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  Author’s Note









  Throughout 1944, as a 23-year-old Squadron Leader of the Royal Air Force, I flew and served with the 100th Fighter Wing of the 9th United States
  Army Air Force.


  As the 9th Air Force was new and in the process of forming, I and several other experienced RAF pilots, whose assistance had been requested by the Americans, were posted to them for an
  indefinite period. Arising from this attachment, in this book I describe flying and other experiences with the 100th Fighter Wing, together with accounts of further incidents occurring shortly
  thereafter.


  Although I had occasionally spoken and written of my flying adventures over the years, when I was invited by the Orion Publishing Group to record some of them in a book entitled The Silver
  Spitfire, I was reluctant to do so for a number of what I considered to be valid reasons.


  First, as a 91-year-old author, I was not altogether in favour of any arrangement which would result in my being sentenced to two years’ hard-labour writing a book! Second, it would
  involve me in an arduous memory exercise, trying to recall a host of unrecorded facts relating to events and incidents that occurred 70 years before. And finally, almost all of the people about
  whom I would be writing would now be dead and therefore unable either to confirm or to challenge my assertions.


  There were, moreover, other factors to consider.


  In 1982, I had written a rather light-hearted account about my finding, and later flying for at least a year, a Spitfire belonging to some unknown squadron, which had apparently been left on a
  French airfield in August 1944. This unusual story, which was published in the aviation press, had then ‘gone round the world’.


  The result, in the main, was total disbelief! No one, it was argued, in any disciplined organisation, would be allowed to take possession of a military aircraft, employ it as
  a private armed taxi for many months and use thousands of gallons of government fuel, without being discovered and then brought to account.


  But, I am happy to add, this particular culprit was not brought to account and, surprisingly, did in due course agree, even at 92 years of age, to write a book entitled The Silver
  Spitfire.


  However, there are other facts a reader should understand.


  When the Air Ministry sent me to join the Americans, it appeared, to me anyway, that they completely washed their hands of me, believing no doubt that having carried out the transfer, I would be
  subject to the orders and control of 9th USAAF, or more precisely those of the 100th Fighter Wing. This feeling was confirmed in my mind when, for 12 months, I did not receive a single visit or
  written instruction from any RAF department or representative.


  The Americans, from the first, and somewhat to my surprise, accorded me more respect than I merited or deserved, the Headquarters element of the 100th Fighter Wing, a new and unblooded
  organisation of which I became a member, treating me, despite my youth, with an undue measure of awe and deference, with the result that throughout the year I was with them I was allowed to do more
  or less as I pleased – flying, travelling, performing and speaking without constraint. In short, it was a novel experience and despite the fact that I always tried to behave responsibly and
  conform to American methods and rules, for most of the time I was a free agent and thoroughly enjoyed the experience.


  There are, in addition, other matters I feel ought to be mentioned.


  In these days of instant communication, when every ten-year-old is now equipped with a mobile telephone containing an inbuilt camera, it may be difficult to understand that for much of the
  Second World War those of us in the RAF, if not forbidden, were certainly not expected to take photographs of what was happening around us. Only the official photographers were permitted to do
  that, and then only occasionally. Similarly, for security reasons, many important details of what was said or took place were never properly recorded.


  I am therefore especially indebted to Messrs Alan Wright and Edward Sergison of Kent, together with the Editor of Aeroplane Monthly, all of whom collected most of the photographs used in
  this book. Also to ‘Bob’ Ogley of Westerham, Kent, and my old and late lamented friend, Charles Bowyer, a Norfolk neighbour, the former for details of the ‘V’ weapons attack
  on Britain and the latter for the many facts and observations contained in his book, The Air War Over Europe.


  And lastly, and in particular, I am indebted to the young Polish historian Wojtek Matusiak, who spent countless hours endeavouring to discover the final fate of ‘The Silver
  Spitfire’.


  So, I hope and trust that the events, incidents and situations you will now read about will be viewed and enjoyed, but only when set against the background I have described.

















Chapter 1


  Genesis














Late November 1943. Bitterly cold throughout the United Kingdom, the visibility was unseasonably clear beneath a thin but solid layer of pearl-grey
  cirrus at 25,000 feet. A fairly normal day but one I would have cause to remember.


  As the CFI (Chief Flying Instructor) of No. 53 Spitfire OTU (Operational Training Unit) flying out of RAF Kirton-in-Lindsay in Lincolnshire, I was leading a formation of 12 Mark 2 Spitfires at
  20,000 feet. All, apart from one flight commander and me, were young student pilots learning their trade, engaged on what would be one of the final flights of their 14-week course.


