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The following is the text of this evening's postscript after the

6 o'clock news, delivered by a Squadron Leader of

Coastal Command Hudson squadron who took part last

Wednesday night in the attack on enemy shipping at

Aalesund, on the West Coast of Norway, in which seven

supply ships were hit.

ENEMY A.A. GUNNERS TAKEN BY SURPRISE

It was still daylight when we set off over the North Sea, but darkness

fell while we were on our way across. As we reached the Norwegian Coast a

bright moon was shining which lit up the snow-covered mountains and country-

side.

We crossed an outer belt of small islands before coming to our target -

which was shipping in the anchorage at Aalesund.

At the anchorage itself there were several medium-sized ships at

anchor.

We were the second aircraft to arrive on the scene. The first arrival

seemed to be drawing plenty of flak while below him one of the ships was already

burning furiously and dense clouds of smoke were drifting across the bay.

My crew and I decided it would be best to float round for a time in

order to find the best target and then choose the right moment for our attack.

So we circled the bay, watching the other Hudsons doing their stuff.

Several of them were attacking the ships from only a few feet above the

sea, and it was most entertaining for us at any rate, to watch the multi-

coloured flak streaming downwards at them from the hills around.

But the guns didn't seem to be having much luck and the only targets

I could see them hitting were the ships they were supposed to protect.

After one of these attacks I noticed a second ship starting to burn.

Before long you could see a dull glow from it, red-hot plates and then a mass

of flames.

At the same moment I saw a bomb burst alongside the large fish-oil

factory in the harbour.

In the meanwhile my crew and I were so fascinated by all these interesting

sights that we quite forgot about our own job. However by now I had had plenty

of opportunity of choosing my own particular target and to decide the best

way to attack it.

I had selected the biggest ship of the lot and as it was still afloat, I

thought I'd have a shot at dive-bombing her from a good height - especially
as the flak was now concentrating entirely on the low-flying aircraft.

So we climbed to about 6,000 ft. and approached the target area from the

sea. About 5 miles off Aalesund I throttled back, made a silent approach and

when we were almost directly over the ship, shoved my nose down, dropping a

stick of heavy bombs right across her. The A.A. gunners must have been completely

taken by surprise as their guns didn’t open up on us until we were well away.

Then I circled the ship again to have a look at results. At first we saw

nothing unusual and thought we'd missed her. But suddenly our Canadian gunner

shouted over the inter-com: ”I think I can see a glow from right inside the

ship” and the next time we looked she was definitely down at the bows. A couple

of minutes later the forecastle was well awash; then the water was up to her

funnel and we could see the rudder clear of the sea.
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I shouted to my crew: "Her boilers ought to burst any moment

now" and sure enough a minute or two later there was a violent explosion

amidships.

Dense clouds of steam shot up into the air and in a very short while

all we could see above the water was the swastika flying from her stern,
and that very soon disappeared.

As we set course for home, 15 minutes after we had dropped our

bombs, all that remained were three boatloads of survivors rowing like

hell for the shore.

BRITISH BROADCASTING CORPORATION


	txu-oclc-35776857-1941-11-02-009-010�娌鱐娌こ娌䑓娌⡖娌㱖娌걙娌쁙娌푙娌娌娌⁞娌ꡢ娌뱢娌큢娌聧娌鑧娌ꡧ娌䑬娌塬娌塱娌汱娌聱娌뱶娌큶娌娌౼娌⁼娌㑼娌炁娌蒁娌颁娌ႇ娌⒇娌㢇娌璌娌袌娌鲌娌낑娌쒑娌�⢗娌㲗娌傗娌貜娌ꂜ娌뒜娌좡娌�娌娌䂧娌咧娌梧娌첬娌娌娌钲娌ꢲ娌벲娌䢸娌岸娌炸娌풽娌娌ﲽ娌䳃娌惃娌瓃娌瓈娌裈娌鳈娌裍娌鳍娌냍娌惒娌瓒娌裒娌娌ﳖ娌თ娌娌娌哞娌棞娌裡娌鳡娌꣤娌볤娌僧娌擧娌
	Chapter�넁/㲲܄˭㊱�눃Ȃ±̀⼼눅Ђ눇ﰼ눁Ȃ㌑ℑ┡ᄡ䐂騂⋽�嗺ꭄ


