
Table of Contents

	Foreword

	18. March 1944 : lagerlechfeld

	18. March 1944 : Amerikanische Air Base Nähe London

	18.March 1944 : Schwabmünchen

	18. March 1944: Dinkelscherben

	March 19, 1944 : Lagerlechfeld

	March 20, 1944 : Schwabmünchen

	July 4, 1944 : Harburg

	August 2, 1944 : Augsburg

	October 10, 1944 : Lagerlechfeld

	December 15, 1944 : Dettendorf near Rosenheim

	January 10, 1945 : Regensburg

	January 12, 1945 : Wenigentaft

	January 23, 1945 : Lagerlechfeld

	March 3, 1945 : Brandenburg

	March 6, 1945 : Rosenheim

	March 9. 1945 : Brennerpass

	March 15, 1945 : Veldes

	April 1, 1945 : Stein

	April 28, 1945 : Loiblpass

	May 2, 1945 : Loitsch

	May 5, 1945 : Oberlaibach

	May 8, 1945 : Sankt Veit

	May 9, 1945 : Krainburg

	May 12, 1945 : Loiblpass

	May 13, 1945 : Drau-Bridge near Klagenfurt

	October 9, 1945 : Tarent / Italy

	October 11, 1945 : Bad Aibling

	October 11, 1945 : Lagerlechfeld

	Richard's biography:




Foreword

At an event in 2008 focusing on the history of our town of Lagerlechfeld, I got talking to Richard. We have known each other for many years and are good friends. When I asked him a casual question about how he had experienced the war as a young man in Lagerlechfeld, he began to talk about it for the first time. Every word he spoke, very emotionally, captivated me more and more, and as the conversation continued, I felt a chill run down my spine. When, after an hour, he ended his war experiences with the sentence, "No one can imagine how lucky I was," we both had tears in our eyes.

The conversation stayed with me, and I spontaneously decided to write down his war experiences, which he had gone through as a 16-year-old in Lagerlechfeld. Two small diaries, which Richard had annotated in a special way throughout the war, helped me. In the following weeks, we met several times and internalised the material. Richard's story corresponds exactly with the facts that have been recorded in the history books by the official authorities at Lagerlechfeld Airfield.

Lagerlechfeld was an important airport in the German Reich during the war years from 1939 to 1945. The squadron took part in the Battle of Britain. In 1944, the Me 262 took off on training flights as the world's first jet aircraft. Famous personalities from the worlds of sport, film and politics were frequent guests at the airport. Today, Fighter-Bomber Wing 32 is stationed at Lagerlechfeld.

Hubert Berger, August 2026




18. March 1944

Lagerlechfeld

"Lie down, cover your ears and keep your mouth wide open," the pilot of an Fw 200 Condor repeats this instruction over and over again. At the same time, I hear the bomb impacts coming closer and closer. The mossy forest floor is now vibrating so strongly from the numerous impacts around me that it feels really eerie. My feelings are heightened by the discordant noises caused by the falling fragmentation and high-explosive bombs. The now almost unbearable noise is amplified by the fire from the 8.8 cm anti-aircraft guns into a deafening sound that sounds like the worst inferno. Through the direct contact of my body with the ground, I feel the dull roar of the impacts more and more intensely, and so it is only a matter of time before one of the powerful explosive bombs tears my young body to pieces. In the absolute chaos, Captain Schmittmann repeats his instructions over and over again, now in desperation, to press flat against the forest floor and cover our ears tightly with our palms. He also repeats the instruction to open our mouths with each subsequent command in order to compensate for the shock waves, which are already very strong in our immediate vicinity due to the first trees bursting into flames ( ). In anticipation of certain death, I stammer another prayer to heaven despite my half-open mouth. A terrible stench spreads over us in no time at all. It is the result of several violent explosions occurring in our immediate vicinity. Black-grey smoke makes breathing even more difficult, and so I sink into a brief and liberating faint, caused not by physical pain, but by great panic and absolute fear of death. A shake of my shoulder brings me back to this terrible world. Captain Schmittmann and his five crew members drag me through a small forest, planted years ago as a windbreak, further south. The crew is just as surprised as I am by the first bombing raid on Lagerlechfeld and manages to land their reconnaissance aircraft, an Fw 200 Condor, just before the approaching American bomber formations. Although some explosive bombs have already hit the runway, the young pilot manages to land his aircraft safely. The only protection visible at the edge of the runway is this small forest, where we are currently fighting for our lives. The crew reaches the windbreak, a few hundred metres away from the rolled-out aircraft, at a run before the carpet of bombs reduces their reconnaissance aircraft to rubble and ashes.

