caught in there the guards in the towers would 
shoot and ask questions later. If a ball or something should land 
within this area, a designated coat, which was hanging nearby, had 
to be donned and the guard alerted to the situation. He would then 
give you authority to retrieve it. We read books from the library, 
played ball and soccer and played many card games (that’s were I 
learned to play bridge). There were many talented people with us. 
They gave talks and gave courses on many subjects. We also had a 
few amateur actors who put on plays, etc. The Geneva Red Cross 
supplied most of the equipment to carry out these activities. 
     We received a special Christmas parcel (American Red Cross) 
containing canned turkey and other items. Some of the guys made 
raisin wine, but its supply was limited. As the military situation was 
then getting touchy, it was recommended that the wine consump-
tion be kept under control because sometimes when one consumes 
too much, he might do something that could be detrimental to his 
health. So drinking was discouraged. 
      We were quite well informed of the war situation, by German 
radio and our own secret radio, which was tuned in to the CBC. The 
news was monitored daily, copied and then read in every barrack 
building around noontime each day. We had to be sure that no Ger-
mans were in the vicinity. 
     There was quite a bit of aircraft activity, mostly to and from the 
Eastern front, as the Russians were getting very close. In about the 
middle of January 1945, we started to hear gunfire and other noises 
and we could see glowing in the night sky to the East. 
     Later that month the rumor went around that we would be 
moved out to somewhere in the West. Then on January 28 we got 
the order to prepare to go that night. There was snow on the ground 
and we didn’t have adequate clothing or shoes for that venture in 
the middle of winter so we had to prepare for it with what we had. 
Some of us put together a sort of sleigh, made out of bed boards, 
etc. We gathered up all the food, clothing and anything that might 
come in handy. 
     About 9 PM, we were ordered to proceed to the gate and there 
we received another Red Cross food parcel. We took out of the par-
cel what we wanted and the remaining contents were discarded. 
Almost everyone kept the cigarettes (for the habit as well as to bar-
ter with), chocolate, Spam and anything else we could carry. My 
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sleigh was overloaded. 
     As there was several hundred POW’s assembled, it took some 
time for the gate to open and start the trek. This happened around 
midnight. There we were, all strung out, in somewhat of a forma-
tion, very unmilitary, in total darkness and not knowing what to 
expect. All we knew is that we would be going in a Westerly direc-
tion. I do not know now how far we went on the first day, or where 
we spent the first night. There was a guard for approximately every 
fifty men. Quite often they could not be seen so there was plenty of 
opportunities to escape. But the prospect of trying to escape in the 
middle of winter was not a very good option since we believed that 
the war would end at anytime. The rumor went around that the 
guards had no ammunition for their rifles and that the hand gre-
nades that they carried were phonies, but we had no proof of that. 
We stopped about every hour for a rest and have something to eat. 
After two or three days, my feet got very sore and stiff. I found it 
very difficult to start walking after a stop. The shoes that I was 
wearing were the bottoms of my flying boots. They were made so 
that the tops could be cut off and discarded, leaving the shoes only. 
The idea was that you would not be so conspicuous if you tried to 
escape. Since the shoes were sheepskin lined as well as the tops, 
they were not very suitable for walking. Much of my time in camp, 
I wore wooden clogs which I found most comfortable. 
     The first few days on the march we had a variety of overnight 
accommodations. We slept in barns, a Catholic church and in a 
glass factory. The factory was not too bad because the blast furnace 
was still on so we were able to get warm again. Most of the time 
we had to huddle up to keep warm. The weather turned milder 
about the second day and the sleds became useless so they were 
discarded. Now we had to carry everything. The non-essential 
things were left behind, including my diary. If I had that today, this 
task would have been much easier. 
     We saw German refugees fleeing from the Russians. They were 
packing all their belongings and hoping to find safety somewhere. 
They were a very sorry looking lot. 
     There was always aircraft in the air, mostly German. There was 
always the danger of being strafed because it must have been diffi-
cult for the fighter pilots to identify all the movement on the 
ground. We saw dog fights in the air and observed some aircraft 
being shot down. 
     We were probably on the forced march for five or six days be-
fore we arrived at a railway depot where we were loaded into box-
cars that were labeled on the outside in German – 8 HORSES OR 
40 MEN. There were about fourty five of us in the one that I was 
directed to. It contained no facilities of any kind. This was to be our 
home for next few days. A lot of time was spent on sidings where 
they gave us the privilege to get out to stretch and exercise. For me, 
this was better than walking because my feet were very sore even 
though there was the ever-present threat of being strafed by our 
own aircraft. 
     Most of us arrived safely at another POW camp near Bremen in 
early February. Conditions in this camp were not as good as those 
at Sagan, but we made do for the next two months. As far as the 
Germans were concerned, the British army was getting to close so 
the second forced march was begun. At least the weather was more 
favourable this time. Once again my feet were very sore as my 
“new” shoes were no better than the others. The Germans had some 
boxcars to transport some POW’s, so they asked for volunteers to 
take the train. Once again, many were reluctant to go because of the 
risk of strafing. However my feet did the thinking for me and I got 
on board the train. 

