13-3-01 40 Sidney Road,
Walton on Thames,
Tel.01932 223403 KTI122LY.

Dear Hazel ,

Thank you for sending me the rough diary that Al kept during his RCAF
service in UK during WW?2. I have spent some time sorting them out and checking the raids
with my old log book.. I have also added comments from the pilot’s point of view as to what
was going on outside the aircraft whilst Al was deep in his navigational work to get us there
and back without getting lost! There was no doubt that he was a First Class Navigator and we
all owed him a great debt for his accuracy and dedication.

I'had hoped to type the Diary and send good copies to you , Nesta and Connie
Yule. It has been a big job and was not helped by my computer going all temperamental when
I was near the finish. Then our house was flooded in early November by the River Wey
deciding to join us indoors. We had a foot of water everywhere and all the houses in the close
had the ground floors stripped and floors up, plaster removed a metre high all through the
ground floor, a new kitchen junked and the whole house re-wired. We had to move into
temporary accommodation and will be here to about the end of May. We have had to order
new curtains, flooring, and most of the downstairs furnishings. Lawn mowers and garden
stuff as well have to be replaced.

My computer seems to have been mended and I have finished at last. It has
been a fascinating task and I hope you will be able to do some photo copies and send it to
your children. They had a father to be proud of and he gives a good account of the work of
the backroom boys of a bomber crew.
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there although I have given the telephone number and address of out temporary home. Hope
you are all well and if any of you come over do let us know. All the best. Mollie sends her

best wishes.

Your good friend
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Next Morning we marched through the city to Central Station before anyone was out
of bed and caught a New York Central train. We travelled up the Hudson River valley,
passing the Bronx, Yonkers, Pickshill, Troy and crossed into Canada and on to the Lachine
RCATF base in a Montreal suburb. We left Montreal on the CPR for Oasis. 6 days later I was
met at Castlegar station where Jim & Clara Langille had brought my wife Hazel to meet me.
I did not know at that time that the war was over for me. It was April 23 1945.1 was on leave
until May 22 . When I was at Lacunae I had been posted to a Liberator Squadron that was
being formed in Abertsford for service in the Japanese war. After leave when I reported to
RCAF Jericho Beach I was informed that the war was winding down fast and there were so
many aircrew about that had just graduated and seen no real service. I had the option of going
on the Reserve Class E if I so wished. I took my discharge and two days later I was home for
good and we started to look for a house as I had saved 1500 dollars whilst in England, We
bought the house for 1500 dollars.

Editors Final Note. This concludes the thick wad of foolscap, painstakingly written by F.o
A.H Delorie DFC of his service with the RCAF and the RAF during World War 2.1t has taken
me many months to review and type up and even decipher these notes so that I could pass
them on to those closest to him and also to the other families of my crew so they will get an
idea of what their loved ones went through with Al and myself during our time as a Bomber
Command aircrew. I do not think one can get any closer to a male companion than we did as
the survival of all of us depended so much on each other working together as a team. We
became a family, although we were all so different in background and temperament ,but we
Uil i u BiCLd sling \J"j/.fvlmiiluu:’ il v e LJL iy fedtve Bl i s S6 L hackio. d
consider myself fortunate to have had one of the best crews any pilot could wish to have. and
I thank Hazel for sending them on to me so that I could edit this record and pass it on to
others. We all started out as a bunch of ex civilians and ended up as a very professional
group of airmen..




AL’S DIARY - Pre Operations Training and Operations with 158 Squadron 1944-5

. No20 OTU Lossiemouth. Scotland.

On the 20th March 1944 I arrived at Lossiemouth, No.20 Operational Training Unit.
For the first month we did ground school and mixed with all the other categories of aircrew
for the first time. During that time we had to crew up. F/o Len Skipper was looking for a
navigator and approached a friend of mine who passed him on to me. My friend was already
“crewed up” but as he and I were in the top 3 at AFU he passed Skip on to me and I agreed to
be one of his crew. It was lucky I had done so well on my courdsea so that I was picked out
by Skip as it may have saved my life as we ended up with a very good crew. Skip had
graduated as one of the top ones on his Wings course and the two gunners had been washed
out on Pilot's courses so could fly “straight and level if needed”. We had three navigators,
myself, the wireless operator, Bob Yule, who had been a radio navigator on Beaufighters, and
the bomb aimer , Jim Hunter R.C.A.F, who had been a navigator,bombaimer on Hudsons.
The gunners were Ted Gearing (mid upper) and Jay Kirkwood (rear gunner). We began flying
training on the Vickers Wellington Mk.III, which was a front line bomber in 1939-40 prior to
the changeover to 4 engined aircraft for operations.

