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CHAIRMAN’S NOTES • MAY 2016 
This issue of Dispersals marks the passing of two Second Tactical Air Force Medium Bombers 
Association stalwarts: George Smith and Peter Jenner. 

George, a Wireless Operator/Air Gunner with 180 Squadron during WWII, was a long-time member of 
2TAF MBA and a founder of the Australian ‘Odd Bods UK’ Association, so named when one of the 
founding members recalled the Royal Air Force term for non-RAF personnel: Odd Bodies. George had a 
wonderful collection of wartime photos and could always be depended upon for sharing them, along 
with vivid recollections of his service. It was my pleasure to swap many emails with George; I would 
have loved to have met him. 

Peter Jenner became the UK Editor of the 2TAF 
MBA Newsletter, as it was then known, with 
the Spring 2007 issue, when Jenkin Williams 
passed Peter that torch after having done it for 
17 years. Until then, Jenkin had been literally 
cutting and pasting the UK edition together, 
before copying it with the Canadian Wing 
edition for distribution. Peter’s computer skills 
dramatically reduced the UK production time; 
shortly thereafter, Canadian and UK editions 
were traded via the internet and production was 
shortened even more dramatically. 

Peter also brought his insatiable interest in all 
things 2nd TAF; he was frequently found visiting aerodromes in his tireless research for articles; 
photographing and interviewing at length. 

A third individual, Patricia Berry, is included in our Last Posts; she was not a part of 2nd TAF, but quite 
probably had indirect contact through her duties as a code reader in the Special Operations Executive 
(SOE). She and her largely unsung comrades laboured long, hard and in secret, handling coded 
messages to and from allied agents behind enemy lines. They were a vital part of the Allied victory. 

 

Peter (left) with Reg Day at Dunsfold Wings & Wheels
Airshow, August 2014. Photo by Coert Munk
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LAST POST 
GEORGE V. SMITH • WO/AG • 180 SQUADRON 

Chris Larsen • Historian • Pennfield Parish Military Historical Society 

In remembrance of F/O George Vivian SMITH (AUS419407) who departed 
this life 17 December 2015 at the age of 91. 

George was born in Melbourne, Australia 01 January 1924 to Roy Vivian 
SMITH (1890-1948) and Elsie Eileen (POCKNER) SMITH (1899-1958). 

He enlisted in the Royal Australian Air Force (RAAF) in July 1942 and trained 
in Australia and Canada as a Wireless Operator/Air Gunner. In April 1944 he 
arrived in the United Kingdom (UK) on attachment to the Royal Air Force 
(RAF). 

After completion of crew training in July 1944, he was posted to 180 
Squadron, a unit of the 2nd Tactical Air Force (TAF) operating Mitchell 
bombers against German forces in France. F/O Smith’s first operations were in 

support of the Allied break-out from the Normandy beach-head. On his third mission, the aircraft was 
badly damaged and the crew had to force-land in France after reaching Allied lines. 

On the next mission, the aircraft was again badly damaged over France, with one of the crew (David 
Kirk) seriously wounded. F/O Smith attended to Kirk’s wounds until a crash-landing was made in 
England. F/O Smith continued flying missions against German forces, roads, railways, bridges and other 
targets during the Allied advance across France. 

In October 1944, 180 Squadron moved to RAF Aerodrome B.58 Melsbroek in Belgium to extend the 
range of missions into Germany. His crew’s tour of operations ended in December 1944 after 44 
missions. F/O Smith returned to Australia in May 1945 and was transferred to the RAAF Reserve, from 
which he was released two years later. 

After being released, George was united in marriage to Shirley Rae Walker 17 January 1947 who 
predeceased him in 1997. Together George & Shirley had five children, Greg, Peter, Mark, Robyn and 
Debbie. 

I am thankful for the memories George shared with me of his time here at "the Ridge". George please 
say hi to Ted & David for me and perhaps you now know what became of Jim after the war. 

We are going to miss you my friend. 
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PETER JENNER • UK EDITOR • 2TAF MBA 
From Eulogy by Peter’s Son Howard 

Peter was born in Ashford in Kent 91 years ago today (5 April 1925). He 
and his brother Keith were raised in the beautiful Kent countryside by their 
parents Charles and Violet who worked for the Southern Railways, as had 
both his grandfathers. He lover life from the start and wrote in his memoirs 
“my early years were brilliant.’ Another quote gives an early indication of 
his philosophy on life that “the railway houses were good in that they had 
indoor plumbing.” His mother, Violet, was a Wesleyan and instilled in Peter 
that he had a duty to others over what he wanted personally. 

He was very bright in school, particularly at maths, but his teenage years 
and education were interrupted by the onset of WWII and, at 17, he 
volunteered to train as a pilot for the Fleet Air Arm, a branch of the Royal 
Navy. He had reserved status initially, because of his age and started a 

degree course at Goldsmiths, University of London, in 
education, maths, and PE. Having gained his teaching 
certificate, but not his degree, he was sent to start his pilot 
training with the Royal Canadian Air Force (BCATP) at St. 
Eugene, Ontario.  

This was one of the most enjoyable things he ever did, as he 
was able to learn how to fly with the ultimate objective of 

defending his country so he didn’t have the guilt of doing 
something that he loved so much purely for his own 
enjoyment. I can quote him saying “I was a very happy bunny.” He learnt to fly in Cornels and Harvards 
and fortunately for him (and for the rest of the world) by the time his training finished, so was the war 
and Peter never saw active service but returned safely home to start a career in teaching. 

It was during his early years of teaching and running a youth club in Swanley, that he met his wife 
Monica, also a teacher; they married in July of 1951. Their first home was a caravan, but a new teaching 
position forced them to buy a bungalow in Lydd on Sea, where they started their family. Peter taught for 
over 40 years and ended up as a junior school headmaster. As a head, he was always pleased when a 
teacher phoned in sick so he could actively teach and be in the classroom with his students. 

