
      Memories of 518 Squadron, Tiree 

 518 Squadron formed in Stornoway in July 1943 and moved to Tiree two 

months later. The squadron role was to gather meteorological information 

over the North-West Approaches and out into the Atlantic. The squadron had 

two main sortie patterns over the Atlantic, referred to as Bismuth and Mercer. 

The following personal accounts are from ‘Even The Birds Were Walking’, 

authors John A Kington and Peter G Rackliff. Many photos of 518 Squadron are 

on display through An Iodhlaan, Tiree’s Historical Centre, 

www.aniodhlaan.org.uk  

Maurice Foster, Wop/AG 

An Ominous Introduction to Tiree: Like thousands of other Australian recruits, I 

was trained in Canada under the Empire Air Training Scheme. After a year’s 

intensive wireless, radar and gunnery training, I was posted to 518 Squadron. 

My first impression was that Tiree wasn’t going to be a pleasant place to do my 

service. Having just arrived, on the way to the base we passed the scene of a 

Halifax that had tried to take off and had crashed about 200 to 300 metres off 

shore. There was a lot of commotion, with search lights and vehicles all over 

the place. Attempts were being made to rescue the crew – some of them were 

on the wing. I could hear the eerie sound of whistles blown by desperate crew 

members in the freezing water, trying to direct rescuers to them in the pitch 

dark. Only one of the eight crew survived. The other seven froze to death 

within 15 minutes in the water. It wasn’t a pleasant introduction to Tiree. The 

one crew member who was rescued had managed to hook his arm over a 

dinghy. He was half frozen when they got him out. We heard that he didn’t fly 

again. 

Day in and day out, we risked our lives on missions hundreds of miles out over 

the bleak Atlantic. The winds were so strong that one day I had to crawl on my 

hands and knees to get from my hut to the Mess – but the planes still flew! 

On our days off, we sometimes helped the locals to collect seaweed, which 

was one of the industries of Tiree. Evidently seaweed has a lot of iodine and 

they use it in fertiliser. While stationed at Tiree I met, and later married 

Glasgow born Marion Gibson. We first met at a New Year’s Eve dance in 

Edinburgh where the famous band leader Glenn Miller was playing. 

http://www.aniodhlaan.org.uk/


Of the seven Australians who served on Tiree, when I was there, only three 

survived the war. 

Joe Sylvester, Electrician 

Living on Tiree: I was an Electrician on 518, carrying out major inspections on 

Halifax aircraft. Walking on the beach on a sunny day, or through the machair 

when it was in bloom, was heaven. When the storms blew in from the Atlantic, 

it was like the other place, only a lot colder.  

Gum-boots were the usual footwear. We were also issued with long black 

oilskin macs, leggings and sou’westers. Most of us got leather jerkins, whilst 

squadron personnel and MT drivers, including the WAAFs, received sheepskin 

jerkins. Hand-knitted comforts were issued, including roll-neck pullovers, long 

white sea-boot socks, mittens and balaclavas. It was often impossible to wear 

field service caps due to the strong winds, and if worn, they were usually 

buttoned under the chin. We were instructed to paint a large white patch on 

the back of our macs to make it easier for transport to see us in the darkness. 

 

(An Iodhlann) WAAFs keeping their hats on during the ferry crossing to Tiree. 

Snow fell heavily during the winters of 1943-44 and 1944-45. During the 

second winter, it was impossible for a time to keep the runway clear of snow, 

so it was compacted by running all the station transport up and down with 



larger vehicles towing baulks of timber behind them. All available personnel 

(except the WAAFs) spent all night digging troughs down to the tarmac along 

both sides of the runway, so that the aircraft pilots could make out the line of 

the runway, from the rest of the airfield. 

 

 (An Iodhlaan) Tiree accommodation buildings, including the NAAFI were Nissen Huts, clad 

in corrugated iron. Civilian staff provided some home comforts in the NAAFI hut, whilst 

the NAAFI wagon took tea and refreshments around the work areas. This NAAFI hut was 

nearly taken out by wreckage from the two Halifax aircraft which collided above the 

airfield. 