Alton H. Langille 
 

I n December 1997, we learned that former war flyer F/O Al 
Langille had passed away in the previous month of May, as the 

result of a coronary heart failure. Who was this Al (Alton) 
Langille? Let me tell you that as part of a small piece of the air war 
history of the Haarlemmenneerl Polder. We start with this story in 
England. 
     One of the Bomber Command airfields in Word War II was the 
Elsham Wolds base. This base lay just below Hull across the Hum-
ber river, in county Lincolnshire. The airfield had been established 
on the grounds of the old Elsham Wolds farm, from which the base 
also got its name. This was the home base of 103 Squadron. This 
squadron, equipped with Lancaster's, contributed to the "Battle of 
the Ruhr", which took place from March 5 to July 24. 1943. On 
June 17 of that year, in the period during which the Battle of the 
Ruhr was in full swing, the Canadian F/O Alton H. Langille and 
his Lancaster crew were incorporated with 103 Squadron. At that 
time, they had just gone through a training period of six weeks. 
The training consisted in large part of flights on Wellingtons and 
Lancasters. The whole crew had to take part in those flights, al-
though those flights were mainly meant for the pilots (many take-
offs and landings) and for the navigators. For the night of Friday 
25 to Saturday 26 June 1943, the RAP had again planned an attack 
on the Ruhr area. For that attack, 473 bombers had been detailed, 
of which were 214 Lancasters, 134 Halifax's, 73 Stirlings, 40 Wel-
lingtons and 12 Mosquitoes. Bomber Command was going to suf-
fer heavy losses during that night, which also became one of the 
darkest pages of the air war above the Netherlands. Of 103 Squad-
ron, 24 Lancasters were detailed for the attack on Gelsenkirchen. 
One of the Lancaster's was the W4827 of F/O Al Langille and his 
crew. This crew consisted, apart from Langille, of navigator P/O 
Cy E.L.Grant, from British Guyana, radio telegrapher P/O Don 
Towers, bombardier P/O Charles B. Reynolds, flight engineer Sgt. 
Ronald L. Hollywood (a young man 22 years old, from London) 
and gunners Sgt. Geoffrey J. Wallis and the Canadian P/O Joseph 
(Joe) H. Addison. 
     This was their third mission with the 103rd Squadron. The Lan-

