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Preface 

The following pages attempt to recount a few observations and stories experienced by myself, an ex-R.A.F. pilot, 

during the Burma Campaign, 1942-1946. Also included is a brief summary of my training. I was involved in flying 

Dakotas (DC-3’s), transporting supplies to the army from India into Burma. In many places, roads were non-existent. 

Previously, I had made no attempt to record my experiences, but I was invited to my 31 squadron centennial in 

England in October, 2015. At the same time, I had an invitation to visit R.A.F. College, Cranwell. The college 

commander and other dignitaries, after listening to some of my stories, insisted that I record them. This is the result. 

I must acknowledge the tremendous support I received from my children, while putting it all together. Without 
their help, it would not have happened.   

John (Jock) Hunter   

ex-RAF Squadron Leader  
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It’s hard to know where to begin with a story like this, but I suppose at the start is a good place to begin. 

It might be worthwhile to give a brief summary of the training that was involved.  We started out in London for a 

few weeks to get kitted out, get all our shots, and the basics of discipline that were involved.  Then we were 

transferred to Brighton for another few weeks, continuing the basic training part.  We had a wee bit of a smile 

there, because one of the first duties we got was to guard the beach at Brighton against the German forces.  They 

equipped us with a wooden baton.  What that would do to stop a German invasion, I don’t really know.  The only 

thing I could think of, was that if the Germans saw us with that, they would die laughing, and maybe that would 

help.   

After Brighton, we were shipped down to Torquay in Devonshire for the basic school training, which involved 

classroom work, plus military training outside.  This ground school was called the Initial Training Wing, and the 

classroom classes involved everything that we were going to need.....courses on navigation, flight engineering, 

armaments, Morse code, aircraft recognition, and meteorology.  We had to study and pass tests in every one of 

those.  After graduating from the course at ITW in Torquay, some of us were selected for further training for flight 

crew, and a few of us were sent to pilot training school at a place called Theale near Reading.   We weren’t there 

very long.  You were allocated ten hours of flying, and within those ten hours, you had to solo, or you were out of 

the program, and shipped off to other air crew training such as navigation or air gunner school, or something like 

that.  Fortunately, I graduated....soloed in under the ten hours.  We were dispatched to a holding centre in 

Manchester to await shipment to Canada for further training.  When we got to Manchester, we were given a week’s 

leave to go home briefly, then back to Manchester again, to wait for the ship.  We came to Canada on the “Queen 

Elizabeth II”.  We landed in New York. There we were put on a train.  Again, the doors were locked so you couldn’t 

get out, and were dispatched to we knew not where, until we found ourselves in a place called Moncton, in New 

Brunswick.  This was another holding centre.  Again, we were there for a few weeks.  Again, we were put on a train 
and shipped, we had no idea where, but seemed to travel forever, and finished up in Prince Albert, in Saskatchewan.  

July 1943 
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Prince Albert Saskatchewan Canada 

Flight School 

Tiger Moth – 75 Hours 
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August 1943 

Yorkton Saskatchewan Canada 

Flight School 

Cessna Crane – 235 hours Cessna Crane ʹ 235 hours   
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Feb 1944 

Victoria British Columbia Canada 

Flight School 

Dakota DC-3 , Beechcraft Expeditor - 375 Hours 
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There was an Elementary Training School, and this was a course that lasted a few months.  If you passed this course 

with everything there, you went on to service school, which was in Yorkton, Saskatchewan.  There we went on to 

twin engine planes, from the single engine Tiger Moths that we had been flying.  When you completed service 

school, you got your pilot’s wings.  This was a big day for some of us.  After that, there were only a few days before 

I received my commission as a Pilot Officer.  This, again, was very acceptable.  I was given a couple of weeks’ 

vacation, with the intention that I make my way to the west coast.  So I went to Vancouver, and then we were 

dispatched across to Victoria.  The school there was called Patricia Bay.  It was an Operational Training Unit, or 

O.T.U. At O.T.U., they were in the process of replacing the Hamden aircraft with Beechcraft Expeditors and the 

Dakota, DC3.  The Hamdens had not been having a very good record prior to that, and they literally took them out 

of the service, and sent them over to Sea Island near Vancouver.  The training in Victoria was very enjoyable, and 

the time passed quite quickly.  We were there for a number of months.  Things went well except for the last training 

flight which was.... I would use the word.... a stressor.  This happened to be the final training flight, and we had to 

fly a square out into the Pacific, then north, then east again, coming in north of Vancouver Island and back down.  

The problem was, we carried 1200 gallons of fuel, the DC3 burned 100 gallons an hour, and our flight actually lasted 

12 hours.  On the way back down, on the last leg of the trip, we ran into freezing rain....probably the worst I’d ever 

seen.  The wings were coating up, and we had to use devices to break it off.  The instruments were freezing up.  

Fortunately, the alcohol was de-icing the propellers reasonably well, but we couldn’t get rid of it.  As we passed 

Port Hardy at the north of Vancouver Island, it was open, and the question was, should we attempt to land, or carry 

on?  We elected to carry on, hoping we would run out of the freezing rain.  Unfortunately, we didn’t run out of it 

all the way down, and the plane was using more fuel than normal.  At one point, I wasn’t sure what we were going 

to do because the tanks were getting very close to empty.  In fact, I had instructed the crew to get their chutes on, 

just in case.  Now, landing on Vancouver Island in the wilderness, the chances of survival were not very great, but 

it was better than crash landing.   

Anyway, at this point, I saw right down ahead, what looked like a runway, with two lines of lights on the sides, and 

I thought, “Oh, great, this....”, and then, “No.... that doesn’t look quite like the runway”.   The instruments were 
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working now, and the directional instrument was pointing straight ahead.   Fortunately, I didn’t land there, because 

it happened to be the main street of a town called Duncan.  We kept on going, and very shortly after, we saw the 

base. We called up for an emergency landing, came in, landed on the runway, turned off the runway onto the 

taxiway, but before we reached the tarmac, the engines quit.  I’d never want to come that close again.  A very 

unfortunate part in that exercise, was that the plane behind me had had the same problem.  He elected to go back 

to Port Hardy, but by the time he got back to Port Hardy, it was closed in, and unfortunately, they crashed, and lost 

everyone on board. Again, as I said, we don’t want too many of those experiences.  They’re hard on you.  

Again after finishing this course, we ran into another delay.  These things seem to happen.  I was employed as a link 

trainer instructor for the balance of the time I was there, which was quite enjoyable.  We got given some leave, and 

then got shipped to a place called Lachine in Quebec.  Again, I didn’t know what Lachine was, but it was a holding 

centre.  As I said, I had a bit of leave in between and did some visiting and quite enjoyed that.  Anyway, at Lachine, 

we were there for a little while.  A laddie came in one day and read off a list of names.  We said, “Yes, we’re all 

here.” And he said, “Well, you’re posted.”  We said, “Yes, we know.  We’re heading back to Britain.”  Our heavy 

equipment was all gone.  He said, “No, you’re not going there.  You’re going to a place called Dorval.”  We asked, 

“Where’s Dorval?”, and he pointed roughly in the direction and said, “It’s over there just a few miles.”  This was 

Montreal airport.  At that point we realized we were being transferred to the Atlantic transport group on a 
temporary basis, to help fly some new planes over to Britain for the war effort.  