I, Richard, just fifteen years old and a carpenter's apprentice, am riding my bicycle home from work to have lunch with my parents on Saturday afternoon when this attack by the American Air Force on the road from Klosterlechfeld to Lagerlechfeld takes me by surprise, just as it does the crew of the Fw 200 Condor reconnaissance aircraft. The protective forest is a good two hundred metres away from the local road when I see the clearly visible silver flying fortresses of the American Air Force in the sky, already unloading their deadly cargo some distance away. That was the signal to throw my bicycle into the ditch and make my way to the forest as quickly as possible. There I meet the crew who have just landed, whom I was able to observe from my bike as they approached. The acrid smell, the shattered trees, the many bomb craters and the defensive fire from the anti-aircraft batteries placed in the surrounding area indicate that the bombing is not over yet. On the contrary! Captain Schmittmann tries to assess the situation correctly and calm us down. He, just twenty years old, is trembling all over with fear, just like everyone else, and is only trying to give further instructions because of his military rank. The shock that still lingers within him prevents him from crying freely, and so he leads us through the chaos with a trembling voice and weak knees. The determined firing of the surrounding anti-aircraft batteries around the Lagerlechfeld airfield heralds the next wave of American bombers. But in which direction should we run? At this point, the urge to leave this place of horror as quickly as possible is in all of us, and so we run for our lives a second time, heading south to finally escape the terror of the bombing. The decision to run south brings us more terrible moments in the next few minutes. The second wave of bombers, consisting of sixteen more Boeing B-17 Flying Fortress flying fortresses, drops its deadly cargo right on top of us. What we experienced just minutes ago happens to us a second time. The same instructions and commands reach my ears and fear paralyses my further actions to such an extent that, against all instructions, I simply continue running without paying attention to any dangers. My unbearable panic and fear of death create an urge in me to run away from danger. And so I can no longer be kept. Above me, sixteen American bombers open their hatches to drop their deadly cargo on the Lagerlechfeld airfield. Exactly four thousand metres below the flying fortresses shining silver in the sun, my second race with death begins. The whistling of the bombs striking ever closer and the hard, muffled defensive fire from the anti-aircraft batteries placed around the perimeter flank my courageous run for my life.

Marked by what I have just experienced and the shock, I increase my speed even further in my fear-filled escape. The explosive bombs hitting the immediate vicinity knock me to the ground several times and I am almost crushed by fallen trees. Even these life-threatening dangers are ignored by me, and so I continue running in shock through the bomb craters that were created seconds ago, which are two to five metres deep and usually ten metres wide in diameter. Limbs and many human body parts now line the path of my run against death. The shock inside me suppresses these gruesome moments, and so I run, crawl and clamber on and on. "Keep going, keep going," I say to myself, encouraging myself to escape my fate after all.

