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Happy New
N Year! I wish
w you all the best for 2013.
In this issue’s ‘Last Post’
P
announncements we learn of thhe passing off two Belgiaans that servved in
320 (Duttch) Squadro
on. There weere a total of 56 Belgiann ‘Mitchell Boys’
B
in 1399 Wing: 14 in 98
Squadronn, 7 in 180 Squadron
S
annd 35 in 320 Squadron. According
A
too records coollected by André
A
Bar of thhe Brussels Air Museum
m, 791 Belggians servedd in the Royyal Air Forcce during WWII;
W
quite rem
markable for a country unnder enemy occupation!
I shudderr to imaginee the hardshiips many of those 791 endured
e
escaaping their occupiers to reach
r
Britain, join
j
the RAF
F and help expel
e
the Naazis. Read Raoul
R
Schreiiden’s Story in this issuee and
get an iddea of the deedication andd love for one’s countryy required too achieve suuch a goal. Raoul
R
wrote hiss legacy as a gift to his family
fa
beforee he died; it’’s a frank portrayal of onne man’s wartime
experiencces and his appreciation
a
of life and love
l
thereaftter.

U.K. CHAIR
RMAN’’S CHA
AT
L
Leonard
Cliffford • UK Chairman
C
Having taken
t
over as
a chairman from our old friend Norman
Prowse may
m I wish every membber of the Association
A
G
Good
Health annd Happinesss during 20113.
We are very
v
fortunaate to have such an exxcellent and hard
working Committeee; thank-youu Russell, Frank,
F
Johnn and
Peter.
mas periodd I telephooned our sister
s
During the Christm
associatioon in Canada and hadd a very frieendly discuussion
with their Chairman
n, David Pooissant, whoo sends his best
wishes too all our mem
mbers for 20013.
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Leonard and Joan Cliffo
ord

LAST POST
RAOUL SCHREIDEN • PILOT • 320 SQUADRON
Raoul Schreiden passed away on 15 July 2012 at his home in Ajijic, Jalisco,
Mexico after a brief battle with cancer. He was 88 years old.
Raoul was born in the Belgian Congo on 18 July 1923 and grew up in
Belgium. He was 17 years old at the start of WWII when he fled occupied
Belgium only to be captured and imprisoned by the Vichy government in
the south of France. He escaped them and worked for a year with the
French Resistance before relocating to Spain and then Gibraltar.
A Polish boat took him from there to England where he volunteered for the Royal Air Force. He
took his pilot training in the BCATP bases in Canada before being posted to 320 ‘Dutch’
Squadron RAF at Dunsfold, Surrey in England. Raoul completed the war flying B-25 Mitchells
in operations over Normandy, Belgium, the Netherlands and Germany with Belgian crewmates
Charles ‘Charlie’ Lawarrée (AG), Jean de Gobert (N) and Jean-Pierre Vermeiren (AG).
He joined Sabena Belgian Airlines in 1946 flying Douglas DC-3s and retired from their employ
in 1982 as Chief Pilot of a Boeing 747. Raoul and his wife Claudia, a former stewardess,
became Canadian citizens and retired on Vancouver Island, British Columbia. In 2007 they
moved to Ajijic, on the north shore of Lake Chapala in the province of Jalisco, Mexico. A
former 2TAF MBA member, Raoul was an active member of 904 (Lake Chapala-Mexico) Wing
of the Air Force Association of Canada.
Raoul is survived by his wife Claudia and a daughter, Inez Schreiden, of Belgium.
With information from ‘The Guadalajara Reporter,’ André Bar and Mehdi Schneyders.

JEAN-PIERRE VERMEIREN • AIR GUNNER • 320 SQUADRON
André Bar (Brussels Air Museum) reports the passing of Jean-Pierre Vermeiren
on 28 November 2012.
One of the last of the Belgian ‘Mitchell Boys’, Jean-Pierre was part of the crew
of Raoul Schreiden (P), Jean de Gobert (N), and Charles ‘Charlie’ Lawarrée
(AG), all having predeceased JP; de Gobert on 21 Jun 1990, Lawarrée on 24 Jan
1997 & Schreiden on 15 Jul 2012.
Jean Pierre escaped occupied Belgium 01 Jun 41 and travelled to England via
The Pyrenees, France, Spain and Portugal. Immediately upon arrival in the UK
he joined the Belgian Forces in Great Britain and entered RAF Initial Training
Wing at Scarborough 13 Oct 42. At No. 6 EFTS in Northampton, his difficulty with landings
2

saw him redirected to No 6 Bombing & Gunnery School at Mountainview, Ontario, Canada
followed by No. 9 Observer School, St-Jean, Québec.
Jean-Pierre was posted to 320 Squadron RAF on 22 Sep 44 where he and crewmates flew
operations from Dunsfold, Surrey; Melsbroek, Belgium and Achmer, Germany thru 17 Jun 45.

Charles Lawarrée, Raoul Schreiden, Jean
de Gobert, Jean‐Pierre Vermeiren. 1944

Jean de Gobert, Jean‐Pierre Vermeiren, Raoul Schreiden,
Charles Lawarrée. 1987 reunion.

Information and photos by André Bar and Mehdi Schneyders (Belgium).