May 1944 

Dorval Quebec Canada 

Dakota DC-3 , AVRO Lancaster – 403 Hours 
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Jun 8 1944 

Dorval Quebec Canada 

Dakota DC-3 – Trans-Atlantic - 27 hours airtime 

 
  

 D orval Quebec Canada 
 M ont Joli Quebec 

Gander Ne w foundland 
BluieWest (Narsarsuaq) belo w   
Greenland 

 Reykjavik  ,  Iceland 
 Prest w ick ,  Scotland 
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To continue the story of the Atlantic crossing, we reported to Dorval for briefing, and the following day we took off. 

We headed for the coast, and we were to land at either Gander or Goose Bay for refueling, but unfortunately the 

area was fogged in.  We had to turn back, and they said to land at the nearest open airfield.  It happened to be a 

place called Mont Joli, which was very nice, except that nobody there spoke English, and our French was not very 

good.  So we finished up with sign language, telling them we were hungry, and we spent the night and took off the 

next morning.  We landed at Gander in Newfoundland, and that was our stop.  We spent the night there, refueled 

again, and then headed for Greenland.  Greenland airport has to be seen to be believed.  It was probably the worst 

approach I had ever come across.  You had to find a fjord, first of all, and then fly up this rather narrow fjord, 

without any room to turn or do anything else, and if you made a mistake, it was too bad.  But finally, we came out 

of the gloom into the daylight again, and all I saw was a vast expanse of white, which was an ice field... a glacier.  

There were one or two planes on it, but it certainly wasn't an airfield.  However, down at the bottom of the glacier, 

which was being held back by a rock mountain of some kind, was an airfield, and we did a rapid descent and 

managed to land there.  The unusual thing about this airfield was that the runway was on a terrific slope, going up 

toward the mountain.  Presumably, that was to slow you down before you hit the steep rock face.  Again... it was 

just an experience.  It certainly helped when we were taking off the next morning, because you had a running start 
downhill before you took off.   

We climbed out of Greenland quite nicely, and then headed for Iceland, which was our next stop.  We had to make 

so many stops because we couldn't carry enough fuel to make the full Atlantic crossing in one go.   Coming into 

Iceland, the procedure was to use a directional beam comprised of two Morse code signals.   Fortunately, whoever 

designed it, or put in the regulations, said that you must fly on the right hand side of the beam.  It was just as well, 

because, very unusual, coincidental, another plane passed us so fast it wasn't even funny.  He was on the right side 

of the beam going out, and we were on the right side going in. I don't know how many feet there were between 

us, but it wasn't many.  We landed in Iceland, and again, we were going to spend the night, but unfortunately, at 

that time of the year, there is no 'nighttime'.  It was broad daylight. So after an hour or two, we decided we weren't 

going to get any sleep, so we decided to refuel and head off to Scotland which was the next stop.  That's just what 
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we did, and the rest of the journey was quite uneventful until we came to Scotland itself.  Unbeknown to us, of 

course, we were flying on D-Day. Obviously, it was a secret, and we didn't know it.  When we saw Prestwick, the 

place was covered with barrage balloons.  I thought, "How are we going to get in to land through all those barrage 

balloons?" Anyway, there was a very capable controller on duty, and he said, "No problem, sir, I'll bring you in."  

And he did.  He guided us in through the balloons, and we landed safely.   

We had been instructed before we left, that after landing at Prestwick, we were to report to Doncaster in England, 

but the temptation to make a quick visit home was too great.  So we slid round by home.  It was going to take just 

a few more hours to see the folks, and then we went down to Doncaster.  Arriving in Doncaster in time, they said, 

“No problem.  You might be going overseas someplace.  We don’t know, but we’re going to give you two weeks 

leave.” So we did an about turn and came back home again.  This two week break gave us the opportunity to look 

at different things.   My fiancée, Mary, and I had decided not to get married until the end of the war.  But we figured 

we had waited long enough, and we decided to see if we could get married during this two week break.  Very 

fortunate for us, everybody cooperated, and we were married within a week, and had a few days honeymoon 

before coming back again.  Mary came back to Doncaster with me briefly, but my next instructions were in, to 

report to B.O.A.C.  in London.  So she went back home, and I went on to London.  There starts another story 

altogether. 

The folks in B.O.A.C. were very nice.  They booked us on a train and gave us a box lunch and locked us in the train 

and away we went.  We had absolutely no idea where we were going.  After a few hours, they stopped and let us 

out of the train, and we found out we were in Bristol, England.  They took us to a hotel and they said, “Don’t go 

away.  Don’t go anywhere.  You can wander around the hotel, but stay in touch because you’ll be taking off shortly 

again.”  And that’s just what happened.  Very shortly afterward, we went out and boarded a plane.  I meant to 

mention that they took all our ID from us, which was rather strange, but they said the reason was in case we came 

down in unfriendly territory. Anyway, away we went, and I gather we flew down the Bay of Biscay, landed in 

Gibraltar briefly for refuelling and breakfast, and took off again for North Africa and a place called Maison Blanche.  

We spent the night there, and the next day went on to Cairo.  Then starts the real story.  We landed in Cairo.  Up 
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until then, everything had been perfect......  perfectly organized, no problems.  We land in Cairo..... nothing.  Nobody 

to meet us.  Nobody to tell us where we were going.   Can you imagine being stranded in a place like Cairo without 

any ID? Anyway, this is what happened.  So we kicked around for a while, trying to see if we could find somebody 
that would help us or tell us what was going on.    
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July  1944 

Deployment to 31 Squadron, India 
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I finally decided that we should go out to the airforce base in Cairo and spoke to the commander there.  He was 

very nice, and he said, “Well, I don’t know, what to do. I  have enough crew here at the moment, but I do believe 

that they need some out in India.”  He said, “What would you like to do?”  This was a surprise because I don’t think 

that in all my time in the air force, anyone had asked me what I would like to do.  Usually, they tell you, and that’s 

it. Anyway, we figured we might as well do that as anything else.  He said, “If you want to go to India, I’ll arrange 

for the flight for you, and put everything in order.”  And that’s just exactly what we did. 

They took off, and we had an uneventful journey from Cairo to Karachi, landed in Karachi, and then went on to 

another place called Rawalpindi.  At Rawalpindi, we were met by the people from the squadron, and they took us 

in the back of a truck, out to a place called Chaklala, which was actually 31 squadron.  So, hello, 31 squadron!  That’s 

how we arrived there. 

Up until now, I have used the term ‘we’, rather than ‘I’, because this included my basic air crew. My navigator was 

Peter Hayes from Croydon, England.  My wireless airgunner was Frank Moylen, an Australian.  The crew was then 

augmented by another two people, Roy Mallinson, an Australian wireless airgunner, and Ray Pedlow, an Irish 

gunner. This gave us a complement of five, and we needed them.  Almost immediately, our training started.  