In the late ‘60s the family moved to Sandhurst so their sons could attend Wellington College, and Peter 
took on a deputy head position at Mayfield junior school, followed by a headship in Aldershot; Monica 
continued teaching at Sandhurst. Monica and Peter loved following their sons’ activities which involved 
travelling all over Europe for Anthony’s concerts and visiting most counties in England for Howard’s 
cricket matches. 

2006 MBA Canada reunion

Peter at No. 13 Elementary Flight Training
School (St Eugene, Ontario) Howard Jenner photo
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Peter retired in 1988 and settled in Squirrel Close, but for Peter retirement didn’t mean doing nothing! 
He was a very keen local historian and photographer. As a volunteer, he did lots of research and took 
many photographs of artefacts to help set up the Aldershot Military Museum. 

But not all of Peter’s was about history and books; he enjoyed a good old BBQ in Squirrel Close with 
his good friends a neighbours, chatting away about anything that was interesting, with a glass of wine in 
his hand; travelling with Monica, seeing the world and cruising all around Europe. There were now 
added incentives to travel Europe, as Anthony had settled down in Vienna and married Maria, an 
Austrian girl. Monica and Peter had an incredibly happy marriage for over 50 years until she died in 
2005. Peter was a dedicated husband and cared for his wife until the end. 

In the following ten years he did some remarkable things, like a refresher flying course for his 80th 
birthday! He became the editor of the Medium Bombers Association quarterly newsletter ‘Dispersals’ 
where he got to know the MBA Australian Secretary, Tricia. They discovered a mutual love of formula 
1 racing, so when he got an invite from Tricia to visit the Australian Grand Prix he surprised everyone 
by going when he was in his 80s. 

In between all these activities Peter loved his role with his extended family of Howard’s wife Heather, 
and as Grandad to Sophie and Lucy, passing on his love of history, books and life. 

 
Christmas 2015 (l r): Howard, Peter, Lucy, Heather, Maria, Anthony, David (Sophie’s boyfriend) Sophie.

In 2014, when Peter became ill, he was taken into Frimley Park Hospital and the prognosis was not 
good; he was given only weeks to live. Then his Florence Nightingale appeared to find him a place at 
Bridge House in Twyford; there he found a new lease on life, and a bonus year which he truly deserved; 
and took on some crazy projects! He organized a reunion with his neighbours at a Squirrel Close BBQ. 
He returned to the Dunsfold Aerodrome, of which he had studied the history. 

He continued to write his poetry and memoirs and finally he organized today’s celebration; the final 
words in his memoir were “make an outline of a Crematorium Concert for the boys and one for the 
Reception as an invitation – date unknown.” Ironically, the date of this celebration today is also the date 
of his 91st birthday; I think Peter would smile at this. 
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HILDA PATRICIA BARRY • DECODER • SOE 
Globe & Mail • 17 March 2016 

Hilda Patricia (Rawlinson) Barry passed away after a short illness at the age of 94. 

Loving wife of the late Frank Barry. Beloved mother of Christopher (Patricia) and Ailsa (Jonathan). 
Proud grandmother of Alexandra, Augusta and Sidonie. Loving sister-in-law of Sheila Rawlinson and 
loved by many nieces and nephews. She disliked her first name and was always known as Patricia. 

Born in London, UK, Patricia served with the First Aid Nursing 
Yeomanry (FANY) during the Second World War. She was part of a 
highly secret section of the FANYs which worked for the Special 
Operations Executive. Her unit worked on decoding messages in the 
French Section, and also with Leo Marks and "the Baker Street 
Irregulars", decoding 'indecipherables' at 64 Baker Street. Indecipherables 
were garbled messages sent by agents operating under extreme pressure 
or by the German SS in an attempt to infiltrate the SOE. 

Later in the war she sailed to India to join Force 136 at SOE stations in 
Delhi and Ceylon, where it had been set up to be closer to the 
headquarters of the Allied South East Asia Command. 

While sailing to India on the convoy she met Frank Barry, a young 
Intelligence officer in the British Air Force, and after a whirlwind 

romance they married in India, in 1945. After the war, they moved to the Isle of Wight and Pat worked 
part-time with the Admiralty at Osborne House, while raising two children. In 1963, ready for a new 
adventure, the family sailed to Montreal. 

After arriving in Canada, Patricia worked at Lower Canada College in Montreal as secretary to the 
Headmaster, where her amazing organizational skills ensured the smooth operation of the school for 
many years. She retired to Port Credit, Mississauga, where she continued to have a busy social life, and 
spent many happy years volunteering and pursuing her hobbies of gardening and cooking. 

Frank predeceased Hilda in 2013 at age 100. 

Special thanks to Community Care Access, and the many doctors, nurses, professional and support staff 
at the Trillium Hospital who cared for and supported Patricia. The family extends particular gratitude to 
Peel Senior Link for their unwavering care, compassion and dedication to Patricia throughout her last 
few years. A very special debt of gratitude to Gemma Faustino and Mary Jane Orjeda, who cared for 
Patricia continually during the last three years. 

WE WILL REMEMBER THEM



8

LEENDERT JONKER (AG • 320) SURVIVOR 
Leendert Jonker via Everard Bakker Interview 

You’ve noticed my arm. It’s 10 cm shorter than my left one; but it wasn’t always so. 

25th October 1943. Fifty-two crew members of  320 squadron, Netherlands Fleet Air Arm reported early 
morning for a bombing mission to be carried out with 12 Mitchells of the 98 Squadron RAF. Coverage 
would be 5 Spitfire and 4 Typhoon Squadrons; a total of 133 airplanes. The Airfield to be bombed, 
Lanveoc-Poulmic, was being used tor long distance reconnaissance enemy planes which operated with 
the German submarines on the 
Atlantic route. 

Our crew was Jan Maas (P); Gerard 
Claassen (Nav/B); Hans Pennock 
(Wop/AG) and me as turret-gunner. 
We flew as #2 to W/C Bakker in 
formation. 