WE WILL REMEBER THEM

DOROTHY BRENNAN • WIFE of STU BRENNAN, O • 88/180
Dorothy Brennan (née Scarrow) passed away 14 May 2012 at Bluewater Health in
Sarnia, peacefully with her family by her side; she was in her 90th year. Dorothy
was the beloved wife of Stewart Brennan; they married in 1990 after both had lost a
spouse. In addition to Stu, Dorothy is survived by daughter Susan Wright (Bill), son
Jeff Galloway (Jill), sisters Betty Needham, Audrey McClymont, brother Ralph
Scarrow and four grandchildren.
Dorothy was a life member of Sigma Phi Gamma Sorority, a long time member of the Sarnia
Golf & Country Club and spent many happy winters in Florida. A celebration of her life was
held in Sarnia on Saturday June 9, 2012.
With information from Stu Brennan and D.J. Robb Funeral Home

JOYCE MARGARET WILLIAMS • WIDOW of KELVIN WILLIAMS, P • 226
In January 1943 Kelvin Charles Williams, later to be father of Tricia, our Australian Wing
Secretary, went to No. 1 Initial Training School RAAF for pilot training. Corresponding with
the hometown folks became an art, one of those folk was Joyce Benton “Who was always pro3

RAAF and became very pro-KCW as well”, as Kelvin said at the time. In November 1943
Kelvin wrote “train landed at New York City, on to Fort Slocum, waited an hour for a medical
and staggered into bed at 02.30. Parade next day 09.30. Cables to Mum and Joyce at four dollars
a throw”. Just one of many items of correspondence from around the world to them. Kelvin's
wife JOYCE WILLIAMS died peacefully on 12.12.12 in Queensland, Australia after eight
years in a nursing home, just one day before what would have been her wedding anniversary,
having outlived Kelvin by 13 years. Tricia said at Joyce’s funeral service “You brought us into
this world, you always put us first and you loved us unconditionally. We hope you are happy and
at peace and that you made it to heaven in time for your wedding anniversary with Dad on 13
December. Thanks for being our Mum.”

MEMBERSHIP UPDATE
STU BRENNAN • OBSERVER • 88/180
Stu called to report that he moved from Sarnia to an assisted care facility in Oakville, Ontario in
mid-December; he’s very happy with the new residence, close to his son’s home. Stu also
commented on how much he enjoys each issue of ‘Dispersals’ and very much likes the current
format. Thanks Stu, we love hearing things like that; we also love suggestions and submissions
for articles.
On a more somber note, Stu informed us that his wife Dorothy passed away 14 May, 2012.
Please accept our sympathy, Stu.

NEW ASSOCIATE MEMBERS
We’re happy to welcome Peter Snow, son of Jay Snow, AG • 107/180 (deceased) to the ranks of
our Associate Members. Peter is President of ‘Syndicon Group Associates’ of London, ON;
that’s the group that videoed the 1996 MBA Reunion in Hamilton. Peter lives in London, ON.
Welcome also to Doug Bing, brother of Fred Bing, WAG • 98. Doug is semi-retired and lives in
Pitt Meadows, BC with his wife Helen; they have three sons Jeremy, Graham and Eric.

OUR READERS
Re: de Havilland Mosquito Video (distributed via email ‘Interim Updates’)
Jan Kloos (Nav/B • 320) Perly-Certoux, Switzerland
Many thanks for the beautiful Mossie; sure enjoyed it. Here is wishing you and yours the
very best for a healthy and happy 2013. Take care – Jan.
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de Havilland Mosquito Video cont’d...
Phil Poissant (Toronto, Ontario, Canada)
Fabulous! As I watched it I couldn’t help thinking about Dad. Very emotional.
Thanks...Phil.
Peter Johnson (Southend on Sea, Essex, England)
I have just seen the video, and you’re right; I didn’t want it to end. What a brilliant piece
of filming/editing but what an even greater thing to put a Mosquito back in the air, what
with all the dedication of those involved and not forgetting the cost of the project. Long
may it fly!!!
Also thank-you for everything you send through each year. I, and I am sure everyone
who receive your emails, really appreciate the content of each one. Hope you had a great
Christmas and have a great 2013. Best wishes, Pete.

Re: Happy New Year (distributed via email ‘Interim Updates’)
Tim Johnson (England)
And all good wishes to you for 2013, with
much appreciation for the stream of emails,
videos and news. Regards, Tim Johnson.
Pat Milne (Ajax, Ontario, Canada)
Thank-you that is a great picture. It is one I
have not seen before. I am forwarding it to
my brothers. Is anything being planned for
this Summer either for this group or the one
out of New Brunswick [Pennfield Ridge]? I
am sharing the Dispersals newsletter with the
men at the branch of the Legion in Ajax I
belong to. They find it very interesting to see the articles each time I bring in a new copy.
Keep up the good work. Happy New Year, Pat.
Pictured in the New Year photo are Ken Wright (P-180), Bill McWhirter (AG-180 and Pat’s
father), Dr Ed Bass (O-226) & Jack Williamson (son of Jack Williamson P-88); taken at the
Edmonton 2004 MBA Reunion. We sent a full-size copy of the photo to Pat for her collection.
To be included in our email distribution list for ‘Interim Updates’, send a note to:
david.poissant@sympatico.ca MBA members only
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RAOUL SCHREIDEN STORY
Raoul Schreiden
Reprinted with permission of Claudia Schreiden

The following is written in Raoul Schreiden’s own words as his legacy and parting gift to his
wife, Claudia, his daughter, Inez and his daughter-in-law, Claude, wife of his son Pierre. It was
published on the website of the ‘904 (Lake Chapala-Mexico) Wing’ of the Air Force Association
of Canada. It is a story that must be told; of men and events that must never be forgotten.

