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___________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

John Crow 

 
You are all aware that our webmaster Tiger John is very seriously ill. He is no longer able to 

maintain the website that he has developed so spectacularly over the years, climbing a steep 

learning curve along the way. We are all proud of what he has achieved, as he is himself, and 

the website is much admired as being the finest of any Squadron Association. John has handed 

over the care and maintenance of it to David Jones, and we all thank David for temporarily 

taking it on. All our prayers and thoughts are with John and Margie at this very sad time. 
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The Three COs 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
A unique event took place at the Norwich Airport Aviation Group (NAAG) meeting on June 5th when three 

successive 74 Squadron  COs talked of their time as Boss of the Tigers, from its reformation under Gp. Capt. 

Dick  Northcote in July 1984, through Air Marshal Cliff Spink’s tenure from November 1986 to April 1989 to 

Gp. Capt. Graham Clarke's departure in February 1992 by which time 74 were flying the Phantom FGR2 as 

opposed to the F-4(J)UK on which they had reformed. A full house, NAAG members having been joined by the 

local branch of the ROC Association, were all attention as the three COs recalled those exciting times flying a 

unique version of the mighty Phantom.  

 

Membership Matters 

 
New member Geoff Yapp served with the Tigers at RAF Wattisham in 1984 and 1985. He was on the second 

team to go to the USA for training with the US Marine Corps before bringing home two of the reworked F-4Js. 

After 18 months Geoff left 74 to take up instructional duties with the Phantom OCU, No 228. Prior to 74 he 

had served on Phantoms with 29(F) Sqn. His final flying tour was also on the Phantom, this time as Nav Leader 

with 19(F) Squadron at Wildenrath.  

 

His most interesting career then took him to the RAF Winter Survival School in Bavaria followed by two MoD 

tours followed by five years at NATO HQ at Stavanger which included two deployments to the Balkans. From 

2003 – 2006 Geoff was Chief of the Air Plans Branch with NATO’s Air Component at Ramstein where he was 

responsible for the planning and initial execution of NATO air operations in Afghanistan. This was followed by a 

three year exchange with the USAF in Alaska as Chief of Combat Operations in the NORAD Air Operations 

Centre. His final posting was as Naval and Air Advisor (Attaché) to the British High Commission in Ottawa 

which involved amongst other duties responsibility for 35 RN and RAF exchange officers across Canada and so 

was able to continue flying in the Hawk and F-18 at the age of 54. 

 

After his retirement from the RAF Geoff joined the Baltic Defence College in Estonia as senior Air Power 

instructor which is where he still works. 

 

We have a new Associate Member, Tony Clay, whose marvellous 

models of 74's aircraft you have seen in recent editions of Tiger 

News. His interest in joining us is as a model maker and as a 

historian with a particular interest in 74. His model making 

includes not only aircraft which were on strength with 74, but 

aircraft which may have been on strength had things worked out 

differently - the 'what if' scenario. Such as the F-111 here. 

Looks pretty good in RAF tiger stripes! The F-111 was of course 

flown by the 79th TFS at Upper Heyford, founder member of the NATO Tiger Association alongside 74.  



3 

 

Farewells 
 

It is with sadness we have to tell of the death of Chris Stott (seen here 

with his wife Evelyn) in the early hours of 17th  July. Chris was a Tengah 

Tiger serving with the squadron from April 1969 until September 1971, 

holding the rank of Chief Tech when he was posted out to 30 MU at RAF 

Sealand. Of his time at Tengah two of the memorable detachments he 

undertook were those to Darwin in 1969 and Butterworth in 1970. Chris had a 

long RAF career – 23½ years in total. He joined as a Boy Entrant at Cosford  

in February 1954 after which his first posting was to Leconfield in August 

1955. Over the ensuing years he found himself at Boscombe Down, Coltishall, 

Wattisham, Tengah, Sealand, Bruggen and back at Sealand again where he 

was demobbed in September 1977. He joined the Association in 2009 and  we 

were so pleased that he and his wife Evelyn subsequently attended a couple of reunions. Our thoughts are with 

her.  

