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A HALIFAX FIGHTS IT OUT

A Halifax on its way back from a recent raid on Germany was waylaid

by two fighters off the Dutch coast. The battle was furious while it lasted.

The mid-upper gunner of the Halifax was killed, and the navigator and rear

gunner wounded. The bomber, badly damaged, had later to be abandoned. One

of the fighters, a Me.110, was raked from nose to tail and was last seen

falling away in a steep dive.

The two fighters came in at the same time. The rear and mid-upper

gunners of the Halifax both opened fire, while the pilot took evasive action.

"We were hit several times”, he said. "One shell exploded with a

terrific crash somewhere near the navigator's compartment and filled the cock-

pit with smoke. Several of my instruments, among them the air speed indicator,
the dead reckoning compass, the directional gyre, and the climb and glide
indicator were completely wrecked, and there was much other damage. When I

tried to speak to the crew I found that the inter-com. had gone too.

"It was in that first burst of fire that the mid-upper gunner must

have been killed. As I saw no more tracers I guessed that the fighters had

been beaten off, and I asked the navigator to give rough course to England,
I didn’t know that a cannon shell had badly graced his ribs. He gave me the

course, though he must have been in great pain."

While the pilot was struggling with the damaged controls the flight

engineer was hammering and kicking the bulkhead doors which had been jammed by

gunfire, only 80 gallons of petrol were in the tanks feeding the engines at

the time. On the ether side of the door were the cocks controlling the rest

of the petrol supply - more than enough to get the Halifax home. Somehow he

got the doors open.

The wounded navigator was continually checking the course for the

pilot, and presently the bomber came in over England.

"As the wireless was smashed and we couldn’t identify any land marks

on the ground we had no idea where we were", said the pilot.

"With our rudder control and ailerons not working, the chances of

making a safe landing were very remote, so I decided we must bale out. As the

navigator lifted the escape hatch the slip stream blew papers and dust all over

the place. I couldn’t see whether the crow were going out all right, but in a

few moments the flight engineer came forward to say that they had gone and that

he was going himself. I straightened up the controls as best I could and then

followed him out.

"I landed in a mustard field and soon picked Up the others. One had

dropped on a road, another in a barley field, and the other on a hay stack.

They had all come down without further mishap and had met in the village pub."


