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The Bridge: The Besieged


… the Airborne Division is not, and was never designed as, a ‘suicide force’… [it] will never be called upon to undertake an operation where the ordinary hazards of modern war, which have been faced by all troops, are considered to be abnormal.

Lieutenant General Frederick ‘Boy’ Browning



0000 HRS AT THE BRIDGE. The briefest of moments to draw breath.

The officers and men of 1st Parachute Brigade who had successfully made it to the Bridge took stock of a hard day’s fighting. As made evident by the uniforms of the dead and from what the men they’d captured told them, the SS had tried to push across the Bridge from the south in the morning, from well after first light, but had been repulsed in pyrotechnic style.

The paratroopers had blazed away from their positions in the houses that surrounded the Bridge’s vast off-ramp, and from the other buildings they had occupied on the Sunday evening. Mortars, anti-tank guns, Brens and rifles had cut the Germans down in their armoured cars, half-tracks and lorries. Whatever tactical objective the Germans had been trying to achieve had been answered implacably. The reputation of 1st Airborne for fighting hard, which they had earned in North Africa, was now being affirmed here on the streets of the Netherlands. The only drawback of the morning’s fighting was they had burned through a large amount of ammunition, ammunition they could only afford as long as they were relieved, either from the west, by the rest of the Division, or by 2nd Army, currently forcing its way sixty miles up from the Albert Canal to the south. Allied advances since the Germans had collapsed at Falaise, ‘The Great Swan’, had confidently eaten up distances like this in the German wake. Everyone knew the Germans were done. Or at least, that they ought to be.

As well as the men from his own Battalion, 2nd Battalion the Parachute Regiment, Lieutenant Colonel Johnny Frost – to whom, as the highest-ranking officer present at the Bridge, command had devolved – had brought with him an assortment of men from 1st Parachute Brigade: Brigade headquarters, the bulk of C company from 3rd Battalion, sappers, gunners, as well as divisional personnel, Royal Army Service Corps (RASC), Royal Electrical and Mechanical Engineers (REME), glider pilots and men from the Recce Squadron. They had all joined Frost’s column as it pushed and probed its way east through the Village, on through the Town and on to the Bridge. Some men had been left behind, cut off, injured or simply lost. Frost’s orders were also to seize the railway bridge that lay to the east of the Village – the idea being that a platoon would then cross the river and arrive at the road bridge from the south, capturing it from both ends. However, a firefight broke out between Frost’s leading platoon and the sappers sent to check the railway bridge for demolitions, only to be upstaged by the Germans using the explosives they’d set and destroying the railway bridge, its spans heaving and collapsing into the river. Another sign that, as Sunday had progressed, the Germans had got their act together and responded to the threat of the British landings.

Frost’s men dug slit trenches in the back gardens of the houses they’d occupied, weapons pits, mortar positions and, on the traffic island just to the west of the ramp by the Bridge, positions for the Battalion’s 6-pounder anti-tank guns. Spirits were high, the entrenched soldiers steady in the face of the persistent mortaring and shelling the Germans were ladling on to them.

The road bridge at Arnhem, the cherry on the Market Garden cake, had been destroyed in May 1940 by the Dutch Army as the Germans invaded the Lowlands. Repairs had only been completed the month before the British made their attempt to seize it in September of 1944. Called the Rijnbrug, this vast road bridge had been built in the 1930s at the same time as the similarly imposing bridge at Nijmegen, the Waalbrug – also a tiered arch bridge. Visible from miles away, standing well above the Neder Rhine on concrete footings, its steel arch is 120 metres long. In the four years it took to repair the bridge, the Germans had maintained a pontoon crossing. On British maps this pontoon bridge was marked up in the place of the road bridge. There was also a further pontoon bridge about half a mile west of the Rijnbrug; an aerial photograph from the week before Market Garden went ahead showed this pontoon bridge in action.

Nevertheless, it is striking how short on detail the September ‘first issue’ 1:25,000 maps are. Where the Bridge should be it says, perhaps ominously, ‘Slachthuis’: ‘slaughterhouse’.

Situated on the eastern side of the Town were raised earthwork embankments along which traffic ran down into Arnhem. The twenty-one buildings that the British occupied on the Sunday around the Bridge were homes, offices, council buildings that looked down over the ramp. For dealing with an assault coming directly over the Bridge, as happened on the Monday morning, the buildings proved ideal. But for whatever else the Germans might have in store, the situation might look quite different.

Somehow, and no one at the Bridge knew how, 1st Parachute Brigade’s commanding officer, Brigadier Gerald Lathbury, had been separated from his headquarters and had in effect vanished. Maybe he was dead, perhaps he had been captured. Either way he hadn’t materialized on Monday, and nor had the rest of his Brigade. Frost had asked his intelligence officer to find him a German captive who spoke English. A Hauptsturmführer, an SS captain, was found. It was soon and shockingly clear to Frost that II SS Panzer Corps – or at least what had been left of it after Falaise – was in the neighbourhood. As far as received opinion was concerned, 9th and 10th SS Panzer Divisions had been destroyed in the fighting in the Normandy endgame at Falaise. 2nd Battalion’s intelligence summary from Saturday 16 September, three days before, had included 9th and 10th SS Panzer Divisions in its round-up of formations that had been identified in the area north of Antwerp, but it did not place them at Arnhem. However, it said:


5. To sum up. There is no direct evidence on which to base an estimate of the troops in the immediate Divisional Administrative Area. ARNHEM, if the enemy main line of defence is on the WAAL, will be his vital centre of Line of Communications, and will therefore contain a number of troops out of the line. It will be strongly defended if the line is manned, but at present may be empty while the available troops are digging trenches or conducting their fighting withdrawal from the ALBERT CANAL.1



The Germans could be expected to put their best men into the fighting to the south of Arnhem, where the ‘Kampfgruppe Chill’2 had fought so doggedly at the Albert Canal in the preceding week or so. But the presence of these SS soldiers, who were as motivated as any German soldiers could be at this stage of the war, was somehow a surprise for a Battalion commander. In 1st Parachute Brigade’s orders there had been no mention of any specific formations beyond the vaguest ‘Enemy is expected to stand with main def position on River RHINE’.

The man who had signed off on those orders, Brigade Major Tony Hibbert, was already at the Bridge with Brigade Headquarters. But with the clock turning midnight and the Battle already three days old, it was not the time for any more surprises, particularly when the Allies’ strategic intentions were all too clear to the Germans. The Allies should have known to expect the Germans to throw everyone and everything at the Bridge.

The rest of Monday had seen a series of counter-attacks as the Germans probed at the British positions. The Germans had been fighting with a grim disregard for their own casualties, knowing that the Bridge was the last crossing over the Rhine before Germany – which would then be popped open to the British and the Americans.

Enumerating exactly how many men Frost had with him at the Bridge is difficult as estimates vary and accounts overlap. He had taken 548 men with him to Arnhem on Sunday and had lost nine men killed3 that day. On Monday another eleven died, including the Battalion’s second-in-command, Major David Wallis, who had been killed overnight by sappers of 9th Field Company RE. He had been to visit A Company to discover their condition at the end of the day, but had failed to satisfactorily answer the sappers’ challenge in the dark, and they’d opened up on him with a Bren as a legitimate target. Wallis was an old friend of Frost’s. The lieutenant colonel had already seen his battalion chewed up in North Africa; now he was losing friends too. Ironically, earlier Wallis had tried sending a pigeon to report the situation at the Bridge, a source of great hilarity as the bird refused to go. ‘But nothing was funny now,’4 thought Frost. Major Digby Tatham-Warter took over command of the Battalion. On Sunday night the Bridge had caught fire, a German ammunition dump had been attacked and cooked off, and the whole area had been lit by the flames as if by daylight. To be able to see in the dark, Frost had ordered a building be set on fire, several wooden huts according to the Brigade HQ Diary. The attempt to repeat the trick backfired, as Frost put it:


We need not have bothered as our own caught fire, and then the one next door. We managed to stop our own, but all night long various fires were raging and we could see to shoot at two hundred yards.5



In the school building on the eastern side of the ramp, Captain Eric Mackay of 1st Parachute Squadron Royal Engineers had had a hard day’s fighting. He had no illusions about what he and his men were facing, after the hand-to-hand fighting the first night. At close quarters on the Sunday evening around the school, the combat had been intense and horrific: at one point Mackay put his pistol in the mouth of a German machine gunner who’d poked his head into the school and blew his head off.