 

Jacques Kleynhans died on on 19th June and was buried at the parish church in Ardee in County Louth, Ireland, 

in the Tiger jumper that he bought from the Association. His wife Desiree writes: ‘Jacques always wanted to 

fly  - it was his first love -  and he obtained his pilot’s licence before he was old enough to drive a car. He joined 

the South African Auxiliary Air Force and flew at week-ends. He was taking his Chartered Accountant’s  

articles when he applied for a commission in the SAAF. He was offered a four year commission but he felt he 

wanted a longer life in the flying world and so took a chance and came to England where he was accepted into 

the Royal Air Force and was offered a twelve year commission. On completion of his initial training this was 

raised to sixteen years which he was delighted to accept. His first posting was to 74 Squadron and he was 

there when they converted onto Lightnings, a huge thrill for him. He had the honour of being the first member 

of the Tigers  to fly solo at night on the type. His next posting was to a Britannia squadron flying out of 

Lyneham in Wiltshire -  a complete contrast to his previous posting of course.  
But his last posting was special, even though it involved no flying. He was sent 

to Singapore to Air Traffic Control. which was wonderful for his family of five 

children.  

 

During his time in Singapore Jacques became involved in the ANZUK golfing 

society and ran the Forces golf meetings at the Singapore Country Club. He 

took a correspondence course in golf club management, where he saw his future 

after retiring from the RAF.  Returning to South Africa he was engaged by a 

club in Alberton, south of Johannesburg,  where he stayed until he was head 

hunted by the Royal Salisbury Golf Club in Rhodesia. He stayed there until 

independence was granted in 1980. Subsequently he applied for and got a job in 

Ireland  at the first Arnold Palmer golf course in Europe, built eight miles 

outside of Tralee in the 

west of the country. This 

course is today a tourist 

mecca for golfers from all over the world. Following this he 

was offered a job at Frilford Heath Golf Club near 

Abingdon in Oxfordshire and moved there in 1988. Once 

again luck was with him and while he was there the club 

bought a derelict farm and built a third eighteen hole 

course. Frilford now boasts three eighteen hole courses and 

is one of the most prodigious clubs in southern England.’ 
 

Jacques is survived by two sons and two daughters, seven 

grandchildren and his wife of fifty nine years, Desiree. Our 

thoughts are with them all. 
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Squadron Leader Harry Baker 

 
Henry Collingham Baker, always known as Harry, was born on May 

19th 1920 and died on July 3rd at the age of 93.  During the 

course of his RAF career he flew with the Tigers although his is 

not a name that is well known.  

 

He joined the RAF in 1938 as soon as he was 18, training as a 

pilot. He joined No 19 Squadron, the first to be equipped with the 

Spitfire, and saw his first combat over Dunkirk in May 1940. The 

squadron went into action on May 26th and was involved in fierce 

fighting over the next few days. Flying from Hornchurch, regular 

patrols were established, engaging with Stuka dive-bombers and their fighter escorts. On June 1st, with the 

evacuation of the British Expeditionary Force reaching a peak, the squadron took off just after dawn and 

encountered a large force of enemy fighters two miles from Dunkirk. In the major battle that followed, Baker 

attacked a Bf 110 and almost collided with it but his fire damaged the fighter which dived away. Within seconds 

Baker was subjected to a head-on attack. He fired a burst, leaving the enemy fighter streaming smoke. He then 

turned to latch on to its tail, fired another burst, and the Bf 110 caught fire and dived into the sea. The 

squadron succeeded in shooting down nine enemy aircraft in this engagement. 