 

(An Iodhlaan) Bunk space inside the Nissen huts was very rudimentary. A bed and locker 

and some communal tables in the centre of the hut. Note the greatcoat and oilskin mac 



hanging on the wall as well as towels hanging on an improvised line. With concrete floors 

and corrugated iron walls, the stove was absolutely essential. When it was really cold, 

great coats and other clothes were piled on the bed. Balaclavas and socks became part of 

night wear. 

When the island was affected by heavy snow fall the water supply to the camp 
was frozen. We were ordered to conserve water and refrain from washing and 
shaving. We overcame this difficulty by melting snow in an ice bucket placed 
on a stove in the hut. It takes a great deal of snow to get a pail of water! We 
even made tea with the melted snow. It had its’ own distinctive flavour. (First 
rule of Winter Survival – Don’t eat yellow snow!) 

Oscar Gill, Meteorological Observer 

The Skipper: I was appointed to Wilf Butler’s crew. I believed none of the other 

skippers could match Wilf for his skill and experience. He was a pre-war 

“weekend” pilot and had already done two tours in Coastal Command, 

followed by a tour as an instructor in Training Command. Wilf was quite short 

man, and because of this his landings were often somewhat bumpy – he 

couldn’t see the runway once the tail went down, except through the side 

window. It was the same taking off – he couldn’t see ahead until the tail came 

up.  

A Lucky Day: Our second trip out was very difficult, as we were in cloud for 

almost all the eleven hour flight. When at last the cloud did break, we found 

ourselves hurtling towards a huge cliff that had ‘Eire’ painted on it in enormous 

letters! 

Our pilot Wilf managed to pull us up and away – just. If we had crash-landed 

there we may have been interned for the duration of the war. A short time 

later, we found out that one of our crews had not been so fortunate, and 

crashed at the same locality. We made it back to Tiree after twelve hours and 

ten minutes. As we turned off the end of the runway, we ran out of fuel. A 

tractor had to come out and tow us in to dispersal and away we went for a 

good meal and a night’s sleep. 

Hostile Welcome: After some rough flights, to our delight we managed a trip 

without any engine failures. However, we passed near to a U-boat which was 

just sitting on the surface. In the early morning light, he saw us first. No doubt 

thinking that we had depth charges and were hunting U-boats, their captain 

decided to open fire. Suddenly, we had cannon shells whizzing all around us. If 

just one had hit us it would have been the end as we still had almost a full load 



of fuel (over 2,500 gallons of fuel). Wilf immediately dived at the U-boat and 

ordered “open fire” with the result that I am sure I was able to knock out the 

two gunners on the U-boat - something I will never forget.  We could do no 

more. We weren’t carrying depth charges. We called up RAF Ballykelly. A 

Liberator came out and sank the U-boat. If the U-boat had not fired at us, they 

may have survived, as quite probably we would not have noticed them. 

Visiting Prestwick High Street, Another Lucky Day: On one occasion we were 

alerted to take a medical emergency over to Prestwick. An airman had an 

appendix threatening to burst. The weather was appalling; a cold front lying 

right over the area, so we were in solid cloud with some icing at times.  Wilf 

thought he spotted the runway through a break in the cloud and pushed the 

nose down and eased the power, ready to land. Just then I shouted “Wilf, 

there are houses on both sides of the runway!” It was in fact the main street of 

Prestwick. So, we turned out to sea, got down to 100 feet and called Control to 

switch on the runway lights. Immediately there was a great glow in the sky and 

we headed for that, before they could turn them off again. The Medical Officer 

was apparently keeping an eye on us, for he met us when we returned to 

Tiree. “Right, that’s six hairy trips you’ve had in four weeks, so I am sending 

you on leave.” We didn’t argue! 

Prep for D Day: On 2 June 1944 we had a long and arduous Bismuth sortie in 

some of the worst weather I ever encountered. This was recording a weather 

pattern that was to affect D Day.  

