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AS RECORDED
"ACTION"
8gt. Frank y athers and sgt.W.F,Speedie.
Flight to Mulheim
. As soon as we crossed the enemy coast we began to run
intg;zamp defences. We'd been to the Ruhr before several

times and we knew what those defences were like, Pretty soon,
right ahead of us, we could see the flak around the target in full
operation. Practically the whole of the Ruhr is a mass of
searchlight and A,A., guns. Passing Essen and Duisburg, the flak
was particularly intense. All around us we could see the bursts
of anti-aircraft shells, great puffs of white leaving clouds of
black smoke. They were so close that we could feel the aircraft
shudder from the concussion and we could even hear some of the
explosions, It was like this all the way across the Ruhr to
Mulheim, but we were'nt seriously hit, in fact I doubt if we were
hit at &ll, and we didn't see any sign of night-fighters.

When we arrived the target was well alight. We dropped
our bombs. Before we closed our bomb doors, a burst of flak
caught our starboard outer engine and set it alight. ie feathered
the engine, and the fire went out as the engine stopped. Of
course that meant that it was now out of action for the rest of
the flight. Almost immediately, our port inner engine was hit and
burst into flames too. Again, we feathered it and the fire
immediately went out. Before we got away, we had other damage
done to the aircraft. The worst was when three of our petrol
tanks were hit and two of them drained immediately. The controls
also were hit and made it almost impossible for us to turn to the
righte Some of our equipment was also put out of action.

Things didn't look too pleasant for us as we turned away
from the target and headed for home. We had to get out of the
Ruhr defences and with two engines gone, we were losing height

steadily all the while. Fortunately, no one had been injured and




everyone seemed pretty happy although it looked like a
certain ditching in the Channel if we were able to get as far as
that, We had to lighten the aircraft as much as possible, so I
started the crew to work with axes to jettison everything possible
except the absolute essential equipment. We threw overboard
our seats, cushions, the navigator's table, portion of a turret,
some of the guns, some instruments, oxygen bottles and many other
things. This kept them busy all the time.

By the time we had reached the enemy coast, we had dropped
to¥3000 feet and we were still getting rid of equipment, but we had

been lucky to dodge any further damage although the flak had been

heavy in places. But as We crossed the enemy coast, I ordered the

Wireless Operator to tell them back at base what state we were in
and what we were trying to do, that is, to get as close as we could
to the English coast before we ditched. As he was sending his
message, he saw tracer bullets shooting past the aireraft. They
told their own story. A Me 110 had come up from astern and was
attacking us. The Wireless Operator tacked on to the end of his
message 'Fighter attacking'. Just before that, the rear-gunner
had told me on the Inter-com. system that the Me. was approaching
from dead astern but the Wireless Operator couldn't hear that
message. The first burst from the Me. went through the aircraft -
it came through the rear turret up past my seat and went out through
the front and side, but no one was injured and no great damage was
done in the front of the Halifax. However, the rear-gunner was
wilent, I tried out the Inter-com. and the signal lightsand they
seemed to be in order, but there was no reply on either from Sgte.Speedie
The Me. attacked again, but I could only tell by the tracer bullets
ripping through the wings and the body of the Halifax. He made
three attacks altogether and then I saw no more signs of him.
Meanwhile, the Wireless Operator had continued sending messages
back to base and we had continued losing height until by the end

of the attacks we were down to 40O feet. When the attacks began,
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the men who were busy throwing out the equipment to lighten
the aircraft, had gone off the Inter-Com. system and didn't
know the Me. was coming. The first sign they got was the tracer
ripping through the aircraft past them. One man had something in
his hand which he was about to jettison. A bullet knocked it out
of his hand through the hatch and saved him the trouble of throwing
it out. They threw themselves flat on the floor of the aircraft.
However, with the Me. attacking I couldn't afford to have the
rear turret ummanned so I sent two of them back to the rear turret
to rescue Sgt. Speedie and one of them to take his place. When they
got there they found him very much alive and all they got was a
peremptory and lurid regquest to get out of his way as he was busy.
Well, here's Bill himself to tell you what happened from his point
of view. By the way, I don't think you'll need to be told that
he is a Scotsman who comes from Fifeshire.
Sgt. Speedie

