Bombing the Gneisenau '‘Some Fun'
As Toronto Observer Describes It

He had refuseéd to turn back be-

{ Editor’s Note: How does it feel © i

to be sutting in a heary bomber,
uanging  through dangerous skies
touward an impoctant enemy taryet,
risking anti-aecraft fire and attack
by enemy hghter aurcraft”  Piot
Ofhver lack Calder of Toronto.
whose parents lice 1in Goderwch. a
tormer staff weiter of The Cana-
dian Press. nour an olwerver in the
Royal Canadian Air Force. ansivers
the question in  the follouung
arrle. desenbing  his furst oper-
ational fight over German-occupred
tersitory as nawvigator and

amer. )

(By JACK CALDER)

(Copyright, 1941, by The Canadian
Frese.)

Jondon, Aug. 12 (CP).—Slapsy
Maxie looked at the oil pressure
again and then he looked at me,

*1 think we might just make it,*

he said.

Then it was time to dasn out
to sea, If we were to be at the
target at the zero hour. The
formation tightened behind us
and we climbed for three minutes
through broken cloud. Behind
were other formations—all streak-
ing for Brest and the Gneisenau,

We levelled out and suddenly
broke cloud. Below us was the
sea, blus as blue could be, and far
ahead was the coast of France.

1 thought of the things I wanted
te think about for & moment or
two. Then [ thought of that bad
oil leak which might make our

b
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gun turrets unserviceable at the
target area. The wireless opera-
tor was working despirately to
repair it. His wedding was only
a couple of weeks ahead and he
wanted to come back for it
Objects on the coast grew big-
ger and bigger and I went fore
ward to the bomb-aimer’s position.
Max patted me on the shoulder
as | passed him. Boy, he was cool.

cause we were leading the forma-
tion and there was a job to do.

“Look at that ack-ack come up,”
someone said.

Ahead of us the sky was clut-
tered with little patches of anti-
aircraft shell bursts. We crossed
the coast and headed across the
Little Peninsula toward the dry-
docks of Brest.

“I'm going to try the run-up
from here,” Max said over the in-
ter-communicating phone.

“But we're ten mtles off the tar-
ge! and will be there two minutes
early if we make our move now,”
1 told him.

+ “That's all right,* he arzued.

And he was capta:n. “They're not
bothering us now and we've got
& good chance of getting in"”

“Okay.” 1 said. “Stcady ahead.
Turget.”

Below T saw barrage bzlloons
st about 6000 feet. Something
was burning on the ground—
probably a fighter aircraft.

It happened like a flash.

“Rat-a-tat-tat-tat-tat,” went the
guns in our rear turcet.

"1 just shot down an Met09.
called the rear gunner. “I didn't
even have time tn report 1t."

“Heads up,” cried the gunner
leader. “Here come two more ™

“I've got one,” called the rear
gunner of No. 3 aircraft.

“Let's have less people talking
at ene time” Maxie ordered
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BOMBING TRIP
1S SOME FUN

(Continued from Page 1. Calumn %)

“fuve  the gunnery leader a
chance”

“All right, but I've got hn
ME-109, too" yelled No. 2 rear
gunner,

Below us | saw a parachute
open. One of our sictims  had
managed to hail out Sname one
reported  that one  fighter had
crashed an the ground.

Now we were doing  vielent
eviasive action, The ark-ack was
coming &t uv. The target was
desperately near

“Broomph® Hraomph™ went a
hurst night bepeath my f{ace. 1
put on my parachyte

“You'll hase ta do a Widegren
tutn efe to make 11" | tnid

Maswie, “quickly
Her wheelrd bor aver and the
{nrmation {nlinwed

“left, lefr” 1 ralted  "Steads
The target was enoming douwn
the dr.ft wire<

“Dropping  drapping, g0 1
hnilered and the hambe aalled aut

On the Ixst tign Na 3 had
slithered abave ys and his hambs
nently 2t s s the {epf!
“flogrhe gone ™ | sbnygred
CGond kst amd Muxip UMNow
et s get o0 ol fere”

A TRt rr et ) Ynea that e
bart rniterdd 1w Uonricngia; e Rl
I rad fr) A bl A
IS UL ST AS) T “hAr, ‘urn

foph “ e

and «tra ghteped ngt
"We Had Some Fun .. ”

As we doued and tarped | caw
the bamts hurst.ng sl.gh‘ie ' the
el oang ne. nd the target At
feast we had neiped to mess up
the dock..

The wheliv were  hreaking  all
arnund us We gat oyt because

Siapsy Maxie was 0 conl

All the way ta the roast and ha.
rond 3t our gunner leader tepnrt-
ed o'her advraf’, bur any ihat
came nrar us were friendis At
the caist Maxie put *he nove dnwn
ard «'reaged {or hnme.
He throitled hack when he .aw
aamaged Wellingtnn strugziing

onooane ma!ng We aurk
with her urntl] our fighters camas
alang 1o nrotect her halfway

actass tre Channei

We linded at an ardrome in
the Nouth o of Fongiand o getael |
craaind outs had tea in offs.
meae and jay down the
Rrass -tn tryv ta *hink about hnme
ard nther [ar-nlf trings

But when [ viosed my eres all
T enuid «or wae & map of Brear,
the drvdnacks and the Gne:sepay
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I Thank goodnessa lot of peapls got

|
|
|

her that dav.

The next day a friend from
Mantreal and 1 were plaving golf
when we met Maxie and his wife

“Did you have much trouhle
vederdav”™’ Maxie's wife asked,
Inoking u! me a little anxiously.

“Oh. we had some fun .. " I
started

"Don't helirve him,” pratested
Max.e “"He'«  an  awful linre.
chaonter. Tt was very quist

He stared at ms quite hard. as
i o sav Yl wouldnr't tejl her
Dan't you "

hir fnrmatinn nf three has hern
credited officially with three ena.
mv  aireraf? We wers shn' up
shghtiy, hut nn ane wav hurt
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