     We arrived safely at Lubeck a few days later. 
     The British were getting very close. We could hear lots of gun-
fire and there was a considerable amount of military activity, both 
on the ground and in the air. On May the 2nd, British tanks ap-
peared in the distance and we were finally liberated. Our liberators 
rounded up all the guards that were left and moved them to an 
open air compound. Although we were now free, we were not at 
liberty to wander outside the camp because the army was still wip-
ing up resistance in a few remaining holdouts. 
     The transportation that was provided for our trip back to Eng-
land happened to be another Canadian built Lancaster. There must 
have been fifteen to twenty POW’s who were flown to an aero-
drome in the UK where we were deloused, showered, fed and re-
ceived our belongings that had been left behind. I was then trans-
ported to Bournemouth to wait for passage home to Canada. Al-
though we missed the VE Day celebrations, we didn’t care be-
cause it was good to be going  home. 
     I arrived back home in Acme, Alberta, June 30, 1945. I re-
joined the Royal Canadian Air Force in 1949 and retired from the 
military in 1968. 
     Howard Witwer passed away on November 23, 2003.   
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came more and more obvious that they would not reach England. 
There remained not much else to do than leave the plane. The skip-
per warned his crew not to jump yet, because they were above the 
sea. He would come back over the land. 
    The cart maker Van 't Riet, in Abbenes, had been awakened that 
night by the many events that were taking place in the sky. As it had 
so frequently happened in those times, he was standing again out-
side, on the yard behind his house, on the West side of the 
Hoofdvaartl near the bridge in the village. He was looking at the 
night sky. His attention was drawn by something in the Northwest, 
that shone brighter than a star. After a few instants, he realized that 
it had to be a burning plane that was flying from the sea towards 
Abbenes. He felt worried and warned his wife and children. His son 
and his daughter came out of the house too. Meanwhile, in the burn-
ing plane, Don Towers had put on his parachute. After a few min-
utes, the skipper told them that they could now jump safely. Towers 
made his way over the bomb bay towards the back escape hatch. 
Under the upper turret he met Geoffrey Wallis. Meanwhile, the 
flight engineer Ronald Hollywood and the bombardier Charles Rey-
nolds tried to open the hatch in the floor of the airplane nose. But 
that hatch was jammed and they were unable to open it. Langille 
and navigator Grant came to help. Together, the four of them tried, 
with their combined weight, to force the hatch open. But the thing 
remained stubbornly stuck. The Van 't Riet family saw the burning 
plane approximately above Lissell and coming in their direction. 
However, near the Lisserdijkl, a few kilometers before Abbenes, the 
burning airplane turned away to the left, towards the Northeast, and 
flew over the Lisserwegl. At that moment, Towers and Wallis were 
still beneath the upper turret, and an explosion occurred in the right-
side wing, which made this wing break off, probably somewhere 
between engines 3 and 4. The Lancaster then plunged into a tail-
spin. Towers was flung against the floor and practically could not 
move due to the centrifugal force. As a consequence of the explo-
sion, the fire immediately spread through the whole airplane. 
Trapped like rats, the crew was going down with the burning plane. 
But suddenly there followed a second, stronger explosion, which 
illuminated violently the whole area, broke open the fuselage and 
hurled the whole trapped crew from the burning airplane out into 
free space. At that same moment (it was then eight minutes past 
three), the people of the Air Protection Service at Aalsmeerl saw, 
from their observation post, a burning plane falling in the direction 
of Lisse. They were, like the Van 't Riet family in Abbenes, wit-
nessing the fall of the Lancaster, which, after the violent explosion 
above the Haarlemmefmeer, was falling in burning pieces all over 
the estates West of Nieuw-Vennep. Meanwhile, the young farmer 
Albert van Egmond and his wife, in the "Klein Amerika" farm aside 
the Ijwegl, had been awakened by the racket in the sky and by the 
horses in the pasture beside the farm. The animals were agitated and 
were running around fearfully, frightened by the light and the noise 
in the sky. Directly after the Van Egmonds awoke, came the violent 
explosion that illuminated the whole neighbourhood in a flash of 
glaring light. Shortly after, there was a violent crack and the noise 
of breaking glass further away along the Ijweg. Mr. Groenveld, in 
the farm 350 meters further away on no.1690 on the Ijweg, had also 
been awakened by the racket and the violent explosion outside. He 
immediately jumped out of his bed and ran to the window. He had 
barely reached the window when one of the engines of the Lancas-
ter hit the house through the roof in the South side of the house. The 
noise of cracking wood and breaking glass that arose then was the 
noise Van Egmond and his wife heard at the same moment. The 
floor split right behind Groenveld. The engine struck from top to 