Training involved a number of things.....glider towing, night formation flying, and paratroop dropping.  All these 

had to be put in place before we went down to Bengal and into the war area.  On our way back to the base one 

afternoon, Peter and I were on bicycles.  I heard a noise behind us.  I looked back, and I saw what looked to be a 

runaway camel, with a four-wheeled cart bouncing along behind it.  It was all over the place, so I shouted to Peter, 

“Peter! Get out of the way! There’s a runaway camel coming!”  He didn’t look back, and knowing me, he said, 

“Yeah....yeah.....”, and didn’t believe me.  But eventually, I yelled loud enough that he did look back.  When he saw 

it, he got startled, and finished up in the ditch. Thankfully he wasn’t hurt.  Just one of those little things that 
happened.  
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Another story... before we left Chaklala, the Commander called two crews of us together, Stan Pedley and myself, 

and said, “I want you to go down to Southeast India and pick up a glider.”  Now, we’d never had very much to do 

with gliders up to this point other than some training in towing them. But anyway, we thought, “That’s fine”, and 

away we went.  New Delhi was about half way, so we changed over there and finished up in...., I think it was 

Allahabad.  We spent the night there.  When we came out in the morning, the tug was ready... the Dakota... and 

the glider was tied on the back, ready to go.  So we got in the plane, and sat and waited for a while, and eventually 

an army sergeant came up.  The army were in charge of gliders, by the way....everything to do with them.  He said, 

“Is everything okay?”, and we said, “Yes, everything’s fine.”  He asked, “Well, what’s the problem?”  We replied, 

“We’re just waiting for the glider pilot.”   “There is no glider pilot,” he said.  “Why do you think they sent two 

crews?”  Stan and I looked at each other in disbelief and said, you know, “This is unusual.”  Neither of us had even 

seen the inside of a glider at this point.  However, there was no way out of it, so we thought we might as well take 

a look see, so we took a look at the glider.  It looked simple.  The sergeant said, “You’re both pilots.  Surely you can 

fly a glider.”   We said, “Yeah.... possibly, but we’ve just never done it before.”  Anyway, we decided to have a go at 

it.  We tossed for it, and I lost, unfortunately.  But the army sergeant said, “There’s a communication system set 

up.  You can talk to each other.”  We said, “Yeah, okay, but just in case, we’ll cover a few things.”   So we agreed 

that we would swap over again in New Delhi.  Stan said, “I’ll just fly into the circuit at New Delhi at a thousand feet 

and when you’re ready, you just let yourself go, and I’ll keep on going until you land, and when you land, I’ll come 

in and land behind you.”  So it sounded great.  Anyway, away we went.  Sure enough, if anything can fail, it will.  

The communication system lasted all of two seconds.  What happened is that the nylon rope between the tug and 

the glider is extremely strong and takes the weight, but it also stretches quite a bit.  Unfortunately, the line for the 

communication system didn’t stretch, so right off the bat we had no communication.  But we had enough to go by.  

Anyway, everything went fine for a while, and my crew were with me in the glider.  I gave them the choice, and 

they said, “No, we’ll come with you.  We’ll stay with you.”  So, we were flying along, and I thought, “Something’s 
happening.  I seem to be overtaking the tug.”   And that didn’t seem right.  
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It’s supposed to pull me, not vice versa.  It got worse and worse until I was almost over the Dakota.  So I thought, 

“O....kay.....”   I had eased back on the stick to try and slow down.  I thought maybe I was going too fast, and tried 

to slow the glider down.   That wasn’t working, so I changed the idea and pushed the stick forward into a kind of 

shallow nosedive, and that solved the problem.  I was doing it the wrong way.  We carried on quite nicely up until 

we got into Delhi. Sure enough, Stan came in at 1000 feet, and we flew around, and whenever I saw the right 

opportunity, I released the glider.  That was fine.  Stan took off into the distance to wait until I was down on the 

ground.  The problem was, when I went round the circuit and came back to where I started, I had only lost a few 

feet.... like twenty-five or fifty feet.  I thought, “I’m going to be up here all day at this rate”, not realizing, of course, 

that the glider was basically empty, and it was designed to carry a full complement of fully armed soldiers going 

into combat. With that weight it would be different, but with being so light, it wouldn’t come down.  So anyway, I 

made another circuit, and thought, “Well, I don’t know what I’m going to do with this....”, but on the dashboard 

there was a bright red handle that said, “SPOILER”.  I thought “I wonder what that does.”  So I tentatively pulled it; 

nothing happened. I pulled it a little bit more, and nothing happened.  Next time I gave it a real pull and that glider 

immediately dropped about 500 feet!  I thought, “Okay... now I know what the spoiler does,” and it solved our 

problem.  I jockeyed the glider around and it came back in, and I figured I’d better not pull the spoiler any more.  It 

was about 50 feet above the ground.  I thought I could probably get it in from there, but it still took the whole 

runway, and even part beyond the runway before we ground to a stop.   Fortunately, when Stan came in and landed, 

I explained all this to him, so he was in a much better position when we took off and finished the journey back to 
Chaklala.  We knew exactly what we had to do.  We came in much lower at Chaklala and saved a lot of problem.  

The following incident, I think, is worth recording.  At this point, one day my crew and I were dispatched to central 

India.  I don’t exactly remember why now, and the journey was relatively uneventful.   Arriving in the circuit, I asked 

for regular landing instructions and got them without any trouble.  The next thing, I thought we’d been hit by a 

missile.  The noise was terrific.  I had lost all my rudder control and had to call up for emergency landing instructions, 

which I received without any trouble.  It appeared I had hit a vulture.... rather a large bird.  It must have weighed, I 

would guess, about 30 pounds.  It was just like a bomb going off.  The inside of the cockpit was indescribable.  I 
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wouldn’t even want to describe it to you.  However, because I didn’t have any rudder control, I had to jockey the 

plane around until I got it lined up with the runway, and the approach didn’t look too bad at all.  I went in and made 

a normal landing, but not realizing, of course, that the minute the wheels hit the ground, the rudder would swing 

of its own accord, and we could not hold a straight line on the runway.  A bit along the runway, we veered off and 

across the tarmac and into the proverbial rhubarb patch.  We were still right-side up, and nobody was hurt, but 

when I looked at the nose of the plane, it was literally concave, and just an absolute disaster.  It’s hard to believe 

that a bird could do that much damage.  I point this out because I never saw it coming; it must have come up from 

underneath. Fortunately, the bird hit the plane where it did.  If it had been a foot or so higher, I don’t think I’d be 
telling this tale.  And that’s the end of that story. 