Although the men in the school had repelled the SS attack first thing, the school’s position on the eastern side of the ramp meant it could be fired on from the far side of the street. However, it was harder for the Germans to close on the building because it was on the ramp and all approaches to it were uphill. Mackay had with him A Troop as well as what he estimated were about fifty RASC personnel, amounting to a small infantry company. On arrival his men had been told to ‘bugger off’ by B Troop, who’d got there first, but as the day progressed both A and B Troops and Mackay’s composite force occupied the main school building. Gunfire went to-and-fro between the school and the building next door. Mackay ordered two of his sappers, George ‘Poacher’ Paine and Ron ‘Pinky’ White, who had the medical training required, to help Corporal Roberts of 3rd Battalion with the wounded in the basement.6 Mackay had also designated the area under the stairs as the mortuary. His men were as busy fighting fires as they were the Germans:


The enemy promptly set the house next door on fire in another attempt to burn us out. By 9.30 it was going well. A high wind sprang up and burning fragments were blown on to our wooden roof, which soon began to smoulder. The fire-fighting party moved up to the roof with the A.R.P. appliances supplied by the Dutch Government. The whole area was as bright as day, and they immediately came under harassing machine-gun and sniper fire. Covering fire was given as much as possible from the floor below. Parties were changed frequently on account of the intense heat and tiring nature of the work.

After three hours’ fire-fighting, everyone was exhausted, but the danger was past. We had now been fighting almost continuously for thirty-four hours; no one had had any sleep for forty-three hours and very little food and water. There were two dead and seventeen wounded out of fifty. So ended the second day.7



Generally, radio contact within the perimeter at the Bridge had been hard to maintain, so who was where and in which house, and what state they were in, was impossible to keep track of. The Parachute Regiment’s war cry of ‘Whoa Mahomet!’ (which they’d adopted in North Africa and knew the Germans couldn’t pronounce) was the only guarantee.

Casualties were increasing. Captain Jimmy Logan was 2nd Battalion’s Regimental Medical Officer and was taking care of the wounded in the basement of the building that had been designated as Brigade HQ, in the main block of buildings on the opposite side of the ramp from Mackay’s school. Logan’s job was made all the more difficult by the fact that the Town’s water had been cut off as the German forces regained their composure after the initial shock of the assault on Sunday.

By midnight, Captain Logan faced a third day without sleep, with hundreds of wounded men to attend to. What he couldn’t do was evacuate them to the Field Ambulance (FA), which was back in the Town, along with the rest of 1st Parachute Brigade.

And yet, all in all the situation at the Bridge at midnight, while far from ideal, didn’t seem hopeless. The enemy had been unable to dislodge them, and if the Brigade were able to get through from the Town, and resupply the men at the Bridge with ammunition, they felt they’d be able to hold on for as long as it took 2nd Army to appear. Frost was worried about ammunition, primarily. Water, or the lack of it, was an inconvenience in the immediate term, and would certainly make fire-fighting more challenging. Food they could do without. But ammunition was the only way they could resist. Without it, his men were done for.




2

The Town: The Embattled


Like everybody else, I completely failed to appreciate the strength of the opposition we were up against.

Major Anthony Deane-Drummond



AS NIGHT FELL ON SUNDAY, the race for the Bridge had lost momentum. While 2nd Battalion and Brigade HQ had pushed through and taken up positions there, the other two battalions in 1st Parachute Brigade had run into fierce German opposition; the Brigade’s plan had already gone awry. Major John Bune, second-in-command of 1st Battalion, had been killed, along with eleven other men. R Company had suffered a catastrophic 50 per cent in casualties in a fierce battle trying to move along the northern route into Arnhem.

The commanding officer of 3rd Parachute Battalion, Lieutenant Colonel John Fitch, had quite the complication to deal with. He had found himself with two senior stowaways in the forms of Major General Roy Urquhart and his brigadier, Gerald Lathbury, who were keen to find out what was happening and urge their battalions on with their advance. Urquhart’s Jeep had been struck by a mortar on the edge of the Landing Zone and his radio destroyed; but rather than staying with Divisional Headquarters he set off to investigate. Instead of pushing forward, Fitch had parked his Battalion Headquarters in a house on the main road into the Town, the Utreschtseweg, just to the east of the Village. This pause had been decisive in allowing the Germans to regroup in their defence of the Town.

3rd Parachute Battalion had headed down this same central road ahead of 1st Battalion, but had endured a similarly sticky and frustrating advance towards the Bridge. One company, C, or at least some of it, had made it through to the Bridge, but no others. By Monday any advance in that direction had ground to a halt. The streets and houses in the eastern stretch of the Village, the high ground at Den Brink on the outskirts of the Town, the railway line coming up from the south over the Rhine to meet the main Amsterdam line, the Lombok estate in the Town itself, all feed into the fatal Bottleneck by St Elisabeth Hospital. The most significant of these is the lower road along which Frost’s men had successfully made their way and which comes up from where it skirts the riverbank to meet the main road from the Village – the Utrechtseweg.

At the Bottleneck, all routes having met, the road then splits once more, with the river road diving down to the right towards the embankment, where it runs parallel with the water and open to the far bank, on which stood a brickworks on the reclaimed polder. The other road – the higher road – carries on straight up the slope towards the Town, with the hospital on the left, followed by houses with allotments behind them. Behind these are the railway sidings. The embankment falls steeply back down on the right-hand side towards the river road.

Heading up the higher road eventually delivers you to the Museum (or Monastery as it became known), around the bend at the crest of the hill and then down on into the Town and the railway station, with houses again on both sides of the road. Fifty metres to the east of the Bottleneck is the road that runs straight north up to the railway line, the Zwarteweg with its terrace of two-storey brick houses on its west side and the hospital on the east, which is where, on Monday night, 1st Airborne Division’s commanding officer, Major General Roy Urquhart, found himself trapped in the loft of Number 14.

To get into Arnhem, to get to the Bridge, the battalions had to get through the Bottleneck in the Town, an area commanded by German fire and with little or no room for flanking manoeuvres. Sunday and Monday had proved how difficult it was. On Sunday, 3rd Battalion lost nine men killed, a further eighteen on Monday. Among them were Major Peter Waddy, commander of B Company, killed by a mortar blast, not a mark on his body, alongside his company sergeant major, Reg Allen; there were scores more injured, captured or lost.

By the end of Monday the two battalions from 1st Parachute Brigade were spread out in the houses along the main road to the west of the Bottleneck. The Germans were firing on them from all sides. In the ebb and flow of the battle in the streets to the north of the main road it was clear that they held the railway line, and that, knowing their way around Arnhem, they could turn up anywhere and surprise the British. Losses in the parachute battalions were mounting, and it was clear that the men who were still able to continue were tiring.

German anti-aircraft guns from across the river held up progress in the afternoon but were partly suppressed with mortars and artillery support. Nonetheless, the British troops couldn’t get any further east than the Bottleneck. By the end of Monday when 1st Battalion regrouped in the Town, R Company was down to forty men.