Take-off from Lasham ‘drome was 
12.35; with fighter rendezvous at 
13.45 over Dodman Point. The 
French coast was crossed at 12,000 
feet over Landernau and visibility was 
good; only a few small clouds were 
floating by at 6,000 feet. 

German anti-aircraft batteries quickly 
started their deadly attack with such 
intensity that formations sections 3 and 4 were disoriented into panic; flying became erratic and wild 
height changes that put a heavy strain on all pilots to stay on course. 

In the formation lead, my orders were to watch for and report enemy fighters. Our Squadron Leader 
wanted to make sure of a direct hit and flew a long bombing-run, well over 40 seconds, to reach his 
goal; directly into the path of heavy ack-ack fire. Just as the bombs dropped, an enormous explosion 
rolled our kite over on its back and into a nose-dive. Thank goodness this didn't last long before Jan 
regained control. It's a mystery to me how the wings stood up to such tremendous pressure. After I 
regained my composure, and although severely wounded, I looked around and discovered myself in 
open air. The barrel of one of the 12.7 machine-guns was ripped off. The fuselage, if one could call it 
that any longer, was a great mess. 

[320 Squadron Operations Record Book for this aircraft (Mitchell II NO-L serial FR169) reads in part: 
“in approaching the target the aircraft was thrown on its back by blast from disintegration of leader’s 
aircraft and immediately afterwards received direct hit by flak between the Wireless compartment and 

A 320 Squadron crew relax with a mascot before an operation.
Photo: Everard Bakker files
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Air Gunner’s position. Aircraft immediately went into a dive and pilot had great difficulty in righting it 
as the elevator trimmer was shot away. The Air Gunner was seriously injured, for whom first aid was 
ordered. All heavy equipment was removed to the rear thus adjusting the trim of the aircraft.] 

All around me gaping big holes, including tail, wings and ailerons. I felt gasoline blown into my face. 
As in a dream, or more like a nightmare, I was gazing ‘round and saw more flak bursts of exploding ack-
ack shells. From the corner of my eye I observed, high above us, two fighters coming towards us and 
once more alarm took possession of me. Somehow I managed to turn the turret towards the aft-end of 
the plane, in spite of the fact that I couldn't use my badly injured right arm, I tried firing and, to my 
unspeakable delight, the left gun obeyed. I felt strangely comforted by this action and my hope to reach 
our base in Good Old Blighty grew by the second. As the two fighters came nearer I recognized, with 

relief, that they were our own Spitfires; they 
accompanied us till we were well out of enemy 
territory. 

Although tormented by appalling pain and loss of 
blood I crept out of the turret, unable to stand. My 
right arm was nearly severed at the elbow and the 
underarm was hanging on by a strand of my skin. I 
also suffered a severe wound in my right thigh and 
lesser cuts and lacerations on back and legs. While I 
laid there, I managed to open a first aid kit and put an 
emergency dressing around what was left of my right 
arm. Our navigator, Claassen, did his best to assist me 
in my efforts, but was unable to inject me with 
morphine to soften my pain. Beneath me was an 

enormous hole where our bottom turret used to be; above me, the blue sky. Cold air streaming through 
the fuselage acted as an anesthetic, making me numb and drowsy, and it stopped the flow of blood.  

Just over Exeter, where we were to land, I looked to starboard and saw to my horror that the tyres of 
both wheels were ripped apart and hanging on the landing-gear. When the wheel rims hit the ground the 
engines stopped. Jan managed to clear the take-off strip by steering our Mitchell into the centre field 
where it finally came to a stop. After all these years, it is the most successful landing I ever experienced; 
I am still in awe.  

My watch read 15.27. Nurses were running to the plane to rescue me, but everything was either broken 
or twisted with sharp metal protruding everywhere. The door, shielded by armour more than a 
centimeter thick, was crumpled like paper. I managed to crawl out through a smaller hole in the 
fuselage, almost overcome by pain but did managed to stay conscious. 

320 Squadron Mitchell over Colombelles steel works
near Caen, France. IWM photo
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I was whisked away to the Royal Devon and Exeter Hospital where the medical staff were waiting; they 
immediately cut away my clothes. Just after I advised the address of my wife, two doctors bent over me, 
discussing the amputation of my right 
arm. They asked permission to 
experiment with it; my answer was 
affirmative. Everything went black. 

 About nine the same evening I 
partially awoke to notice that my arm 
was still there. Nurse Lenten, who kept 
watch at my bedside, told me that she 
had phoned my wife who would take 
the next train from Holyhead [on the 
isle of Anglesey, Wales]. It would be 
7pm the next night-before she arrived 
the staff had prepared a room for her, 
so she would be able to visit me 
regularly. 

Next day Jan Maas and Gerard 
Claassen paid me a visit. It must have 
been a shock to see me with my arm laid in a specially built structure, blood-transfusions where the 
blood dripped down my fingers, and a heavy weight attached to my right leg to keep it stretched so the 
muscles of my thigh could regain strength. I confessed to Jan that during the flight back I could follow 
all conversations over the intercom; I was thoroughly convinced we would reach England, and that 
through one of the many holes I had seen only two strands of the steering cables were left intact; I hadn't 
reported this to Jan at the time; Jan simply answered: "Leen we're here and alive; that's all that counts".  

It took 24hrs before I fully regained my mental faculties. A Canadian orthopedic-surgeon attached to the 
hospital visited me daily and kept me fully informed of my progress. 

The C.O. of the airfield paid me a visit, accompanied by a Doctor and a man of Cloth. They all 
immensely admired the performance of Jan. Supernatural powers must have been with him to keep the 
kite, in such terrible condition, in the air and land safely. In addition to the huge holes I had noticed, 
another 1,300 smaller ones had been counted. Jan was a Pilot of great class; he personally expressed his 
thanks to the Spitfire-pilots who escorted us home in our mutilated plane. I later learned that our own 
Squadron losses were quite heavy: 5 Members killed, 1 severely wounded, 3 wounded, 2 in shock (one 
of them being our telegraphist, Hans Pennock), three baled out and became prisoners of war. 