At this point, we received our marching orders, and the squadron moved from the Northwest frontier down into 

Bengal..... places called Agartala, Comilla, and Chittigong, roughly in that order.   And of course we started flying 

supplies over the Chin Hills, the Arakan Mountains, and dropping supplies actually in the mountains.  The army, I 

believe, was called the Chindits, and the Japanese, at this point, were right across and into Northeastern India.  A 

lot of people don’t realize that they actually were in India.  Supply dropping was extremely difficult under those 

conditions, because most of it had to be dropped by parachute.  And of course the winds up in the hills and the 

mountains were unpredictable.  Try as you would, you didn’t get very many parachutes down exactly where you 

wanted them.  Supply drops where we did have a little ‘postage stamp’ square to drop them in, were a little more 

successful.  The ‘free drop’ involved things like flour and sugar.  They were sewn into a double canvas bag, and they 

took the impact on the ground quite well, and it was relatively successful.  Here’s one particular incident which 

caused a few chuckles.  We did drop quite large bags of peanuts, but since they were still in the shells, they were 

very lightweight.   So again, when dropping them, the landing was unpredictable.  Unfortunately, they told me, one 

of the bags that our plane dropped, landed on the tail of the squadron commander’s plane, which was flying below 

and behind us.  He was not exactly happy about it.  It didn’t do any damage, but it did create a few chuckles.  This 

supply dropping continued from, as I said, those three locations, and as the war effort moved down, we moved 

with it.  The one area where we dropped supplies was known as the Chocolate Staircase.  I have no idea why it was 
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called that, but apparently it was quite well known.  Eventually, the army moved through the mountains and over 
into the plains in Burma, and this became just a little bit easier for getting supplies to them. 

As I mentioned before, one of our biggest problems was the weather.  The monsoons were on, and they are 

unbelievable.  They wreaked havoc not only on the ground, but also in the air. With the storms, it really was quite 

a problem.  We were living in tents at this point, and you can imagine what it’s like trying to keep anything dry when 

there’s no sun.  We had no washing machines, or dryers to dry anything.   It was a case of going around trying to 

pick out the driest of your clothes.  So we were wearing damp clothes, among other things, and trying to dodge 

through storms, cumulonimbus and everything else..... with poor visibility..... to try and carry out our work.  One 

thing that happened, that’s just worth mentioning.....  The army, at one point, had created a bit of a runway on the 

island further down the Arakan Coast.  They had interlocking steel plates.... not solid, they were perforated..... and 

they made an excellent runway,  except that when the rains came, they washed out the ground underneath the 

plates.  Of course, taking off and landing was like landing on a switchback railway.  This created quite a bit of havoc. 

Fortunately, we didn’t have to stay there too long before we moved again down to another island, further down 
the Arakan Coast.  
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A story which went around at this time, I’ll tell you, but I must admit, and stress, I cannot vouch for its truth.  It’s 

just a story of General Wingate, who commanded the Chindit troops in the mountains.  He apparently wanted to 

get over into northern Burma at a time when the monsoons were at their worst.  He tried our squadrons, and they 

said it was far too dangerous; it was suicidal and they would not go.  Apparently, the story is that he requested an 

American squadron to fly him under those conditions, and unfortunately, they were never heard of again.  I just 

pass it along as a story.  I don’t know how true it is, but you have it anyway. 

Again, just about this same time, we were dispatched to the Plains of Imphal.  Again, they’re up roughly north of 

where we were, and the other squadrons were there.  Apparently, they had a load of artillery shells, or loads of 

them, I should say, that they wanted delivered into Burma.  I think they said they were hundred pound shells, but 

I’m not sure of that.  Imphal, just for information, has an elevation of about 2000 feet, which means you have to 

make some allowances for it.  Anyway, I checked this load of shells, which just barely covered the floor of the DC3. 

It looked okay, and away we took off.  About half way along the runway, I suddenly realized that the tail would not 

come up.  The obvious answer was we were somewhat overloaded.  The army did the loading, and as I said, we 

trusted them to do it.  However, it was a split second decision..... do we try to stop, which was quite dangerous, or 

do we try to take off?  I made the decision to try to take off.  I put the throttles right through the gate and screamed 

off the runway the best we could.   It did actually lift off.  This was fine; we were now up in the air.  But then, of 

course, the problem was, that we were going over into Burma.  We were going to have to land with this thing too. 

We did fly around a bit extra to try and burn up some fuel.  We had no way of dumping it.  And we had to get into 

Burma.  We decided to try it and see what happened.  We landed in a landing field in Burma, and I swear I could 

feel the undercarriage splaying out underneath as we landed.  But the DC3 did take it, and we didn’t have any 

problem. After we got back, I got them to check out the plane, and apparently we were okay.  It just proves the 

strength, and how dependable the Dakota was.  They estimated that we had actually had a double load.  I have no 
proof of that, but it certainly was overloaded.  I pass this along, just as an extra story for you. 

The other story about shells was quite humorous.  It was around the same time.  One of my friends was an Australian 

pilot.  He had been second pilot for a long time, and I think this was only his first or second trip as first pilot.  He 
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was a great lad, but his language could be quite salty at times.  Anyway, we got over to the landing field in Burma, 

and there was only the one runway.  They said there was a 90 degree crosswind, which was very unusual.  I was 

behind. I let Bud go ahead with his plane, anyway.  We were literally crabbing into the runway.  The trick in landing 

in a crosswind is it takes a little bit of practice.  Now again, Bud and I each had a load of these shells on our planes.  

I was watching Bud as he came in, crabbing very nicely.   And of course the idea is, when you get to the runway, 

and just get immediately above it, you bring the plane straight and set it down fast.  Unfortunately, Bud, without 

having enough experience of this, kicked the rudder a little too hard, and the plane tipped to the side and all the 

shells rolled over to one side of the plane.  You can imagine what happened.  The plane veered right off the runway 

and away into the proverbial rhubarb patch.  Again, nobody was hurt.  The only thing was, that the air turned blue.... 
with Bud’s language.  I just pass this along, as fun.   
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These stories I’m telling you are a bit disjointed, but unfortunately, I just have to narrate them as I remember them. 

Sometimes they’re a little out of context, but it’s the best we can do.  Another story from central Burma......   

As you know, we had been dropping paratroops, and the troops we had were Gurkhas, who were absolutely 

amazing little guys.  We went in with a load one day to a dropping zone to drop these Gurkhas to the ground.  Now, 

as I said, I was flying, so I had to get this story from my crew, who were the jump masters.   Approximately half of 

the troops were out, and this one lad tripped.  The reason, we found out later, was that there’s a little lip at the 

door.... maybe a quarter of an inch, maybe a little higher.....and it caught the butt of his rifle as he was going out 

the door.  We found out that the British didn’t make any smaller rifles for the Gurkhas, who were small men.  The 

rifles were strapped to their sides, and the butt of this rifle hit the floor, tipped him, and out he went, but upside 

down.  He was jammed across the door.  My crew hauled him back in again, and wanted to let him either sit it out, 

or wait until the next run before they put him out.  But no, he was determined.  He got back to the front of the line 

again, and on the second pass, out he went.  I think that shows tremendous courage.  But again, it was just one of 
those things that happened. 