caster W 4827 was loaded with 9100 lb. of bombs. Langille took 
off at 23:19 (11:19 p.m.). After take-off, the bomber airplanes 
formed into an air fleet that stretched over several tens of kilome-
ters. Their route ran over the coastal town of Sheringham in county 
Norfolk, then over the North Sea towards a point of the Dutch coast 
10K North of Bergen in North Holland. It then continued in a 
straight line over the areas of Hooms and Deventer, all the way to a 
point 50 km North of Gelsenkirchen. From that point, the route 
turned southwards to the target area. After the attack, they were 
supposed to fly back,  straight over Harderwijk and Egmond aan 
Zee, all the way to their home base. But the target was still far 
away. It wouldn't be a quiet flight for the bomber crews. Before 
they reached the Dutch coast, their planes were already fallen upon 
by Luftwaffe night fighter planes, and these attacks were not with-
out success. The first British plane to be the victim of those attacks 
was hit when it was still flying above the sea. This was a Halifax of 
78 Squadron, which plunged down burning near Bergen. The crews 
had to run the gauntlet under the constantly increasing attacks of the 
night fighters. And not without success for the Germans. 
     Langille arrived above the target area, which was already burn-
ing. After they had dropped their bombs, they were hit by some 
piece of flak projectile. What precisely did hit them is unknown. It 
penetrated the plane through the bomb bay, ran obliquely through 
the fuselage, left the plane through the other side disappeared out-
side without causing further damage. After that incident, Langille 
brought the Lancaster on its homeward course at a flight height of 
about 6000 meters, lagging somewhat behind the large stream of 
bomber planes. They had been flying already for some time over 
Holland, and the crew was already thinking of their bed on the other 
side of the North Sea, when suddenly these dreams were cruelly 
upset by the voice of tail gunner Joe Addison over the intercom. He 
shouted that a German fighter was approaching from below. Just 
after that warning, the German shot a salvo. The tracer ammunition 
sprayed the Lancaster. Addison immediately shot back. During this 
exchange of fire, the night fighter pilot pulled up his plane some-
what and then allowed himself to drop away to the right. Thanks to 
this maneuver, the attacker came for a moment in the shooting 
range of the upper-turret gunner Geoffrey Wallis, who immediately 
took the fighter under his fire. He did his work quite fast. There was 
frightful noise on board the bomber. Langille turned the nose of the 
plane downwards. It seemed to the men on board that the world had 
turned over. The gunners thought they had hit the German. The 
latter anyway did not come back for a new attack. Langille brought 
his plane into horizontal position again. The plane reacted normally 
to his steering. Wallis  however missed a lid of one of his ammuni-
tion boxes. This had been shot away by the German without Wallis 
realizing it in the infernal racket on board during the attack. No 
other damage was found on board. Langille set his plane again on 
course towards the home base. 
     The crew felt relieved after the fight. In about one hour and a 
half, they should be back home! But then, after a few minutes, signs 
of disaster came from the tail of the plane. Addison said, over the 
intercom, that sparks of fire were flying along his tail turret, and 
Wallis, in the upper turret, reported: "Starboard outer afire, skip-
per". Towers, who was going to estimate the latitude, saw that the 
right wing was on fire and that the fire was spreading. Burning parts 
were coming loose from the wing and were flying off along the air 
flow. They had to quickly abandon their plan to try reaching the 
other side of the North Sea. The fire could not be extinguished and 
was spreading ever farther over the wing. They also had to fight 
strong  winds at their flight height of 6000 meters, and it thus be-
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bottom through the whole house and ended in the basement under 
the house. Groenveld's wife lost her life. The parts of the plane fell, 
burning or not, in the area limited by the Ijweg and the Hoofdvaart 
and by the Venneperwegl and the Lisserweg. Due to lack of space, 
we will not give more details on the exact places where the wreck-
age pieces from the airplane fell to the ground. We will now deal 
with Al Longville's landing place. 
     That Saturday morning, Corvan den Heuvel, at the "Linquenda" 
farm aside the Hoofdvaart south of Nieuw-Vennep, had risen 
around half past four to milk the cows. Unaware of what had oc-
curred that night above the polder, but it struck him that the Ger-
mans, who had been billeted that summer with horses in the farm, 
were busier outside than they normally were at that early hour. 
While he walked from the farm to the pasture to milk the cows, he 
noticed something remarkable in the grain field he was passing by. 
He saw in the field a place where the grain was flattened. Strangely 
however, no path of flattened grain showing that someone had 
walked through that field, led to that flattened patch. The flattened 
patch in the field lay about one hundred meters in an oblique direc-
tion behind the farm. Van den Hovel put down his milk pails and, 
curious, walked into the grain field. While he was walking through 
the grain, he heard groans coming from the direction of the flattened 
grain patch. Having reached the patch he wanted to investigate, he 
found  a man lying there in the grain. The man was alive but visibly 
in bad condition. He wore aviator clothing. He appeared to be an 
English flyer. Van den Hovel understood that the man wanted wa-
ter. So he went back to the farm to get something to drink. With 
drinking water under his clothes, he went back to the grain field. 
The Germans at the farm had probably observed Van den Hovel 
when he returned to the field, and they became suspicious when 
they saw the young farmer stoop in the grain field. They then also 
walked into the field to see what the farmer was doing there. Mean-
while, Van den Hovel tried to get the wounded flier to drink some 
water, but when he was going to prop him up for that purpose, the 
man let him understand that he wanted to be left lying down. Being 
propped up was visibly giving him pain. The man had no visible 
wounds, but, given the pain he was in, he had certainly suffered 
internal injuries. Van den Hovel had the impression that the man 
was badly wounded in the back. While he was busy with the 
wounded man, the Germans unexpectedly appeared behind him. 
Their officer was there too, and was angry at Van den Hovel be-
cause the young farmer was busy helping the wounded flyer. They 
wanted to send the young farmer back to the farm, but he pretended 
innocence and remained nearby. The Germans brought a short lad-
der in order to carry the wounded man from the field to the farm. 
When the Germans lifted up the severely wounded flyer in order to 
place him on the ladder, the flyer screamed from pain. Once on the 
ladder, he was then brought to the farm. These events must have 
taken place around five AM.   Afterwards, it became clear that this 
was the commander of the Lancaster, Al Langille. Langille was the 
only crew member to have sustained, as was realized later, a broken 
neck and a broken shoulder during the crash. He himself could not 
remember in 1980, whether he had been wounded by the explosion 
on board  the bomber, or during his parachute landing in the grain 
field. He also could not remember what happened to him in the 
grain field and at the farm. He may have been temporarily uncon-
scious. He also did not know what happened in general to him later 
that morning. He heard later that his neck and shoulder had appar-
ently been treated in Haarlem. But is that-so? We know, about 
Charles Reynolds, that he himself regained consciousness that day 
in a sick ward of the Wilhelmina Hospital, in Amsterdam, where his 