Minutes later, I am hit on the shoulder by a falling branch at and knocked to the ground again. I can forget about trying to free myself from the burden immediately, as I am now so exhausted that I can assess my current situation realistically for the first time. The flashes in the air and the spray of dirt slowly subside, and all that can be heard is the desperate firing of the anti-aircraft batteries. During this brief lull, all I can hear is my racing heart and the trembling of my hands, which are tapping uncontrollably on a stone at a high frequency. I can no longer hear anything from the crew of the Fw 200 Condor reconnaissance aircraft. "Where am I?" I ask myself, hoping to return to normality. I don't succeed. Gradually, my body reminds me of the last few minutes, during which I must have sustained one or two injuries. A laceration on my head, abrasions on my hands, several holes in my trousers and even my shoelaces are broken.

I haven't quite finished my assessment when the ground starts shaking again. It's now the turn of the third wave of the first bomber group to do its job. Trapped in a bomb crater and pinned under a large branch, I pray through my tears, which are finally helping to ease my state of shock. The tears that now flow freely cleanse my face, which is badly disfigured by the wound on my head. And the third wave is a powerful one. In addition to high-explosive bombs, fragmentation bombs are also used this time, destroying everything in their vicinity and leaving people with terrible wounds. With my eyes closed and the hope of surviving this third attack as well, I cling to my still young life for a third time. This time, the vibration of the earth and the spraying of earth fountains do not come so close to me, and so after a short time I am able to relax a little. Another attack by the fourth group, which fortunately drops its deadly cargo a little further away, ends this brutal attack on Lagerlechfeld at 2:19 p.m.

And yet this morning had started so well. My mother lit the fire in the stove at 5:30 a.m., so it was already a little warm in the living room when I sat down at the kitchen table a short time later. The bowl of warm milk tasted as good as ever that morning, and the freshly baked noodles gave my stomach a good foundation. My father Peter was sitting at the table next to my mother Maria. He works as a civilian employee at the nearby airfield. The conversations at the breakfast table were rather slow-moving that morning. Due to the bombing of the Messerschmitt factory in Augsburg, their testing department was relocated to Lechfeld. As a result, security regulations at the airfield were tightened once again. This topic was also mentioned in passing that morning. Since I start work at 6:30 a.m. every day at the Schrott carpentry workshop in Schwabmünchen, I had to hurry so as not to be late for work. When I opened the front door, I was suddenly startled. It had snowed heavily overnight. The snow cover was over twenty centimetres deep, and I had great difficulty getting through the early morning streets of Lagerlechfeld on my bicycle. Since my bike has no lights, I had to be extremely careful to avoid collisions with oncoming cyclists. As many people from Schwabmünchen work at Lagerlechfeld airfield, I encountered several unlit road users. Fortunately, the mudguard on my ageing bike rattles so loudly that everyone coming towards me could hear me from a safe distance. After ten minutes, I reached Graben, a village two kilometres west of Lagerlechfeld. Before I have to climb a slight incline at the end of the village, I still have another test to pass at. Every day, a dog waits for me at the Renner family's property, waiting for me at the same time every day and racing me. In normal weather, I can outrun the white Spitz every time, but with all this fresh snow, the cards were reshuffled. Today, the jumpy four-legged friend actually managed to nip my calf. Only by hitting him on the snout with my leather bag was I able to keep the animal off me and continue on my way. After a considerable amount of time and with the sun rising, I could make out the outlines of Schwabmünchen. As there wasn't a cloud in the sky, I was looking forward to Saturday afternoon, when I wanted to take the train to Augsburg with my parents to buy myself a new pair of trousers. At the police station, I turned onto the main road heading south and after two hundred metres reached Apothekergasse on the right-hand side. At the end of the alley is the Schrott carpentry workshop, where I am doing an apprenticeship as a carpenter.

I had just parked my bike behind the building when Schweighart Ludwig, my training assistant, called me into the carpentry workshop. Before the war, the business made furniture of all kinds and was working at full capacity. Since the war began, special furniture parts have had to be manufactured for emergencies. As the war rages on, the carpentry workshop must also take into account the increasingly frequent suffering of the population. The attacks on Augsburg and Munich a few weeks ago quickly brought the horror to the home front. The surprising and unnecessary attacks on the civilian population in the cities claimed countless victims. Since then, there has been an increased demand for coffins and grave crosses. Production is further increased by the ever-growing number of fallen soldiers from Schwabmünchen who are fighting on every front around the world. And so it is part of my job to drive to the estates with a handcart on which an empty coffin is attached and, together with my assistant, Schweighart Ludwig, place the deceased in the coffin, which we then transport to the mortuary.