I have had a lot of luck but I have also seen unbelievable things...
I was almost 18 when the Nazis invaded Belgium. I had always had an
interest in aviation which began at the age of 8 when I used to build
model airplanes. I was wounded in May 1940 and left Belgium at the
beginning of 1941 with 4 other young men of whom I was the only one to
reach England. In Vichy France I met a man from Belgium, who lived in
Spain. He hardly spoke French. He was 2 or 3 years my senior but a
thousand times more resourceful. I never knew his real name, he called
himself Lefevre. I later learned that he worked for la resistance. We were
arrested in Banyuls. We spent some time in the abominable prison of
Perpignan. As we were being transported to a tribunal in Céret, Lefevre
saw an opening in the police guard, and we ran like the devil. We were
dirty, ragged and full of lice, but free.
We had the luck to see a gypsy wagon. After introducing ourselves, they agreed to take us to
Narbonne where Lefevre knew a safe house. We travelled for 8 days, always "on alert" which the
gypsies were accustomed to. It was an unforgettable voyage. I found out later that a Belgian
named Jan Yoors, an artist whose parents lived in Grenada and who knew gypsies well, had
organized the gypsy transport system. And so, without planning it, I became a member of the
resistance and stayed a year in France. I never saw nor heard of Lefevre or my little gypsy
"family" again. To them, I owe a great deal.
My new boss was Albert Quinet, a Belgian engineer. He called me from the Haute Savoie where
he was evaluating the amount of French bauxite going to Turin in Italy. I worked in the Savoie
Water service. It was an ideal place, (while riding a bicycle) to find the most vulnerable part of
the railway. This was the tunnel of Modane which, thanks to Quinet, was destroyed by Bomber
Command. After a hasty retreat from the Arc valley, I reconnoitered the construction sites of
bunkers along the Cote D’Azur. I got a job in the public works and represented myself as a
refugee from Lorraine. I got an identity card and received double rations because I said that I was
17 years old, and the rations were again doubled because I was a labourer. All this, naturally,
went to the Maquis.
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Quinet, who had become a Lieutenant with a trusted post in Marshall Petain's army, was found
out. It was time to clear out, and he took me in his baggage. Toulouse was the departure point of
a line towards Spain. The local agent Mr. Cartigny, a splendid organizer, had everything ready.
We joined a group of a half dozen Belgian aviators. Our voyage was superbly organized (that is
not to say that it was comfortable to which anyone who has crossed the Pyrenees in winter can
attest).
Safe house, in Barcelona, was in the dwelling of two ladies who were ferocious enemies of
Franco. The trip through Spain was once again very well organized. We skirted villages,
zigzagged along the route, and did not stop to do sightseeing. We crossed the border to Portugal
at night, a little like the Pyrenees but not as tough. The safe house in Braganza was in the house
of another Belgian engineer. He was very accommodating and was a great specialist in false
papers. There was light at the end of the tunnel, great for moral. In Lisbon the safe house, full of
escapees, was at the British embassy. Not so safe it seemed. One morning it was surrounded by
police. There was a little stay at the fort of Cascais, (it wasn't worth the detour). Obviously at the
request of the British Embassy, one night we were asked to jump the wall between two guards
who were looking the other way. At the bottom of the wall, a vehicle awaited us, damn!, the
vehicle was a police car! But it turned out well, and the driver took us to a small village Villa
Real de San Antonio, where we boarded a little Belgian boat called the Rene Paul, bound for
Gibraltar. The Germans, naturally, knew of this and offered us an "escort" of a Focke Wolf
Condor aircraft. There was a lot of noise from inaccurate bombing, but we were in the hold. The
Rene Paul crew, who did this trip often, did a remarkable job.
We debarked from a Polish ship in London and went off to "Patriotic school" where, after
formalities, an officer asked me what I wanted
to do? What a question! And what a reaction!
Well, he didn't give me a ticket to Canada, but
told me to enlist in the Belgian Army before
anything. Easily said, easily done. The very
sympathetic Belgian officer, Cajeot, knew full
well that many young men passing before him
wished to join the RAF. I am certain that with
his help, I, and many other Belgian boys were
sent to EFTS at Scarborough. Then it was
"grading school" before boarding the half
empty Queen Elizabeth for New York. From
New York, we took the train to Moncton. Belgians at No. 32 SFTS Moosejaw, Saskatchewan, 1943:
Welcome to Canada, it was close to 40 degrees Wathieu, Pax, V. Pacco, Boels, Doncq, Raoul Schreiden,
André Bar collection
Bedewe, Gogot.
below zero, and a 10 minute walk without
earmuffs to camp. We froze our ears.
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It was well known that the trains in Canada were slow, and Canada was vast, but just the same, 5
or 6 days to Calgary? After training on the Tiger Moth, with a canopy and sometimes skis, I was
asked to choose single or twin engine aircraft. I chose twins because I had heard of a Belgian
squadron who were flying the Mosquito aircraft, a fast and lethal twin engine light bomber. With
two Belgian friends, I was off to Moose Jaw to train on Oxfords. All went well and I received
my wings on 13 August 1943. The next day I was commissioned as RAF Pilot Officer Schreiden,
a proud moment indeed. I returned to England on the Queen Elizabeth, nothing new here. She
had not grown, but this time there were 18,000 military passengers on board. In England, a big
surprise, no question of being posted to a Mosquito squadron. My friends Ledent, Kaisin, Stainer
and I were chomping at the bit in South Cerney, flying around student radio operators and
navigators in Oxford aircraft. The Belgian Chief of Staff naturally did not want us to escape from
his authority by accepting a "posting" to a squadron where he had no control.
Thanks to the ingenuity of Felix Ledent, this is what happened. The three squadrons of 139 Wing
were critically short of pilots and we were assigned there. We did our OTU (Operational
Training Unit) on the North American B-25 Mitchell light bomber. The instructors had already
done a tour of operations, and they inspired
respect and confidence. I am happy to say that
my crew of Navigator and two Gunners had
nothing serious happen to them during training,
but I don't know who they were more frightened
of, the Germans or their pilot? We were
assigned to 320 (Netherlands) Squadron RAF.
Many on this squadron were Dutch who had
been in Indonesia and had felt the full force of
the Japanese attack. Some had lost family in the
German invasion of Holland or had family in
320 (Dutch) Squadron crews at Dunsfold, Surrey. 1944
Japanese prisoner of war camps. Needless to
photo: André Bar Collection
say, for them the war was neither recent nor
happy. They were airmen of great merit, supported by very professional mechanics and
armourers.
My flight commander, De Groot, a career officer, knew the German soldier's manual by heart.
He could have commanded a German flak battery better than they. He had his eyes fixed on the
German shells coming up to meet us and knew exactly the best evasive manoeuvres to take. He
never lost an airplane in his flight. Wing Commander Larry Dunlap, a Canadian, was also
remarkable. He was a professional airman and armament specialist. He constantly urged us to
affect the maximum damage on the enemy, but to do everything to avoid hitting civilians, and
not to expose our crews needlessly.
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Discipline was more a matter of good sense than pure and simple obedience. As an example,
after the invasion we were doing night intruder flights at a very low altitude. The aim was to
interdict all movement, but it was a bad idea. It cost us more dearly in crews than the German
side, thanks among other things, to their new radar set in the
Junkers 88 aircraft. The crews made it clear that the operations
were badly conceived, totally ineffective and they did not wish to
continue. W/C Dunlap immediately ceased these night
operations.
The worst that I saw was an operation to attack a German V2 site
at La Haie. Intelligence sent to us said that the V2's were in a
certain park from where the civilian population had been
evacuated. A Dutch Commander had different information, and
told W/C Dunlap who transmitted it to his superior. One can
imagine the discussions at headquarters, but the decision was
Sgt Charles Lawarrée (WAG), F/O Raoul
Schreiden (P), P/O Jean de Gobert (N),
made to attack. The Dutch squadron commander did not lead his
F/S Jean‐Pierre Vermeiren (AG)
squadron and the Dutch crews were relieved of their duties to go
photo: André Bar Collection
if they had doubts. A little after the liberation of Holland, we
were shocked to hear that the Germans had removed the V2's and the civilian population had
returned. The destruction was horrible. It was impossible to accept and The destruction
renewed our determination the "get it over with".