The next story is called the siege of Meiktila.  We owned the airstrip, but during the night, they tell me, the Japanese 

would come in and take it over, or close enough that we couldn’t operate.  During the day, our troops pushed the 

Japanese back out again, so we did have the run of the airport, but we were surrounded, literally, by Japanese 

forces. It was fine, except that when we landed with the stuff there, we were subject to ground fire.  It was 

something a little different for air crew.  We don’t normally get involved in ground fire.  So there were a few 

experiences there. One of the funnier incidents...... I was waiting to take off again, and the DC3 in front of me was 

going down the runway, when a mortar shell landed in the middle of the runway, making a big hole.  Although 

serious, they got away with it anyway.  The plane sort of dropped into the hole, but kept on going.  And there we 
were.  These things happen in war...... just something that we record.  
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The next story is one of the saddest of our 31 Squadron, where we lost one plane and crew, and another crew was 

badly damaged and shot up.  We were aiming for this dropping zone, and for some reason, I got there first, and we 

had got rid of our load, which was the saving factor.  Of course, a plane is much easier to maneuver when it’s empty 

than when it’s loaded.   We had just finished unloading the plane, when we were attacked by Japanese Oscar fighter 

planes.  I don’t know how many there were, but there were at least three.  There might have been more.... I don’t 

know.  But we were getting shot up.  I managed to get away, squirreling among the small hillocks, being chased, 

but every time they came close, I managed to outturn, inside of them.   Of course, because the Oscars go so fast, 

they can’t turn as fast, and I got away with it.  Unfortunately, two of the other planes that arrived with load on, 

were of course sitting ducks.  Very unfortunate, we did lose one plane and crew, and the other crew was badly shot 

up.  They made it home, but the crew was in pretty bad shape.  Again, it’s just a time of war.  I just passed it along 

to you.  
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On a somewhat lighter note..... a little story about Pilot Officer Grimm.  That was his name, and I’m sure he won’t 

mind my using it.  If anything were going to happen, it would happen to him.  In fact, the stories became known as 

“Grimm’s Fairy Tales”, and I’m sure you’re familiar with those.  Anyway.....this night, we were in the mess, just prior 

to supper, and somebody said, “Have you seen Grimm?”, and they said, “No, haven’t seen him.  He must be running 

late.”   After a while, he didn’t appear, so we checked with the strip to see, and they said, “Oh, he landed some 

time ago.”  We said, ”Oh, okay then, he’ll probably be here shortly”, but another half hour passed and still no sign 

of P.O. Grimm. So we went and checked back with the strip again.  The controller said, “He landed, but I don’t see 

his plane. It’s just not here.”  So this became something of a puzzle.  However, not too long after that, Grimm came 

into the mess, and we said, “What the heck happened to you?”  He said, “Well..... you’re not going to believe this.”   

You’d have to see those strips and runways that we worked with.  On the corner where you turn off on the parking 

area, the tarmac, it was marked just with a blue kerosene lamp.  This is all we had.  We didn’t have any fancy things 

like electricity.  But the local farmers, who were still in the area, resented us fiercely for taking over their land.  If 

they saw a kerosene lamp that they thought they could use, they picked it up and walked away with it.  So of course, 

Grimm had come in, and there was no marker where to turn off the runway.  So, unfortunately, he kept on going, 

and found himself on the roadway at the end of the landing strip.  By the time he realized what had happened, he 

was on the roadway, and they had no way to turn around.  He had to continue on this country road until he found 

a spot wide enough that he could turn the Dakota around and come back again.  And that was the story.  It was a 
little bit of humour.  We laughed at it, and nobody was hurt.  There you go. 

Another story.....not quite so funny.....happened to me.  Again, we’re talking about the farmers and their 

resentment of us, and they were just going to carry on with their regular days’ work, regardless of what we were 

doing.  I came back from a sortie one night, and it was late.....fairly well on.....dark, anyway.  We were coming in to 

land.  My landing lights were on as I came in.   And as I flattened the plane out ready for landing, the lights swept 

the runway, and right in front of me.....right in front.....was a herd of cows.  Well..... I had a split second.  I was glad 

an instructor I’d had in Saskatchewan, had taught me how to do this.  I bounced the plane, literally, off the ground 

and over the cows, pushed the throttles right to the front to try and soften it, and made the landing, but what a 
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terrible landing it was. We still stayed upright, but the jarring was just tremendous.  And as I said, I credit an 

instructor in the elementary school in Saskatchewan.  Once, when we were practising emergency landings, we were 

coming into a field and he cut the engine off.  He said, “Now, you’re coming down in this field, and you’re doing 

fine, and all of a sudden you see a fence in front of you.  You don’t want to hit it.”  And he showed me how to 

bounce the plane over the fence. That automatically jumped into my head when I saw the cows.  Otherwise, we’d 

have had about ten thousand pounds of hamburger.  We got away with it, except that my crew were a little upset.  

They had no idea what had happened, and wondered what the Dickens was going on!  So there’s a humourous side 
to it too.  Anyway.....end of story.  

A little bit for the history books........ 

At this point, Supreme Commander, Southeast Asia, was a General Stillwell.  I never saw him..... never met him..... 

but I believe he was the Commander.  He was replaced by Lord Louis Mountbatten, whom I believe was a cousin of 

Queen Elizabeth II.  But Lord Louis met an untimely demise in the Irish Sea.  He had been blown up, apparently, by 
the IRA or the Irish Republican Army.  Just a little bit of history that goes into this.    
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Another story..... I seem to have lots of them.   

We were well into the war by this time, coming down through Burma, probably half way down by this time, I think. 

We were supposed to land supplies in this area. When I looked at the landing strip  from the air, it looked like the 

size of a postage stamp.  I thought, “Good grief, that looks awfully short for a runway!”  But apparently, it was 

supposed to be right.  The army had made it for us landing.  Anyway, I went in and took a look at it, and saw that 

the runway was pretty short.  It was in the middle of tall teak trees.  It seemed to have been cut out right from the 

middle of a forest.  I thought, “Maybe it’s the height of the trees that’s making the runway look so short.”  But I 

thought, “All right.  We’ll have a go at it.”  This meant, of course, I had to come in high to miss the trees, and then 

drop as quickly as I could onto the runway.  Which I did, and using full brakes and everything else, I still finished up 

in the bushes at the end.  So obviously, the runway was not the right length.  I immediately radioed back to the 

other planes that were coming in, and told them to go back and get changed for another type of drop, rather than 

landing, because it was far too dangerous.  My problem was, of course, that now that I was there, how did I get 

back out again?  After they unloaded the plane, I took a look at the situation.  I had practised short take-offs and 

landings.  It looked like it might be possible, but it was going to be really tight.  In fact it was so tight, that I gave my 

crew the option.  I told them maybe they’d prefer to go through the army and try to find another way back, and 

not bother coming with me, because I said, I was going to try and take this plane off.  Anyway, they said, “No, no, 

if you’re going, we’re coming with you.”  So I said, “All right.”   Anyway, I got it back as far as I could into the bushes, 

took all the measures for a quick take-off, put the brakes on, full power, and tore out of there along the runway.  I 

managed to get up, but I’m sure I had some green foliage in the undercarriage by the time I cleared the trees at the 

end.  It was not funny, and should never have happened.  I found out later that the army had made a mistake, and 

the runway was about half as long as it should have been.  I don’t know......I have no answer for that.  Anyway.....we 
did make it. 

About this time.....just a short story.....there was one night there was bright moonlight.  It was almost like daylight 

over Burma.  And they said, “We want you to go out on nickel raids.”  I had no idea what a ‘nickel raid’ was, but 

apparently, they had printed leaflets for the Burmese people, to let them know what was going on.  So actually, we 
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were dropping leaflets all over Burma.  The only problem was, we were sitting ducks again, and prime targets for 

the Japanese anti-aircraft guns.  Luckily, we didn’t hear any, and we got away with it.  Just one of those things that 
happened.  We got back again quite safely. 