commander Langille was also lying. It is therefore possible that the 
severely wounded Langille was brought directly to Amsterdam in 
an ambulance. It was impossible to find further clear answers to 
questions and assumptions formulated some forty years after the 
events. Also because the eye witnesses don't precisely know any 
more what they saw at what point in time. Where and how did the 
other flyers get out of the Lancaster and fall on the ground? Here 
follows some concise information. 
     Navigator Cy Grant landed with his parachute on the ground a 
few meters East of the Kagertochtl on Mr. Bulk's land on 1587 
Slotef\veg (today Rijnlanderweg). In the afternoon, however, this 
flyer was in the house of the policeman Miggelbrink in Nieuw- 
Vennep, from where he was taken by the Germans, who brought 
him to Amsterdam. Radio telegrapher  Don Towers broke his right 
thigh when he was hurled out of the plane by the explosion on 
board. After two attempts, he succeeded in opening his parachute 
and landed, just like Langille, on the property of the “Linquenda” 
farm, just aside the Nieuwkerkertochf. He succeeded in attracting 
the attention of the Germans stationed at the farm, and these 
brought him in a three-wheeled car to the "Bible School" (which 
does not exist any more today) at the comer of the Venneperstraaf 
and the Schoolstraaf, where the Germans were quartered that sum-
mer. Later that morning, he was brought in an ambulance to the 
Wilhelmina Hospital in Amsterdam. Charles Reynolds landed in a 
canary grass field 250 meters east of the Hoofdvaart, on the land of 
Mr. T. Hul, South of Nieuw Vennep. This landing broke his left 
lower leg. He too was  brought to the Wilhelmina Hospital. The 
flight engineer Ronald Hollywood was found dead, on the land of 
Mr. Van Egmond aside the Ijweg. He was perhaps even knocked 
unconscious by the explosion on board, and as a consequence he 
may have opened his parachute too late. On the following day, Sun-
day June 27, he was buried in the Nieuwe Algemene Begraafplaats  
on the Vijfhuizerweg below Hoofddorp. The gunner Geoffrey Wal-
lis succeeded in opening his parachute just in time, and was luckier 
than Ronald Hollywood. Wallis reached ground on the land of Mr. 
De Vlieger on the Hoofdvaart, and only 125 meters from the place 
where Reynolds landed. As it was dark, neither of them both knew 
that the other was nearby. Wallis got rid of his superfluous clothing 
and walked then over the farm properties towards the South. 
Through the Lisserweg, he came right on the farm land of the Van 
der Hovel family on the Kaagweg. Since just too many people had 
seen this flyer, it was deemed safer that he surrender to the Ger-
mans. But, apparently, the rumour of the flyer's presence had al-
ready spread around, since the policeman Miggelbrink suddenly 
appeared on the property to take away the flyer. He brought Wallis 
with him on the back seat of his motorcycle to his home, where 
Wallis was taken later that morning by the Germans. It has never 
been clear where gunner Joe Addison landed and where he         
remained that morning. However, around noontime, some eight 
hours after the crash of the Lancaster, the tail gunner reappeared. 
He was at that time in an ambulance of the German Luftwaffe 
which stopped at Miggelbrink's house to take Wallis who was still 
in that house. Wallis  then saw Addison in the ambulance. The man 
was severely burned and was dying. Towers too was lying in that 
ambulance, with his broken leg. The wounded flyers were brought 
to the Wilhelmina Hospital where Addison passed away the follow-
ing night because of his wounds. A few days later, he was buried in 
the Nieuwe Oosterbegraafplaat1 in Amsterdam. 
Let's now pick up again Langille's story. 
     Skipper Al Langille remained for about five weeks in the Wil-
helmina Hospital in Amsterdam. During the German occupation, 
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that hospital was called, the "Western Hospital". By order of the 
occupying authorities, the hospital was forbidden to bear the name 
of any member of the Royal House. After his stay at the hospital in 
Amsterdam, Langille was brought to the Dulag Luft I prisoner 
camp, and finally to the Stalag Luft III prisoner camp. 
    Langille survived his war imprisonment, as did Grant, Reynolds, 
Wallis and Towers, and he later returned to his native country, Can-
ada. He entered the service of the Canadian Post and became post-
master in the village of Baddeck, in Nova Scotia. He also became 
president of CPAA, the Canadian Postmasters and Assistants Asso-
ciation. Around 1963 Langille traveled to England on vacation. He 
also wanted to use that vacation to find his crew. He succeeded in 
tracing, in London, his navigator Grant, who in turn directly called 
Wallis on the phone. Then Wallis, after having spoken with 
Langille, ordered his secretary to trace Reynolds and Towers 
through the phone book. She rang all the people who bore those 
surnames and asked them: "Were you in the RAF during the war?" 
Those phone calls allowed them to find Charles Reynolds. But it 
wasn't so easy to trace Don Towers.  
     Now, there is an unwritten rule among all the postmasters of 
England and the Dominions, according to which they will help each 
other, if necessary, should a problem arise. So Al Langille decided, 
as postmaster of the small village of Baddeck in Nova Scotia, with 
its 900 inhabitants, to pay a visit to the postmaster of London, a city 
of millions. With the help of the London postmaster, Al Langille 
hoped to find Towers, who was known to be also working in the 
postal service. Langille went to the headquarters of his colleague 
and was smartly received there in the beautiful office room of the 
London postmaster. After the introductions and some small talk on 
daily matters, the great London man asked the Canadian postmaster 
what he could do for him, as he well understood that his 
"colleague" had not just showed up to make acquaintance. Langille 
told the reasons of his visit and asked whether his colleague saw a 
possibility of tracing Don Towers. The man stood up and asked his 
guest to just wait a little. After a short moment, the London postal 
director came back with Don Towers, who happened to work on a 
lower floor of the same building. 
      It is probably from the same vacation trip that the following 
story also originates. The men were together in a restaurant or pub. 
They were naturally chatting about the squadron. One of the wait-
resses overheard them talking and asked them if they had been sta-
tioned at the Elsham Wolds base. When this was confirmed, the 
waitress went to the back of the place and came back with another 
woman. This woman asked the men if they still remembered the old 
Elsham Wolds farm. It was on the land of that farm that was lo-
cated the base that had been named after that farm. Yes, the men 
had known that farm well. "Then you also remember well that little 
girl of the farm who was selling, for five pence, milk in small jam 
jars to the young men of the base." The men could remember that 
too. To the surprise of the former flyers, the woman said then: 
"Well, I was that little girl." 
     Later, Langille got trouble from his back as a consequence of 
the broken neck which he had suffered during the crash. He was in 
a lot of pain, and couldn't easily walk any more without a cane. 
Every winter, from October to April, he escaped the cold of Nova 
Scotia and moved to warm Florida where he also had a home. In 
1983, his house in Baddeck was put up for sale. Because of his ever 
worsening back problems, he wanted to go and settle permanently 
in Florida. 
     In May 1997, almost 54 years after he had gone down with his 
Lancaster near Nieuw Vennep, Al Langille passed away from a 