was horrible. It
was impossible
to accept and
renewed our
determination
to ‘get it over
with’.

As the Allies advanced the squadron left RAF Dunsfold in England to a
Belgian base at Melsbroek, which the Germans had just evacuated. This
was on Oct 8 1944. There, in Belgium, quite apart from the obvious
rejoicing at the liberation, the atmosphere appeared a bit curious to me.
Most of my classmates had simply continued their studies. Some were
doctors and lawyers. I have never quite got over the story of the young
university graduates who asked me to help them get into the RAF and
whom I introduced to Colonel Florent Van Rollegheim. I saw a former
classmate two weeks later who proudly announced that his uniform, made to measure, would
soon be ready. He had been enlisted as a military auditor with the rank of Squadron Leader, if
you please! Many said, "Why do you stay in the RAF? The war is over".
Very quickly, Von Rundstedt sent them a rude awakening. The weather was dreadful and we
spent many hours freezing in our cockpits waiting for the order to scramble. One day just as we
were starting motors, a man tapped me on the shoulder. It was Mich Janssen. He asked, "would it
bother you if I came along young man, perhaps I could give you a hand". The target was a
column of tanks at St. Vith bound for Bastogne. Mich was an exceptional man, he flew as a
gunner, but was on leave that day. I had just finished a course as "bombing leader" and another
pair of eyes was just what I desired. Mike Donnet wrote an excellent biography of Mich Janssen.
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It is a magnificent source of inspiration for the young and not-so-young who think they have
seen everything.
The wing was very busy in Holland especially at Arnhem and along the Rhine. German fighters
reappeared. They were the mean Messerschmitt 262 jets. I even saw a 263. We had almost
forgotten about fighters, we were so well protected by our Spitfire escorts. In April 1945 the
squadron moved to Achmer, near Osnabruck in
Germany. The airdrome had been evacuated and
booby trapped. One could not touch anything or it
jumped up at you. We were lodged in a tent and
washed in the canal along the side of the airdrome.
I participated in an attack on the floodgates of the
canal. The water subsided and numerous cadavers
appeared. The reason soon became apparent. On
the other bank of the canal was a small
concentration camp. The prisoners were all
Messerschmitt Me263 rocket‐powered fighter
photo: D. Poissant collection
women, mostly Russian. After evaluation they
were all set on fire. This sordid affair was as incomprehensible as it was disgusting.
V.E. Day came, we were sent to England and our crew disbanded. We have always remained
great friends. I was sent to training in Transport Command, with a new crew. The atomic bomb
ended the war and we made a few trips to repatriate troops. There were a lot of Belgians waiting
to go home, preoccupied with their future.
On May 6, 1946 I joined Sabena Airlines. I participated with all my heart towards the renewing
and success of this company from which I retired in 1982. I had the privilege of flying many
civilian aircraft from the DC3 to the B747.
My dear wife, Claudine Gennotte, is the grand-daughter of General Fernand Gennotte, who was
in the military in 1914 and in the resistance in 1940. He was taken prisoner and killed by the
Nazis on the last day of the war.
As I have said, all things come to an end. I take my leave, carrying in my heart, a superb gift, my
wife, my Claudia.