Lieutenant Eric Davies of No. 10 Platoon, T Company, 1st Battalion, took part in typically confused and confusing action and the people caught up in it:


The house was still occupied by some screaming Dutch people – what a row! A young girl ran from one house doorway to another and was shot through the upper leg. My medics attended to her, but we had to hold the mother off; she went berserk. Food and drink were offered to us by civilians as the battle raged! I had eight or nine men left with me. I decided to try to advance further as the factory was now cleared. The civilians disappeared, sensibly going to their cellars.1



In the fighting that followed, Davies was injured, a bullet passing through both his legs and another through his pack into his neck: ‘Old soldiers say that you never see the one that hits you. I did – it was a tracer.’

On Monday another twenty-three men from 1st Battalion were killed. The three rifle companies were being chewed through, and with officers leading from the front and being killed and injured, the challenges of fighting in a built-up area and the leadership required were put under real strain. By the time midnight approached, both battalions – out of contact with each other, short of men, the wounded left along the way, the dead littering the streets and houses of the Town – were determined to push on and get through to Johnny Frost and his boys come what may. But there were reinforcements coming. 2nd Battalion the South Staffords, and 11th Battalion the Parachute Regiment, were on their way to the Town – maybe they would be the difference in forcing a way through the Bottleneck.
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The Village: A Quiet Night?


0900 – No information as to movements of G.O.C.

1st Airborne Division War Diary



LOCATED BETWEEN THE DROP ZONES and Landing Zones of the First and Second Lifts and the Town, with the Woods to the north, Oosterbeek was a hive of activity, with fighting on its fringes and approaches. While Divisional Headquarters had settled into the Hartenstein Hotel, which showed signs of not being too recently abandoned by German officers, the Village began to take on the role of backstage for the Division and what was happening around it. Other HQs gravitated to being within a few hundred yards of the Divisional HQ. The men of the Royal Artillery had positioned their guns on the Landing Zones, while down in the south of the Village by the church the RASC had set up a supply dump. In Regimental Aid Posts and Field Hospitals, medics were tending to the wounded.

21st Independent Parachute Company, the Division’s pathfinders, whose work was now done in setting up guidance beacons for the First and Second Lifts, had been slotted into the defences in the north of the Village. This hand-picked company, which included some German Jews among their number, had thus far suffered only one casualty, Corporal Jones. They made their way to new positions for 2300 hrs, commandeering a horse for assistance. It was a quiet night for the Independent Company. They still had to provide navigational aids for the Poles due to arrive on Tuesday, as well as for the scheduled supply drop. But the night was otherwise uneventful.

Also serving as a temporary Divisional reserve were the hundreds of glider pilots who had brought 1st Airborne to Arnhem. The Glider Pilot Regiment had two Wings at Arnhem, Nos. 1 and 2, and these Wings consisted of Squadrons. The men had been trained by both the RAF and the Army, the idea being that they were soldiers first, pilots second. Louis Hagen, a German Jew, in D Squadron No. 1 Wing, had his doubts about how well trained they had been as soldiers but with his fellow glider pilots was waiting patiently for something to do. Come midnight on Monday the column of pilots he had joined that had been heading into Arnhem was dug in along the railway line to the north of the Village.

7th Battalion King’s Own Scottish Borderers had spent Sunday and Monday guarding the Landing Zones, and had moved north-west up to Ginkelse Heide (Ginkel Heath) to defend it for the arrival of the Second Lift. The KOSB had been fighting the Germans along the treeline on Monday morning. It had been a bloody day for them, with seventeen men killed (in contrast to none on Sunday). The Germans had attacked their positions with anti-aircraft guns on Sunday night, and at first light it became clear that the Germans were holding the wood in the top corner of the Drop Zone that 4th Brigade were due to land on at 1000 hrs. Because the treelines offered the enemy such great cover, the fighting went on all morning, so it was just as well that the Second Lift had been delayed. By the time the sky filled with parachutes at 1500 hrs, the KOSB at least knew of the enemy presence and were able to engage it, rather than the lift being the point at which the enemy first made contact. When 4th Parachute Brigade arrived there was machine-gun fire on the DZ, some of the heather was aflame, but the KOSB had done their job and suppressed the Germans sufficiently that the landing went off well enough. Freed of this task, the KOSB deployed to the east to join the advance into the Woods. They made slow progress as the roads were congested with the men of 4th Brigade, but as night fell the KOSB were no longer in contact with the enemy and were moving in anticipation of tomorrow.

1st Battalion the Border Regiment was regrouping after two days of guarding the Landing Zones – they fell back into a more defensive posture to the west of the Village. Of all the fighting elements of the Division they had had the quietest time, relatively, with only two men killed on Sunday and then ten on Monday. In the morning, heavy mortaring had destroyed some of the Battalion’s Jeeps, and the afternoon, after the Second Lift had come in, had seen men injured on the Landing Zones, strafed by unexpected Luftwaffe fighters. The Border Regiment Diary took stock:


At 1900 hrs Battalion moved off LZ ‘Z’ to Phase II position. Many gliders by this time were in flames. All gliders had now arrived, including those missing from first day, with the exception of the CO.1



The Border Regiment’s arrival by glider as a complete formation on Sunday had gone well except for one major fly in the ointment. Their commanding officer, Lieutenant Colonel Thomas Haddon – a professional soldier and Border Regiment man from the pre-war Army, whose career had seen a stint as Assistant Secretary to the Joint Intelligence Committee after getting out at Dunkirk2 – hadn’t made it to Arnhem. He’d gone to Sicily with the Borders in the abortive glider landings the year before Arnhem, but this time his glider’s tow rope had broken just moments after taking off in England, so he was unable to join his men on the Sunday. The following day, as part of the Second Lift, the Dakota tugging his glider was struck by flak, the pilot killed, and Haddon was set down with his staff seventy-five miles away and behind enemy lines. The Battalion was getting on with what it needed to do. By midnight on Monday its commanding officer was still missing; his fate was unknown.

Similarly, the core issue on Monday night, the subject of all the gossip on the ground, was the whereabouts of Major General Urquhart. He had left Divisional Headquarters on Sunday evening and had not been seen since by his men. With the advance into the Town having failed to make any proper progress, and the Second Lift having arrived, a decision, or set of decisions, about how to proceed with the Battle needed to be made. There was trouble brewing in Urquhart’s absence: uncertainty about the fate of the men at the Bridge, whether the battle in the Town could be brought to a successful conclusion, and what new line of advance could be opened in the Woods.
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The Woods: Waiting for Tomorrow


Hostile bombing during night with flares, intermittent and annoying, no damage.

4th Parachute Brigade War Diary



THE LANDING OF 4TH Parachute Brigade, though contested, had gone without major incident and the Brigade was preparing to make its move north of the railway line into the Woods. All three battalions had embarked but had made differing progress: 156 Battalion were fighting around Wolfheze; 10th Battalion were to ‘hold hard’ ready for deployment in the morning; and 11th Battalion had been sent off to the Town. The War Diary states:


Task for 19 Sep – Advance between including Road ARNHEM – EDE including Railway to secure high ground KOEPEL 712793 with firm left flank on road.



But before Brigadier Hackett’s men could start on this task he had to fathom what the plan was in his Divisional commander’s absence. Where was the major general anyhow?
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The Town: The General


Destiny is a good thing to accept when it’s going your way. When it isn’t, don’t call it destiny; call it injustice, treachery, or simple bad luck.

Joseph Heller, Good as Gold (1979)



ROY URQUHART DIDN’T GET MUCH sleep that night, with the grenades in his smock pocket pressing into his chest.