The war was definitely coming towards a big push at the end.  Then a lot of other things started to happen.  One of 

the worst experiences, I think, was one night.  All the squadrons were involved, all four squadrons, which meant 

there was a mass in the sky.  They said, “We want you to come into this runway.”  They gave us the location, and 

we had no lights. We didn’t even have wingtip lights, and it was a black night......as black as you could figure.  We 

were flying around, and the controller did a tremendous job on the ground, whoever he was.  He staggered us at 

500 foot intervals, and brought us down one at a time to land.  The runway lights went on briefly, just to let us get 

oriented, and then went off again.  And then as you were coming in for a landing, they would put them on for a few 

seconds until you landed, and that was it.  But flying around in complete pitch darkness with that many other 

planes.....and you couldn’t see them.....and you were hitting slipstreams all over the place.....it was an unnerving 

experience.  But, we got away with it again, and it worked.  This was the final push coming down through Burma.  

They wanted all this equipment into this airfield, and they didn’t want the enemy to know that we were doing it.  
But again, it was quite an experience. 

As I mentioned before, the campaign was starting to wind down, but leaving a trail of havoc behind it.  One sad 

situation arose.  I landed with this load of supplies in this out-of-the-way place.  I don’t know what was in the load, 

but there were no medical supplies.  I was met by a distraught medical officer who said, “I have men who have 

been here, literally for days, wounded and dying, and I have absolutely no medical supplies at all.”   He said, “Could 

you possibly take some of them back to the army hospital?”  Well, the problem was, we were under strict orders, 

because the push was on, not to delay for any reason.  That was what we were told.....to get back as soon as 

possible.  We were literally flying around the clock, 24 hours a day.   That, again, is another experience.  We were 

not getting any sleep, and the doc was keeping us going with pills called benzedrene, or something like that, 
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anyway.  They kept us going for a while, but it was going to have an effect later on.  Anyway, I saw these wounded 

men, and I just couldn’t leave them.  I thought about how long it would take.  It would take less than an hour to 

load them, if we hurried up, and it was less than an hour’s flying.  I would lose, possibly, totally two and a half hours.  

Anyway, I took the chance, and I said to the crew.....they were the jumpmasters, but they did everything else.....I 

said, “Get all the help you can, and if you can load these guys as fast as you can into the plane, we’ll get them to a 

hospital.”  So they did, and in less than an hour we had the plane loaded with as many as we could carry.  I radioed 

Akyab..... the army hospital was in Akyab.....that we were coming in, and explained the situation.  I said, “We’ve got 

to get out of there just as fast as we can.  I’d appreciate all the help you can give us.”  Anyway, it did work out.  We 

landed, and the army staff were excellent.  They unloaded the plane just as fast as they could and let us take off.  

We did our job, and yes, it cost an hour or two, but I think it was worth it.  I couldn’t leave them.  I couldn’t leave 

them there to die.....I just couldn’t do it.     The only thing was, for about the next three days, we couldn’t get the 
smell of gangrene out of the plane.  I don’t think I’ll ever forget it.  Just one of those things. 

On a different note, talking about Akyab again..... 

Another landing place in Burma..... this was getting towards the tail end, the army came up and said, “Would you 

take some Japanese prisoners back to Akyab?”   I said, “Well, I’m not overly happy with the idea.”  He said, “There’s 

three of them, and there’s two fully armed Gurkhas.”  I said, “Okay, no problem at all.  I’m quite happy if you’ve got 

two armed Gurkhas to guard them, and three unarmed Japanese prisoners.”  It was a no brainer.  Anyway, they got 

them on the plane, and we travelled down and landed at Akyab.  The intervening door was closed between the 

crew and the cargo side.  I never even thought of it.  I’d had no worries whatsoever about the outcome.  However, 

when we landed..... no prisoners.  I thought, “What the heck happened here?”  I spoke to the Gurkhas, and all I got 

was a big grin from them.  I never did find an answer.  So I told the army people when they came to get them.  I 

said, “There are no prisoners.  You’ll have to interrogate the Gurkhas to find out what happened, because I haven’t 

the foggiest idea.”  Now, whether they jumped, or committed suicide, again, I have no idea.  I feel a little guilty that 

I kept the intervening door shut.  We didn’t see what was going on.  But I’ll never know.  That’s the end of that 
story.  
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Reflecting back over the campaign, it appears that I left out a few little stories which might be of interest.  I’ll do my 

best to recount them now.  Going back to the beginning of the supply dropping in the Arakan Mountains....... there 

was a time when we had to drop mules into the hills.  There were no roads, and the army had no other way of 

transporting their equipment, goods, guns, etc., and mules were the only answer to it.  The unfortunate thing about 

this, is one time I was talking to some kids on Remembrance Day.  I’d been talking about supply dropping, and I saw 

the look on their faces when I mentioned dropping the mules.  I had neglected to mention that it was not a free 

drop.  The mules were dropped by parachute.  When I caught up with this, and mentioned it, the sighs of relief 

were rather audible.  The only other part to this story, is that obviously when you’re carrying animals, sometimes 

there’s a bit of a mess left behind.  The problem was, whose job description was it....army or air force?  It was 

solved.  Let’s leave it at that.   Anyway, that story ended on a happy note. 

The other story about supply dropping will give you a chuckle, I think.  It certainly did, me.  This was in the winter 

time which is a little different, even in India.  An army troop had been stranded somewhere and were suffering 

from the cold, believe it or not.  We got an emergency call to drop them some blankets.  This was fine, but it was 

the first time we’d ever been asked to drop blankets.  The army thought, and we agreed with them, that blankets 

are certainly not going to get hurt when they were dropped. So the decision was made to wrap them up, tie them 

up, and it would be a free drop.  We didn’t need to use parachutes for them.  Of course, since it was the first, we 

had no idea what was going to happen.  When we got to the dropping zone, it was quite wide open, and we started 

the dropping there.   What we didn’t realize was that bunches of blankets tied up bounced like rubber balls!  It was 

quite hilarious to see those bundles of blankets bounding along for miles, with the army chasing after them, unable 

to catch them. 

We didn’t realize how elastic they were.  Anyway..... I hope that give you a little bit of a chuckle.  

This has nothing to do with supply dropping, but again, I mention it because of my senior crew member, Frank, who 

came originally from the backwoods of Australia, and brought a lot of experience with him.  When we landed on 

one of the islands down the Arakan Coast, there was a problem with snakes.  We had been warned about them.  

So I wasn’t sure what to do about them, and we were in tents, believe it or not.   Anyway, Frank said, “That’s no 
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problem at all.  We can easily stop them from coming in.  All we do is get a big chunk of the hairiest rope you can 

find, and spread it on the ground around the tent.”  He knew that a snake, apparently, will not cross a hairy rope.  

That’s just something I learned, and thought I’d mention it in case you ever go camping and have a problem with 
snakes.  It seemed to work for us, anyway.   

Another quite interesting thing.... at one point, when there was a quiet period, they brought in what we called the 

ENSA troupe.  They were a troupe of entertainers, an entertainment group from England, and they had to be 

transported.  I had the privilege of carrying them to a couple of different places.  It was just a little break for us.  
They were very good, and deserved all the compliments we could give them. 