 

He joined 41 Squadron at Hornchurch in September 1940. On September 15th, the day of the last large 

Luftwaffe daylight attack on London, Baker shared in the destruction of an He.111 and damaged a second. Two 

weeks later he shot down a Bf. 109 south of Dungeness. In October he was transferred to a Hurricane squadron 

and on November 1st  he shot down another Bf 109 and damaged a second north of Margate. By the end of the 

month he had accounted for a third Bf 109, shared in the destruction of another and damaged a further two. 

 

After a period instructing fighter pilots Baker returned to the front line with 74 Squadron. On May 26th 1941 

he was flying an intruder mission over northern France when he shot down a Bf 109. This was his fifth success, 

making him an ace but surprisingly, unlike the great majority of others who achieved ace status, he did not 

receive a decoration. 

 

In May 1942 Baker left for the Middle East and went on to Malta where he commanded No 229 Squadron, 

equipped with Spitfires. During October there was intense fighting over the island. On May 12th  Baker led 

eight Spitfires into an attack and damaged a Bf 109. The following day there were further heavy raids by the 

Axis air forces and Baker damaged another fighter during an engagement over Kalafrana Bay. A few days later 

he was grounded by an attack of malaria. After recovering he spent the rest of the war ferrying aircraft and 

as an instructor at a flying school. He left the RAF at the beginning of 1946 as a Squadron Leader. 

 

John Freeborn Remembered 

 
When John died tributes poured in literally from across the world and they all came from individuals who 

remembered him from his RAF days and particularly as a Battle of Britain pilot. But of course John had  a long 

career after he left the RAF at the end of the war (with Tetley Walker, ultimately as Regional Director for their 

Minster Minerals soft drinks brand) and I recently heard from Phil Ratcliffe who wrote: 

 

“I worked with John Freeborn in the early 1970s. Not only was he my first boss, he employed me. I was aware 

he was a Spitfire pilot and I was aware of the DFC -  not that he told me himself -  but until now was I not 

aware of his second award or how significant his war record was. It probably speaks volumes for the man that 

he didn’t talk about it a great deal. 

  
"Reading the various obituaries from The Times, Telegraph, Guardian, New York Times and Washington Post,  I 

am aware of his celebrity but am equally conscious of the fact  that he did not dine out on it, certainly as far as 
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his work colleagues were concerned. I had to smile at the obituary comments about his forthright nature and 

the fact that he could land in hot water as a result. In fact on one occasion I was with him in Manchester when 

it got him in to a spot of bother! I will always remember the grin, the chuckle and the glint of mischief in his 

eye - most memorably as he asked me to hold his cigar whilst playing snooker on the evening of a company sales 

conference in Rhyl. A little short of stature, he couldn`t reach the ball even with the benefit of a rest, but 

eventually he succeeded in potting the ball as he removed his shoes and lay full length on the table, ignoring the 

purists who declared the shot as a foul as he didn`t have one foot on the floor. 

  

"He gave a young man plenty of encouragement to express himself and when I chose to seek another role within 

the same company he gave me nothing other than support. I`ve learned a great deal about John from the 

websites I’ve looked at this morning and I`m glad I knew him.” 

 

A 74 Squadron SE5A? 

 
I recently received this photograph of an SE5A, one 

of a set of WWI aircraft, from Paul Meyer who 

wrote: “I have had these slides in my possession for 

about thirty years. A friend of mine thinks that this 

aircraft may be from either 74 Squadron circa 1918 or 

60 Squadron, also circa 1918, in north western France. 

Would you have any ideas or information as to the 

characters and location? The slides themselves are 

interesting as they are in an original Agfa box with 

stereo images for each slide.” 

Bob writes: I don’t think this is 74 as the code letter 

or number the squadron carried in those days was 

usually positioned towards the rear of the fuselage in 

front of a white bar painted on to the fabric. It’s a pity there isn’t  a photo taken from a rear quarter angle. 

It’s always possible that there were variations on this of course. And both 74 and 60 Squadron flew the SE5A. 