  Before take-off, I had briefed them all with stern words and a warning finger. Absolute radio silence throughout the whole trip – understood? Not a single word or order to be passed.


  First, three finger-four battle formations would make a fast ascent at maximum climbing power. Then, for an hour, rate-four turns at combat speed, wheeling and turning, rising and falling,
  crossing over, above and underneath. Kids’ stuff low down, of course, but much harder and dangerous four miles high, with Merlin engines panting hard in the thinner air and everyone becoming
  tired and losing concentration.


  So concentration was key. Concentration, a focused mind, and always the will and enthusiasm to engage and fight the enemy. And all the time, naturally, with eagle eyes looking for
  ‘Huns in the sun!’

  
  After that, however, there would be a period of relaxation: a lull during which we would amuse ourselves by throwing our aircraft around, just for the joy of flying
  – a game of follow the leader, in fact. A few rolls and loops and whatever else I, in front, might decide. I would signal long-line-astern by rocking my wings and the formation would spread out, with not less than 200 yards between aircraft, each pilot then imitating my actions. Finally, feeling like pieces of chewed string, no doubt, we would all
  form up again and return to base, having completed about 95 minutes of pretty serious aviation. Everything crystal clear? Nods and smiles all round.


  An hour later, the serious stuff being concluded, it was only when I sensed everyone properly in line behind me that I felt ready to proceed. A glance at my altimeter and the small rear-view
  mirror above my head: 8,000 feet, about, and 12 exhaust banks trailing thin white streamers of vapour into the frigid air. Everyone nicely in place and ready to go. Splendid!


  First a slow roll. I dropped the nose of my Spit a trifle, pulled up and turned the aircraft over, barrelling the manoeuvre slightly to prevent my engine being flooded with fuel as the result of
  negative G, before slowly resuming my normal upright position. A glance in my mirror to see in the far distance several pointed wings rising and falling as those behind imitated my actions. I
  remember nodding to myself. All right so far!


  Now a high loop, followed possibly by a nice smooth ‘roll off the top’. I glanced around to check that there were no other aircraft anywhere in the area. After which, I adjusted the
  throttle and engine speed: at this height about 4lb boost and 2,650 revs, which would give those behind plenty of power to play with.


  Down then, with the nose and about 275 on the ASI (airspeed indicator). The controls of my aircraft tighten and I lift my Spitfire up until I am in a vertical climb, with the nose pointing
  straight towards the white-grey cloud above, gradually losing speed. Another glance left and right to check that the wings are exactly at right angles to the horizon. After that, slowly over the
  top, my head bent back as I look for the rising line of the earth and sky. Then, after a brief silence, down! The airspeed mounting . . . 150 . . . 200 . . . 300! In a vertical dive now, the hiss
  of the slipstream rising to a shrill scream. Everything going well, until . . . Oh, Jesus!


  My scream was more a prayer than a blasphemy as I observed another aircraft within feet, no, inches, of me! Another Spitfire in plan view, its green and brown camouflage and
  coloured roundels massively close and completely unaware it was underneath me, flying straight and level, preparing to start its own loop.


  A metallic bump and a violent shudder as I snatched at the controls and tried to avoid it. My God, had I hit it? My own aircraft was lurching sideways in a massive skid, my heart racing.


  For seconds that felt like hours, I flew almost aimlessly into the distance, testing my controls to see if they worked, meanwhile looking hopefully about for the aircraft I might have hit. In
  the middle distance, two, three, four Spitfires were climbing away and soaring into the heavens – was my victim one of them? I hoped to God it was. Perhaps I had succeeded in avoiding it, the
  bump and violent lurch resulting from my hitting its slipstream. Oh, Lord! What a terrible thing to happen and it was my fault. My fault! I had miscalculated and made a horrible mistake. I
  just hadn’t seen it.


  The next planned manoeuvre entirely forgotten, for several minutes I strove to recover my composure, my heart rate reducing as a small group of aircraft, their loops completed, began to form up
  on my left and right. Eventually, and with vast relief, I counted twelve, including myself. All safe and sound. Thank God for that! I breathed a prayer and looked over the side. Far below were the
  green and brown fields of the Lincolnshire countryside, plus the grey huddle of a distant town – Lincoln itself, probably, with its ancient, beautiful cathedral. Suddenly, everything began to
  seem normal again. Phew! But what an upsetting thing to happen.