A Sad Flight: On 16 August 1944 we took off from Tiree just 12 hours after 

seeing 16 of our colleagues killed in a head on collision at just 300 feet above 

the airfield, with bits of burning aircraft and bodies all over the place. One of 

those killed was Roy (Steve) Stevenson, who joined up with me and was one of 

the first six Met Observers to be trained. He had married a WAAF at Tiree just a 

few weeks earlier. On 20 August just four days after the crash, I was getting a 

lift to Woodvale, Liverpool, to get married myself. As we left Tiree it was our 

duty to “dip a wing” in salute over the cemetery. I was still crying when we 

landed in Liverpool.  

Christmas Turkey: On a lighter note, we used to fly to Limavaddy in Northern 

Ireland. This was to obtain extra supplies, stuff obtainable from Republic of 

Ireland, which was not at war and not subject to rationing. (Wilf was also 

Aircrew Welfare Officer) We stayed overnight and spent most of the evening 

drinking porter and whiskey. Before Christmas 1944, we obtained about 30 live 



turkeys and carried them back to Tiree in the back of an Avro Anson (not a 

large aircraft). The wireless operator spent the whole flight keeping the turkeys 

away from the pilot and navigator. The officers, sergeants and other ranks’ 

mess meals were supplied, along with crew members going home for 

Christmas. 

An Unlucky Day: For wartime aircrew, luck was as important as skill when it 

came to survival. Oscar Gill’s memories referred to a near miss with an Irish 

cliff and a fellow crew who were less fortunate.  He was referring to W.O. Lloyd 

Upshall and his crew, whose luck ran out. They were briefed for a ‘Mercer’ 

sortie and took off from Tiree at 06.05 on 23 January 1944 in Halifax LK704. 

Nothing was heard from this aircraft after 08.48, although they should have 

been transmitting Met messages. They must have had radio failure.  

The aircraft was not fitted with Gee or Loran navigation aids.  They had drifted 

a long way south of their planned track on the homeward leg, as they were 

spotted flying across Donegal Bay, Republic of Ireland. At that point they would 

have been almost out of fuel, having been airborne for over 12 hours. They 

must have tried to land on Tullan Strand, a grassy area which ran along the top 

of the cliffs at Bundoran. At the last moment they had engine failure, or simply 

ran out of fuel. Losing airspeed, the aircraft just caught the top of the cliff. Had 

the fuel lasted a few seconds more, or had the aircraft been 10 feet higher, 

they may have survived. All the crew perished. Two of the bodies drifted out to 

sea in the wreckage and were never recovered. 

 



In 2002, a memorial to the lost crew was erected on Tullan Strand. Funds for this were 

raised by family members of the crew and Bundoran Parish Council. 

 

 



 

The rosary beads referred to were placed in the coffin of Vladimir Adamic  

The Plane Crash Report and letter above are from www.discoverbundoran.com  

http://www.discoverbundoran.com/


Bernard Jamieson, Pilot 

Ignorance is Bliss: Standing in the open areas of the Dispersal, one soon got 

used to the size of the Halifax. I remember one occasion where the aircraft did 

look quite overpowering. I was home on leave, and read in the paper that a 

static exhibition of aircraft was being held at a site in Oxford Street, London, 

and that a Halifax was one of the aircraft on display. I invited my parents to see 

the aeroplane that I flew. There were a number of aircraft on display, but 

standing over them and dominating the whole site, was the Halifax. “Well son, 

which aircraft do you fly” “You are standing underneath it.” They looked up in 

absolute amazement, and my father turned quite pale. They could not believe 

that their little boy could actually handle one of these giants. It’s a good job 

they didn’t know what our operational flying was like!  