It’s not possible to tell who the two  men are but it is undoubtedly somewhere in north western France as that 

is where the squadrons operated from. Even if not 74 this is an evocative photograph.  

 

Bill Armstrong 

 
There is a postscript to the story of Bill 

Armstrong (pictured right with the pipe, behind 

John Mungo Park) that we have been featuring 

recently. After the War Digs programme during 

which his Spitfire was recovered, I received an 

e-mail from his nephew, David Potter, in the 

USA who wanted to buy a squadron polo shirt. 

Through David I was able to get in touch with 

his, David's, mother, Bill Armstrong’s sister, 

Marjorie, who lives in New Zealand and was able 

to direct her to the articles we had published in 

Tiger News. Having read them she wrote:  

 

“I can't express what it meant to be able to 

read about Bill's time with 74 Squadron and fill 

in some gaps in my memories. Bill meant the world to me for thirteen years he was such an important person in 

my life: he always had time for me, we were such friends and the hours we spent together were simply the best 

times of my life. I could tell you how he always enjoyed life and lived it to the full; he had many friends, loved 
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sport, mainly taking part not watching, climbing in the Lake District - anything adventurous in fact. I do think 

your Association does absolutely marvellous work and will ensure the pilots of Tiger Squadron are not 

forgotten. I know there is a monument to the Battle of Britain pilots in London and Bill's name is the first name 

on it. My son David saw it on a visit to England last year and he said he felt so proud and wanted to tell everyone 

that that was his uncle.  

 

Thank you again and I send my best wishes for the future of the Tiger Squadron Association.” 

 

* 

Recommended Reading 

 

 

 
 

Right. Two titles for recommended 

reading from Pen and Sword. 

 

    

 www.pen-and-sword.co.uk 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tiger Hawk  

 
Flying along the Snowdonian coastline 
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74 Squadron on E-Bay 

 
Graham Clarke has been busy scouring E-bay for 74 Squadron related items and as many of you know they do 

appear from time to time. Most recently the tail fin of a Phantom came up for sale which your committee 

thought might be a good acquisition for the museum. Chairman Dick Northcote was elected to be the bidder and 

he got as far as £130 but with 10 seconds to go somebody came in with a bid of £430. So it was not to be. Far 

more modestly Graham has acquired two very interesting items for the Association.  

 

 
First of all Graham found this post card of 

Sailor Malan. Produced by Tony Jackson from 

Lindsey Tye in Suffolk and signed by him in 

1996 the reverse of the card reads: 

 

I’m not sure about Sailor being notorious but 

we are intrigued by the statuette. Any ideas 

anybody? 

 

Graham then found a rare photograph from 

WW1. It shows the 74 Squadron football team 

1918-1919. It came from a private collection 

formerly owned by 74 Squadron WW1 veteran 

Harris G Clements. It shows from left to right 

Lt George Gauld, Lt Hale, Major Keith Caldwell, 

Lt Gib Coverdale, Captain Ira Jones, Lt 

Hobhouse, Lt Ferrand, A.M. Murray, F/Sgt 

Hobbs, Lt Wallace, Lt Lambert, Lt Carew & 

Clem Clements himself. Clem was born at Chilum 

in Kent in January 1893 and emigrated to 

Canada as a young man. At the outbreak of the 

First World War he joined the Alberta 

Regiment. In 1917 he volunteered for a transfer 

to the RFC, and after training joined 74 

Squadron in February 1918, moving with the unit 

to France in April. 

 

Such photos from this era are rare so thanks to 

Graham we now have a valuable addition to our 

WWI archive. 

 



8 

 

Sheila Morrison 

 

Sheila worked in Air Traffic Control at Coltishall in the early 60s and this  photo was taken 

of her with 74's new Lightnings in the background. She explains how she came to be there 

and why the photo was taken. 