In the loft of the house opposite St Elisabeth Hospital, Urquhart had plenty of time for reflection. He had done what he’d done before, what he’d always done – when commanding 231 (Malta) Brigade in 1943, he had gone forward to find out what was going on. On Sunday he had landed by glider. Urquhart was too big, heavy and old to parachute, at six feet and forty-three years old, and he’d been warned off it by ‘Boy’ Browning when he’d first taken command of 1st Airborne Division. The landings had gone perfectly, he’d landed on time at 1300 hrs and set up his TAC HQ (Tactical Headquarters) in a wood on the edge of the Landing Zone. He was determined to make sure he knew what was going on. The strange, immediate jump-start to action during an airborne landing offered as much potential confusion to the people landing as it did to the enemy. As soon as they were on the ground, the fluid and essentially chaotic character of airborne operations kicked in.

The previous two years of airborne landings had made this all too clear. On D-Day on 6 June 1944, 6th Airborne Division’s First Lift of the night, at around midnight – consisting of glider coup de main parties, parachute battalions and their glider-delivered heavy weapons – had essentially been disastrous. Weather had played its part – the bad weather that had famously delayed the embarkation of the vast flotilla hadn’t completely passed Normandy by – and aircraft found it hard to locate the intended Drop Zones. Parachutists had been scattered all over the eastern end of Normandy, while battalion commanders (if they even found their battalions) were unable to muster the kind of troop concentrations they had rehearsed with in preparation for Overlord.

At the Merville Battery, Lieutenant Colonel Terence Otway, who later wrote the official history of British Airborne forces, found himself with just 150 men at his rendezvous, rather than the 600 or so he had hoped for. The German guns at the Battery needed to be silenced – they overlooked Sword Beach – so Otway put in his attack anyway. By the end of the assault through the wire, there were only seventy-five or so men still standing. It later transpired that the Battery’s guns were not the heavy artillery expected – 100mm guns rather than 150mm – but at least 9th Battalion of the Parachute Regiment had prevailed.

Nor were the top brass in Normandy immune to the effects of the calamitous drop on D-Day. The commanding officer of 3rd Parachute Brigade, Brigadier James ‘Speedy’ Hill, while marching in a column, looking to join up with the rest of his Brigade, had been mistaken for Germans by Allied aircraft, and strafed and bombed. Jumping into a ditch, the man beneath Hill had been killed and a chunk of Hill’s backside had been torn off. He got himself patched up, and despite the doctor saying Hill looked ‘bad for morale’, he availed himself of a bicycle. Eventually Hill found his way to his headquarters, where he could assess what the state of play was for his Brigade. Before leaving for Normandy, Hill had told his men:


Gentlemen, in spite of your excellent orders and training, DO NOT BE DAUNTED IF CHAOS REIGNS. It undoubtedly will.1



Chaos had undoubtedly reigned the year before in Sicily, the summer of 1943, where 1st Airborne Division’s experiences had been even worse. The glider landings had been an almost complete catastrophe – the long journey across the Mediterranean over a nervy Allied fleet at dead of night, glider pilots flying gliders they were unfamiliar with, had delivered on its potential flaws. The parachute landings at the Primosole Bridge on the night of 13–14 July 1943, Operation Fustian, had been calamitous. To everyone’s astonishment, German Fallschirmjäger (paratroopers) had landed by parachute simultaneously, resulting in an extra dollop of chaos and confusion for the Allied soldiers being dropped all over Sicily (some men spent the time they should have been fighting hiding on Mount Etna, others, cut off and lost, ate nothing but apples for a fortnight).

And the previous year in North Africa everything that could have gone wrong did go wrong: operations there began with James Hill choosing his Drop Zone from the door of his aircraft, setting the tone for a campaign that seemed as unending as it was frivolous, and profligate in its waste of men who were elite soldiers, expensively trained. The battalions in 1st Parachute Brigade were whittled down in tough fighting in Tunisia, but without any proof of the airborne concept given that the landings they had embarked on had come to nothing. Right from the beginning, airborne landings had been fraught with the possibility of chaos. By the time Arnhem came around, everyone wanted things to run more smoothly than they had done before. No one was keen on dropping (or being dropped) at night. And night landings were only necessary if airborne troops were being dropped in support of men landing on beaches at first light; this was not a requirement of Market Garden. Not having to land at night was something that everyone welcomed wholeheartedly.

But the landings on D-Day of Market Garden had gone perfectly; chaos had not reigned. Quite the opposite. If the mood in 1st Airborne had been one of desperation to get into action and ready to take any risks that might possibly come their way, then their arrival in Holland that Sunday might have felt a bit of an anticlimax. Some gliders had turned over on landing in the soft Dutch soil, their noses getting stuck and pitching them over. Of the men of 1st Parachute Brigade jumping on Sunday, only one man’s chute had failed to deploy. There were twisted ankles and dislocated shoulders, the odd kitbag had gone awry, but the general impression had been of a successful exercise. The Germans who’d been in the immediate vicinity of the Drop Zone had put up little resistance, and in general had surrendered. Some of them had even been caught with their girlfriends – it was a Sunday afternoon after all.

Above all, the air plan had worked. It had delivered. Triumphantly. It had given 1st Airborne Division the opportunity to assemble and move on to its objectives in a way that James Hill with half his arse missing in Normandy would have envied. Major General Roy Urquhart knew perfectly well that his fellow airborne officers regarded him as a ‘landlubber’, and there was concern that he wanted to fight conventionally, form his battalions and brigades up and attack in the standard infantry style, that he just didn’t get the way things were done in the airborne fraternity. However, the way the landings had gone – entirely as planned, allowing him to do just that and to form up his men in a deliberate and ordered manner – must have seemed to justify the decision to land so far from the Bridge, with the Village and then the Town in between. Even with problems with the radio net – problems everyone had expected – Urquhart had gone forward, to look at the in between.

Going forward was completely in character for Roy Urquhart. It was perhaps one of the qualities that his patron Montgomery so admired. Montgomery had first come across Urquhart in October 1940, when he’d joined the divisional headquarters of 3rd Division as a staff officer. This was the unit Monty had commanded with great flair in France. Promoted to commander of 5 Corps, in charge of defending southern England, Monty had done what he could to ensure that his old Division became part of his new command, and had kept an eye on the men who had joined 3rd Division after Dunkirk. Two months later, Urquhart had been promoted to lieutenant colonel and chief of staff in 3rd Division – the kind of appointment that Monty would have had go across his desk and that he would have approved.

Montgomery made a point of getting to know his officers, and as a former staff officer, having learned all about how the British Army worked under the bonnet during the Great War, he wanted to be sure that he had the right people in the right positions, determined as he was to ensure people did things his way and that the people he regarded as useless were out of the picture. In March 1941, Urquhart was given command of a battalion in 4th Division. To his chagrin, however, it was an English battalion, 2nd Battalion the Duke of Cornwall’s Light Infantry. Urquhart may have spoken like an upper-crust Englishman, but he was in reality a Scot, serving initially in the Highland Light Infantry. But this was a Montgomery appointment. As Monty put it:


I kept command appointments in my own hand, right down to and including the battalion or regimental level. Merit, leadership, and ability to do the job, were the sole criteria; I made it my business to know all commanders, and to insist on a high standard. Good senior commanders once chosen must be trusted and ‘backed’ to the limit.2



He also went on to say:


Every officer has his ‘ceiling’ in rank, beyond which he should not be allowed to rise – particularly in wartime. An officer may do well when serving under a first-class superior. But how will he shape when he finds himself the boss?3



Perhaps in the loft at Zwarteweg 14, Urquhart was considering how he was so far ‘shaping’ as the boss. Looking at the ceiling in the loft, perhaps he felt he might have exceeded his own.

Before he’d commanded the Malta Brigade, Urquhart had been chief of staff of the Highland Division, where again he existed firmly in Montgomery’s orbit within Eighth Army. He wasn’t involved in the actual planning for El Alamein – Operation Lightfoot – but had been present at Corps- and Army-level conferences. Urquhart’s Divisional commander, Major General Douglas Wimberley, had impressed him with his command style, running the Highland Division like a battalion, knowing everyone and everything. This, of course, may have been something beyond Urquhart’s reach when he came to command 1st Airborne Division, with the Division dispersed around its airbases and not training together. He’d done what he could during the summer of 1944 to get to know his officers but it had been labour-intensive, clocking up hundreds of hours in his personal plane.