ABORTION AND PRECISION
Peter Jenner • MBA UK Editor

One of our Squadrons, briefly, was No. 21; on 28 Sep 43, four months after the start of 2nd TAF,
they flew one of the very few Ventura operations from Hartford Bridge before AVM Embry
moved them to Lasham and Mosquitos.
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Our chairman [Leonard Clifford] sent me a copy of the Blenheim Society Journal #73;
on one of its professional produced pages where he is listed is also the beginning of an
obituary to Embry’s one time Navigator, from which I have taken extracts. It was during
an inspection of the Medium Bombers at Hartford Bridge the AVM Embry was told he
was not to lead the Amiens raid.
Air Commodore Ted Sismore DSO, DFC & two bars, AFC, AE
Air Commodore Ted Sismore, who has died aged 90, was recognized as the RAF’s finest lowlevel navigator of the Second World War, leading “daylight spectaculars” on targets including
three separate Gestapo headquarters and on Goering and Goebbels themselves. He was decorated
for gallantry four times.
On the morning of January 31 1943,
Reynolds and Sismore led a small force of
Mosquitos on the RAF’s first daylight
bombing attack on Berlin, a round trip of
1,100 miles. The bombers were ordered to
arrive at exactly 11am, when Goering and
Goebbels were due to address a rally
commemorating the 10th anniversary
celebrations of Hitler’s regime. The
Mosquitos flew at low level over Germany
Ted Sismore photo: ‘The Telegraph’ newspaper
and, as they crossed the Elbe, climbed to
25,000ft for their attack, which was carried out exactly on time and photographed by Sismore as
it happened.
Sismore continued on operations and transferred to No 21 Squadron as the navigation leader. In
February 1944, by now recognized as the RAF’s finest low-level navigator, he was instructed to
plan an attack to release French Resistance leaders imprisoned in Amiens Jail in northern France.
He was to lead the raid with Air Vice-Marshal Basil Embry (the commander of No 2 Group), but
Embry’s chiefs forbade him to fly because he was too valuable an asset. When Sismore indicated
that he could fly with someone else, Embry retorted: “No, you won’t — if I don’t go, you don’t
go.” The operation went ahead without them, and was a complete success, except that Embry’s
replacement as leader, Group Captain Charles Pickard (who had won three DSOs and a DFC)
was shot down and killed along with his navigator.
Once again flying with Reynolds, Sismore on October 31 1944 led a force of 24 Mosquitos in a
raid on the Gestapo headquarters lodged in the buildings of Aarhus University in Denmark. The
surprise attack, in misty weather, was delivered from low level and was a complete success. The
head of the SS was killed, one of his officers writing: “A terrible disaster happened when our HQ
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was shot up by English airmen.” For their outstanding leadership, both Reynolds and Sismore
received a Bar to their DFCs.

In the February 2010 Dispersals issue, we briefly touched on the infamous Sgt Donald Scratch
who ‘stole’ a B-25 from #5 OTU at Boundary Bay, BC; after a lengthy joy ride during which he
performed heart-stopping feats of flying, he fatally crashed.
A much earlier issue of the Air Gunners’ newsletter ‘Short Bursts’ covered his exploits in more
detail. Much embellishment has been added since the 1945 event, and the Donald Scratch story
has attained near myth status. Dave O’Malley (Vintage Wings of Canada) recently researched
the escapade and kindly allows us to use his results...Here is

THE ‘OFFICAL’ WORD ON DONALD SCRATCH
Sgt. Scratch was born in Saskatchewan, July 7, 1919 and enlisted in the RCAF in Edmonton, as
R60973 AC2 on July 20, 1940. He earned his wings as a Sergeant Pilot and flew with that rank
for a long time. He flew Liberators from Gander, Newfoundland, as a co-pilot on anti-submarine
patrols. Scratch was good at his job and was eventually raised to commissioned rank. On two
separate occasions, Scratch stole multi-engine bombers and engaged in lengthy low-level and
dangerous flying; Jerry Vernon, Aviation
Historian and
Canadian Aviation
Historical Society director Vancouver
chapter explains:
“Scratch had injured his leg in a previous
Bolingbroke accident, and the powers-thatbe felt he did not have enough strength in
the leg to control the rudders on a
Liberator if he lost an engine. For that
reason, both at Gander and at Boundary
Bay, they would not give him a captain's
qualification, which is what pissed him off.