When it all Goes Quiet: On one occasion we were approximately 200 miles out 

into the Atlantic when we had an incident. It was a black night, I sat with the 

aircraft nicely trimmed, needing only the smallest movement of the controls to 

keep it on course and at a steady height. The rest of the crew were at their 

stations, no doubt looking forward to a good meal and their bunks. We were 

flying at 1,000 feet when, without warning, the starboard engines quit; there 

was no noise of mechanical failure, they just stopped. I was taken quite 

unawares. Two engines stopping on one side at the same time. This caused a 

swing, which was too much to hold, and she flipped up on one wing and 

started diving to the right. I stood on the rudder bar, trying to keep her 

straight, whilst winding on rudder trim to help. Just as we were down to 500 

feet and flying in the opposite direction to a few seconds before, the two port 

engines also died. I don’t think I uttered a single word. I had certainly not had 

time to warn the crew to prepare for ditching, and I have no idea what they 

were thinking or doing. For several seconds, we descended in complete 

silence, until with under 300 feet on the altimeter, all four engines started 

again, one by one. Ten or fifteen seconds more of that inexplicable failure and 

there might well have been another mystery loss by the squadron. What does 

puzzle me is the lack of reaction that I had to this sort of incident. Once on the 

ground, the whole thing was treated as a bit of a joke, something to shoot a 

line about. 



 

The aircraft display in Oxford Street included Friday the 13th, a famous Halifax 

Toilet Humour: Crews developed a humour of their own to cope with their 

worries. If the nose of a Halifax is put down suddenly and then kept in a 

steadily increasing dive, anyone in the rear of the aircraft takes off and floats 

around, unable to do anything about it. We would play this trick on new crew 

members or any male passenger who was foolish enough to sit on the Elsan 

toilet provided in the rear of the aircraft. The sight of a man with his trousers 

down, floating in a sitting position about two feet above the seat was quite 

hilarious. A sharp pull on the controls would then firmly seat him on the Elsan 

where he remained firmly stuck for several seconds, until we regained level 

flight. 

Guy Pearman, Navigator 

A dicey-do: At about 04.30 0n 25 January 1945, we were on the return leg of a 

night Mercer sortie when we flew into the back end of an active cold front and 

were tossed around in the thunderclouds. The whole aircraft, especially the 

propellers, was bathed in St Elmo’s Fire. Suddenly, every member of the crew 

saw a brilliant flash and was then ‘out cold’ for a few seconds; we had just 

been struck by lightning. When I recovered, John Snell (the MAO) and myself 

were sitting in an icy gale, with my navigation log, maps and charts, blown 

away. Much of the Perspex nose had vanished, shattered by the lightning 

strike. Normally an all-metal aircraft is bonded to prevent a flashover if struck 



by lightning. Unfortunately, when the nose gun had been removed, the metal 

blanking plate, fixed to cover the gun-port, had not been bonded to the rest of 

the airframe. Hence our predicament.  

 

        Navigator’s table, charts and instruments close to the perspex nose in a Halifax 

Normal navigation became impossible, but we would be able to home onto the 

radar beacon at Tiree, once we got within range. I was ordered to stay in the 

nose as a lookout and a cold and miserable job it was. Four days earlier our CO, 

W/Cdr Morris and his crew, had vanished without trace somewhere in this 

area. Our crew had spent half the next day on a fruitless search and I had 

visions of other aircraft coming out to search for us.  

Just before dawn, we ran into another weather front and ice started to form 

on the wings. The skipper, F/L Reed, came down to 200ft, to try to get below 

cloud and the icing level, but the ice continued to build on the airframe. 

Suddenly the engine noise died; the carburettor intake had iced up and at that 

height, ditching appeared to be imminent. Our skipper called ‘Mayday’ on the 

R/T, as I scribbled the letters SOS and a rough position on a message slip, 

which I handed to the wireless operator on my way out of the nose. Nobody 

could survive that far forward if we had to ditch, but I found my way aft 

blocked by the second pilot who was helping the skipper.  



 

Cramped conditions in a Halifax. The radio operator sits directly under the pilot. When 

both pilots were at the controls, there was no way past them. 

They then yelled for hot air to the carburettor intakes; the flight engineer 

responded in a split second and the engines picked up as suddenly as they died 

away earlier. Slowly we climbed away from the sea; there had been only 

seconds to spare. Half an hour later we landed safely at Tiree, having been 

escorted on the final stage by an ASR Warwick of 281 Sqn, complete with an 

airborne lifeboat. 

Close inspection of our aircraft revealed, believe it or not, traces of seaweed 

on the tail wheel assembly. 