  Fifteen minutes later, we were all down to 1,500 feet and circling Kirton-in-Lindsay – three sections of four in echelon-starboard formation. With wheels lowered and flaps down, each
  section slid separately across the boundary fence to touch down like swans alighting on a lake. As Kirton is a grass airfield, I found my aircraft bouncing and lurching slightly as I slowed up and,
  for the hundredth – or was it the thousandth – time experienced the sweet, pungent tang of exhaust smoke as I opened the throttle to turn and taxi to my own hardstanding outside my
  office. Finally I was able to brake, and my engine fitter placed chocks beneath my wheels and helped me with my straps.


  Noticing my silence, he asked, ‘Everything all right, sir? You look a bit wan.’


  Smiling, I shook my head but sat there, suddenly feeling very weary, recognising that it was my fifth major collision incident. These incidents include one that had resulted in four of my
  colleagues being killed and injured, and the nasty occasion when I came back to earth at the end of a parachute.


  Later still, I was struggling out of my Mae West and flying suit when my flying wing adjutant knocked at my office door and entered, smiling.


  Flying Officer ‘Jimmy’ Smithers, a nice non-flying man, was 39, rather plump, wore glasses, and ran the orderly room very efficiently. A competent and perceptive officer, he noticed
  immediately my glum expression.


  ‘If I may say so, sir, you look a bit green about the gills. Any particular problems?’


  As I provided brief details of my near-fatal flight, he listened gravely and then said without a smile, ‘This, then, is clearly not to be your day, sir, as the station commander has just
  asked to see you.’


  ‘What about? Did he say?’ I was thinking: Surely he can’t have heard about my incident so soon.


  ‘No, sir. Just that he wanted to talk to you.’


  I thought: Oh Lord! After dicing with death, a telling-off was all I needed.


  Glancing at my watch, I saw that it was about 3.30 p.m. and relaxed a little – getting on for teatime, anyway.


  A little later, suitably spruced up and with my forage cap properly in place, I walked the 400 yards to station headquarters and the Group Captain’s office. Little did I
  know that I was within 15 minutes of being given instructions that would affect my service career for the following 12 months and, indirectly, my life for many years to come.


  As I entered the station commander’s room and saluted, I said a little stiffly, ‘I understand you sent for me, sir.’


  Ever the gentleman, Group Captain John Hawtrey rose to his feet and waved me to a chair.


  ‘Rest your nether quarters, dear boy’ was his rather unusual response. ‘I did not send for you, dear heart, but merely suggested that you might wish to join me to have a
  chat.’ Then, casting a benevolent smile in my direction, ‘I trust you weren’t offended.’


  I silently signified that I wasn’t. The Group Captain had only assumed command at Kirton a month or so before and I hardly knew him. I was certainly unfamiliar with his manner of speech
  and frequent ‘drollisms’; I only later learnt that he never invited a visitor just to ‘sit down’, but always instructed his companion to ‘park his bustle’,
  ‘rest his bum’ or perhaps ‘ease his secret parts’ – to quote but a few exhortations – while all instructions were accompanied by such friendly appellations as
  ‘dear heart’, ‘old fruit’ or the more usual ‘dear boy’ or ‘old chap’.


  At the time, John, an Old Etonian, was about 40 years of age and a single man; and, I was informed, being distantly related to the Edwardian actor Sir Charles Hawtrey, he was something of a
  thespian. Apparently, he had also been personal staff officer to a certain government Air Minister, a multi-millionaire of Middle Eastern extraction, who, with no visible lady in his life, was also
  the owner of a vast mansion in Kent (more recently employed as No. 1 Squadron’s officers’ mess) where, it was alleged, ‘naughty’ parties frequently took place.


  All of which, when John Hawtrey turned up, caused a few eyebrows to be raised among several of the more worldly members serving at Kirton-in-Lindsay. However, I have to add that the Group
  Captain was also known to fly a Spitfire now and then – though only, it was said, to keep up appearances.


  After a few further pleasantries had been exchanged, I sat, a little on edge, wondering why I had been summoned until, finally, my senior went into ‘priest at prayer’ mode and, with
  hands spread on his desk and eyes closed, asked, ‘Now, dear lad, what does the third week in November signify?’


  I returned a blank look. ‘Nothing that I can recall. Did something special occur?’


  The Group Captain shook his head. ‘Wrong answer, dear boy. Cudgel your brains, there’s a good chap.’


  I considered solemnly but, my mind going blank, merely added, ‘I flew that day, I’m pretty sure. I may have even had a headache – I can’t remember.’