Well, I had a pretty quiet trip with nothing to do at all
until we crossed the enemy coast on our way back home. I had a
good view of all the flak and I couldn't leave my post to help throw
things overboard to lighten the aircraft. I knew what was happening,
and I'd made all my preparations for when we ditched. I was
pretty sure that Frank - Sgt. Mathers - would get us down pretty
safely. Then I suddenly saw the tail of the night-fighter slipping
underneath following their usual tactics. They often try to sneak
up on the bombers unobserved,

et underneath on the blind side, and

come up as close as possible. Then suddenly they attack unseen from
below. The bomb aimer from the under blister saw him and identified
him as a Me. 110. The Captain took what evasive action he could
with the damaged aircraft. Just then the Me. climbed up and

opened fire. The first burst came in all around me. As he climbed
up, I got in one short burst before he broke away slightly above us.

We'd had to jettison the other guns and so no one else could attack
d

an
him. He climbed away and came back again/made a second attack

from dead astern. I looked down to check that my guns were in order
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and discovered that the first burst had hit my ammunition and
put my guns out of action for the time being. While I was
re-loading them with fresh ammunition, the Me. got in his second
burst. We were still taking slight evasive action, the most

we could do, this second burst hit the aircraft - I saw my side panel

go - but it didn't seem to do very much damage. It was close

enough, however, because I had a piece of my Mae West Jacket torn
off my left shoulder by a bullet.

Before he broke away, I got in another short burst. I'm
sure I hit him again but like the first time, I didn't seem to do
any serious damage. He broke away above.

Meanwhile, I realised that the first attack had smashed
the inter-com and signalling system so far as I was concerned because
I couldn't get any message through to the skipper to let him know
what was happening. But I was too busy watching for the Me. to worry
about it at that stage. Pretty soon he came back for the third
attack, again dead astern. He opened fire just before me, then I
got in a short burst with all four guns, then two of them out out and
left me with only two firing, I got him well lined up in the sights
and gave him a long burst from these two guns. I saw an explosion;
take place in the fuselage of the Me., he swerved off his course a
bit and lost height. I followed him down with my guns and saw him
hit the sea. When he hit the sea he burst into flames. The bomb
aimer from his under blister got a grandstand view of the whole
proceedings, so he told me afterwards. I resumed my look-out for
any other night-fighters that might be prowling XRQENB around but
Jjust then there was terrific banging on my turret door. The mid-upper
gunner and navigator had come to see what was wrong because the
inter-com and signal system was working except for my bit and they
thought I would have been badly wounded. I told them to get out

and they seemed quite glad to leave me alone.

gt. Mathers
Yes, only they didn't say he'd put it as nicely as all

that. As a matter of fact when an action is on we're all apt to




use fairly strong language. I'm told I'm no exception to the
rule! Anyway, we were mighty glad to know that Bill was
alright and that he had got the Me.

By then we were about half an hour from the English
coast and as I said, we were down to gbout 400 feet. I found
that I was able to maintain that height, mainly I think because
we'd jettisoned enough eguipment to reduce the w eight of the aircraft.
Our two sound engines were functioning perfectly without losing
further height and we finally crossed the coast and I made for
the nearest aerodrome. All the while, our Wireless Operator -
®ho did a marvellous job all through - had kept in touch with base
80 that they knew where we were and that we needed to make an
emergency landing. This was urgent because just as we crossed the
coast our petrol gauges showed zero. I got in touch by radio with
the nearest aerodrome. They got my message though I couldn't
receive a reply from them. As we approached the aerodrome they
signalled us in and I went straight down. I tried to get my

under-carriage down but it had been damaged and wouldn't lower. So

the only thing left was to belly-land and trust to Luck as I didn't
to tr,

have enough petrol to stay in the air/and get the under-carriage
to work, Actually, it turned out all right, not nearly as
difficult as I thought it would be. No one was hurt, not much more
damage was done to the aircraft and she slid along smoothly to a
standstill. Bill says, although I don't know how I ought to take it,
that it wasn't much different from one of my normal landings!

We hopped out of the Halifax pretty quickly as there
is always a chance of fire and that reminds me I made a mistake.
I said that no one was hurt. That's wrong. I was so anxious to
get out in a hurry that I bruised my hand trying to break the escape
hatch open. That was our only casualty in the whole crew. When we

looked at the aircraft afterwards, there were dozens of holes in it.




It looked like a sieve and it seems to me remarkable

that not one of us was hit. Ve were soon. back in the mess

having a much needed breakfast.