coronary heart failure, as was already mentioned in the first words 
of this article.  
      Once again, another member has gone of that generation of 
former flyers who went to battle against Nazism. 

     My name is Scott Davidson from Flin Flon Manitoba.       
Would anyone have any information on a possible Lancaster 
that was on delivery to Greenland ..and crashed in Northern 
Saskatchewan or the Churchill river area in the 40s? A hydro 
line man checking power lines in the area in the 70s thought 
that he saw a fuselage of an old bomber from his helicopter. It 
appeared to be in fairly good condition. He has since passed 
away and I have wondered ever since I was a boy if  there was 
any truth to his claim. I am familiar with the area in question 
since it is within 100 miles distance from where I reside. 
 Thank very much. . .  <scott35@mts.net> 

From Mr. R. Fennell of Auckland, New Zealand. 
 
     I am writing from New Zealand and hope that I might 
obtain information on a Pilot Officer Ronald George Moy 
Morgan. number 60561. He was a pilot with 405 Sqn. at 
Pocklington from June 23, 1941. He survived the war and 
made the rank of Flight Lieutenant. He was born in  
Birmingham January 13, 1916. I am currently research-
ing this person so I would appreciate any information 
and/or photograph of this pilot. 
     Any information relating to this request can be for-
warded by email to <hproy693@rogers.com>  
     Thank you. 

A brief History of 103 Squadron  
 

F irst formed at the end of World War One and re-
formed in 1936, 103 Squadron served with RAF 
Bomber command throughout the Second World 

War. 576 squadron was formed from C Flight of 103 Squad-
ron in November 1943. Both squadrons were stationed at 
Elsham Wolds, Lincolnshire in the UK. 11 months later 576 
squadron moved to Fiskerton, also in the Lincolnshire area. 
     Both squadrons participated in the long and hard fought 
bombing campaign against Germany and occupied Europe. 
Even though they sustained heavy losses, the squadrons 
pressed home their attacks with courage and determination. 
Crews from many nations such as Canada, Australia, New 
Zealand and South Africa 
joined with aircrew from 
Great Britain to fly with these 
squadrons. Many paid the 
ultimate price, others were 
scarred for life.  
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An Oldie, but a Goody  
"RCAF CREST" 

Dates back to 1945, or so,  
"Note the "King's Crown" 

“HAPPY 80th BIRTHDAY 
RCAF"  

 
Gordon Skanes 

receives  
congratulations 

 