2 Nov 43 was a special day for me. I received two official dispatches. The first one informed me that I 
was awarded the Flying Cross with the following mentioning: 

Royal Devon and Exeter Hospital in Exeter, County Devon. The
hospital was relocated to a new building in 1974; the original is now
the elegant ‘Dean Clarke House.’ ‘Exeter Memories’ website
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"As gunner of a Mitchell bomber of the 320th Squadron RDNAS of the Dutch Fleet Air Arm stationed in 
the U.K., during a raid on an enemy airfield near Brest (France) on the 25th Oct. 1943 showed 
exemplary duty, perseverance, courage and high morality after his plane received a direct hit whereby 
he himself was severely wounded and with disregard for his own condition and carrying on without 
pain-killers stayed on his post and even after loss of blood, to control himself and ensuring the others 
that nothing was wrong with him, by doing so kept the morale of the crew at highest level". 

The 2nd letter from the Netherlands Naval H.Q. informed me that I had been promoted to the rank of 
Sergeant. Obviously this was not to be a dry occasion and a toast with a glass of wine concluded this 
memorable proceedings. 

5 Nov 1943: The first plaster cast was replaced. The medical staff told me that the operation on my arm 
had been a great success; it didn't have to be amputated…cause for optimism! Furthermore, the surgeon 
told me that Prof. Seddon of Oxford would undertake rerouting and reconnecting the nerves in my arm. 
But first of all the big wounds had to heal. On the 8th Nov 1943 I was transferred to the RAF Hospital at 
Wroughton, a newly prepared facility with 1500 beds; the Matron, rather short of height, compensated 

by ruling with an iron hand and razor 
tongue. God bless her. 

It was a short stay at this hospital, 
where mainly skin-transplants took 
place. My two operations were 
performed by Dr. Keto, a surgeon 
from New-Zealand. Around the end 
of the year I was allowed to get out 
of bed during the day-time; then the 
next problem arose: All my clothing 
had been incinerated after I was 
admitted to the Royal Devon and 
Exeter Hospital, as they were 
covered with blood and shredded by 
shrapnel. I was granted 14 days 

leave, in borrowed clothes, for the Dutch Naval HQ at London, to acquire a new uniform. I first 
travelled to the aerodrome at Lasham, where I found my old raincoat and discovered that all my other 
personal belongings had been sent to my wife in Holyhead. Off to London where I arrived in the 
evening and luckily there was a room free at the Bangor Hotel. 

After a good night’s rest I proceeded to the Dutch Naval HQ. Some sort of form had to be filled in and I 
was given a sum of money. They then discovered that I had been promoted to Sergeant while in hospital 
recovering of my wounds. Their next two points: This promotion is contrary to the law and Naval 
regulations, but it was official and could not be revoked. At long last up to the clothing stores. That was 

RAF Hospital Wroughton, Swindon; opened 1941. ‘Princess Alexandra’s’
was added to the name in 1967. It was closed in 1996 due to defence
department cuts.
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a good laugh, hardly anything fitted me of course. I was told to see a tailor to have a uniform and 
overcoat made to measure. As I wanted to travel to Holyhead I was advised to see the Naval tailor who 
was stationed there. I couldn't have wished for better with the Naval Tailor there, and within a week I 
was the proud possessor of a new uniform and overcoat to go with it. 

I was still plagued by open wounds, from the skin transplant operations, which needed daily cleansing 
and dressing, as was mentioned in the letter I was given by the hospital staff, but I could not be treated 
in the Dutch Naval sickbay as they didn't have the proper medications. Luckily our GP in Holyhead had 
everything required and she was able to treat me every morning. 

After my return to the hospital, my doctors told that for the nerve-system operation I had to go to a 
hospital in Oxford. During the second week of January 1944 I was taken by ambulance to the Wingfield 
Morris hospital on arrival there, the driver was told to take me to Ripon Hall, an old castle just outside 
Oxford. The building and the grounds around it looked like a picture from a fairytale book. It was tea 
time when I arrived and I was 
introduced to the head-nurse 
who gave me a short summing-
up on Ripon Hall. I was then 
invited to afternoon-tea in the 
dining hall; a real English Tea! 
Later I was introduced to the 
staff and other patients, who all 
wished me well. I also was 
introduced to the owner of the 
castle and his adjutant, both 
pensioned military men. I was 
given my own room. The nurses 
were all voluntary. The next day I met Dr. Seddon, a well-known neurologist, and three of his staff-
members. 

There seemed to be some movement in the arm after removing the plaster-cast; they'd never experienced 
anything like this; no elbow and yet movement. The decision was made to operate to reroute and 
reconnect the nerves in my arm that Saturday morning at the Wingfield Morris Hosp. In the meantime I 
was introduced to a voluntary part-timer, Mrs. Campbell Thompson, widow of the renowned 
archaeologist Prof. Reginald Campbell Thomson (1876-1941). She invited me to her home for a more 
comfortable conversation; when she heard I was married she invited my wife for a holiday.  

The mansion, too big to her liking, was being used by the London Museum for the war’s duration, to 
keep valuable pieces away from the bombings: mummies, enormous vases and the renowned papyrus 
scrolls, two of which were partly translated by, among others, Dutch Historians from Leiden. 

Ripon Hall (now Ripon College Cuddesdon) photo by Patrick Comerford
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Saturday (20-05-’44): Prof. Seddon and Miss D. Williams performed the operation. It was a great 
success; Prof. Seddon advised that rehabilitation would take a long time. It was of the greatest 
importance to exercise to regain flexibility of my muscles, which had gone rather stiff. I promised him I 
would do my utmost. 

In and around Ripon Hall, I made many new friends; we often were invited by very prominent people at 
the University. We heard that many medical discoveries took place and that most of the patients 
underwent voluntary treatment. Professors, assistants and voluntary part-timers (many wives of Doctors 
and Professors among them) were available, on a 24hrs basis if necessary, to be of service to the 
patients. Students and young doctors were very interested in the research-work of the Professor. We, the 
patients, were often asked to go to University-clinics, all expenses paid. Later we found out that 
expenses were paid by the doctors themselves. 