We did our flying from the “satellite airfield” which was inland from Lossiemouth
and was near Elgin. We started with 3 sessions of dual circuits and landings with an
instructor. They were all “screened personnel” who had finished their operational tour and
were sent to O.T.Us as instructors. Next session Skip was flying in command and we did
circuits. bombing exercises and cross countries. I also did one trip as second navigator with
another crew and got a scare when we flew over a Naval Base near Glasgow. For a change we
were not fired upon although the Navy in Scotland usually fired at anything that flew near
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and the waters of Loch Neagh. On May 20th all crews were taken out in lorries and dumped
in crews at various points in the countryside Late at night, and told to find our way back and
dodge all the Home Guard and military who were also on exercise, looking for “us escapees”.
If caught we had to give our name and number and carry on trying to reach Milltown. We
were doing well until we almost stepped on an elderly Home Guard who was having arest in
some long grass. We could have outrun him but he had a rifle so we surrendered. On reaching
the airfield there was no one to check us in so we went to bed. We found out next day we
were first back, by some 2 hours ,but our instructors did not believe we had walked the 20 or
so miles without scrounging a lift.

I liked the Moray Firth area as it was warmed by the Gulf Stream and in March and
and the air very clear. Bob used to cycle to Elgin and even to Huntley. On one day off we
took the train to Inverness, a very pretty town. It is not far from the Culloden battlefield. We
completed the course on the 20th May and were posted to Acaster Malbis in Yorkshire to do
some pre-operational training. We were all very surprised when at the C.O’s departing
interview with us he said we had volunteered for Pathfinders! When we left. Skip had to
reassure Ted and Jay that PFF was the last thing he would have volunteered for and certainly
not without consulting the crew as we were a unit and would be consulted on any plan that
would affect us all

ACASTER MALBIS Yorks.

The course here was to give us some further training before we moved on to the 4
engined bombers at the Heavy Conversion Units. On arrival we saw a big commotion in front
of the door. Some Canadians who were dissatisfied with cold Nissen Huts and the meagre
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ration of coal for same had cut down a tree for fuel and were sawing it up for firewood! In
Europe you do not cut down trees without the Forestry Commission’s permission. In France ,
the forests are the same shape on the maps and this is very useful for pin points to help the
navigator to check his plotting.

One day, Bob Yule and I, we were both Flight Sergeants at the time, rode to York on
our bikes. We toured the City Walls, the Cathedral -York Minster, and examined the ancient
castle set on a hill in the centre of the Old Town . We had some fish and chips and a beer at a
pub we rode past the York candy factory (Rowntrees?). A few minutes later I noticed a Castle
off to the left. Bob said it was where the Archbishop of York lived. The Archbishop was
second only to Canterbury in rank. Bob asked if I would like to look the castle over as he
knew the house keeper. I knocked on the door and a housekeeper opened the door and looked
puzzled when she saw Bob and myself. I could see Bob was up to his old tricks. He did not
know the woman from Adam! I asked if we could see the Castle and she looked strange and
motioned to a man dressed in fancy short knickerbockers. I thought we are now in trouble as
this is the Archbishop. He came to the door and seeing my RCAF markings on my uniform
he said. “Oh you are from Canada I have just got back from Toronto it was quite a flight.” As
I knew only VIPs travelled by air in wartime I knew it was definitely the Archbishop. He
invited us in for tea as it was about 4pm. We saw the Castle and his flower garden and best of
all parts of the original building built in AD800. Bob had very little to say. The Archbishop
was a very interesting man, a real socialist. We left after 2 hours and pedalled into
Bishopsthorpe (thorpe means gate) We stopped at a pub for a drink and Bob sat down at the
piano and played the “International”!! We got into some strange situations Bob and I on our
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during the Civil War in 1644. There was a bomber airfield there and 158 Squadron was based
there for a time, well before we joined it. Skip was on a course given by a top psychologist of
high RAF rank. The course covered all stresses and strains that would affect aircrew on
operations. The critical point was around 20 ops when some people got a bit touchy, Skip
told me it was very accurate, as he had to be a bit firmer with the crew around the 20 mark
time, all little things like switching mikes off when not in use and complaints about
turbulence etc. but nothing serious if stopped in time. A gentle reminder worked wonders.