Mr . “Food Bank” 
has received 

more congratulations - 
this time from Middle-
ton, Nova Scotia Town 
council. In November 
2003, Gordon Skanes 
accepted the Governor 
General’s  Caring Can-
ada Award at Govern-
ment House in Halifax. 
Lt-Gov. Myra Freeman 
made the presentation 
on behalf of Governor  
General Adrienne 
Clarkson. 
     Later, Skanes received more recognition for his volunteer 
work from Annapolis County council and most recently Mid-
dleton council presented him with a  certificate of appreciation 
for his efforts in combating child hunger. 
     Mayor Calvin Eddy acknowledged the “thousands” of hours 
Skanes worked at the Twelve Baskets Food Bank, first in es-
tablishing it at the former elementary school, then at its pre-
sent location in Nictaux by presenting him with a certificate of 
appreciation on behalf of council at its regular session on Janu-
ary 05, 2004. 
     Since 1991,  Skanes has served the food bank as a board 
member, manager and food purchaser. He spends a minimum 
of 1,000 hours a year transporting donations from various 
businesses and churches, keeping an inventory and driving 
long distances at his own expense to deliver food to individuals 
in need. 
     Only three people in Nova Scotia received the Caring Cana-
dian Award this year.  

Middleton mayor Calvin Eddy and the 
town council recognized the thousands 
of hours of work by Gordon Skanes at 
the Twelve Basket Food Bank, with a 
presentation of a plaque at the Jan. 5 
regular council session. 

  Not many people know that Edison was an avid fisherman. 
He usually included some trout fishing in his frequent vacations. 
During one such trip to the West he was befriended by an Indian 
tribe. They provided free room and board, as well as expert fishing 
guides for his stay. On his first night he discovered that the only 
sanitary facility was an old-fashioned outhouse. To make things 
worse it had no light  even though the village had electricity in the 
homes. 
     As a thank-you gift for their kindnesses, Edison purchased the 
necessary materials  and personally installed lighting in the  
Indian’s privy. 
He thus became the first person to wire a head for a reservation.  
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During my five years with NATO in Geilenkirchen, 
Germany, I flew mostly with the Trainer Cargo Air-
craft (TCAO division). We had three ex-Sabena B-
707, 321C’s that were configured in seven-pallet/69 
passenger layout that did mostly pilot training and 

deployment of maintenance personnel in support of AWACS 
missions. On July 29, 1994 we did an overnight in Oerland, 
Norway. On arrival I saw on the ramp this beautifully re-
stored Catalina, PBY-6A, SN46645 (1945). The crew told me 
that it was an  ex-Canadian water bomber, C-FIZO restored 
in RNAF colors by Fred Olson of Oslo, Norway. It is now reg-
istered as LNBNO. The next day it started up, took off , did a 
beautiful low pass and then flew on to a museum in Bodo. 
Some you with a generation or so more hours in your log 
books than I have in mine may have known this fine machine. 
     Gerry Cormier 
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         from Bill Lupton 
 
     I have finally pulled the plug and retired. I quit last year as 
the DOM of  BeauDel Air in Inuvik. I figured that at the age of 
seventy, is was time to quit. I have enjoyed my stint with many 
companies and left them all with good feelings. 
     I quit flying in 1982 after having logged a total of 13,000 
hours. I don't know what I will do now except play in my 
workshop, build model airplanes and have the odd rum. 
     In August of 2002, my wife and I celebrated our fiftieth 
wedding anniversary. We had all the family with us for a reun-
ion so we had a great time. We still have two children living in 
Yellowknife and three grandchildren. I don't think they will 
move from there. 
     Well that’s it for now, I just thought I would bring you all 
up to date. All the best to the old gang who are becoming fewer 
in numbers as time passes on. I have to say that I really enjoy 
“Propwash”, as it keeps me in touch. 
       Best regards --- Bill 

 New - Email addresses. . . .  
 

Bob Forgues,  <bob.forgues01@ns.sympatico.ca> 
 
           Pierre Cauchon,  <ampcauchon@shaw.ca> 

James Beale writes; 
 
     I  flew my model of a Lancaster  a 
number of times in the summer of 
2003. It is electric powered with a sev-
enty four inch wing span. The nose 
art is painted with the same as that of 
the Lancaster that I flew during war-
time. We had a bit of a problem with 
power but with some trial and error, 
we solved it. We had to go to a reduc-
tion gear and propeller pitch to get 
enough thrust. The model has com-
pleted eight flights, each with a dura-
tion of four to five minutes. It will be 
stored for the winter then I will do-
nate it to the museum next year after we have completed a se-
ries of pictures of the Lancaster in flight.  
     The cost of the model was $1,500.   

 
 
Aircraft Restoration . . . 