Fighting with the Highland Division in the desert had offered Urquhart an insight into the problems engendered by keeping everything moving and staying in touch with what was happening. Wimberley often split his headquarters into three parts, which meant that it was hard for Urquhart to keep track of where his boss actually was, especially when radio communications were at their most haphazard. Urquhart’s conclusion was that it was best to keep going forward and eventually you’d find who or what you were looking for. The Highland Division’s headquarters could be stretched across hundreds of miles; he had tried to apply this same principle in Arnhem in microcosm – and now here he was stuck in the loft of Zwarteweg 14.

With the Malta Brigade in 1943 this had worked well. As a brigadier in Sicily the same year he had fought with dash. On 19 July he had led his Brigade in a night attack across the River Dittaino, his lead Battalion the Devons driving north towards the town of Agira – Urquhart with them and urging forward motion. With the Canadians alongside, they pushed on to Regalbuto. Sicily involved hard fighting, where the terrain of ridges, hilltop towns and scrubland without any cover favoured the defender. Urquhart was always in the thick of the action, taking a tactical HQ – a Jeep, a radio, and his driver and batman Hopkins – everywhere with him, as well (in the Montgomery style) as having liaison officers who were to be his eyes and ears where he couldn’t be.

The Malta Brigade had been apportioned independent brigade group status, so was intended to operate more flexibly than brigades attached to a divisional headquarters – which suited Urquhart’s freewheeling style. It was the part of his career he enjoyed the most. As long as radio contact worked, and as long as his main HQ was efficiently run, with hierarchies and roles clearly delineated, he could run his independent Brigade group with vigour. For three weeks’ solid fighting on Sicily, this worked really well for him. When the fighting had ended there, 231 Brigade were immediately earmarked for making the crossing to the mainland.

But it was in Italy, at the River Amato, going forward in a Jeep to check on his vanguard, the Devons, that Urquhart was ambushed. A German armoured car fired on the Jeep, killing the wireless operator, seriously injuring the brigade’s intelligence officer, Captain Jennings, and wounding Urquhart in the chest, arms and legs. Perched on the bonnet was the Devons’ battalion commander, who miraculously was unhurt. It marked the end of Urquhart’s time commanding the Malta Brigade. Once he had recovered, he was invited to Montgomery’s headquarters, presumably to give Monty the chance to check him out and make sure he knew how Monty liked things done. Urquhart spent a few days there, under the mutual microscope, watching how the generalissimo did things. The Brigade’s history, published in 1946, written by one of its intelligence officers, Major R. T. Gilchrist, could not have offered more thoroughgoing praise about its former CO:


Most Commanders, having prepared an attack, would be content to sit back and watch it run to fruition – but not so Brigadier Urquhart. He could not resist throwing himself at the enemy and then dragging the rest of the Brigade after him. He drew on the bank of fortune in a most brazen manner. He was just as liable to be killed or wounded as he stood in the open alongside a tank, on the first day of the fighting whilst a tank battle was in progress, as he was in Italy on the last day of the fighting. The impetus given to the attack by having a commander so far forward was dynamic and cannot be estimated. Nor is it possible to estimate the addition he gave to the morale of the troops when he constantly appeared among them standing erect as if on a drill parade – while they were crouching in their slit trenches. The effect was startling.4



Yet here he was, startled himself, at being trapped in the loft of a house in Arnhem opposite St Elisabeth Hospital.

Urquhart’s experience in command, his attitude and his connections, make him an understandable appointment for 1st Airborne Division, particularly from Montgomery’s point of view. Lieutenant General Frederick ‘Boy’ Browning, whose networking skills were second to none, clearly felt that Urquhart’s face would fit. The Malta Brigade, operating independently, was as much like an airborne Division as anything else the British Army had. And Urquhart had done well with it. He was certainly more experienced than his predecessor but one, Major General George Hopkinson. Another big character in this corner of the Army with no shortage of big characters, Hopkinson had been an energetic and almost monomaniacal advocate of glider warfare. He had been killed on 9 September the previous year, going forward to see how 10th Parachute Battalion was doing at a roadblock near Castellaneta in southern Italy. He’d been hit by gunfire while sticking his head above a wall, literally having a look at what was going on; he had the distinction of being the only British airborne general to be killed during the war. This was perhaps in character for a man like Hopkinson, who wangled his way on to Bomber Command raids as a passenger.

Hopkinson’s death had led to a struggle for succession within 1st Airborne’s highest echelons: when Brigadier Ernest ‘Eric’ Down took over, he must have thought the job was his. A tough Parachute Regiment officer who’d been there since before it was known by that name, he should have been the perfect fit. But there were problems, and some intriguing followed:


The other two




















APPENDIX:

Arnhem Order of Battle for Operation Market Garden

THIS IS AN ABRIDGED ORDER OF BATTLE, based on the work of Mark Hickman at the Pegasus Archive.

Figures are calculated as follows:


‘Went in’ figures indicate the total unit strength present in Arnhem, but may not represent their full operational strength as some elements were not air-transportable.

‘Died’ includes all those killed in action until the Brigade was withdrawn from the area after the battle, deaths as a result of atrocities or escape attempts, and anyone who died from their wounds up until the end of 1944.

‘Wounded’ are those evacuated safely to the Allied rear.

‘Missing’ represents those taken prisoner during the battle, though a number of these men may have subsequently escaped.






	1ST AIRBORNE DIVISION





	Divisional HQ and Defence Platoon



	Major General Roy Urquhart



	GSO 1 (Operations): Lieutenant Colonel Charles Mackenzie



	GSO 1 (Air): Lieutenant Colonel Eric Henry Steele-Baume (attached to IX Troop Carrier Command during the Battle)



	GSO 2 (Air): Major David Madden



	GSO 2 (Intelligence): Major Hugh Maguire



	Commander Royal Artillery: Colonel Robert Loder-Symonds



	Commander Royal Engineers: Lieutenant Colonel Eddie Myers



	Commander Royal Electrical and Mechanical Engineers: Captain A. F. Ewens



	Commander Royal Army Service Corps: Lieutenant Colonel Michael Packe



	Assistant Adjutant and Quartermaster General: Lieutenant Colonel Henry Preston



	Assistant Director of Medical Services: Colonel Graeme Warrack



	Assistant Director of Ordnance Services: Lieutenant Colonel Gerald Mobbs



	Assistant Provost Marshal: Major O. P. Haig



	Defence Platoon: Lieutenant A. D. Butterworth



	Based at Fulbeck Hall. Flew in 7 C-47s from Barkston Heath and Saltby, and 29 Horsas from Fairford, Down Ampney and Manston.



	Went in: 142 men
	Died: 14
	Evacuated: 70
	Missing: 58








	1ST PARACHUTE BRIGADE





	Brigadier Gerald Lathbury



	Brigade HQ and Defence Platoon



	Brigade Major: Major Tony Hibbert


	Based at Syston Old Hall. Flew in 9 C-47s from Barkston Heath and (believed) 8 Horsas from Blakehill Farm.