 
I joined up in 1959, having worked with horses, managing 

a hunting yard prior to that. I then decided to change 

tracks and join the WRAF as my father had been in the 

RAF during the war. My first post was initial training at 

RAF Spitalgate, a very cold place on top of a hill. We all 

felt that it was the first land the wind had seen since 

the North Pole! I went from there to RAF Shawbury. I 

had not really enjoyed Spitalgate but Shawbury was 

quite different and learning all  about air traffic control 

was exciting. When we had passed the exam at the end 

of the course another girl and I were posted to 

Coltishall where I was to spend the next couple of years. 

My time at Coltishall was full. I worked shifts in Air 

Traffic and loved to be in the control tower where we 

could watch the aircraft going out and coming back. 

There were three squadrons at Coltishall while I was 

there -  23 Squadron with Javelins, 74 Squadron with 

Lightnings and the AFDS also with Lightnings. I loved 

watching the Lightnings taking off and climbing 

vertically. 

 

In 1960 a number of newspapers came to Coltishall to 

write up and photograph the Lightnings of 74 Squadron.  

One photographer got permission to come into local 

control at the top of the tower and photograph the 

squadron from above. He asked if I could be in that photo as I was working in there on that day and that is the 

photo you see here. 

 

I met and married a chap from 23 Squadron while at Coltishall and we were posted to Germany for three years, 

living for the first two of these years in Holland just over the border. We were  then posted back to Norfolk 

but after a year I had got itchy feet and we applied for a posting to Singapore, never thinking that we would 

get it, but having only spent ten months back in England off we went. In the sixties Singapore was a very 

different place to what it is today, There were lots of local villages in the jungle built, in the main, of 

corrugated iron. My Malay amah would take my two year old son to her village and let the villagers touch his 

white blonde hair for luck. I often wondered if she was paid for this. From Singapore we returned to Norfolk 

and after a couple of years we were well integrated into the village. My husband was a Scout Leader and I was a 

Guide Leader -  we had never been anywhere long enough to do such things  before. But two years in England 

was enough again and we applied and got a posting to Cyprus where I spent almost every waking hour at the 

Saddle Club, becoming stable manager. I was there for just short of three years when the Turkish invasion 

happened and I was sent back to England with my two children while my husband stayed out in Cyprus for the 

remaining three months of his tour. 

 

I now live in Lincolnshire but love to see the aircraft flying over our house to the bombing range at RAF Donna 

Nook a couple of miles up the coast - so although I am no longer involved with aircraft I watch them on a daily 

basis. 
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Sailor’s Grave 

 
September marked the 50th Anniversary of Sailor Malan’s death and we have never shown his grave in 

Kimberley in South Africa. Thanks to John Hurst of the Spitfire Society we can now put that to rights. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Richard Ashmore’s Photos 

 
The appearance of Marigold Simpson’s 74 

Squadron plaque on the Antiques 

Roadshow has prompted correspondance 

from other quarters too. From John 

Ashmore for example, who wrote to say 

that his late uncle, Richard Ashmore (left 

and right), was in the Tigers. After seeing 

the plaque on TV and looking at our 

website John offered to share some of 

the photos that Richard had in an album 

from the time he served with 74, 

complete with captioned  photos. That 

happened to be in the Middle East and of 

all the periods during the Second World 

War that is the time when there appeared 

to be little restriction on the use of 

cameras. 
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                                                                   More photos in Tiger News 62 
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Belgian RAFA Commemoration 
 

The Belgian Branch of the Royal Air Forces Association held a commemorative event in the National Basilica of 

the Sacred Heart at Koekelberg in Brussels on Saturday 28th September.  Led by Air Marshal Sir Christopher 

Harper the ceremony commemorated the links between the RAF and Belgium established during World War 2.  

74 Squadron played an integral part in this as several Belgians served with 74, including 92 year old member 

Bobby Laumans, before moving on to the all Belgian 350 Squadron which was formed in November 1941. 350 

Squadron is still active today, flying F-16s. 