We are strictly forbidden to reveal the identity of the dead to curious Schwabmünchen residents. I had to make just such a trip with my assistant on that Saturday morning. The deceased was a 60-year-old farmer from Unterer Markt who had been so seriously injured in a spontaneous Spitfire air raid on his field that he died a few days later. This type of sudden attack is increasingly unsettling the people of Schwabmünchen. I now feel the suffering of the families almost dail, so I was very relieved when I arrived back at the carpentry workshop with the handcart an hour later. This job means I am increasingly confronted with the cruelties of war. In the carpentry workshop, besides myself and Schweighart Ludwig, there are two other journeymen who are engaged in similar activities. After my snack, which I spent sitting cross-legged on the workbench, I devoted myself again to my work, which for today, Saturday, included making more grave crosses. As this work has been piling up lately, we always make ten crosses so that we can at least survive the terrible human tragedies economically. Immersed in my work, I noticed on the large clock above the workbench that it was already almost one o'clock and I could slowly finish my work for the day and just had to tidy up the workshop. All the tools had to be hung on the hooks provided, the shavings were tipped into the sawdust chute, and the windows were wiped with a damp cloth. In good spirits, I reported to the master, who checked my weekly cleaning once more and then let me go for the weekend.

In order to maintain his authority, Mr Schrott found a few shavings in the planer chute again today, as he did every Saturday. After rectifying the problem and putting on my jacket and cap, I left my workplace and got on my bike to get home as quickly as possible. As the temperatures had now risen above zero, it was no longer possible for me to take the same route home. The only road that is paved leads via Untermeitingen, so I had to take a two-kilometre detour.