	Went in: 82 men
	Died: 5
	Evacuated: 3
	Missing: 74








	1ST PARACHUTE BATTALION





	Lieutenant Colonel David Dobie



	Battalion HQ



	HQ/Support Company: Captain J. A. E. Davies



	Signals Platoon



	Assault Platoon



	Mortar Platoon



	Medium Machine-Gun Platoon



	R Company: Major John Timothy



	S Company: Major Ronnie Stark



	T Company: Major Chris Perrin-Brown



	(Each rifle company had three platoons)



	Based at Grimsthorpe Castle and Bourne. Flew in 34 C-47s from Barkston Heath, vehicles in 7 Horsas from Keevil and a Hamilcar from Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 548 men
	Died: 84
	Evacuated: 89 or 108 (reports differ)
	Missing: 377 or 358








	2ND PARACHUTE BATTALION





	Lieutenant-Colonel John Frost



	Battalion HQ



	Support Company



	Assault Platoon



	Mortar Platoon



	Medium Machine-Gun Platoon



	A Company: Major Digby Tatham Warter



	B Company: Major Douglas Crawley



	C Company: Major Victor Dover



	Based at Stoke Rochford and Grantham. Flew in 34 C-47s from Saltby, vehicles in 7 Horsas from Keevil and a Hamilcar from Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 525 men
	Died: 57
	Evacuated: 16
	Missing: 452








	3RD PARACHUTE BATTALION





	Lieutenant Colonel John Fitch



	Battalion HQ



	HQ Company



	Signals Platoon



	Assault/Pioneer Platoon



	Mortar Platoon



	Medium Machine-Gun Platoon



	A Company: Major Mervyn Dennison



	B Company: Major Peter Waddy



	C Company: Major Peter Lewis



	(Each rifle company had three platoons)



	Based at Spalding. Flew in 34 C-47s from Saltby, vehicles in 7 Horsas from Keevil and a Hamilcar from Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 588 men
	Died: 65
	Evacuated: 28
	Missing: 495








	1ST AIRLANDING ANTI-TANK BATTERY, RA





	Major Bill Arnold



	Battery HQ



	A Troop



	B Troop



	C Troop



	D Troop



	P Troop



	Z Troop



	Based at Heckington and Helpringham, with P Troop at Tarrant Rushton. Flew in 30 Horsas from Manston (mostly) and Blakehill Farm, P Troop in 8 Hamilcars from Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 191 men
	Died: 24
	Evacuated: 52
	Missing: 115








	1ST PARACHUTE SQUADRON, RE





	Major Douglas Murray



	Squadron HQ



	A Troop: Captain Eric Mackay



	B Troop



	C Troop



	Based at Donington. Flew in 9 C-47s from Barkston Heath and 4 Horsas from Keevil.



	Went in: 143 men
	Died: 20
	Evacuated: 13
	Missing: 110








	16 PARACHUTE FIELD AMBULANCE, RAMC





	Lieutenant Colonel E. Townsend



	Based at Culverthorpe. Flew in 6 C-47s from Barkston Heath and Saltby, and 6 Horsas from Keevil.



	Went in: 135 men
	Died: 6
	Evacuated: 0
	Missing: 129








	4TH PARACHUTE BRIGADE





	Brigadier John Hackett



	Brigade HQ and Defence Platoon



	Brigade Major: Major Charles Dawson



	Based at Knossington Grange. Flew in 8 C-47s from Spanhoe and 1 C-47 with Advance Party from Barkston Heath, and 8 Horsas from Keevil.



	Went in: 86 men
	Died: 12
	Evacuated: 43
	Missing: 31








	156 PARACHUTE BATTALION





	Lieutenant Colonel Sir Richard Des Voeux



	Battalion HQ



	HQ Company



	Signals Platoon



	Support Company



	Anti-Tank Platoon



	Mortar Platoon



	Medium Machine-Gun Platoon



	A Company: Major John Pott



	B Company: Major John Waddy



	C Company: Major Geoffrey Powell



	(Each rifle company had three platoons)



	Based in and around Melton Mowbray. Flew in 33 C-47s from Saltby and 1 C-47 with Advance Party from Barkston Heath, vehicles in 7 Horsas from Keevil and 1 Hamilcar from Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 621–5 men
	Died: 98
	Evacuated: 68
	Missing: 455–9








	10TH PARACHUTE BATTALION





	Lieutenant Colonel Ken Smyth



	Battalion HQ



	HQ Company



	Signals Platoon



	Support Company



	Assault Platoon



	Mortar Platoon



	Medium Machine-Gun Platoon



	A Company: Major Pat Anson



	B Company: Major Peter Warr



	D Company: Major Cedric Horsfall



	Based at Somerby, Thorpe Satchville, Burrough on the Hill and Twyford. Flew in 33 C-47s from Spanhoe and 1 C-47 with Advance Party from Barkston Heath, vehicles in 7 Horsas from Keevil and a Hamilcar from Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 582 men
	Died: 92
	Evacuated: 86
	Missing: 404








	11TH PARACHUTE BATTALION





	Lieutenant Colonel George Lea



	Battalion HQ



	HQ Company



	Signals Platoon



	Support Company



	Assault Platoon



	Mortar Platoon



	Medium Machine-Gun Platoon



	A Company: Major David Gilchrist



	B Company: Major Guy Blacklidge



	C Company: Major Peter Milo



	Based at Melton Mowbray. Flew in 33 C-47s from Saltby and 1 C-47 with Advance Party from Barkston Heath, vehicles in 7 Horsas from Keevil and 1 Hamilcar from Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 571 men
	Died: 99
	Evacuated: 72
	Missing: 407








	2ND (OBAN) AIRLANDING ANTI-TANK BATTERY, RA





	Major A. Haynes



	Battery HQ



	E Troop



	F Troop



	G Troop



	H Troop



	X Troop



	Based at Harrowby. Flew in 24 Horsas from Blakehill Farm and 8 Hamilcars from Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 168 men
	Died: 25
	Evacuated: 37
	Missing: 106








	4TH PARACHUTE SQUADRON, RE





	Major Aeneas Perkins



	Squadron HQ



	No. 1 Troop



	No. 2 Troop



	No. 3 Troop



	Based at Uppingham. Flew in 9 C-47s from Spanhoe and 4 Horsas from Keevil.



	Went in: 155 men
	Died: 19
	Evacuated: 64
	Missing: 72








	133 PARACHUTE FIELD AMBULANCE, RAMC





	Lieutenant Colonel W. Alford



	Based at Barleythorpe Hall. Flew in 6 C-47s from Spanhoe and Saltby and 6 Horsas from Keevil.



	Went in: 129 men
	Died: 6 (not including one officer in the sea tail)
	Evacuated: 3
	Missing: 120








	1ST AIRLANDING BRIGADE





	Brigadier Philip Hicks



	Brigade HQ and Defence Platoon



	Deputy Commander: Colonel Hilaro Barlow



	Brigade Major: Major Charles Anthony Howell Bruce Blake



	Based at Woodhall Spa. Flew in 11 Horsas from Broadwell.



	Went in: 69 men
	Died: 7
	Evacuated: 39
	Missing: 23








	1ST BATTALION THE BORDER REGIMENT





	Lieutenant Colonel Tommy Haddon



	Battalion HQ



	HQ Company



	Signals Platoon



	Pioneer Platoon



	Support Company



	Mortar Group



	Anti-Tank Group



	Medium Machine-Gun Group



	A Company: Major Thomas Montgomery



	B Company: Major Tommy Armstrong



	C Company: Major William Neill



	D Company: Major Charles Breese



	(Each rifle company had four platoons)



	Based at Woodhall Spa, with B Company at Bardney. Flew in 56 Horsas from Broadwell and Blakehill Farm and a Hamilcar from Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 788 men
	Died: 121
	Evacuated: 235
	Missing: 432








	2ND BATTALION THE SOUTH STAFFORDSHIRE REGIMENT





	Lieutenant Colonel Derek McCardie



	Battalion HQ



	HQ Company: Major John Simonds



	Signals Platoon



	Pioneer Platoon



	Support Company



	Mortar Group



	Medium Machine-Gun Group



	Anti-Tank Group



	A Company: Major T. B. Lane



	B Company: Major Robert Cain



	C Company: Major Philip Wright



	D Company: Major J. E. Phillp



	(Each rifle company had four platoons)



	Based at Woodhall Spa. Flew to Arnhem over two days in 62 Horsas from Manston and Broadwell, and a Hamilcar from Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 767 men
	Died: 85
	Evacuated: 124
	Missing: 558








	7TH (GALLOWAY) BATTALION THE KING’S OWN SCOTTISH BORDERERS





	Lieutenant Colonel Robert Payton-Reid



	HQ Company: Major Alexander Cochran



	Signals Platoon



	Pioneer Platoon



	Support Company: Major Henry Hill



	Mortar Group



	Medium Machine-Gun Group



	Anti-Tank Group



	A Company: Major Robert Buchanan



	B Company: Major M. B. Forman



	C Company: Major G. M. Dinwiddie



	D Company: Major Gordon Sherriff



	(Each rifle company had four platoons)



	Based at Woodhall Spa. Flew in 56 Horsas from Down Ampney and Blakehill Farm, and a Hamilcar from Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 765 men
	Died: 112
	Evacuated: 76
	Missing: 577








	181 AIRLANDING FIELD AMBULANCE, RAMC





	Lieutenant Colonel Arthur Marrable



	Based at Stenigot House and Martin. Flew in 12 Horsas from Down Ampney.