An RCAF P‐40 chases Donald Scratch flying the ‘stolen’ B‐25

On the first occasion, they were concerned that he was going to fly the aircraft down to New
York City, but he thought better of it, and returned to base. He later told classmates at Boundary
Bay that had been his intention. He had taken a Liberator without authority at 0345 hrs on 20 Jul
44, and "for 3 hours and 10 minutes engaged in an exhibition of dangerous low flying over the
aerodrome and vicinity." He told the Court of Inquiry [C of I] that, after 3 years of operational
flying on the East Coast, he was determined to participate in another theatre of war.
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I suppose that qualified pilots were in such demand that they allowed him to re-enlist as a Sgt.
Pilot less than 3 weeks after being dismissed by General Court Martial. Former CP Air PR head
Jim McKeachie, a member of the Quarter Century in Aviation Club and 801 Wing, Air Force
Assn. of Canada, was on the same course as Don Scratch at Boundary Bay, and had dinner with
him in the mess the night before ‘the event’ there. McKeachie then went off on a leave pass and
was not on base the next morning when the Mitchell escapade took place....however, Jim does
have his own version of the story, which I have heard from him several times.
Scratch began a 6-week course at No. 5 OTU as a Mitchell 2nd Pilot
and was due to graduate on 11 Dec 44. His Flight Commander regarded
him highly and stated in evidence that "He was a very keen, average
pilot. He was neat in his appearance and had a pleasant personality. He
was very quiet and generally well-liked."
Apparently Scratch wasn't normally a heavy drinker, but got drunk that
night [05 Dec 44] before attempting to steal a Liberator and then
stealing the Mitchell. Others in his barrack room stated that they had
never seen him drunk...but the Bar Steward testified that he had sold
Donald Palmer Scratch
him between 12 and 18 bottles of beer that night!! He attempted to
photo: flyingforyourlife.com
persuade a WD [Women’s Division] to come with him, but she wisely
refused. There is no mention in the file of the Liberator hitting a bridge...the file says it was
bogged down in the mud, and a 2/3 full mickey of Jamaica Rum was found dropped down
between the pilot seats, with Scratch's fingerprints on it.
The Court of Inquiry notes that he had been drinking beer in the Mess and did not occupy his
quarters that night. At 0200, he visited the Stn. Signal Section and offered a drink to the WD on
duty.
He did not fly down to Seattle, but the RCAF were afraid that he would, and the P-40s had
instructions to shoot him down if he crossed the border, which he did not do. Otherwise, if he
stayed inside Canada, they were to stick with him and try to force him to land. He did not fly
down Granville St. downtown below the level of the buildings; as far as I am concerned, it would
be physically impossible to do with a Mitchell!! However, per statements from the CO, it sounds
like he did fly over parts of the city.
He did fly around and ‘visit’ several of the RCAF stations in the area, possibly Pat Bay
[Victoria] and I think Abbotsford [Vancouver area] for sure...the Court of Inquiry file only
mentions Abbotsford and an extensive beat-up of Boundary Bay. In fact, as a kid during WW II,
I lived on 176th St., several miles due West of the Abbotsford Airport, and one morning a
Mitchell came over our farmhouse at chimney-top level; I have suspected it may have been
Scratch.
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I have seen a photo of him buzzing the CO's morning parade at Boundary Bay, well below tower
and hangar height. It is in the C of I file in Ottawa, which as I recall also contains some
newspaper clippings.
The C of I file says that he beat up Boundary Bay from about 0600 to 0700, then headed for
Abbotsford. He then returned and beat up the buildings, runways and parked aircraft at Boundary
Bay, incredibly missing some objects by inches. At one point, he flew the entire length of the
tarmac between the line of parked aircraft and the hangar, with his props inches off the ground.
He could be seen in the cockpit without headphones on, so he could not hear tower transmissions
to him...the CO had gone to the tower at 0630 and taken personal charge of the
situation.
The Court of Inquiry decided that, even if he had been drunk when he started
out, after several hours of flying and strenuously throwing the aircraft around,
he was probably cold sober by the time he crashed.
The C of I ruled that it was not a suicide, as some thought it was. He had flown
the aircraft for several hours, up to the point that the fuel should have been
exhausted. Mitchell HD343 had taken off at approximately 0454 hrs from the unlit runway and
flew around for 5 hrs and 15 minutes until crashing at 1010 hrs, after about 5 hrs and 15 - 20
minutes flying. The Court felt that, as he pulled the aircraft up sharply, one of the engines was
starved of fuel and cut out or faltered, thus causing a wingover and the aircraft dove vertically
into Tilbury Island, not far from the present Deas Island highway tunnel and the Deas Island
Park. I wonder if there is still any trace of the large water-filled crater that is shown in photos??
It had been calculated that the aircraft would run out of fuel about 0930, but it did not crash until
1010 hrs, so that lends some credence to the theory about it running out of fuel.
The Court had considered several possibilities:
•
•
•
•
•

Pure accident, i.e. loss of control at high speed. No.
Loss of control due to physical exhaustion...no sleep that night, heavy drinking, 5 hours
of violent aerobatic manoeuvres, etc. could have resulted in a physical collapse. No.
Suicide. No evidence that he was suicidal, so ‘No’ again.
Insanity. No. He had been examined by RCAF shrinks and the Court had no alternative
but to find him sane.
Failure of fuel supply to lower engine when wings of aircraft were vertical in last pull-up.
With one engine running and the other cutting out, the aircraft would have done a
wingover and dived towards the ground. The aircraft was at high speed and at 800 - 1000
ft. at the time and the Court felt it would have been impossible to pull out. This was the
accepted findings of the Court.
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However, the remarks of the CO suggested that Scratch must have been suffering from some sort
of mental depression or an inferiority complex. [The CO] felt that the flying was so dangerous
that no-one in a balanced state of mind would fly that way for such a long period. The CO and
several experienced pilots felt that a pilot in a balanced state of mind would have frightened
himself so badly that he would have quickly stopped flying this way.
No. 5 OTU operated out of both Boundary Bay and Abbotsford. In general, Mitchells were used
at Boundary Bay and Liberators at Abbotsford, and the basic 4 or 5 man crew trained first on the
Mitchells and then were joined by the Air Gunners at Abbotsford on Liberators for further workup. There wouldn't normally have been many (or any) Liberators at Boundary Bay, but there
apparently was at least one there that day. 5 OTU used the Boundary Bay-based Kittyhawks for
‘Fighter Affiliation Training’ for the Liberator Air Gunners, so perhaps that is why one would
have been at Boundary Bay.”

Background • Donald Palmer Scratch (R60973 & J26269)
With information from www.flyingforyourlife.com

•
•

•
•
•

•

•

Was born 07 Jul 1919 in Maymont, Saskatchewan and schooled in Radway, Alberta.
He graduated in pharmacy from the University of Alberta and was living in Edmonton,
working as a pharmacist when he enlisted in the RCAF on 20 July 1940. His mother,
Mrs Matilda N. Scratch Whitman, was living in Ashmont, Alberta; 120 km east of
Edmonton.
Donald trained at No. 1 ITS Toronto until 11 Oct 1940; No. 2 EFTS Ft. William (08 Dec
40 to 27 Jan 41); No.1 SFTS Camp Borden (08 Feb to 30 Apr 41).
He was with 118 Squadron Rockcliffe (Ottawa) 01 May to 21 Jun 41.
He was the pilot of Bristol Bolingbroke 9064 that crashed shortly after takeoff at Sydney,
NS on 16 Mar 42, killing his friend Sgt Pilot Robert Laird Parker and slightly wounding
two others. Scratch had both ankles crushed and
was hospitalized for 6 months. Hard work and
custom made shoes paid off and he was allowed
to continue flying, as the crash was deemed
caused by mechanical failure.
On 20 Jun 44 he ‘borrowed’ a Liberator, was
arrested and Court Martialed. Tried 08 July, he
was found guilty and discharged. The sentence
was confirmed 11 Aug 44 and promulgated 2
Sep 44.
Strangely, he was allowed to re-enlist as a
photo: Thelma Gamblin
Sergeant Pilot on 21 Sep 44.