  My senior grimaced. ‘You really are a tiresome young man; I shall award you no marks out of ten for history.’ Then, after a moment’s pause, ‘Thursday, 25 November 1943,
  dear heart: Thanksgiving Day. Surely you’ve heard of it?’


  I continued to look woodenly in his direction. Thanksgiving Day . . . I had indeed heard of it but couldn’t recall in what context.


  Feigning exasperation, the Group Captain continued. ‘Always the fourth Thursday in November! When our American cousins gorge themselves to bursting point on turkey drumsticks and cranberry
  sauce, in celebration of the end of the “starving time” of their forefathers. Desperately short of food, because they were really a pretty hopeless lot, the so-called Pilgrim Fathers
  who had landed in the Mayflower a year or so before had little idea of how to grow things, and nearly all croaked. Then, when they were on their last legs, two Red Indian chaps named Samoset
  and Squanto walked out of the forest and advised them, in very tolerable English, how to plant corn and things, showing them how to dig holes in the ground and manure the seed with fish heads, and,
  of course, saving the colony.’


  I found myself frowning in disbelief. ‘Oh, surely that’s all nonsense, sir. If they were aboriginals and just out of the forest, how on earth were they able to speak
  English?’


  But my senior was in full flood. ‘Because these Pilgrim Father chaps, dear boy, were by no means the first in that neck of the woods. You see, fishermen from the Baltic area, Britain and
  other places had been fishing off what is now Newfoundland for yonks and, in order to preserve their catches, find water, feed themselves and repair their wooden ships, they had been landing in
  North America for ages. At which times, of course, they had obviously taken some Indian chaps back to Europe – and presumably taught them English. As clear as a pikestaff in my
  mind.’


  I recall smiling at the time and shaking my head. ‘All fascinating stuff, sir. But I really don’t see what all this has to do with me. There are no Red Indians on
  the present course, and we are all reasonably well fed at the moment.’


  ‘Ah, but it does involve you, dear lad. It does! And in the biggest possible way.’


  He picked up a paper from his desk. ‘I’ve just received a signal, which I will read out to you.’ He paused to clear his throat. ‘Here we are: “79168 S/L T F Neil to
  attend interview soonest P2 Dept. Air Ministry London pending posting to 9th USAAF w.e.f. January 1944.”’


  There was a brief, horrible silence as my mouth, I imagine, fell open. After which I heard my own voice uttering a strange noise. ‘Americans! Me? I don’t know anything about
  Americans.’


  Looking up, I saw the Group Captain smiling in my direction. ‘That’s what it says here, dear boy. And who knows, it may do your history a power of good.’


  Later, I recall glancing down at my two-guinea RAF watch: 5 p.m. on the day I nearly killed myself in a mid-air collision, and here I was being posted to the bloody Americans!


  I went by train to London on 13 December – which was a Monday – and took a room in the Regent Palace Hotel. Not the most splendid of venues, it had, however, the
  twin advantages of being comparatively inexpensive and within spitting distance of Piccadilly Circus. It also served a whopping great breakfast, of which I was reminded when I visited the dining
  room the following morning and was confronted by a sea of uniforms and the usual wedge of small, fat, foreign-looking chaps with crinkly hair who somehow never seemed to get into the war.


  Partly for the exercise but also to calm my nerves, I walked to Adastral House in Kingsway. The weather being cold, foggy and horribly damp, and there being stark evidence of three years of
  bombing throughout the West End of London, it was not a thirty-five-minute hike I can say I enjoyed.


  In the Air Ministry, I filled in the customary pink form and was conducted by an elderly ex-serviceman along a seemingly endless corridor to the P2 Department.


  My interviewing officer, a rather harassed-looking wing commander of about 40, greeted me civilly and, after examining my credentials, nodded with obvious approval before seating himself
  comfortably with a mug of tea. He signified that I might have one if I wished, but he did not offer to order one for me, so I was obliged to sit there with a rapidly drying mouth, waiting for
  something to happen.


  My senior then started off by asking me if I knew anything about the 9th USAAF. When I silently shook my head, he set off on an explanation that not only lasted a good five minutes but also had
  the effect of utterly confusing me.


  The 9th United States Army Air Force was in the process of establishing itself in Britain but, unlike the 8th USAAF, which was already well grounded in East Anglia, it would be a tactical air
  force, not a strategic one. In short, its role would be to provide close support for any invading US army by destroying the enemy on the ground and in the air, disrupting communications and
  generally causing mayhem, all this with a large force of fighters and short-range medium bombers.