 

The Air Force Chapel in the National Basilica contains a stained glass window memorial to those Belgians who in 

World War II lost their lives whilst serving in the Royal Air Force, in the escape lines and as secret agents in 

Belgium.  The stained glass windows were dedicated in September 1988 in a ceremony led by King Baudouin. The 

Air Force Chapel now includes a permanently displayed illuminated Roll of Honour listing the names of those 

Belgians who died serving in the RAF in the War. 

 

The event in September was held on the 25th Anniversary of the dedication of the windows. Bobby Laumans was 

to have laid a wreath on behalf of 74 Squadron at the ceremony but sadly he was indisposed and was not able to 

do so, but Belgian Associate Member Johny Recour took his place for which we thank him. You will remember 

that Johny was instrumental in arranging the commemoration at Sqn Ldr John Mungo Park's grave in May 2006. 

 

 
 

 
 

Johny Recour lays the 74 Squadron wreath commemorating the co-operation between the RAF and Belgian 

Air Force (now known as the Belgian Air Component) on September 28th. 
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Johny's father, 88 year old Joseph Recour, has a remarkable story to tell. We first met 

Joseph at the Mungo Park remembrance service and he too is an Associate Member of the 

Association. 

 
In June 1941 I was a young lad about to 

turn 16 in August. We had not long since 

witnessed Operation Dynamo with the 

evacuation of the troops from Dunkirk and 

the beaches. Although it was war my 

friends and myself tried to make the best 

of it. In fact I should have left for England 

with my Merchant Navy class at Ostend in 

May 1940 (see the photo on page 15), but 

my mother thought I was too young being 

just over 14. So I stayed in my hometown 

De Panne (two miles from the French 

border, fifteen miles from the French port 

of Dunkirk) and had to look for a job as an 

apprentice. A local plumber gave me a 

chance whereby I was a pupil and at the same time could gain some professional experience which even led me 

to be working in the German submarine bases of Calais. That is where I was arrested by the German Feldpolizei 

in June 1942 because of armed resistance activities, like sabotaging German trucks and vehicles, and collecting 

and hiding arms and weapons in the sand used to cool the ovens of my father’s bakery located in the 

Koksijdelaan (later renamed Julien Demolderlaan after another Resistance member who was shot down in the 

street after escaping from the local Gestapo HQ on December 4th 1943.) 

 

Prior to his arrest, Joseph was playing 

tennis with friends when they became 

aware of a lone Spitfire coming down, 

trailing smoke and crashing. They 

immediately took to their bicycles and 

pedalled furiously in the direction of the 

crash site. They found the wreckage near 

the railway station at Adinkerke but 

couldn`t get close to it as Germans were 

already there, guarding it. Joseph 

remembers clearly the body of the pilot 

lying beside it. It was 74's CO, Sqn Ldr 

John Colin Mungo Park. 

 

When I was arrested they took me back to De Panne where I was given time to gather some clothing under the 

anxious  and astonished eyes of my mother. After a short questioning in De Panne the Germans took me to the 

prison in Bruges where some further harsh questioning was done. At one time a German officer handed over his 

Luger pistol and asked if I knew my way around it since I had been hiding a lot of weapons collected on the 

beach of De Panne after Operation Dynamo for further eventual need with a secret army. As a youngster 

unaware of the danger I took the gun to dismantle it  properly. The German officer immediately snatched it out 

of my hands and took out the bullet barrel before handing it back and told me to go ahead. So in my 

unconcerned youthful enthusiasm  I dismantled this German Luger properly and upon his request I put it back 

together in good order. "So you know your way around with guns," he said smiling, ‘"even with ours." Was I to 

know that playing a smart arse was going to get me sentenced to death as a ‘terrorist against Germany’ ? 
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During my stay in the prison in Bruges awaiting transport to Germany I received patriotic messages from a 

fellow prisoner residing in a cell above mine. He sent small pieces of paper with handwritten messages of 

courage down the drainpipes from his cell into mine. I kept them and hid them in the lining of the collar of my 

vest. After the war this vest was returned to me by the Red Cross with the bits of paper still hidden in the 

lining. Unfortunately my fellow prisoner was executed in Dortmund in 1943. 