Some doctors thought that even torn off limbs could be reattached, proven by my case. Prof. Seddon and 
Dr. Zachary were of the opinion that nerves could be transplanted, but before this could be achieved, 
extensive research had to be done. Many makeshift therapies were being tried out especially in the field 
of rehabilitation: daily massage, warm baths and electric shock-therapy; in my opinion, the doctors were 
very successful. The ‘elbow’ movement and re-growth of the implanted nerves were going according to 
plan. 

The Ripon Hall surroundings were of great beauty, somewhat similar to a small place in Holland called 
Bergen, along the North-Sea coast; woody countryside with many big Manors, some farms and, last but 
not least, the local pubs. Before the war Rippon Hall had been part of Oxford University, and there still 
was a comprehensive library. The hall merged with the church and played a great role as a social and 
cultural centre; patients were invited. Every Tuesday night card games were organized; Wednesday 
evening was dancing night; Saturday night there was either a film or play. Sunday-morning Church 
Service and in the evening a forum where all kinds of discussions took place. Social, political and 
scientific subjects were usually the main menu. 

 Of course we regularly frequented the pubs for an evening bite, drink or both; during the day we were 
busy with therapy for our damaged limbs, etc. And patients were given the opportunity to learn a new 
trade for the future. After the invasion in Normandy, the Hall was packed with new patients so we had to 
move to make room. We came back every 3 months for a medical check-up.  

In July 1945 I was given leave and travelled to Holyhead to be with my wife. First I had to report aboard 
HNLMS Medusa, a former Dutch minelayer repurposed as a tender to the Dutch depot ship Stuyvesant, 
stationed at Holyhead. Not having the medical facilities, they could not treat me in Holyhead so Prof. 
Seddon suggested I put in for a transfer to London, where he would personally be able to attend to me. 
The Dutch Navy created a position for me where I was put in charge of project "Water Transport," 
taking care of Dutch Naval personnel and their familes being repatriated to Holland. 

For further medical treatment I had to attend a RAF clinic in Regents Park. After one of my daily visits 
to the clinic I was to meet highly placed functionaries. Sir Winston Churchill was one of them; he was 
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being treated for back pain. We rather got on well and I was invited to attend a session of Parliament. I 
even was presented with two of his famous cigars.  

Ministers and high-ranking officers, amongst them Chief of Staff of the RAF, underwent therapeutic 
treatment at Regents Park. The Chief of Staff I remember very well, as I was often given a lift in his 
Rolls Royce. On occasion, if time allowed, we went to the Savoy for a cup of coffee and I was then 
driven back to the Dutch Naval HQ. 

One morning, during treatment, the Doctor and a courier from 
Buckingham Palace entered the massage-room. This Royal Messenger 
introduced himself and passed a request from His Majesty King George the 
Sixth: 

“Their Majesties King George and Queen Elizabeth with both the Royal 
Highnesses Elizabeth and Margaret intend to pay a visit to the RAF clinic 
and H.M. the King would appreciate it very much if Sergeant L. Jonker 
would also be present that particular day.” 

The Royal visit would take place the following week; Miss Williams, my 
physiotherapist, and I were overcome with delight looking forward to the 
occasion. I pledged myself by ensuring the Courier that I would not fail to 
be present. 

During the visit I felt completely relaxed and Miss Williams continued her 
treatment as usual. His Majesty the King was  
completely informed about my military career in the Marine Corps and the Dutch Fleet Air Arm. His 
Majesty asked questions about medical treatment in three hospitals and how they managed to save my 
arm. The doctor who accompanied the Royal Family pointed out to the King how important this was for 
the medical world to achieve this success. 

A fortnight later H.M. the Queen-Mother Mary paid a visit. These two visits of the highest ranking 
people in England were a real tonic to me, as was the praise of H.M. the King for all those devoted to 
patients; their grit in treating all manner of war wounds followed by rehabilitation so we could retake 
our places in society. Mine was a success-story. I was now fit enough to continue my life where I left 
off, able to look after family. 

My sincerest thanks to the Canadian Orthopedic Surgeon and his assistants of the Royal Devon and 
Exeter Hospital, to Surgeon Wing-Commander Keto of the RAF Hospital at Wroughton, Professor 
Seddon, Dr. Zachary and their assistants of the Wingfield Morris Hospital at Oxford, and of course Miss 
Williams, physiotherapist and all the other staff involved with my recovery. 

I was requested to report, Nov 7th, in The Hague for a medical board to determine my condition. This 
was such short notice that my superior officer and I protested vigorously that the transportation of the 
repatriates would run out of hand. I proposed to have my medical papers sent by plane of the Royal 

King George VI and Queen Elizabeth 
Getty Images 
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Dutch Airlines (KLM), but tragically, this plane crashed at Schiphol Airport. All passengers and crew 
were killed and my papers destroyed. After discussing the matter with a Naval Doctor he advised me to 
travel to the administrative centre of the Morris Wingfield Hospital at Oxford; they very kindly 
furnished me with replacement papers documenting my recent medical history.  

With these papers I travelled on the 4th of Dec 1946 to the Department of Dutch Naval Affairs where I 
reported to a Medical Board. Their conclusions: 30% invalidity; 50% unfit for active service. With this 
medical I had to present myself to the Demobilization Centre where I was told to find myself a civilian 
job and they promised me assistance should anything turn up. 

The Departmental Head was surprised to read, in a letter which I showed him, that the Dutch Naval 
Personnel Officer at HQ London informed him that I still was under medical care and I was needed to 
continue my function and requested my return to London. Naturally consent was given, although one 
could not escape the feeling of amazement.  

The 1st of Feb. 1947 I received a notice informing me that my discharge from Military service had been 
cancelled. During sessions in the Netherlands House of Commons where debating took place concerning 
the Naval Budget, the Secretary of Naval Affairs gave a comprehensive review of war-casualties who 
could remain in active service with The Dutch Naval Forces.  