  Only too aware that most of its new air force would consist of non-regular, unblooded personnel, the American hierarchy had asked for small groups of specialist RAF officers to assist in several
  areas, namely, the operational flying side, in the intelligence sphere and with the provision and supply of equipment, or materiel, as they termed it. In response to this request, the Air Ministry
  had selected several small teams of three and, it appeared, I was to be the flying operations member of the first.


  Somewhat dazed by all this information, when I asked what precisely I might be expected to do, the Wing Commander waved an airy hand and gave a Continental-type shrug, suggesting he didn’t
  really know. The job was what I was able to make of it: I was just to look pretty and help out in every way possible, basically. As there was no job specification . . . well, it would all be up to
  me.


  I must have looked pretty unconvinced because after we had exchanged a few silent glances, he went on to say that he had decided to send me to a little village called Boxted,
  which he thought was in Essex – or it might just be in Suffolk. A new temporary airfield had just been created there and the Yanks were apparently moving in some aircraft and personnel. If I
  called on them and saw precisely what they were up to, I could report back, at which time he could decide on my next move. He suggested that the following morning I go by train to Colchester, where
  he would arrange transport for me and I could properly ‘case the joint’, to use an American expression.


  I have to say that whilst I was trudging back in the rain towards my meagre room in the Regent Palace Hotel and my crinkly-haired companions, my morale was not exactly high.


  Early the following morning I set off in somewhat better spirits and started a day that I can only describe as memorable.


  From Liverpool Street station, my puffer train wended its way slowly northwards through the wilderness that was East London, a vast area shattered by three years of constant bombing, before
  making several creaking stops, at and between several stations. It took more than two hours to make the 50-mile journey and I arrived to find Colchester bitterly cold and shrouded in a thick
  mist.


  When the travelling crowd had cleared sufficiently, I wandered around, searching for the ordered transport, but there was nothing to be seen. The platforms finally became empty; the waiting room
  was cheerless and without a fire, and there was no one to consult other than one miserable-looking ticket collector guarding a single telephone in a dingy office.


  Approaching him, I immediately sensed resistance. The man – obviously a card-carrying, left-wing class warrior – exuded an aura of belligerent defiance. When I asked to use his
  telephone, all I received was a hostile nod and I was told, ‘There’s a public one outside.’ When I asked politely, ‘Where outside?’ I received another nod: in the
  general direction of London.


  That did it! I was cold, wet and unhappy. The man and I exchanged stares. Then, with a straight face and patting an empty raincoat pocket, I told him quietly, ‘You can see I am heavily
  armed. I shall probably have to shoot you if you do not allow me to use your phone. D’you understand?’


  I saw the man’s eyes widen. Then there was uncertainty – did this fascist pig of an officer really mean what he said? Finally, with another nod in the direction of the telephone, the
  miserable creature turned away.


  I would like to say that everything went well after that. But it didn’t.


  Using the telephone number I had been given in the Air Ministry, I was connected fairly promptly to my intended destination. The response was unusual.


  An American voice said jocularly, ‘Ar-right! So speak to me!’


  Surprised and a little put off my stroke, I asked, ‘Is that the airfield at Boxted?’


  The voice: ‘I can’t say.’


  ‘Why can’t you say?’


  ‘Because I’m not allowed to.’


  ‘But why not, for heaven’s sake?’


  ‘Because it’s restricted information, that’s why.’


  ‘Restricted information! But Boxted is just a tiny village in Essex! What makes it so important?’


  The voice again: ‘Listen, bud. It’s restricted information and, as far as I’m concerned, that’s good enough for me. OK? I just go by the book.’


  I took a deep breath and tried another tack. ‘Look, I’m a senior officer in the Royal Air Force and I’ve been invited by your commanding officer to help you out today. I was
  expecting to be met by a car at Colchester station, but I’ve been waiting here an hour and it’s very cold. So please get someone to do something. And quickly!’


  The voice said somewhat suspiciously, ‘What’s your name, bud?’


  ‘Bud’! Closing my eyes, I winced, but controlled myself and gave him my name and rank. After which there was a subdued background conversation, presumably with a senior, followed by
  a ripple of laughter.


  Then the voice again, this time more cheerfully: ‘OK, buddy boy! We’ll try to get something down to you. Where d’you say you were?’