18. March 1944

Amerikanische Air Base Nähe London

On the morning of the same day, just over a thousand kilometres away, seven hundred and thirty-eight four-engine bombers of the 8th American Air Force take off from a field airfield near London. The 1st Division is to bomb the Lagerlechfeld airfield with one hundred and twenty B-17 bombers. The 2nd and 3rd Divisions have similar targets to destroy in southern Germany. For protection, one hundred and twenty Lockheed P-38 Lightnings and two hundred and fifty Mustang fighters accompanied the enormous formation to the mainland. They flew together over France to the Black Forest, where the divisions separated. The four hundred and ninety flying fortresses were accompanied by eighty fighters, whose task was to keep German interceptors away from the formation. Over Strasbourg, the formidable, deadly formation is attacked for the first time by a German fighter unit and becomes embroiled in fierce dogfights. Twelve B-17 bombers are shot down from the bomber formation by the German fighter squadron, and only through the increased efforts of the Mustangs and Lightnings does the formation manage to stay on its deadly course. The 1st Division is led by Major Donald Painter, who received orders to attack the Lagerlechfeld airfield during the early morning mission briefing. Until then, the airfield had not been a target for the American forces, as it was only used to train pilots for enemy missions. However, this changed abruptly when the German Air Force moved the testing of the wonder aircraft, the Me 262, to Lagerlechfeld. American Air Force officers are very afraid of this aircraft, and so the airfield at Lagerlechfeld is already under special surveillance by reconnaissance aircraft and special espionage teams. The Me 262 would be the first jet aircraft capable of stopping American superiority. This fact is the focus of the tactical attack target this morning. Major Donald Painter is considered one of the most experienced bomber pilots in the Air Force, and his level-headed nature gives the commanders hope for a successful mission even in the face of heavy losses. He is followed by Captain Joshua Sudderland, who leads the second group. The third and fourth groups, which also have thirty B-17 bombers each in their ranks, are flown by Captains Lance Mattmuller and Mike Landers in the lead aircraft. In the morning briefing, which was attended by Donald Painter and the three captains, Lagerlechfeld airfield was declared the main target. The military leadership secretly expects heavy losses, as the German defence is still very much present with its fighter planes and fighters. And so the pilots learn that the first encounter with the fighters could take place on the Rhine. Anti-aircraft fire is expected from the Stuttgart and Freiburg metropolitan areas. With this heavy burden, the first crew of the American Air Force sets off two hours later. Between 8:35 and 10:10 a.m., the American bomber command takes off for Germany with a seemingly endless number of bombers. The protective fighters, the Lightnings and the P-51 Mustangs, join the gigantic flying fortresses a little later and turn towards France at around 11 a.m. At this point, all 738 bombers are still flying together in formation. This gigantic formation splits into several groups over France, and so begins the difficult phase of the operation for Major Donald Painter. His four groups are still supported by 45 fighters, which are spread out around the cumbersome flying fortresses to protect them. Each B-17 bomber has six gunners on board, who have what is probably the most exhausting job to do in their cramped cockpits. On this beautiful Saturday morning, there is not a cloud in the sky as Major Donald Painter's group flies into German airspace. The twelve bombers that were shot out of formation over Strasbourg only weaken the 1st American Division to a limited extent, and so the entire convoy continues undeterred towards Lake Constance and turns towards Füssen shortly before the Alps. Shortly after the change of direction, Major Donald Painter's first group comes into contact with the German fighters again. Heavy air combat develops between the Mustangs and the German Messerschmitt Bf 109s. Since these aircraft are almost equal in performance, only flying skill determines life and death here. Hectic radio traffic develops as the battle begins immediately, and the on-board radio brings all the commotion and the almost desperate cries and groans to Major Painter's ears. Donald tries to encourage his wingmen with words of encouragement and constantly demands that they strictly adhere to the course that will take them to the airfield at Lagerlechfeld. The desperate cries of " " and pleas for help that he hears through his headphones are reflected in the clear sky. To the left and right, the Major sees his bomber pilots steering their heavy machines towards the ground in uncontrollable nosedives, crashing into the ground moments later with enormous bursts of flame. Each flying fortress is manned by sixteen men. And with every ground flash, the fate of the crew is sealed. The sight of white parachutes is rare on this day, and so this attack by German fighters is very painful for the American formation. Although the Mustangs engage in thrilling battles with the Bf 109s, more and more German fighters approach the heavy Air Force machines and relentlessly shoot gaps in the flying formation with their onboard weapons. Sergeant Paul Mustang fires his machine gun, which is located in a narrow glass sphere under the fuselage of the silver-coloured bomber, like a madman at everything in the immediate vicinity. His problem is that he has to face the attacking fighters upside down in a hanging corset. The lead aircraft is a particularly sought-after target for the Germans, as it is the command post for the attackers. That is why Major Donald Painter has gathered the best gunners in his lead aircraft to ensure that the deadly cargo can be delivered to its target area. He did not expect such massive resistance ( ) and is increasingly questioning his secret mission. At a time when the terrible and desperate cries of his crew are weighing increasingly heavily on his mind, he sinks briefly into the past.

These terrible screams remind him of an experience he had as a 15-year-old schoolboy when he was the first to arrive at a burning house where there were still small children who could not get themselves to safety. In his mind, he sees himself once again courageously intervening, kicking in the door and resolutely entering the blazing building with a damp cloth held over his mouth, using his last ounce of energy to rescue four small children from certain death in the flames, and then being taken to the nearby hospital. The doctors diagnosed him with severe smoke inhalation.