Somehow my services in London seemed to be appreciated, judging by many letters we received. Many 
thanks were heaped upon us for being a great help to the repatriates involved. My medical attention 
ended at the end of May 1947; most of the repatriates had returned home. The 2nd of June I was 
transferred to Valkenburg (Holland), Fleet Air Arm Aerodrome. On arrival I was given 6 months leave, 
being accumulated for the period 1938-1947.  

During that leave I paid a visit to the Wingfield Morris Hosp. in sept 1947, still being bothered by 
painful nerve attacks in the stomach. Prof. Seddon told me that the symptoms I mentioned plus troubled 
vocal chords and occasional nightmares was the most common complaint of flying personnel who 
participated in night operations and been under great strain. These complaints usually reveal themselves 
about 6 months after a long period of rest. He warned me not to take painkillers, alcohol and any other 
sedative. He advised me to keep myself; bodily and mentally; to keep my goals fixed on the future, 
making good use of the knowledge and experience gained during life. 

I bade a final farewell to the Professor, doctors and the entire nursing staff. This hardworking, successful 
team will always be good friends. I then had to fulfil a longstanding request to visit the Royal Devon and 
Exeter Hosp. My wife and I experienced the most unforgettable day as guests of the Doctors and 
Nursing Staff. They were the people, or should I say friends who looked after me the very first hours of 
my ordeal. Particularly the Canadian Orthopedic-Surgeon, a very proud man. He was on the point of 
leaving for Canada and sometime later was offered a Professorship at the University of British 
Columbia. The experimental treatment I received was a valuable step forward in the Medical World and 
as His Majesty King George VI so perfectly stated: Many people in the future will benefit by it. 
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Leendert Jonker in 2001; his right arm is now ten centimeters shorter than his left.
Leendert died in 2009, on his 89th birthday in the Bronbeek Arnhem veteran’s home.

 
 

Everard Bakker is writing a book on Leendert Jonker, who was the first in the world to experience the 
ground-breaking experimental operation on his arm. Everard is still seeking information to assist his 
research. He needs: 

 Any evidence of the crash of a Me-110 about 3 miles from Selsey Bill on 09 Aug 42. 
 Any information on the 320 Squadron attack in which Leendert was injured on the 

Lanveoc/Poulmic aerodrome, near Brest. Photos would be very welcome. 
 Documentation on Their Majesties visit to Leendert while in RAF Hospital Regents Park. 
 Documentation on Winston Churchill’s presence at the same clinic. 
 Friends and/or family of Jan Maas, Hans Pennock and Gerard Claassen 

Everard can be contacted at: 

Everard Bakker 
Phone: 0031-35 5317029 

E-mail: everardbakker@gmail.com 
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GEORGE NEAL • WORLD’S OLDEST PILOT 
RCAF Association News • 22 April 2016 

 
George Neal, declared as the world’s oldest active pilot by Guinness until he hung up his helmet and 
goggles last year, has died at the age of 97. He passed away peacefully on April 4 in the house in North 
York, Ontario, in which he was born and lived all his life. “We have lost a pioneer in Canadian 
aviation,” said Tom Appleton, chairman of Canada’s Aviation Hall of Fame. 

Neal learned to fly at the Toronto Flying Club in 1935 and earned his private certificate in 1936. From 
1937 to 1941 he was employed at de Havilland Aircraft of Canada (DHC). In 1941 he enlisted in the 
Royal Canadian Air Force (RCAF) and was posted to No. 10 Air Observers School in Chatham, New 
Brunswick, where he became a flight commander, chief test pilot and assistant 
maintenance superintendent. 

In 1946 he rejoined DHC, where he would be employed for the next 37 years. His first job was in the 
engine shop, and in 1947 he was transferred to the flying staff as a full-time pilot and took over the 
development testing of the new DHC-1 Chipmunk trainer. He became chief test pilot in 1948 and 
completed flight-testing of the DHC-2 Beaver, first flown by Russ Bannock, that year. Three years later 
he took the DHC-3 Otter aloft for the first time, and in 1958 he conducted the maiden flight of the DHC-
4 Caribou.   

Toward the end of the Caribou test program, during high-speed trials, a modified version developed 
aerodynamic flutter. After the loss of part of the tail surface, the aircraft became unmanageable, and 
Neal and the accompanying Department of Transport test pilot were forced to bail out. Veteran 
Canadian aviation enthusiast Jamie McIntyre (whose father was another prominent figure in DHC’s 
history) recalls: “Before exiting the front office of the Caribou, which was losing flutter-induced vertical 
fin skins, he took the pencils and other loose objects and returned them to their proper places; he then 
put on his ball cap, set up the airplane in a shallow glide, cut the engines and walked back to the exit 
port. Just another day at the office.” His attention to detail before bailing out prevented fire following 
the crash, and enabled a clear study of the cause of the flutter.  
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DHC 4 Caribou (left) and DHC 3 Otter

In the 1950s he procured a copy of the original drawings for the Sopwith Pup WWI fighter and built an 
award-winning flying replica of the aircraft, now on display at the Canada Aviation & Space Museum, 
at Rockcliffe Airport in Ottawa. McIntyre remembers his father selling Neal his metal lathe so he could 
build the Pup: “The transaction took place in Dad’s basement workshop.” 

Neal continued flying until last year, when he flew his personal DHC-1 Chipmunk from Brampton 
Airport in Toronto, for display at the 43rd Annual Induction Gala of Canada’s Aviation Hall of Fame. 
This flight was recorded and earned him recognition by Guinness World Records as the oldest active 
licensed pilot, and flying his own aircraft at 96 years and 194 days as of June 2, 2015. 

Appleton recalls Neal was “a self-made man from another era with an insatiable curiosity for most 
things aeronautical or mechanical. George had a singular view of the test pilot’s role as the last link in 
the design, development and production chain of an aircraft and he made certain quality standards were 
met by all involved. He was ruthless with any individual, including himself, and woe betide the 
unsuspecting who allowed a sub-standard component to slip through the process and generate a 
customer complaint. ‘Good enough’ was not in George’s vocabulary, and he didn’t suffer fools gladly. 