Peter Rackliff, Meteorological Air Observer 

Living with a Cold Nose: There was a flexible heating pipe in the nose at floor 

level; unfortunately, this used to get trampled on. The result was an ineffective 

trickle of lukewarm air. After many months, we were supplied with electrically- 

heated waistcoats and slippers and life in the nose became bearable again! 

John Bristow, Navigator 

The following account was recorded by Geoff Pringle, www.oldnautibits.com 

60 years after the event, hence the reference to Concorde. 

http://www.oldnautibits.com/


Flying long sorties over the North Atlantic, it was essential that the aircraft 

were fully serviceable before a scheduled sortie. To ensure all aspects of an 

aircraft were in tip-top condition, all aircraft were given an air test by the duty 

crew on the day of the sortie. I was the navigator of the crew, which numbered 

eight, but on this air test we were joined by an engine fitter who ‘came along 

for the ride’. 

Soon after we were airborne, the starboard engine caught fire. My skipper 

feathered the propeller and pressed the fire extinguisher button, but nothing 

happened. If anything, the flames seemed to increase. The flames were so 

intense the skipper realised that it would be impossible to make a circuit and 

return to base. He decided to ditch and sent out a ‘mayday’ signal. 

Looking at the fire, which stretched from engine to tail fin, I was concerned 

that the tip of the wing might break off, due to the heat, in which case we 

would have spun in; or that the fire would reach a fuel tank and cause us to 

explode. The recent Concorde fire made me think that our situation could have 

been identical, except we were over water.  

Despite a 30ft swell, the skipper sat the aircraft on the water spot on. The 

Perspex nose of the Halifax contained an immersion switch which, on contact 

with the water, inflated a dinghy stowed in one of the wing housings. We all 

had various positions to take up in such an emergency, mine was lying on the 

floor with my feet braced against the main spar. To give me moral support, my 

arms were wrapped around the Met observer, who was lying between my 

legs! 

On contact with the Atlantic Ocean, the nose broke off and a wall of green 

water rushed towards us and I thought my number was up. When people 

comment that in situations like this “one’s life flashes before you”, I can 

certainly vouch for it. Fortunately, we all scrambled out of the escape hatches, 

free of injury, except our skipper who sustained a scratch to his face. The relief 

of seeing the dinghy bobbing up and down in the water was immense. 

Our “Mayday” signal, transmitted seconds before ditching resulted in the 

following activities: 

• An American Air Force Liberator was heading our way 

• A Sunderland flying boat was flying up from Northern Ireland 

• A RN Corvette was steaming up from Northern Ireland 



• A local fisherman, living on the island of Tiree, was rowing to our 

assistance 

• An Air -Sea Rescue aircraft based on Tiree was scrambled 

• Finally, a small RN minesweeper, HMS Flanders, operating a few miles 

north, saw the Halifax ditch and steamed south at full speed. 

In spite of the rescue activity, we were not yet out of danger. The water 

surrounding our ditched Halifax was a sea of petrol. To our horror, a fuel tank 

which had broken loose was bobbing around with flames issuing from a hole. 

However, our luck was in that day and the aviation fuel did not go up. Had it 

done so, it would surely have taken the whole crew with it. 

Initially there was not enough room in the dinghy for all nine crew to sit on the 

edge. Three of us, (yours truly included) were forced to kneel in the well of the 

dinghy, which we had to bail out. The situation was marginally improved when 

the air-sea rescue aircraft and dropped an airborne life boat.  

 

Vickers Warwick with an Airborne Life Boat attached to the bomb bay 

Myself and two colleagues transferred to the second boat, but it was still no 

picnic! Our dicey predicament, floundering in a 30ft swell in the North Atlantic 

on a bleak November day, was eased significantly by the arrival of HMS 

Flanders. She delicately manoeuvred alongside us to pick up eight aircrew and 

a much -relieved fitter. 



 

Warwick dropping a life boat by parachute. 

 

(An Iodhlaan) John Bristow and two crew mates in the life boat and the other crew 

members in the dinghy. The discolouration in the water is flourescein, a marker dye used 

to make the dinghy more visible to aircraft. 