Donald Scratch is buried in the Ashmont Communal Cemetery at Ashmont, Alberta.
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POW MONOPLOY
An interesting item circulating on the Internet; forwarded by Darrell Bing.
We checked it with ‘Snopes.com’ that confirms truths or debunks myths...this one’s true (for the most part).

In 1940, an increasing number of British/Commonwealth Airmen found themselves as the
involuntary guests of the Third Reich, and the Crown was casting about for ways and means to
facilitate their escape.
Now obviously, one of the most helpful aids to that end is a useful and accurate map, one
showing not only where stuff was, but also showing the locations of 'safe houses' where a POW
‘on-the-lam’ could go for food and shelter [safe houses were not shown; there was a virtual
certainty that some of the maps would fall into German hands].
Paper maps had some real drawbacks...they make a lot of noise when you open and fold them,
they wear out rapidly, and if they get wet, they turn into mush. Someone in MI-5 got the idea of
printing escape maps on silk, it's durable, can be scrunched-up into tiny wads, unfolded as many
times as needed, and makes no noise whatsoever.
At that time, there was only one manufacturer in Great Britain that had perfected the technology
of printing on silk, and that was John Waddington, Ltd. When approached by the government,
the firm was only too happy to do its bit for the war effort.
By happy coincidence, Waddington was also the U.K.
Licensee for the popular American board game,
Monopoly. As it happened, 'games and pastimes' was
a category of item qualified for insertion into 'CARE
packages', dispatched by the International Red Cross
to prisoners of war [Waddington relates that games
were always sent via private, often fictitious,
organisations like the ‘Licensed Victaullers Prisoner
Relief Fund’. No escape aids were inserted into Red
Cross parcels so the Germans would have no
justification for stopping the much-needed parcels’].
Under the strictest of secrecy, in a securely guarded
old workshop on the grounds of Waddington's, a
group of sworn-to-secrecy employees began massproducing escape maps, keyed to each region of
Germany or Italy where Allied POW camps were
located. When processed, these maps could be folded into a package small
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enough to fit inside a Monopoly playing piece [According to Waddington, they were actually
secreted in precise depressions in the game board under the paper face].
And while they were at it, the clever workmen at Waddington's also managed to add:
1. A playing token containing a small magnetic compass.
2. A small metal file.
3. Useful amounts of genuine high-denomination German, Italian, and French currency,
hidden within the piles of Monopoly money!
Allied air crews were advised, before taking off on their first mission, how to identify a 'rigged'
Monopoly set: by means of a tiny red dot, one cleverly
rigged to look like an ordinary printing
glitch, located in the corner of the ‘Free
Parking’ square.
[John Powell Davies, a former Navy
flier and member of the escape
committee in Colditz Castle, said that
after removing the escape aids, they
destroyed the sets to keep guards from
figuring out the ruse. ‘Times Daily’ 27
Jan 1985]
Of the estimated 35,000 Allied POWS
who successfully escaped, an estimated
one-third were aided in their flight by the
rigged Monopoly sets [number of POWs
actually aided by these sets is unknown,
although Waddington likes to believe it
was a great many]. Everyone who did so was sworn to secrecy indefinitely, since the British
Government might want to use this highly successful ruse in still another, future war. It was
finally declassified and the contributions of John Waddington Ltd were recognized publicly.
It’s nice to have a ‘Get Out of Jail Free’ card!
Photos are from http://monopoly.cdbpdx.com/

Were you told how to identify a rigged Monopoly set? Please share your memories.
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A story from F/O Donald A. Fraser RCAF, a flying instructor at #34 OTU Pennfield Ridge, NB
from 23 July 1943 through 5 May 1944. He was posted to Pennfield Ridge after completing a
tour with 150 Squadron RAF in Leigh Light-equipped Wellingtons on anti-submarine patrol.

CARRY ON REGARDLESS
Excerpted from ‘Live to Look Again’ by Donald A. Fraser

On Saturday, 3 September, 1943, I finished flying at 1400 hours, then turned
up for the final baseball game of the ‘series’ - the Officers against the Works
and Bricks team. The game was held on the far side of the aerodrome; a fairly
level diamond, but the outfield was covered with clusters of blueberry bushes.
There was a fair-sized crowd from the station that Saturday afternoon to watch
the game. I was playing centre field, Mordie's position before he went into the
hospital.

Donald Fraser when
with 150 Sqn RAF at
Snaith, Yorkshire

It was a tight game; the teams were evenly matched. At the seventh inning it
was a tie score. Our pitcher fanned one out - the next batter was walked. Then
a hit went past the shortstop and there were two on base. A bunt, and the bases
were loaded. The tension mounted.