“In retirement, he once again found himself in the perfect position as chief test pilot for Canada’s 
National Aeronautical Museum, to which he donated the Sopwith Pup he had built, along with the ultra-
rare Hawker Hind he restored. When the Museum ended its flying program in the early nineties, George 
returned full time to the family homestead in Downsview, now surrounded by suburbia, to work on his 
final labor of love–construction of a perfect Hawker Fury replica. 

“Last June, watching him carefully pre-flight his Chipmunk for its final 20-minute flight in the gentle 
hands of its owner, at 96 years George was still the meticulous individual he had always been: a 200-
rpm drop on the single magneto run-up check was sufficient to delay his first try for the Guinness 
world record. 

“Some years earlier, Transport Canada had ‘suggested’ he have a safety pilot on board while flying, 
which seemed like good advice in the circumstances even though it probably chafed a little bit with him. 
Of course, George Neal would never think of violating their suggestion. And TC knew their man.” 
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HORRORS OF THE ROAD 
Brian Taylor • Hull Daily Mail • 13 March 1986 

Editor’s note: This story was discovered by Roger Gale while cleaning out his father’s house after John 
Gale (WAG • 98) passed away. It’s a newspaper clipping John had saved; Harry Leary, the subject of 
the story, was incarcerated in the same POW camp as John (Dispersals Nov 2012); and Harry lived in 
Hull, the same city as John. 

 

GOD my feet are cold! That was the predominant thought in the mind of [Horace] ‘Harry’ Leary when, 
in the early hours of 13 June 43, he descended by parachute into enemy territory. 

Late the previous evening, he had squeezed into his seat in the mid-upper turret of his Halifax bomber 
[NP-K Serial HR740] when 158 Squadron took off from Lissett, near Driffield, on one of the many 
operations they flew over Germany. 

On that day, the target was Bochum. 
“Bombs away” and they were on the way 
back when a JU88 intercepted them and 
strafed the plane with cannon shells. 

The pilot [Sgt Stanley Brown] gave orders 
to bail out but the intercom was shot to 
pieces and Sgt Air Gunner Harry Leary 
thought that he too had been hit when his 
leg began to hurt. He was still blazing away 
with his machine gun when he realized it 
was the flight engineer [Sgt Leslie Martin] 
tugging at his leg to urge him to ‘hit the 
silk.” 

As they scrambled out of the plane, Harry lost his flying boots. “That was why my feet were so cold on 
the way down from 20,000 feet and why I landed in Germany in my stocking feet,” he recalled. “It 
meant that, unlike our wireless operator Sid Holroyd, I was in no position to escape as he did, by linking 
up with the resistance movement in Holland. Harry and the remaining five other crew members were 
captured and became prisoners of war.” 

“In the early days, while it was far from pleasant, being a prisoner was bearable” said Harry. “It was 
when the Russian began their advance and the Eighth Army formed the other leg of the pincer 
movement that things became bad,” he said with classic understatement. 

The Germans began moving prisoners away from the ever-nearing front line and the first of the 
privations they suffered was to be herded, 60 at a time, into cattle trucks which really had room for only 
40 men. 

158 Squadron RAF Halifax ‘Friday the 13th’ Yorkshire Air Museum
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The journey took nearly four days during which there was no food, very little water, no sleeping 
arrangements and no sanitation except for one oil drum per truck. The men arrived at Hydekrug hungry, 
filthy, tired and many of them ill. The Germans had taken everyone’s footwear, but even so, a few 
escaped. After four days crammed into 
cattle trucks to the port of Memel, the 
next stage was across the Baltic Sea. 

For transport they had a battered old coal 
ship, the Insterberg. They were crammed 
into what had been the coal hold and it 
was awash with bilge water. The journey 
took three days; there was no food or 
sanitation and many of the men were 
seasick. Occasionally, some were 
allowed on deck to answer calls of nature 
and it was then that one of them threw 
himself overboard and was shot as soon 
as he dropped into the water. “It had to 
be a way of committing suicide because he had no hope of swimming to safety.” If there had been any 
doubt in Harry’s mind about the seriousness of the plight of the prisoners being moved away from the 
advancing Russians, this incident removed it. 

Clearly, it was a relief to reach land at Swinemunde, but it was at that moment that Allied aircraft 
attacked the town. “Naturally, it all became a shambles and total confusion,” recalls Harry. The airmen 
were manacled or chained in pairs and spent a long time getting what shelter they could underneath 
railway trucks and carriages. Sadly, some were killed in the raid. 

It was from here that they were forced to run, still handcuffed, to their next POW camp. The name of 
Hauptman Pickhardt is deeply etched in the mind of every man who survived this ordeal. He was the 
German officer who ordered the 4½ kilometer run and incited the guards by screaming at them “These 
are the Luft gangsters who killed your wives and sweethearts. Use your weapons on them freely.” He 
kept driving his car 500 yards up the road and would then stop, haranguing the guards to make the 
prisoners run faster. 

The initial pricks with bayonets became stabs and the prisoners were clubbed. Their packs were slashed 
from their backs and if a man fell the guards pounced on him and the prisoner to whom he was chained. 
Alsatian dogs were ordered to snap at the men to make them run faster. 

There were about 800 men on this infamous run at the end of which they were funneled, single file, 
through the camp gate, flanked by guards who clubbed and stabbed at them as they passed through. 

Of the 800 men, 160 had bayonet wounds and 90 had dog bites. Many others had body and head wounds 
from rifle butt blows. It set the pattern for what became regular practice and, on a later occasion, a US 
airman suffered 63 bayonet wounds on his back. Recalls Harry: “By this time the Germans were badly 
undermanned, having suffered severe casualties in Russia and at home as the invasion closed in. They 

Junkers JU88 Night Fighter photo: www.airpages.ru
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could not spare able-bodied men for guard duty, so that job when to the young and the old. It was one of 
the most frightening experiences to be guarded by boys only just into their teens who, when they 
grounded their rifles, had bayonets sticking up higher than their heads. 