 

After I was sent to Germany to a camp to be executed by guillotine, my mother went to the German  

Kommandatur which was part of the local German administration. She asked about my whereabouts and the man 

in charge simply replied "Dear lady, your son is an NN prisoner and has disappeared into the Night and the Mist 

(Nacht und Nebel). You will never see him again and don’t bother to come back". 

 

While in Germany me and my fellow convicts had to work for the Germans. In one of the camps we were 

ordered to work for the Voightlander company and had to make binoculars for the German army. You can 

imagine not many left the factory ready to use  since we were all  awaiting our death sentence. And of course 

there were good guys and bad guys among the Germans. There was a bad guy who, whenever he entered your 

cell, started using his club. Then there was a good guy, a sort of fatherly type who said "Joseph, my boy, what 

are you doing here? How is it possible? You should be at home with your family." Luckily for me it was this guard 

who entered my cell while I was standing upon my plank bed looking out of the small window and seeing twenty 

one fellow convicts enter the execution room and coming back out two to a coffin. If it had been another 

warden I surely would have gotten a severe punishment. 

 

There was also a German civilian I have fond memories of. He was a shift manager in one of the factories where 

I had to work during daytime. Guards marched us from the compound to the gates of the factory. Some guards 

liked very much to use their stick but as soon as this shift manager saw this happening he shouted at the 

guards. "Now you are on the premises of our factory. These people are my men and team for the rest of the 

day. So you  leave them alone because I need them in good condition." He was against the regime and it is quite 

possible he was disposed of since one day he was no longer there. 

 

During the course of the war I was transferred to different compounds like Esterwegen and Wolfenbuetel (not 

far from the VW factories in Wolfsburg) and ended up in Brandenburg outside Berlin in 1945. When the 

Russians liberated me in May 1945 I had escaped my execution but I had a grudge against the Americans. From 

our camp we heard American troops shooting only a few miles away. But they did not come to rescue us. 

Therefore I was angry with them for many years while my son Johny became Americanised in his youth during 

the fifties. But slowly and surely and after a lot of talking I had to agree that the political agreement was that 

the Americans would stop at the Elbe and they stuck to it. 

 

The liberating Russians were followed by Mongol storm troopers. Most of these soldiers from the steppe were 

constantly stoned with vodka and very strong tobacco. They forced us to move out of the camp without any 

shelter or food  whatsoever. We were on our own and  had to roam the streets prowling about for several 

weeks. We stole food whenever we could and slept where we found dwellings and learned a few words in Russian 
like njema papiruski which meant something like no more cigarettes. One night we were stopped by a Mongol 

private since we were apparently still walking along the streets after curfew. We tried to explain that we were 

looking for a place to sleep but the Mongol only spoke his own language. He was ready to use his Kalashnikov 

when a White Russian officer stepped out of a bar and asked what was going on. Luckily he had some knowledge 

of German and showing him our bilingual German-Russian safe conduct card he told the soldier to let us go and 

find a sleeping place. 

 

During these weeks of wandering two fellow comrades and myself found ourselves a sort of home with a German 

couple who had a nice looking young daughter of about 17.  We stayed with them for the time being, sharing 

their meagre food rations. These people were very, very much afraid of the Russians, especially with their 

storm troopers entering houses, looting and abusing women whatever their age. So in the end it was a give and a 

take with this family. In view of my age I was apparently the most trustworthy of the three ‘hobos’ and the 

father had me share the bed with his daughter in case of a Russian raid! And indeed one evening it happened. 
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The father and the mother and all of us were trying to explain that the daughter and me were just married and 

after a long interview and the intervention of an officer we were all left alone  and the Russians left the house. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When the Russians entered the prison camp in Brandenburg outside Berlin in April 1945 they gave Joseph 

a handwritten piece of paper. You can see his name : Pekoyp Jozeph in the centre. 