	Went in: 137 men
	Died: 5
	Evacuated: 10
	Missing: 122








	DIVISIONAL UNITS



	1ST AIRLANDING LIGHT REGIMENT, RA





	Lieutenant Colonel ‘Sheriff’ Thompson



	Regimental HQ



	1st Airlanding Light Battery: Major Arthur Norman-Walker



	A Troop: Captain J. H. D. Lee (Forward Observation Officer, 1st Border)



	A Troop: Captain John Walker (Forward Observation Officer, 7th KOSB)



	2nd Airlanding Light Battery: Major James Linton



	C Troop: Captain Peter Chard (Forward Observation Officer, 156 Battalion)



	D Troop: Captain Percy Taylor (Forward Observation Officer, 11th Battalion)



	3rd Airlanding Light Battery: Major Dennis Munford



	E Troop: Captain Tony Harrison (Forward Observation Officer, 2nd Battalion)



	F Troop: Captain Tudor Griffiths (Forward Observation Officer, 3rd Battalion)



	Based at Boston. Flew in 57 Horsas from Fairford, Blakehill Farm, Down Ampney, Manston and Keevil on the First Lift; No. 2 Battery and the remainder flew in 33 Horsas from Manston on the Second Lift.



	Went in: 372 men
	Died: 36
	Evacuated: 136
	Missing: 200








	1 FORWARD (AIRBORNE) OBSERVATION UNIT, RA





	Major Denys Wight-Boycott (1st Sea Tail)



	Second-in-Command (Acting Commanding Officer): Captain Arthur Edgar O’Grady (in Arnhem)



	Based at Harlaxton Hall. Flew on the First Lift in 3 Horsas from Keevil, chalk numbers 456–458, piloted by No. 21 Flight, ‘D’ Squadron The Glider Pilot Regiment. Further parachute parties flew in aircraft attached to their assigned units.



	Went in: 73 men
	Died: 7
	Evacuated: 13
	Ditched and Rescued: 4
	Missing: 49








	1ST AIRBORNE DIVISIONAL SIGNALS





	Lieutenant Colonel Tom Stephenson



	Regimental HQ



	Second-in-Command: Major Anthony Deane-Drummond



	No. 1 Company – Divisional HQ Signals



	No. 2 Company – Brigade and Artillery Signals



	E-Section (with 1st Airlanding Light Regiment): Lieutenant Robert Gregg



	F-Section (with HQ Royal Artillery)



	J-Section (with 1st Parachute Brigade)



	K-Section (with 4th Parachute Brigade)



	L-Section (with 1st Airlanding Brigade)



	1st Polish Independent Parachute Brigade Group



	1st Airborne Corps Signals (based at Nijmegen)



	Based at Caythorpe. Flew in C-47s and Horsas from several airfields, as much of the unit had been split up among the Division to provide signals for brigade and artillery HQs.



	Went in: 348 men
	Died: 28
	Evacuated: 149
	Missing: 171








	1ST AIRBORNE RECONNAISSANCE SQUADRON





	Major Freddie Gough



	HQ Troop



	Support Troop



	A Troop



	C Troop



	D Troop



	Based at Ruskington. Flew in 8 C-47s from Barkston Heath and 22 Horsas from Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 181 men
	Died: 30
	Evacuated: 73
	Missing: 78








	21ST INDEPENDENT PARACHUTE COMPANY





	Major ‘Boy’ Wilson



	No. 1 Platoon



	No. 2 Platoon



	No. 3 Platoon



	Based at Newark. Flew in 12 Stirlings from Fairford and a Horsa (believed from Fairford).



	Went in: 186 men
	Died: 20
	Evacuated: 120
	Missing: 46








	9TH (AIRBORNE) FIELD COMPANY, RE





	Major John Winchester



	No. 1 Platoon



	No. 2 Platoon



	No. 3 Platoon



	Based at Tattershall and Coningsby. Flew in 22 Horsas over two lifts from Keevil.



	Went in: 194 men
	Died: 44
	Evacuated: 71
	Missing: 79








	261 (AIRBORNE) FIELD PARK COMPANY, RE





	Lieutenant W. Skinner



	Flew in 3 Horsas and a Hamilcar, all believed to be from Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 13 men
	Died: 2
	Evacuated: 5
	Missing: 6








	250 (AIRBORNE) LIGHT COMPOSITE COMPANY, RASC





	No. 1 Para Platoon and 1st Para Jeep Section (1st Para Brigade)



	No. 2 Para Platoon and 2nd Para Jeep Section (4th Para Brigade)



	No. 3 Para Platoon and 3rd Para Jeep Section (1st Airlanding Brigade)



	Based at Longhills Hall, Branston and Lincoln. Flew in 4 C-47s from Barkston Heath and Saltby, and 34 Horsas and 3 Hamilcars from Keevil, Harwell and Tarrant Rushton.



	Went in: 226 men
	Died: 29
	Evacuated: 75
	Missing: 122








	1ST (AIRBORNE) DIVISIONAL ORDNANCE FIELD PARK, RAOC





	Captain Bill Chidgey



	Based at Grantham. Flew in a shared C-47 from Barkston Heath and a Horsa from Keevil.



	Went in: 19 men
	Died: 2
	Evacuated: 2
	Missing: 15








	1ST (AIRBORNE) DIVISIONAL WORKSHOPS, REME





	Advanced Workshop Detachment



	1st Para Brigade Light Aid Detachment



	4th Para Brigade Light Aid Detachment



	Based at Sleaford. Flew in 4 Horsas from Fairford and Down Ampney, with other men flying in with various units.



	Went in: 61 men
	Died: 6
	Evacuated: 29
	Missing: 26








	1ST (AIRBORNE) DIVISIONAL PROVOST COMPANY, CMP





	Captain Bill Gray



	No. 1 Provost Section (1st Para Brigade)



	No. 2 Provost Section (4th Para Brigade)



	No. 3 Provost Section (1st Airlanding Brigade)



	No. 4 Provost Section (Divisional HQ)



	Based at Stubton Hall and Newark, with sections at Divisional and Brigade HQs. Company HQ flew in a Horsa from Down Ampney, sections in C-47s and Horsas with other units.



	Went in: 69 men
	Died: 7
	Evacuated: 13
	Missing: 49








	89TH (PARACHUTE) FIELD SECURITY SECTION, INTELLIGENCE CORPS





	Captain J. Killick



	Based at Wellingore. HQ flew in shared Horsa from Fairford, with other men flying in with various units.