HALIFAX 
www.hedgehoghollow.com/ipms/halifax/trenton2.html 

      www.halibag.com 
NORTH STAR 

http://www.projectnorthstar.ca 
(Click on the “Cache” in the window to bring up the website) 

 
Verne Kennedy’s website (interesting aviation links) . . . 

www.howgozit.com 
A great basic resource for everything from car engines to CAT 
scans . . .      howstuffworks.com 
Physics references from Quarks to Kinetic Energy . . . 

math.ucr.edu/home/baex 
A dense Web cluster of trustworthy science . . . 

nap.edu 
Dedicated to fighting medical frauds . . . 

quackwatch.org 
Best resource for math and science . . . 

scienceworld.wolfram.com 
Collaborative, open-source encyclopedia . . . 

wikipedia.org 
Check-out the title of “Flight Engineer” in the search box………. 

Three old Flight Engineers walking on the ramp: 
  1ST FE: "Windy, isn't it?"  
 2ND FE: "No, It's Thursday."  
 3RD FE: "Me too, let's go get a beer."  
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some 90 minutes before the decision was made to ditch. 
     Conditions were terrible: rain and snow showers, low clouds, 
40+ knot winds and 20-30 foot high seas.  A nearby Soviet 
trawler didn't even see them go down. It would be more than 12 
hours before the trawler (Mys Sinyavin) got to the site, diverted 
there by Moscow after and urgent appeal from Washington. Dur-
ing those 12 hours, five of Jerry's 15 man crew would die. 
     I've written a book about this true story, ADAK, THE RES-
CUE OF ALFA FOXTROT 586.  It will be published by the 
Naval Institute Press, and is available for order on many on-line 
book sellers in the US. I'd like to get information about the book 
out to Canadians who would have a natural interest in this story 
of courage and survival, people who have some connection to 
maritime patrol operations, to rescue, and to the Aurora aircraft. 
     The Naval Institute Press is the publishing arm of the US Na-
val Institute. They can be reached at: 291 Wood Road, Annapo-
lis, MD 21402, USA.  (On the grounds of the Naval Acad-
emy.)  The Naval Institute can be found at (http://www.usni.org) 
and their on-line book catalogue is at the same address. 
     ADAK's list price is US$26.95, but you can find it on US 
bookseller websites from pre-publication order for less.  Both 
(www.Amazon.com) and (www.bn.com) are offering it at a sub-
stantial discount. I'm working now to get it listed by Chapters 
and Indigo, but that might take a little while. 
     The US listings show the book jacket and provide some de-
scriptive material, but I'd be happy to send you more if that 
would be useful. 
     FYI, I was a P-3 aircrew man in three squadrons, commanded 
one of them, and also held command of US Naval Air Station 
Moffett Field.  I deployed to Adak in the mid-70s, not long be-
fore AF 586 went down. 
     Can you help me do this?  I'd be grateful for whatever assis-
tance you can provide.   Thanks, 
 Andrew C. A. Jampoler 
 Outremer Farm 
 43351 Spinks Ferry Road 
Leesburg, VA 20176 
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Fal l en  Eag l es  
Eternal rest grant them O Lord,  

and let perpetual light shine upon them 

 HACKER, Robert William - May 7, 2004  
 

    HILL S. D.  (Staff) - Jan 6, 2004 
 
    RICK PARKER - April, 2004 

We extend our sincere condolences to the families and 
friends of these comrades who recently passed away. 

O ctober 1978 a US Navy P-3C went down into high seas mid-
way between Soviet Kamchatka and the western-most of the 

US Aleutian Islands, Attu. 
     Lieutenant Commander Jerry Grigsby put AF 586 into the wa-
ter, still hundreds of miles from land, after an engine fire flared in 
the No. 1 nacelle.  His crew had wrestled with the emergency (an 
over speeding prop, followed by fires in the reduction gearbox) for 

 

Have you registered yet for the FE Reunion in Trenton in September 2004? 

 

The Reunion Committee must know how many people will be attending 

 as early as possible for catering arrangements.  

Please help them by registering no later than September 04, 2004! 

       Clouds  
Behold these statues in the sky, 
Carved new each day by natures eye. 
Ivory, marble, and gold, 
Towering high above the earth, 
Fleeting, fierce, soft, and bold. 
Majestic columns of changing form, 
Beautiful to see, but never to hold.  
 
We tread these pathways in the sky, 
Over mountains and ocean swells, 
Men in machines who love to fly 
Through the garden where angels dwell. 
Man of space and far off lands, 
Fear not these monuments of mist, 
For you have seen the pages that reveal 
An endless list in the story of clouds, 
Of places you have roamed, 
Of places you have missed.  
 
Oh, you souls who soar, 
Fly through these canyons, 
High above river and field, 
See what visions they can bring. 
Find your dreams among the sentinels, 
Gliding silently past your wing. 
 

Ed Wright ~ Flight Engineer, Pan American World  