The other interesting thing, which was again towards the tail end.....I had to go to Mandalay, in central Burma, and 

I was told to pick up a group of nuns who had been incarcerated during the war by the Japanese.  The nuns were 

lovely people, all of mature age, pretty much, and they indicated they had not been harmed, but of course had 

been incarcerated and their freedom restricted.  They were very happy to be released.  The one nun came from 

Rosyth in Scotland, and I was chatting with her.  She said, “Oh, laddie, Burma is a great place.”  She said, “Once 

you’ve been here, you’ll always come back again.”  I didn’t wish to disagree with her at that point, so I just nodded 
sagely, and let it go at that.  So whether they went back to Burma or not, I don’t know.  

Another item that came along, and we didn’t think too much of it, but apparently it was quite a thing.  Between 

army and air force there’s always been a little bit of a tussle.  To start with, I believe the army figured that there 

wasn’t a whole lot that the air force could do to help them transport things.  As the war progressed, certainly in 

this area, it became obvious that they were wrong.  Eventually, they changed their mind and figured out there was 

nothing we couldn’t do, which was a complete reversal.  At one point, when Bailey bridges were being transported 

into Burma, the bridges were actually strapped onto the sides of the Dakota.  It was quite innovative, and they 
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disturbed the flying characteristics some, but not enough to say it wasn’t possible.  They did actually go.  So, the 
army did change their mind, and wished us good luck. 

At this point, we were based in Rangoon.  The war was wearing towards an end.  We thought it was, anyway, or at 

least our part of it.  I had an experience one night.  I was asked to go on a trip, to fly over to Bangkok, in Thailand. 

Apparently, it was a covert operation.  I was given the location of an abandoned airfield.  But nobody had seen it 

for so long that they weren’t sure what condition it was in.  They suggested that I do a flypast over the runway 

quickly, to see whether it was useable, then land and pick up some people.  Anyway, we did this.  It was a one and 

only, and flew over the runway.  It looked as if it weren’t in too bad condition.  The idea was to land quickly, taxi to 

the end of it, keep the engines running, take on the personnel that were there, and get off again and back as fast 

as we could. That’s exactly what I did.  I have no idea who they were, what they were, or anything else, but we 
completed the mission.  That’s the end of that story.  
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In reviewing the foregoing, it appears that one or two stories had fallen into the middle distance.   Fortunately, 

they’re retrievable and, I think, worth mentioning.  A number of times throughout this discourse I’ve mentioned 

the rains and the monsoons.  One day, I decided to see if I could get a reading of the amount of rain that was falling. 

The measurement that was given, was five inches in seven hours.  My memory is not too great.  It was either seven 

inches in five hours, or five in seven, but I think five in seven was correct.  That’s just to give you an idea of the 

amount of rain we were getting.  When walking down the street, we were literally wading up above our ankles. 

During one of those storms, we were waiting for it to let up before continuing our flying.  The loads were distributed 

along the tarmac, ready to be loaded onto the planes.  They were stacked with roughly a hundred feet between 

them. The load, in this case, for each aircraft, was seventeen forty-gallon drums of gasoline.  They were stacked 

ready to be loaded.  Behind them, the planes were lined up, also waiting.  Behind the planes, there we were in our 

tents, sitting or lying on our bunks, waiting for the rain to let up a bit, so we could get there.  Anyway, the storms 

were on….. thunder and lightning….. and of course a lightning strike came down and hit one of the piles of drums 

of gasoline. The result was quite fantastic.  We dashed out and moved the planes back a bit further, so that they 

wouldn’t catch on fire, and everything was okay.  Fortunately, only the one pile burned….. partly because of the 

distance between the piles of drums, and partly because the rain itself kept the fire from spreading.  But the result, 
as you can imagine, was quite spectacular. 
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Another story takes us back to when we first came down to Bengal, to Agartala.  We were bunked in buildings made 

of straw and bamboo, called bashas.  We just had our cots there at that point.  Because we were in a war zone, we 

had been issued with Smith and Wesson 38 revolvers.  Most of us had never owned a revolver before, and although 

we had been trained in rifles and machine guns, we hadn’t had any training in revolvers.  So this was something 

new to us.  Unfortunately, at some point later in the day, somebody put a dead snake in the bed of one of the lads, 

and covered it with a sheet.  Nobody else knew about this, but we were sort of gathered at one point, just relaxing, 

and the owner of the bed threw back the sheet, saw the snake, and went into a panic.  He drew his revolver and 

started firing everywhere.  If he’d been firing at the snake, it would have been fine, but the shots were going all 

around.  We threw ourselves on the floor and prayed.  Thankfully, once he emptied the magazine, the shooting 

stopped. Fortunately, no one was hurt, but it just goes to show you there are idiots in every group, and we have to 

live with it.  We all learned a lesson that day….hopefully, anyway.  
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Another incident I recall is when my crew and myself were posted missing.  This sounds unusual, but what had 

happened is, we were flying rather late in the day, and the thunderstorms were so bad we couldn’t get back to 

base. Of course, we had no radio communication over there at all.  There just wasn’t any.  The storms were ominous.  

We couldn’t go around them.  We couldn’t go over them.  We certainly couldn’t go under them over the mountains.  

So I decided to stop for the night.  I knew of a deserted runway that I was pretty sure had been cleared of the 

Japanese, but I couldn’t be certain.  Anyway, we landed, and parked just out on the runway.  We had two Vickers 

gas-operated machine guns on the plane, and we took turns manning them.  We had K-rations for food with us, so 

we had supper, and we spent the night there…. uneventful, which was good.  We got up the next morning, did a 

daily inspection on the aircraft, took off again, and flew home to base.  The unfortunate thing was, when we got 

back, we found that we’d been posted missing, and a laddie was picking up all my stuff to pack and send away.  I 

told him, “Put it back. I’m here again!”   Just another little incident. 

Another story, with a little bit of a different twist……. 

I remembered that I was actually posted missing a second time, but a little differently.  We had been the last load 

out that afternoon, so we were flying rather late.  After landing at the zone in Burma, there had been a hold up 

with the army unloaders, and instead of taking a half hour or so to unload, it took a few hours.  This, unfortunately, 

made it a little too late for us to take off again because the weather had closed in.  We decided to wait it out.  I 

didn’t want to spend the night if I could possibly avoid it.  Anyway, later in the evening, I would think about nine 

o’clock, the weather cleared up enough that we could take off again.  However, this meant that we got back to base 

somewhere around eleven o’clock at night.  When I pulled into the taxi strip, there was my ground crew, sitting at 

the edge of it, waiting for me.  When I got out, I asked, “What are you doing up at this time of night?”  They said, 

“Well, sir, we knew you’d be back.  You’re taking off again at five in the morning.  So we just wanted to be sure you 

didn’t have any problems with the plane that needed attention.”  I said, “No.  No problems.  It’s flying perfectly 

well.  All it needs is refuelling.  But thank-you very much.”  I didn’t realize at the time that we’d been posted missing.  
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This display of concern affected me more deeply than I care to admit.   It reminded me of three most important 
things….. respect for your crew, respect for your ground crew, and respect for your plane. 