 

___________________________________________________________________________________ 
 

 

 

I was eventually imprisoned by the Russians as a spy, all because I spoke Dutch, French, some German and a 

mouthful of English which was enough for them to put me again behind bars. They planned to put me on 

transport to Odessa in the Ukraine from where they promised I would be liberated to catch a boat back to 

Belgium. The ones who believed this never returned and in the best cases they started a new life somewhere in 

Russia. But after six weeks of negotiating it was promised that instead of the Ukraine I  with a few fellow 

countrymen would be transferred to the ‘Amerikanski’. When it eventually happened it was like in Hollywood 

films on a bridge across the Elbe at Magdeburg. Once over the bridge we were talking in our local language 

amongst each other wondering what was going to happen when all of the sudden a liaison officer who appeared 

to have roots in Bruges asked us if we were West Flemings and assured us from now everything was going to be 

OK.  

 

American army logistics worked very well and good care was taken of us. We were put on a                                                           

train to Belgium which had to give priority to military convoys. When this happened we were shunted into a 

siding. A very unfortunate incident happened at one such occasion. One of our fellow liberated prisoners had an 

urgent need, got off the train and wandered into the field where he walked on a mine. What irony of fate 

having spent years in a German camp to finally return home in a body bag for this reason. 

 

Our journey to Liège lasted three days. Finally thanks to a friendly Belgian Red Cross driver I reached Ostend 

with two fellow companions. There I took the tram to De Panne but got in trouble with the conductor  since I 
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did not have a travelling ticket. I had to get off his tram at the next stop and there really was no reasoning 

with the man until a kind fellow countryman paid my fare and I got home  where nobody expected me see me 

alive again. All the others had already returned home in May and this was mid-June and everybody was 

convinced I, who was not yet 19, had been executed. 

 

(Left) Joseph was given a 

permit in German and Russian 

which was  issued by the 

mayor of Brandenburg and 

which enabled him to walk 

around freely in the town. 

However this did not stop the 

Russians taking Joseph 

prisoner again. They believed 

he was a spy because he 

spoke Dutch, French, some 

English, some German and a 

little  Russian. The idea was 

to take him to the Ukraine 

from where it was promised 

he would be put on a ship for 

Antwerp. He refused, wanting 

to be transferred to the 

American sector instead but this request was again seen as proof that he was a spy. Finally after 

another six weeks he was eventually handed over to the Americans in true spy film style crossing the 

bridge on the Elbe at Magdeburg. 

 

(Left) Josef was a pupil at the Naval School in Ostend and 

when WW2 broke out. All pupils older than 15 left for Britain 
but he was not yet fully 15 and his mother refused to let him 

go, not knowing of course that he was going to be involved in 

resistance activities which were seen by the Germans as 

terrorist acts and they condemned him to death by beheading. 

 

(Right) The back of the family home 

after a German plane missed its 

intended target. Joseph and his mother 

survey the ruins of the adjacent beer depot walls which fell into their backyard. (Above right) The front 

of the family bakery and the three storeys above with flats and rooms occupied by German soldiers for 

the duration. 
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(Left) Joseph in his official Resistance uniform of the OMBR 

(Organisation Militaire Belge de Résistance) 

. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

(Above) Joseph with his mum on his return home. Everyone was 

convinced he had been executed as he arrived a month later than 

everyone else who had been repatriated. He was just 19 at the 

time. 

 

___________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

Starfighters! 

 

F-104s at Tiger Meets. 

 

 
                    Right. Leuchars 1966 
 

 

 

 

 

 
                                                           Left. Kleine Brogel 1978 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                        

 
                           Right. Cameri 1988 