After all the horrors of the run up the road to the camp at Gross Tychow, Harry Leary and his fellow 
prisoners went on a 600-mile forced march which eventually led to freedom – sustained by pig swill and 
meat carved from the carcasses of dead horses. “Don’t ask me where we went” he said, “we just 
marched and marched. It lasted from February to May, 1945 and the Germans just wanted to get as far 
away as possible from the advancing Russians.” 

Sometimes the column of sick and undernourished men, who had seen their friends shot and injured, 
covered 30 miles a day. They were strafed by aircraft and, more often than not, slept rough in the fields 
and forests in rain, frost and snow with only tree branches for cover. It was a luxury when they were 
able to spend a night in a barn with straw for a blanket. 

Conditions had deteriorated badly by the time 
they left Gross Tychow and they were in no 
condition for such a Spartan journey. Many 
men died of malnutrition and dysentery was 
rife. It was not uncommon to see men carve up 
horses which had dropped dead at the roadside; 
they boiled grass and ate rotting stalks of 
cabbages found in fields. When they reached 
what had been a pig farm, they slept in the sties 
because the dung and straw made a warm bed. 
They discovered some potatoes, put them in 
huge pig swill coppers, heated them and had 
one each. 

The dispirited Germans had become lax by now 
and there were some escapes, but most men 
were in no fit condition to make a run for it, and they did not know where they were. Gradually, the 
column of men from Gross Tychow was dispersed to various camps as they reached the end of their 
600-mile march. Harry was put into a prison camp for British Army prisoners which was poorly guarded 
and so little administration that there was no food of any sort. “We existed because Germans from round 
about brought us dustbins of kitchen waste, old cabbage leaves and potato peelings” he said. 

For Harry, the ordeal was over on May 2, 1945, when the 8th Army overran the camp. Along with 
thousands of other prisoners, Harry was brought home and, in August 1946, married Kath, the girl he 
met shortly before that fateful last bombing operation. He had caught, of all things, German measles and 
was sent to the hospital at Cottingham, where Kath was a nurse. 

158 Squadron Halifax made it home after being hit by a
bomb from another, higher Halifax. IWM photo CE82
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AN OPEN LETTER TO PETER 
Tricia Williams • 2TAF MBA Secretary • Australia 

Farewell to Peter: 

Peter, I had the privilege of first getting to know you via email in 2006. You were the editor of the 
Airforce newsletter which I distributed in Australia. I recall saying by email that you sounded so young 
and was very surprised to find out your age. We soon discovered that we had a love of formula one 
racing; you used to be a flagman, and I went every year to the Australian Grand Prix. I invited you out to 
Australia in 2007 to attend the Grand Prix and much to my surprise you said yes. I recall you said your 
family thought you were mad. 

I found you an apartment nearby to me and drove you around Victoria.  We took a jet boat ride for your 
birthday and sampled lots of restaurants. You were so glad of company at meal times that your incessant 
chatter often resulted in your meal going cold. We also sampled lots of wines. You soon came to know 
that the road sign with a bunch of grapes meant a winery nearby, and pointed for me to turn in that 
direction. I recall that you were amazed that we could taste as much wine as we liked with no pressure to 
buy. You even smuggled wine home in your carry-on luggage, getting hauled over the coals at 
Melbourne airport because it weighed too much. We had a great time. 

A few years later I came to England. Forever the perfect gentleman, you insisted on giving up your 
bedroom for me, even though I maintained I’d be happy in the spare room. We spent 6 weeks together, 
including a train trip across Europe and the 
Silverstone Grand Prix. I was very sad to 
leave. Over the years we did many trips 
together, including an Alaskan cruise, a 
European river cruise, and of course formula 
one racing. We went to a grand prix in 
Canada, Germany, Austria and Belgium, and 
went twice to Silverstone. These are 
cherished memories. 

I intended to come to Austria to celebrate 
your 90th birthday. But you emailed to say 
don’t come to Austria in April, let’s have a 
belated birthday celebration in May at the 
Monaco Grand Prix. What a fabulous idea; 
including a seven night Mediterranean 
cruise. I was devastated when you became so unwell and were transferred to a care home. I came to see 
you on the way to Monaco; and on the way back. I felt so guilty that I experienced the Monaco Grand 
Prix and you didn’t. The silver lining was that I know I can travel alone. 

Peter with son Anthony and Maria dining at Heuriger Spaetrot
in Gumpoldskirchen, south of Vienna. Tricia was photographer.
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Each year when I came to visit I brought a bottle of sparkling Shiraz. In 2015 I came to see you twice 
and we celebrated with two bottles. You also arranged smoked salmon for our breakfast each day. What 
a treat. 

How to finish. I am indebted to you for your friendship. I got to see places I would never have travelled 
to alone, all because of you. You treated me like a princess whenever I came to stay. You filled the 
freezer with fish and experimented with vegetarian cooking. And there was always plenty of Aussie 
wine on hand. You didn’t even get angry when I reversed your car into a ditch at Long Itchington and 
we had to be towed out. 

In recent times you convinced the staff at the care home that I could take you out in the wheelchair and 
we went to a different pub or restaurant every day. I looked forward to much more of that. Recently I 
booked a flight to London in August to come and see you on my way to the Italian Grand Prix. I am so 
sad that I will never be in your company again.  

Thank you for your kindness, generosity and undying spirit. You never let being confined to a bed 
dampen your enthusiasm for life. Each time I came to see you, you told me how lucky you were. It is so 
unfair that you have been taken from us. I’m sure there will be sparkling Shiraz in heaven for the good 
guys like you. I will raise a glass to you. Goodbye my extraordinary friend. My life is so much richer for 
having known you. 

Your friend, 
Tricia 

 
Peter paying respect at 226 Sqn memorial, Vitry en Artois Belgium; 2011. Photo by Tricia Williams
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