In a flash, he is back to reality. Acrid smoke quickly fills the cockpit, caused by a hit to the supply shaft of the Messerschmitt Bf 109. Co-pilot Walter Landers tries everything he can to extinguish the smouldering fire. The hand-held fire extinguisher is already completely empty when he smothers the last embers with his pilot's jacket. The foggy, acrid-smelling air slowly dissipates from the cockpit, and so the panic subsides, at least for a short time. Major Donald Painter must act now and deviate from the planned course as quickly as possible in order to limit the losses. Eight thousand metres below them, the Iller river splashes along, a river that rises in the Alps and flows into the Danube a hundred kilometres further on. The major makes use of this visual perception to somehow escape the inferno. His bomber division pilots are very slow to obey his orders, as they have strayed further and further away from him due to the courageous attacks by German fighters. Furthermore, none of the groups are in their original formation anymore. This is the greatest danger for any flying formation when individual bombers flying in a V formation have gaps. And so the order proves to be a difficult undertaking, as the bomber formation, which is now spread far apart, cannot close quickly. The thirty-minute air battle and the course correction to the north gradually force the German interceptors to land, as their fuel reserves are slowly being depleted. Shortly before the Iller flows into the Danube, the American bombers are able to reorganise themselves at an altitude of 8,000 metres and regroup after reporting extensive damage. Of the 120 B-17 bombers that took off, only 106 are still operational at this point in time. They had been shot down or made emergency landings, hit and returned to England, or pushed so far off course that it was impossible to rejoin the bomber formation. The formation was very fortunate that none of the four lead aircraft had been hit, ensuring that at least the correct approach to the airfield in Lagerlechfeld could still be guaranteed.




18.March 1944

Schwabmünchen

With the sun shining and a slight tailwind, I was riding my bicycle out of Schwabmünchen on Bahnhofstraße at the same time. The well-maintained road quickly took me to the intersection of Bahnhof, Malzfabrik and Hochfeldstraße. At Hochfeldstraße, I saw several military trucks turning into the driveway of the Holzhey spinning and weaving mill. I didn't know for sure, but there were rumours among the population about additional production by the Messerschmitt company from Augsburg. Messerschmitt is one of the largest arms manufacturers in southern Germany. The company is known for its fast fighter planes, which are in use all over the world. The people of Schwabmünchen are not exactly happy about the Gau leadership's decision, as more and more armaments factories in the area are being attacked by enemy bomber formations ( ). And so it was really only a matter of time before Schwabmünchen was also targeted by the enemy formations. Lost in thought, I left Schwabmünchen and cycled towards Untermeitingen. You could almost say that I was riding very unevenly, as my bicycle tyres were covered with many rubber strips, which made riding a rather bumpy affair. Nevertheless, I was glad to still have such a means of transport. After three kilometres, I came to a slight left-hand bend, near which a FlaK battery with six guns had been anchored in the ground for several weeks. Today, for the first time, it was manned by several soldiers in full combat gear who were bustling about. Naturally, I was interested, so I got off my bike and wanted to take a closer look. But after a short time, a sergeant shooed me away from the installation with a few harsh words. Given the circumstances and the growling of my stomach, I complied with the request and got back on my bike to continue my journey home. When I reached Untermeitingen five minutes later, I noticed a flurry of activity there too. This was intensified when the siren attached to the school building announced an air raid with loud, shrill tones. Not un ly alarmed, but somewhat pensive, I continued my journey to Lagerlechfeld. After another five minutes, I reached Klosterlechfeld. Now I also became a little uneasy, as I saw a whole convoy of cars coming from the north, moving away from Lagerlechfeld airfield at lightning speed. My problem was that I had to drive in exactly that direction to have lunch with my parents shortly. The traffic at the intersection in Klosterlechfeld was being directed by Mr Gulden, whom I knew well and who was also the fire brigade commander. He strongly advised me not to continue to Lagerlechfeld, as the entire airfield had already been evacuated. He had almost convinced me when I spotted an Fw 200 Condor approaching for landing above the forest north of the airfield. "Mr Gulden, you're not trying to tell me that German aircraft are still approaching for landing despite the bombing raid on Lagerlechfeld airfield?" He hadn't expected this quick-witted reply, so he reluctantly let me go and shouted after me that I should make my way home as quickly as possible. From then on, I pedalled a little harder, and no sooner had I left Mr Gulden behind than I heard the first aircraft above me with their monotonous roar. What I didn't know at the time was that this was the 8th Bomber Division, whose target was not Lagerlechfeld but the Dornier factory in Oberpfaffenhofen. My journey home proved more difficult than expected. As the airfield was being evacuated, I kept encountering military trucks, which meant I had to leave the road for a short time whenever one passed me. When I reached Tutscheckstraße, I saw the first fountains of dirt west of the railway line, spraying metres high into the air after the impact of the explosive bombs. That was the final sign for me to leave the road and run eastwards into a wooded area that served as a windbreak. The fountains were getting closer and closer, and I ran as fast as I could. The smell of fresh earth reached my nose, and I was so relieved when I reached the first trees of the forest. From the direction of the airfield, I saw the crew of the reconnaissance plane that had just landed running towards me at the same time and also reaching the forest in time. "Lie down, keep your mouth open and cover your ears!"




