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The following is a broadcast in the "World Goes By"

series to be made by "Anon" between 6.45 p.m. and

7.15 p.m. today.

In an introduction the Announcer will state that Sergeant Ward

who climbed on to the wing of a Wellington bomber to try to put out

a fire, was on leave when the announcement that he had won the V.C.

was made. He is now back with his Squadron, No. 75 (New Zealand)

Squadron, but we have with us in the studio his Flight Commander, a

Squadron Leader, who was piloting the aircraft on the night that

Sergeant Ward risked his life to carry out his gallant act. The

Squadron Leader, for the part he played in bringing the bomber and

its crew safely home, was awarded the Distinguished Flying Cross.

"Anon" will then say:

Sergeant Ward was my second pilot on this trip. We’d got rather

a mixed crew aboard. He' s a New Zealander, so were the navigator
and rear gunner. The front gunner and wireless operator were English,

and I'm a Canadian from Winnipeg.

I think it was about Ward’s sixth trip: he was a comparative

newcomer to the crew and to operations. He’d been taking part in an

attack on Munster.

It was a beautiful moonlit night, and, for a change, we’d had

quite a pleasant time over the target. After we’d dropped our bombs

we did another circuit round the town just to watch what was going on,

and then we set our course for base.

He came to the Zuyder Zee and I remember thinking - "Well, we’ll

soon be home now", when suddenly we were raked from end to end by fire

from a Me. 110 which came up from underneath us. The starboard engine
was badly damaged. the hydraulic system was put out of action, the bomb

doors fell open, the wireless and inter-communication sets were made

unworkable, the front gunner was injured in the foot and the cockpit
was filled with smoke and fumes.

I could see the tracer bullets whizzing past, just outside.

Then a fire started in the starboard wing. From my position I

had to get practically out of my seat to see it but, even sitting at

my controls, I could still see the glow of it.

I shouted to someone back in the cabin - I don't really know who it was

and told him to tell the rest of the crew to get their parachutes on and

stand by ready to abandon the aircraft. Somebody came and asked me if

we were over the land or the sea. I told him we were heading for land.

/I told
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I told the crew to get hold of the fire extinguishers and see if they
could put the fire out, but they found it was too far away from the fuselage
for the extinguishers to be effective. They even tried pouring the

coffee from their flasks over the burning wing.

Then we'd been going down the coast, at 13,000 ft., for a few minutes,
I yelled for the second pilot - that's Sergeant hard - and asked him how

the fire was getting on. He said it was still burning but hadn't gained
anything after the first flare up, so I decided to try to make the sea

crossing to the English coast.

The sea looked very calm in the moonlight. The thought occurred to

me that it would be better to be in a dinghy in the sea than in a German

prison camp.

I suggested that someone might get the axe working and try to cut a

hole in the side of the fuselage so that he might he able to lean out and

see what could be done with the fire in that way.

It was not until after Sergeant Ward was safely back in the aircraft

again that I heard what he had been doing to put the fire out. The more

I think of it, the more amazing it seems to me that anyone could have done

what he did.

You must remember that we were flying at about 90 miles an hour, at

a height of 13,000 feet - in other words about two and a half miles up in

the air. What in fact he did was to remove the astro dome, climb out

through the astro hatch and, kicking holes in the fabric to give him hand-

holds and footholds, got right out on to the wing.

There he'd tried to smother the flame with the cockpit cover which he'd

taken out with him.

Then he’d got to get three feet down from the astro hatch to the wing
and then another three feet along the wing which brought him into the

slipstream from the airscrew.

Even merely getting out of the astro hatch with the aircraft stationary

on the ground is difficult enough when you've got full flying kit on. How

he managed to stick on when once he'd got out I really don ’t know. He'd got

the rope from the dinghy tied round him but that couldn’t have been much help.

When finally the cockpit cover was torn from his grasp by the rush of the

wind the fire was still burning, but there was now little danger of it

spreading from the petrol pipe as there was no fabric left nearby after

Sergeant Ward’s effort.

Well, to cut the rest of the story short, the fire eventually burnt

itself out, and having pumped, the "undercart" fully down and got it locked

by means of the emergency system we managed to make a fairly decent landing,

though having no flaps and no wheel brakes we came in pretty fast and ran

through a barbed wire fence.

Sergeant Ward seemed to take what he had done as a matter of course,

but in my opinion it was a most wonderful show.
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