	Went in: 16 men
	Died: 2
	Evacuated: 4
	Missing: 10








	UNITS ATTACHED TO THE DIVISION



	THE GLIDER PILOT REGIMENT





	Colonel George Chatterton (flew to Nijmegen)



	No. 1 Wing



	Lieutenant Colonel Iain Murray



	A Squadron: Major H. T. Bartlett



	No. 1 Flight



	No. 17 Flight



	B Squadron: Major T. I. J. Toler



	No. 3 Flight



	No. 4 Flight



	No. 19 Flight



	No. 20 Flight



	D Squadron: Captain James Ogilvie



	No. 5 Flight



	No. 8 Flight



	No. 13 Flight



	No. 21 Flight



	No. 22 Flight: Captain Iain Muir



	G Squadron: Major Robert Croot



	No. 9 Flight



	No. 10 Flight



	No. 23 Flight



	No. 24 Flight








	NO. 2 WING





	Lieutenant Colonel John Place



	C Squadron: Major J. A. C. Dale



	No. 6 Flight



	No. 7 Flight



	E Squadron: Major B. P. H. Jackson



	No. 11 Flight



	No. 12 Flight



	No. 25 Flight



	F Squadron: Major F. A. S. Murray



	No. 14 Flight



	No. 15 Flight



	No. 16 Flight



	No. 1 Wing HQ based at Harwell. A Squadron based at and flew from Harwell. B Squadron based at Brize Norton, but flew from Manston. D Squadron based at and flew from Keevil. G Squadron based at and flew from Fairford.



	No. 2 Wing HQ based at Broadwell. C Squadron based at and flew from Tarrant Rushton. E Squadron based at and flew from Down Ampney. F Squadron based at and flew from Broadwell and Blakehill Farm.



	Went in: 1,262 men
	Died: 219
	Evacuated: 532
	Missing: 511



	Figures do not include Regimental HQ and part of A Squadron, who flew Airborne Corps HQ to Nijmegen without sustaining any serious casualties.








	DUTCH LIAISON MISSION – NO. 2 (DUTCH) TROOP OF NO. 10 (INTER-ALLIED) COMMANDO





	Lieutenant M. J. Knottenbelt



	Flew in with various units.



	Went in: 12 men
	Died: 1
	Evacuated: 9
	Missing: 2








	6080 AND 6341 LIGHT WARNING UNITS, RAF





	Flew in 4 Horsas with the Second Lift.



	Went in: 45 men
	Died: 9
	Evacuated: 4
	Missing: 32








	US AIR SUPPORT SIGNALS TEAM – 306TH FIGHTER CONTROL SQUADRON





	Flew in 4 Wacos from Manston.



	Went in: 10 men
	Died: 0
	Evacuated/
	Missing: Unknown








	GHQ SIGNAL LIAISON REGIMENT DETACHMENT – ‘PHANTOM’





	Went in: 10 men
	Died: 0
	Evacuated: Unknown
	Missing: Unknown








	JEDBURGH TEAM



	Went in: 3 men
	Died: 1
	Evacuated: 1
	Missing: 1








	PUBLIC RELATIONS TEAM





	Went in: 15 men
	Died: 0
	Evacuated: 14 (unconfirmed)
	Missing: 1








	1. SAMODZIELNA BRYGADA SPADOCHRONOWA





	Major-General Stanislaw Sosabowski



	Brigade HQ



	Based at Rock House, Stamford.



	Went in: 104 men and 9 British liaison officers
	Died: 5
	Wounded: 16
	Missing: 15








	1ST BATTALION





	Major M. Tonn



	Based at Easton-on-the-Hill.



	Went in: 354 men
	Died: 11
	Wounded: 28
	Missing: 4








	2ND BATTALION





	Major W. Ploszewski



	Based at Wansford.



	Went in: 351 men
	Died: 11
	Wounded: 33
	Missing: 7








	3RD BATTALION





	Captain W. Sobocinski



	Based at Peterborough.



	Went in: 374 men
	Died: 30
	Wounded: 48
	Missing: 39








	ANTI-TANK BATTERY





	Captain J. Wardzala



	Based at Blatherwyche.



	Went in: 132 men
	Died: 30
	Wounded: 30
	Missing: 29








	ENGINEER COMPANY





	Captain P. Budziszewski



	Based at Wansford.



	Went in: 133 men
	Died: 2
	Wounded: 20
	Missing: 1








	SIGNALS COMPANY





	Captain J. Burzawa



	Based at Easton-on-the-Hill.



	Went in: 93 men
	Died: 7 or 8
	Wounded: 16
	Missing: 10








	MEDICAL COMPANY





	Lieutenant J. Mozdzierz



	Based at Stamford and Blatherwyche.



	Went in: 90 men
	Died: 2
	Wounded: 13
	Missing: 7








	TRANSPORT AND SUPPLY COMPANY





	Captain A. Siudzinski



	Went in: 43 men
	Died: 8
	Wounded: 13
	Missing: 8








	LIGHT ARTILLERY BATTERY





	Major J. Bielecki



	Went in: 6 men
	Died: 0
	Wounded: 2
	Missing: 0
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5. Men get to grips with a supply pannier. An airborne division ran on fumes at the best of times.
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6. Parachuting required intense training: men joining the Parachute Regiment underwent rigorous physical training as well as psychological screening. Jumping in ‘sticks’, these men exit their Dakotas as fast as they can. But arriving suddenly in battle brought its own pressures.
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7. Field dressing on his left shoulder, Bombardier J. Buckley of 1 Battery fires his 75mm pack howitzer.
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8. Prisoners of War – a mixed bag. The man on the left is a Dutch fifth columnist captured by Dutch police; the others are men pressed into German service. The shorter man is a Tatar from the Soviet Union; the other two are Poles.
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9. In the morning 1st Airborne Division was on the attack; by nightfall defence was its only option.
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‘This is a novel, although the battle and many of the incidents described in the book are true’
 ZENO

Unless you have experienced war, it is impossible to imagine its grim reality. But The Cauldron does just that – unsparingly, painfully, brilliantly – because it is written by someone who was there.

This is the story of a platoon of British paratroopers dropped sixty miles behind German lines into the bloody maelstrom that Arnhem became in September 1944. With the end of the war nigh, the Allies make one bold bet to end it before Christmas. But it is a bet doomed to failure… Like never before, this is what it must have been like for the men parachuted into the cauldron. It has the smell, the taste, the fear of war – the terrifying sense of kill or be killed, and the horror of watching your friends die in front of you …

‘A book by a hero about heroes. It conveys the smell of battle, the pain of the doomed men as few other books ever have done’
 NEWS OF THE WORLD

‘This impressive novel, written by a man who fought there with the 4th Parachute Brigade, is a memorial of which his comrades would be proud’
 DAILY MAIL

‘A cruel and sizzling war novel’
 THE SUN
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Marking the eightieth anniversary of the end of the Second World War, Victory ’45 tells the story of the extraordinary summer when the greatest conflagration the world had ever known drew to a close after eight surrenders in Europe and Japan finally heralded the Allied victory.

After six long years of brutal fighting, in the summer of 1945, with Germany crushed and smouldering and Japan’s cities in ruins, the Axis Powers finally bowed to the inevitable and conceded defeat. Across the globe, from northern Germany to the Italian Alps and to Tokyo, their leadership gave the orders to cease fighting and signed the documents of surrender.

How they did so, across eight different surrenders, from Montgomery at the Lüneburg Heath, Eisenhower in Reims, Zhukov in Berlin and MacArthur aboard the USS Missouri, was to have profound consequences.

Rich in character and human drama, with revealing stories and perspectives behind the end of the war not told before, Victory ’45 brings to bear all of the deep knowledge, penetrating analysis and passion that characterize James Holland and Al Murray’s hugely popular podcast We Have Ways of Making You Talk.

But it is not just a book which looks backwards; it also considers what took place during the negotiations of those surrenders and the terms that were agreed, and shows how they determined the directions the participating countries would take in the years that followed and ultimately form the shape of our current world.
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