Previously, I mentioned the siege of Meiktila, and I forgot to mention something.   We had landed, and being air 

crew, we were not accustomed to ground fire.  This was something new.  The next thing I knew, there was an army 

sergeant beside me.  He knocked my feet out from under me and put me to the ground.  He said, “Do you like being 

shot at?”  I replied, “No”, and he said, “Well, they’re firing at us.”  I said, “Okay…. Thank you very much.”  I don’t 

know whether he saved my life.  I had heard the “pop, pop”, but not being accustomed to this, not having heard it 

before, it didn’t mean anything to me.  Anyway….. just another little incident.  As I said, I credited him with his quick 

action, and thanked him very much.  I thought, “Yes, I’ll keep my ears open for that sort of thing again.”  Just another 
day at the races. 

At this point in my career, I was in for a change.  I was transferred to 342 Wing.  Apparently, I had done over three 

tours, over 600 operational hours.  I wasn’t too unhappy about the move.  We had done quite a bit.  At the 342 

Wing, I was given the title of Senior Operations Officer, and was to be involved in an intended invasion of Singapore. 

This was quite a challenge, and I accepted it, except that intelligence informed us to prepare for 90% casualties. 

That was not funny.  I did not appreciate the fact that we were preparing to lose 90% of aircraft and personnel. 

However, not too long after this, the bomb was dropped on Hiroshima.  Naturally, I heaved a big sigh of relief, and 
was glad that the invasion was cancelled and the war was over.   End of that story. 

As I said, I went to 342 Wing. 342 Wing was comprised of four squadrons.  There were three Canadian RCAF 

squadrons (117, 435, and 436), and one RAF squadron (31).  Squadrons 31 and 117 always shared the same base, 

and Squadrons 435 and 436 were based at Imphal.  My Commander was Group Captain Isherwood, who was not 

only my Commander, but eventually became a good friend.  His background..... just as a matter of interest.... I found 

out he had the Order of Lenin, which I thought was strange.  Then I found out what had happened.  During a past 

time when we were friendly with the Russians, he had taught the Russians fighter tactics.  (He was a fighter pilot 
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himself.) For this he had received the Order of Lenin which was quite an achievement.  Not too long after I got to 

the Wing, there was a change.  Group Captain Isherwood had been flying a single engine Harvard, which was his 

plane and he was quite happy with it.  But again, the powers that be decided that they didn’t want him to have the 

Harvard, and they gave him a twin engine Beechcraft Expeditor.  I know some of you are quite familiar with that 

plane.  It was a sweet little plane, if ever there was one.  Anyway, Group Captain Isherwood either couldn’t or 

wouldn’t fly a twin engine plane, so he latched onto me because I was the only other pilot at the wing headquarters. 

He appointed me to not only pick it up, but to fly him around whenever it was necessary.  I didn’t mind this at all.  

It was quite a lot of fun.  The first time we went to pick it up, he flew me down in his Harvard from Chittagong to 

Akyab. He took off again, and I was left to bring the Expeditor back from Akyab to Chittagong.  I had been trained 

on Expeditors on the West coast of Canada, but there were no instructions, and I’d forgotten a little bit about it.  I 

thought, “Well, I think I remember most of it.”  But I did remember one thing.  There was something different about 

the air speed indicator….. that it either over read or under read by 10 knots an hour.  I couldn’t for the life of me 

remember which way it was.  Anyway, when I flew it back to Chittagong and came in for a landing, I decided to play 

it safe.  I thought, “Well if it’s over reading, I’d better add on another 10 knots an hour to be sure.”  Well, I had got 

it wrong, and I landed way, way over the speed limit, but managed to stop before the end of the runway..... just a 
kind of a fun experience. 

A few months later, Group Captain Isherwood was being sent home on leave.  He asked me to get a navigator and 

fly him from Chittagong back up to Karachi to pick up a plane.  This was fine.  We got about half way up there, and 

he said, “Where are we?”  So we checked the map, and we were just outside a place called Jodhpur.  The name is 

familiar to most of you for its connection with riding.  Anyway, he said, “Let’s go down and land.”   So we said okay 

and went down and landed.  Then he got out of the plane and said, “I’m going to go and telephone the Maharajah.” 

The navigator and I looked at one another, and I thought, “He must be kidding!”  But he wasn’t.  Apparently the 

Maharajah of Jodhpur was a personal friend of his.  Anyway, it finished up we were invited for dinner and spent 

the night there and had a good old time.  In the morning, when we left, the Maharajah gave us each a bottle of his 

liqueur from his special cellars and advised us not to touch it until we were back home and safely on the ground.  It 
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was just as well because it was rather potent!  Just a story...... we dropped Group Captain Isherwood at Karachi, 

and I didn’t see him again until we had a reunion in London in 1949.  That was because when we came back to 
Chittagong, I found out I was going on leave too. 

When I came home on leave, we came home in the bomb bay of a Liberator.  Our first stop was Tripoli, Mussolini’s 

dream city, and stayed overnight.  The next stop was in Marseilles.  Almost everything was closed in Britain due to 

fog or bad weather, so we landed in the wintertime on Holy Island in North Wales.  I had a good leave.  Then we 

were coming back by ship, and there was some delay there.  It was a week or two later than it should have been 

before we got on the ship and then back to Bombay, so I was away for quite some time.  When I came back to 

Chittagong, 31 Squadron had left, and 342 Wing had left.  Apparently 31 Squadron was down in Malaysia along 

with 342 Wing, somewhere.  At this point, I only had a very short time, or so I thought, before I was finished and 

came into demobilization.  Anyway, during this, there had been some correspondence, and the group at Chittagong 

was 1347 Air Sea Rescue group, and I found myself transferred, as the C.O. of 1347.  I’m not sure why, but it 

happened. I was transferred from one group to another, and that’s where I finished up.  I was there for a month or 
two as the C.O. of 1347 air sea rescue group. 

Our prime function at this time was to destroy planes and other military equipment.  It was rather heartbreaking, 

but the materials, apparently had all come through what was called the Marshall plan in the United States, and the 

agreement was, when the war was over, it all had to be destroyed, so that it wouldn’t be sold or put back in service. 

It took quite a bit of thinking, sometimes, to figure out how to destroy it.  We had a discussion about the Liberators 

that we were in charge of at that time, and the chief mechanic said that one of the best ways was to drain them of 

oil and run the engines until they completely seized up.  Then they were thrown on the scrap heap.  It was quite a 

problem, but we got rid of most of it, and as I said, it was heartbreaking to destroy equipment that was in perfectly 

good working order.  But it was done, and at the end, I got my marching orders to return to Britain and leave the 
service.   
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York House Officers Mess Dinner 

 

Royal Air Force College Cranwell 

 

31 Squadron Centenary Dinner, Tamworth 

 

Beechcraft King Air - RAF Cranwell 



 Stories from the Burma Campaign 

85 

Crew  

31 Squadron  

Burma 

 

 

 

Frank Moylan Wireless Air Gunner  

Left to Right  Peter Hayes Navigator 

Roy Mallinson Wireless Air Gunner 

Ray Pedlow Air Gunner 

Jock Hunter Pilot 