- RICCALL, Selby Yorks, 1658 Heavy Conversion Unit. Halifax MKII (4 RR Merlin in
line ,glycol cooled engines)

We arrived at Riccall on July 1st, 1944 and I had my first flight in a Halifax on July
5th. 4 engines at last. I flew 9 flights as second pilot(observing) to get used to the larger
aircraft, then 14 exercise flights as navigator flying with different pilots as Skip was doing the
engineering and airframe Ground School with our new Flight Engineer Sergeant Pat (Paddy)
McCormack. Eventually we all flew as a crew and after the circuit and landing exercises we
started on cross countries, mainly at night. During one or two of these flights Skip used to let
the Bomb Aimer and the two gunners have a go at piloting and they could all fly straight and
level and keep a reasonable course. As Bomber Command had done away with second pilots
Skip decided that if anything happened to him at least someone in the crew could fly my
courses back to Base then we could bail out over England and leave the aircraft heading out to
sea. One time when Jim Hunter was flying at night and doing well Skip nipped back to the
rear turret and knocked on the door. Jay was shattered and told Skip to get back at once! Just
then a British night fighter decided to do a dummy attack on us and the aircraft lurched as Jim
was caught in the slipstream. Skip broke the record for the100 yards on his rush back to the
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cockpit. Our last night cross country was for 4hrs.40mins. We t.léw over B'lackpool and_then
turned south and I took a Gee fix (Gee is a radar aid giving positions) ?nd it was 290 miles
out. I tried again and it was still the same. I was talking to Skip about it w‘hen I noticed the
Gee radar screen was flashing. Now I knew what was wrong, there were intruders over the
UK and I warned Skip who immediately warned the gunners to look out for enemy aircraft. I
had codes on rice paper and looked up the July codes and applied the correction factor to my
Gee co-ordinates and got a proper fix. We flew north of London and turned north.to our
exercise target. Just before we were due to reach the target the starboard outer engine failed
and would not restart so Skip and Paddy shut it down and we returned to base. (The German
aircraft used our Gee system when they were over UK so that is why the ground stations
changed their frequencics when there were “intruders”)

After the course at Riccall we were posted to 158 Squadron at Lissett near
Bridlington in Yorkshire. The aircraft were Halifax IlIs, they were basically the same as the
MKk II but had 4 Bristol Hercules radial engines and no front turret. Skip was amazed at the
transformation the different engines made. He had 15 minutes dual on the circuit and then we
had 1 hour solo circuits and we were converted to the Mk.III and ready for operations. Skip
and the Flight Engineer had done a “differences” course at Riccall (between Mk.II and Mk III
aircraft) so only had to fly the aircraft. The more powerful engines gave the aircraft more
speed and quicker reaction when you opened up. Also there was no glycol to leak as the

engines were air cooled and were even known to continue working even if a cylinder was shot
off!

OPFERATIONAL TOUR. 4 GROUP BOMBER COMMAND. 158 SOUADRON

No.l LES LANDES VIELLES et NEUVES Aircraft NP-C,

Daylight Attack on V1 Flying Bomb Site. August 9th 1944. 100 bombers took
part. We were airborne at 1207 hours and total flying time was 3hrs30mins. The radar
controlled flak was extremely accurate. We felt that, if we let our wheels down ,we could land
on it. Bob said “ Al stop dropping your computer” I said “I am not dropping anything, look
outside, its the noise of the flak bursting”. He was so busy with his radio he did not realise
we were over the target. It was a very clear day and the target was in a wooded area and we
could see the bombs kicking up dust in the aiming point. France was lovely and green and all
the woods agreed with t} ir shapes on my topographical map. The flak followed us in a curve
as we turned away from the target but luckily did not catch us up. A gentle introduction to
Ops.