 



 

I was lifted from the dinghy on to the deck of the minesweeper and 

immediately collapsed. The ship’s skipper came along the deck with a stone 

keg of naval rum, which he administered to us quite liberally.  

 

(An Iodhlaan) HMS Flanders picking up the aircrew 

The crew of the Flanders were fantastic- they plied us with hot soup, warm 

food, more rum, and then fitted us out with survivor’s gear. I came ashore 

dressed completely, down to my shoes and socks, as an Able Seaman- with a 

stomach full of rum! 

Back at the station word soon flashed around that we had crashed, but initially 

no details were available. Many of the WAAFs were deeply distressed- or so we 

were told.  

When we docked at Gott Bay pier we were greeted by the Medical Officer 

(with the Blood Wagon and more rum) together with most of the senior pilots 

who had raided all of the available aircraft for Verey Pistols and cartridges in 

order to welcome us with a firework display. That night the M.O. packed us off 

to bed in the hospital, where we were given a sleeping pill, but no one slept as 

the skipper of HMS Flanders came in through the window with more rum! 



 

(An Iodhlaan) John Bristow in borrowed sailor uniform, third from right in front row. The 

skipper, Freddy Green is in the second row wearing a duffel coat. 

We were all given survivor’s leave. One of our wireless operators, who had not 

contacted his mother by phone or letter, was greeted with the words “You’ve 

been in an accident”! 

In conclusion, due to the skill of our skipper, Flt.Lt. Freddy Green, who was in 

my view the best pilot on 518 Squadron, we all lived to tell the tale. 

 

The Four Lives of M-Mike 

Every aircraft has its own registration number, issued when taken on charge by 

the RAF. These are usually marked at the rear of the aircraft. For ease of 

identification during operational use, each squadron had Identification Letters 

(513 Squadron was Y3) and each aircraft on the squadron had its’ own 

identification letter which it used as a call sign. One 519 squadron aircraft on 

Tiree was idented as M, callsign Mike in the phonetic alphabet. During a fifteen 

month period, from May 1944 to August 1945, there were four different M-

Mikes. Three of these aircraft were lost or written off. 



Mike One LK692: On 27 June 1944, F/Lt Keith McGonigal and crew climbed 

aboard M-Mike to carry out an air-test. They were well into the take-off run 

and Keith applied full right rudder to correct the inherent tendency to swing to 

port on lift off, Unfortunately the metal toe-strap attachment at the end of the 

rudder bar distorted under pressure, and jammed against the base of the 

throttle pedestal. With the rudders jammed, Keith had to abort the take-off. 

The aircraft swung off the runway at speed and the subsequent rough ride 

caused the undercarriage to collapse. The aircraft then careered along on its’ 

belly for some considerable distance. 

The result was a sad looking wreck, with buckled Merlin engines, splintered 

stumps of propeller blades (they were laminated wood) and a cracked 

fuselage. Apart from the Flt Eng, who suffered a bruised shoulder, no one else 

was injured. Despite this, the Senior Medical Officer insisted that the crew 

spent time in sick quarters for a rest and check over. 

Mike Two, LL186: 16 August 1944 turned out to be a very sad day for the 

squadron. Halifax LL186, which had replaced LK692 as Mike, took off at 13.05, 

flown by P/O K.W. Organ. P/O N.T. Turner and crew had taken off in LL296, S-

Sugar, one minute earlier. The weather was overcast and both aircraft entered 

cloud soon after leaving the runway. Some seventeen minutes later, both 

aircraft collided, directly above the communal accommodation site on the 

airfield. There were no survivors. 

F/O Leonard Revilliod, a Swiss national, was Neil Turners’ co-pilot. Leonard was 

the grandson of Thomas Masaryk, the first President of Czechoslavakia. 

Leonards’ mother, Olga Masaryk, attended the funeral along with Leonards’ 

uncle, Jan Masaryk, Foreign Secretary for the Czech government-in-exile. It was 

a double tragedy for Sheila Stevenson, a member of the WAAF stationed at 

Tiree, and wife of Roy Stevenson, the MAO on Neil Turners crew. Sheila and 

Roy had married only a month before his death. 