18. March 1944

Dinkelscherben

At the same time, the 1st Bomber Division under the command of Major Donald Painter, closely followed by the 8th Bomber Division, with its remaining 106 B- 17 bombers, is targeting its target, the Lagerlechfeld airfield. When the four lead aircraft compare their clocks at 8,000 metres above Dinkelscherben, all the pilots' clocks show 2 p.m. According to the calculations of First Officer Handerson, the first bomb should reach Lagerlechfeld airfield at exactly 2:05 p.m. With this decision made, the major launches the major attack on Lagerlechfeld airfield. With their engines roaring loudly, they quickly reach their designated attack altitudes, and from now on, there is no stopping their deadly cargo. Major Donald Painter descends with his remaining pilots, who belong to the first group, to five thousand six hundred metres, and then, at exactly 14:01, uses a smoke signal to initiate all further mechanisms that will lead to the success of the attack. At exactly 14:02, the flying fortresses of the 1st American Bomber Division enter the anti-aircraft artillery range of the Lagerlechfeld airfield. The defensive positions spread out in a wide arc around the airfield begin firing all the defensive shells at their disposal. At the same time, the lead aircraft drops a huge amount of tinsel-like strips designed to mislead all German altimeters. This deception failed to have the desired effect, at least on the lead aircraft. A anti-aircraft shell explodes in the immediate vicinity, smashing through the windscreen and seriously injuring Donald Painter's left shoulder. Radio operator Mike Fuller frantically and anxiously provides makeshift treatment for the wound. The cold, gusty wind now blowing directly into the pilots' faces through the shattered windscreen does not exactly make the rest of the mission any easier. Regardless of this action, Daniel Smith, the first bombardier, opens the holders of the 500-kilogram explosive bombs with pinpoint accuracy to release them for their painful purpose. This happens directly above Kleinaitingen, a village located two kilometres as the crow flies from the northern part of Lagerlechfeld airfield, which was chosen as the starting point due to the wind conditions. All the other bombers in the first group do their job in the same way, and so the carpet of bombs covers a width of a thousand metres over the northern part of the airfield. The mixture of high-explosive and fragmentation bombs has devastating consequences for everyone remaining at the airfield. Exactly one minute later, at an altitude of six thousand metres, the bombers in the second wave begin to open their bomb bays and drop their deadly cargo one kilometre south of the airfield, which has already been severely damaged by the first wave of bombs, the third and fourth groups did their job just as professionally, placing their weapons of destruction precisely on their designated targets, always one thousand metres to the south.

At 2:19 p.m. on 18 March 1944, I am still lying dazed in a bomb crater that smells of fresh earth, still trembling from the impact of the terrible events of the last
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