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I am very thankful that I survived that harrowing night when our aircraft was shot down. I was
lucky that I was able to bail out and make it safely to the ground. This is my story and how I
remember it 54 years later. It may differ slightly from other versions but it is the best I can
recall. I am now 74 years old. We were on our way to the target "Stuttgart" when our rear
gunner reported over the intercom "fighter coming in". Soon I saw tracer fire heading for the
starboard engine. They then burst into flames. Our pilot soon gave the order to abandon the
aircraft. He was able to keep the plane level with one or two of the port engines but going in a
circle and losing altitude fast. Our navigator gave us the latest land position as somewhere
between Mainz and Koblenz.

I was first to bail out. We were at approximately 18,000 feet. As I drifted down over Germany
my watch said 8.00 P.M. I landed on a hillside, back of a village below. My parachute caught in
a tall tree and I landed with my feet about 6 inches from the ground. I pressed my release
button and I was standing in Germany and parts unknown. I could hear singing and some kind
of revelry in the village below. I pulled the chute down from the tree and hid it in the bushes. I
then found railroad tracks nearby and walked for several miles along the tracks until I decided
it would be more wise to find a road to follow. I cut through some woods for a short distance
and came to a roadway. I started walking along the left side and heading in a southerly direc-
tion, while walking I saw two soldiers coming towards on me the opposite side of the road.
They passed me without saying anything, then they stopped, turned and shouted at me to
"HALT"! They then grabbed, one on each arm and shouted again "Wo Kamerad?". I had no
idea. They took me to the town office not far down the road. There they interrogated me for as
much information as I could give them.

We were allowed to give only name, rank and serial number. I was carrying my flying suit at the
time. The interrogators decided to keep it. It would have made a good sleeping bag. Next I was
moved to the town jail. Then I was placed on the second floor with a window. They gave me a
straw mattress to lie on and another to use as a blanket. After one or two nights a Luftwaffe
sergeant came to escort me to a train that would eventually end up in Frankfurt. We had to
transfer trains at a place called Bad Homburg. While waiting for the next train, the sergeant
bought me a beer. I was 20 years old then and this was my first beer ever! The sergeant was
very understanding and a sympathetic young man who had been involved in several bombing
raids on England.

I was taken to the interrogation center for a stay of several days. They treated me as well as
could be expected under the circumstances. Then I was moved along with others to a P.O.W.
camp in Eastern Germany. We traveled in a cattle car marked (40 men or 8 horses) to a place
near Muhlberg-on-Elbe. It was named Stalag IV B. I remained there until late April, 1945. We
were then liberated by the Russians and remained under their control for a week or more. The
Russians then released all of the P.O.W.s so that we could make our way to Leipzig. We
arrived in Leipzig on May 8, 1945 (V . E. Day). We were then flown back to England by way of
Paris.