 

(An Iodhlaan) 

 

LL186 and LL296 aircrew graves at Soroby Cemetery on 16 August, 2014, 70 years after the 

tragedy.  At the request of families, nine of the aircrew were reinterred in other 

cemeteries, after the war. 



 

(An Iodhlaan) F/O K.W. Organ, front row third from left, and his crew. They had only been 

on Tiree for six days when the mid-air collision occurred. 

 

(An IOdhlaan) Mrs Revilliod, accompanied by local Mrs Grace Campbell, revisiting her sons 

grave at Soroby cemetery, Tiree, after the war 



 

Memorial to the crews of LL186 and LL296, at Tiree airport. The memorial was unveiled by 

the son of F/O Organ, skipper of LL296. 

Mike Three, LL299: Later in the year, on 4 December 1944, at 01.07hrs, F/O 

Quinton and crew prepared for take-off on a Bismuth sortie in Halifax LL299 

(replacement for LL186). About half way down the runway the crew heard a 

loud metallic bang from somewhere towards the rear of the aircraft. They then 

realised that the aircraft was taking longer than usual to become airborne. This 



was followed by a rather bumpy ride, until the skipper was able to bring the 

aircraft to a halt some distance off the runway, with no injuries or significant 

damage. It transpired that as the load came on to elevators at rotation, a joint 

in the control linkage failed. 

 As a result of this incident, all Halifax aircraft were grounded briefly, until 

checks could be made of the elevator control runs. The crew did not want to 

think of the result, had the failure occurred a minute or so later! So LL299 

survived to be finally struck off charge on 14 June 1945.  

Mike Four LW170: LL299, a Halifax Mark 5, was replaced by LW170, a former 

Bomber Command Halifax Mark 3. The Mark3, with Hercules engines, was 

deemed more able to continue flying on three engines, if it lost an engine early 

in the sortie when it had a heavy fuel load. On 10 August 1945, S/L P.C. Piejus 

and crew of LW170, were airborne at 00.25hrs on a Bismuth sortie. On the 

homeward leg, the ran out of fuel about 140 miles west of Tiree, and the 

skipper was forced to ditch the aircraft at 08.50hrs. F/L Lance Robson noted in 

his log: 

08.17 Over the intercom, 2nd Pilot read out the ditching instructions to the crew 

08.40 1st class fix; 36deg 11min North, 11deg 20min West and SOS acknowledged. 

Bravery and cheerfulness of crew unsurpassable; how fine to be with such men at 

this moment! 

08.50 Ditched 

09.00 Crew in dinghy. A/C blazing-crew safe but Flt/Eng injured leg; others with 

burns 

10.00 Now about 3 miles NE of A/C; everyone OK though seasick. No emergency 

packs, also no water or bellows. 

13.00 Dinghy beginning to deflate. Everyone soaked and cold 

16.00 Aircraft sighted on horizon- what a moment in one’s life! 

16.15 Fired 2nd Very cartridge and Warwick ASR aircraft has found us; dropped 

airborne lifeboat but unserviceable 

17.00 Alongside Jamaica Producer. F/O Cockram dived out of dinghy to get the rope 

and swam back to us 

17.10 All aboard 

The crew were transferred to the aircraft carrier HMS Puncher and put ashore 

at Greenock. 



The sea extinguished the fire and the aircraft remained afloat for several 

hours. 

 

(IWM) Photo of LW170, taken from the ASR Warwick. The open escape hatches can be 

seen on top of the fuselage. 

Before joining 518 Squadron, LW170 flew 29 combat missions with 424 

Squadron, RCAF. In 2013 a project group, Halifax 57 Rescue, was set up in 

Canada to recover LW170. The intention is to recover salvageable parts of 

Halifax for a possible rebuild. Out of 6176 Halifax aircraft built, 1833 aircraft 

were lost in operations. After the war, the Halifax fleet of over 4,000 aircraft, 

was rapidly reduced to scrap.  

Today only two complete airframes survive plus an unrestored airframe, which 

was lifted after 60 years in a Norwegian lake.  

 