No.2 DIJON- Communication centre. Aircraft NP-R

Our first night raid! Airborne at 2049 hrs. The aircraft taxied out in alphabetical order
to the end of the runway and first aircraft lined up and took off when given a “green light”.
When he was halfway down the runway, the next aircraft taxied to the take off position and
he was given a”green” as soon as the first aircraft was airborne. In this manner all 24 or so
aircraft were airborne in the minimum of time.No radio was used as we could have been
picked up by German listening posts on the Continent. They would have warned the night
fighters that there was great activity in England and an air raid on Germany was imminent.
All aircraft were waved off by a large contingent of ground staff, airmen and WAAFS ,who
gave us a great wave as we passed the Control Tower.

Our Aiming Point was the railroad yard and canal systems. After take-off we circled
Flamborough Head until all the squadron had got airborne and we all set course over the
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158 Squadron.(cont.)

airfield at a given time. It was a lovely evening and we crossed the French coast near Caen
and I had never seen so many ships in the area . The Allied Invasion was in full swing. We
were fired at but it could have been by either side. All squadron aircraft carried an Air
Position Indicator which was a great help to the navigator. It gave a position for nil wind, so if
you got a pin point on the ground one could find the wind speed and direction for that period.
I was a bit slow as I was a new boy to operational navigation so after we turned at Tours
(where my father’s ancestors lived) I realised that we would be about 3 minutes late at the
Target. Tt was dark now and we heard the Master Bomber (Pathfinder) telling us to overshot
the Target Indicators by 3 seconds. On the bombing run the flak, flares and sparkles from
machine guns and tracer bullets reminded me of the 4thJuly celebrations with fireworks.We
had just got set on our bombing run when there was a big bang and Skip said “I’m hit. I gave
Bob a kick and said “Skip is hit. Get up in the cockpit and give him a hand as I am busy with
navigation” Skip said “ I seem to be OK, Got thumped on the arm but seems to be OK
although I have a hole in the windscreen, dead in front of me” Jim said “Hang on I am just
lining up on the bombing run to the aiming point. Left, Left, Steady. Steady,-Bombs gone.
Close bombdoors”. The ship rose as the bombs left and I gave the new heading of 290
degrees, speed 180 knots and descend to 12,000feet. Skip said “ As soon as I am clear of the
flak I am descending to 3000 feet as my face will get frost-bitten at this height due to the hole
in front of me. Check my minimum height for the area as we do not want to hit high ground”
It was 60F on the deck but 22F at our height with a holed windshield..

VU Ty G UiC ity DU L0 DAsc di DJUUUICEL dlid 1L Was vely Wiilay 1l Uic dilcrdit. 10t
flying time - 7Hours.

No.3 ETAPLES - Railroad bridge on French coast - Aircraft NP-Q.

This was a daylight raid to destroy a bridge to stop the German army sending troops to
the invasion area in Normandy. We bombed the bridge diagonally and we had no problems
Flying time 3.55hrs. The Skipper had to go to Hospital as he had bad sinus pain from the cold
air from the holed windscreen on the Dijon trip.

No.4 STERKRADE -RUHR - Oil Refinery. Aircraft NP-P

. The Ruhr was known as “Happy Valley™ to the aircrew and when the crews entered
the Briefing Room prior to an op., and saw the red ribbons that showed our flight path ending
in the Ruhr, there was always a loud groan from them . The Ruhr was the most heavily
defended area by flak and fighters in the whole of Germany. The target was a suburb of Essen.
A night trip and we all flew down south and left the UK at Beachy Head. We arrived a minute
late and were also late at the Dutch Coast so I asked the Skipper to increase speed by 10 knots
(‘aknot is 1 nautical mile per hour and is used in all navigation sea or air). He could only get
152k instead of 172k as we were heavily loaded. We were at 19,000 feet and arrived 4
minutes late when we commenced our bombing run. Jim commenced his run and then told us
that the flak had stopped. The mid upper then reported a suspicious looking aircraft behind us
with a red light below it. Ted said it was to stop the flak firing at their own aircraft and just
then the rear gunner yelled “Duck™ and the Skipper realising he meant us to corkscrew said
“Which way?”. Jay immediately said “Corkscrew starboard GO™. (Editors Note- The
corkscrew routine was a very effective way of not giving enemy fighters time to line up and
fire on the Bomber. The order "Corkscrew Port or Starboard “was given to the pilot when a