One out, three on base. The next batter connected with the ball, and it flew high over second
base. I sprinted in and just managed to catch it. No runner moved from his base, so I tossed the
ball to the pitcher.
Another strike, then two balls, a second strike, and then - the crack of bat meeting ball. I came
charging in, reached low, and intercepted the ball, simultaneously ensnaring my foot in a
blueberry bush. I unavoidably lost my balance and tumbled forward, still clutching the ball
firmly in my hands. The crowd cheered; "Three out!" shouted the umpire. I hit the ground with a
thud, and felt a sharp pain shoot through my left shoulder. I slowly set the ball down on the
ground, and hesitantly brought my right hand up to check my injury. My mouth suddenly went
dry and my face paled as I felt the sharp edge of a bone protruding from my shoulder. My
collarbone was sticking up through the skin. By now my team had run in to bat, and I was left
sitting on the field. Everyone was shouting at me, "Fraser, get up, we want to finish the game!"
Dazed and weak, I could neither move nor yell back, and finally one of the crowd came out onto
the field. Seeing the broken bone he cried, "Don't move," and called for help. Moving was the
furthest thing from my mind, and I was perfectly content to sit tight until an ambulance wove its
way through the crowd to where I lay.
The Medical Officer fixed a splint and told me to hold my left arm steady with my right hand. As
I was helped toward the ambulance, I heard somebody shout, "Is there an officer in the crowd to
take Fraser's place?"
A reluctant volunteer walked up - "but I don't have any running shoes."
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"What size?"
"Eight and half." Off came my shoes. "And I have
my good pants on," he continued. My sport trousers
were dragged off me as the medical types bundled
me into the ambulance. It was a long, bumpy, and, in
my semi-naked state, chilly trip across the aerodrome
to the hospital.
F/O Donald Fraser (right) with arm in sling, with
his brother Douglas at HMCS Cornwallis; 1943

But the game went on!

Thank-you to Chris Larsen (Pennfield Parish Military Historical Society) for bringing this story
to our attention.

HAPPY 90th BIRTHDAY REG DAY
From the Dunsfold Park Website • with information from Peter Jenner

On November 19th 1943 Reg Day (Aero Engines • 98) celebrated a very special birthday at
Dunsfold Aerodrome, his 21st! Now, 69 years on, Reg is back on the aerodrome celebrating an
equally important birthday, his 90th, with ex-wartime
compatriots, museum volunteers and staff at
Dunsfold Park.
As guest of honour to the festivities on Wednesday
21st November, Reg was also joined by fellow
veterans Babe Harwood (of ‘The Hatch’) and Peter
Jenner and his stalwart museum volunteers, Terry
Bachelor and Owen Warren. Overwhelmed by the
celebrations, Reg commented, "I am thrilled to have
been able to spend my birthday on the aerodrome
and with those who have supported me since
opening my museum. The museum acts as a lasting tribute to those who served during the
Second World War, and I am honoured to have been given such an opportunity by Dunsfold
Park. I would encourage everyone to come and visit."
Jim McAllister, Chief Executive, Dunsfold Park Ltd comments: "I'm delighted to be part of
Reg's birthday celebrations. The nation owes a great debt of gratitude to men and women like
Reg and I'm proud to be able to not only celebrate with him on such a momentous occasion, but
support his museum which will ensure that the heritage of the site is not forgotten." Reg was a 98
Squadron RAF mechanic during WWII and worked maintaining six active Mitchells and three
grounded aircraft, in a rolling pattern.
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Reg celebrated his birthday in style on Dunsfold Park with a
'proper' English tea-party and a fabulous cake decorated with a
model of his wartime aircraft, the B-25 Mitchell bomber.
The Chief of Air Staff, Air Chief
Marshal Sir Stephen Dalton GCB,
ADC, LLB, BSc, FRAeS, CCMI
Royal Air Force Sent Reg a letter of
congratulations. Sir Stephen was
one of Reg’s cadets.
Reg returned to Dunsfold aerodrome in 2003 and since then, Reg with ‘Reg Day 90’ Red Arrow photo
with the aid of Dunsfold Park Ltd, has set-up a museum of from Gerry Forristal (Dunsfold Park).
Photo: Peter Jenner
memorabilia which recounts his time during the Second World
War. The museum is open at Dunsfold Park from 10.00am – 3.00pm every Wednesday by
appointment.

ANOTHER GREAT ESCAPE
Leonard Clifford • WAG • 88 • 2TAF MBA UK Chairman

Air Chief Marshall Sir Basil Embry KBE, CB, DSO with 3 bars, DFC, AFC
Took command of the 2ND Tactical Air force Group on the 27th May 1943.
As a Wing commander in 1940 he received instruction from HQ 2 Group to transfer from RAF
Wattisham and take over as Acting Group Captain at Royal Air Force
station West Raynham from 28th May 1940. He was disappointed to be
leaving his old Squadron, but on the same day a signal arriving from HQ
2 Group nominating a number of Squadrons to standby for action to
attack advancing enemy columns in the direction of St. Omer.
Wing Commander Embry suggested to his successor that he would have
time to do this job with his Squadron before proceeding to West
Raynham. He then briefed his old Squadron crews describing the nature
of the target and how they would go about their business.
At 4 o’clock that day twelve Blenheim IVs took off in two boxes of six
aircraft. As they crossed the coast Calais lay six thousand feet below. On Air Marshal Sir Basil Embry
photo: Wikipedia
reaching the target enemy activity was intensive and very accurate. The ca 1950
Wing Commander’s aircraft received severe hits, one took his side window out but the direct hits
landed immediately under the gunner’s turret. The control column went slack and the aircraft
went out of control.
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I hope my few words above will encourage all members of the 2nd TAF Association UK, Canada
and Australia to try to obtain the book ‘Wingless Victory’ written by Sir Basil Embry of his
efforts to get back to England to resume his duties.
Our own 2nd Tactical Air Force leader from May 1943 until the end of hostilities in 1945.

OUR NEXT ISSUE
The May 2013 issue of ‘Dispersals’ will be the ONE HUNDREDTH Canadian
Wing Newsletter.
It’s going to be a ‘Special Edition’ Collectors Issue; help us make it the best
Newsletter yet; send us your memories of note involving 2nd TAF...war or
peacetime, tributes to crewmates, recognitions deserved, etc.
...and if you can include photos, even better!
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