  After about half an hour, I telephoned again and said that if they didn’t send some transport soon, they should redirect their driver to the nearest hospital, where they would probably
  find me in A&E. This seemed to goad them into a frenzy of activity, as only 25 minutes later, an open-topped jeep swung into the station approach, driven by a bulky work-stained NCO chewing on
  an unlit cigar. Clad in denims with more stripes on his arm than the national flag, he wore a baseball cap with the peak turned up, which sat jauntily on the back of his head.


  Seeing me pale and rigid on my seat, he came in my direction and called out in pure Brooklynese, ‘Hey! You de guy look’n fer me?’


  Conversation during our 25 minute drive was monosyllabic. When I asked if it had been raining recently, my driver merely grunted past his cigar, ‘All the time.’ When I enquired if
  the present heavy mist had been a problem, his reply was a brief ‘Yup’.


  My first impression of the airfield at Boxted was of a sea of glutinous mud, a glimpse of a thin ribbon of concrete perimeter track and at least one aircraft, which, through the thick winter
  mist, looked like a North American P.51 (Mustang).


  Mud was clearly the by-product of everything American. During the brief period I was there, I watched it being manufactured by a multitude of enormous eight-wheeled trucks, and then ploughed
  through unendingly by jeeps and every type of wheeled vehicle known to man. No American, it seemed, ever walked. Mud-making clearly their speciality, they had succeeded in reducing this quiet and
  delightful corner of John Constable’s England into something resembling the Passchendaele battlefield of the First World War.


  Outside a large marquee, which was sagging under pools of accumulated rain, I was decanted into ankle-deep mud and invited into a dark interior littered with trestles, tabletops, chairs,
  blackboards, and impedimenta of every type, size and description.


  I was greeted unsmilingly by an American major with a few captains in attendance and several hangers-on. Was I the operations guy he’d been hearing about? If so, boy, was he glad to see me
  – or anyone, in fact, who could make sense of what he described as all this ‘crap!’, waving a despairing arm.


  Stiff with unease, I weighed up the situation at a glance and explained that in the RAF ‘operational people’ meant aircrew who flew aircraft in battle, not chaps who ran operations
  rooms. Such people were termed Control and Reporting Personnel, and I was not one of those. No, this definitely was not my line of business and I would have to speak immediately to my superiors.
  So, if he would kindly recall my driver . . .


  I left hurriedly, caked with mud, the major and his henchmen looking woefully at my retreating form like a line of dogs waiting to be put down.


  Back in London I reported to my ‘P’ Staff wing commander that Boxted was a disaster area and that I would only agree to go there under the threat of death.
  Furthermore, they were looking for chaps with C and R experience, which I most definitely did not have. Clearly, we would have to think again.


  I heard my senior mutter, ‘Oh, dear’ under his breath. Then, after a moment’s pause, ‘I think it would be best if you returned to Kirton-in-Lindsay and waited there until
  I sort something out. Do that and I’ll keep you informed.’


  Which is how I came to spend the rest of December 1943, including Christmas Day, back in Lincolnshire, in a comfortable officers’ mess, among many old friends and in front of roaring coal
  fires.


  In fact, it was not until 9 January 1944 that I received word from my wing commander that I had been officially posted to the 100th Fighter Wing, 19th Tactical Air Command, 9th USAAF, with
  effect from 10 February 1944.


  Somewhat relieved, I replied that I would be honoured to serve in such a distinguished organisation, provided there was no mud and I was not expected to organise their operations room.


  So I took a spell of leave until 22 January 1944 when, as my flying logbook reveals, a Flight Lieutenant Lucarrotti, the OTU’s navigation officer, flew me down to RAF Northolt in the
  Dominie.





  











Chapter 2


  My First Americans


  











The 100th Fighter Wing headquarters occupied a large cluster of corrugated-iron-topped Nissen huts a stone’s throw from RAF Ibsley, near
  Ringwood, in Hampshire. I have no recollection of how I got there, other than that I arrived safely and remember there being the usual stream of jeeps and trucks going in and out like a line of
  ants. But, thank heaven, no mud! I even observed one or two Americans actually on foot.


  I was greeted cordially by a tall, pleasant-looking young man who introduced himself as Major de Fehr. A little later, we did a quick tour of the base in his jeep.


  On the airfield of RAF Ibsley, Mark 6 Spitfires of No. 616 Squadron were parked in the distance. As we drove by, my companion explained that he often used the RAF officers’ mess at Ibsley,
  as ‘a cute little WAAF officer’ with whom he was hoping to make his mark lived there. Also, the several aircraft at present used by the 100th Fighter Wing headquarters were kept on the
  airfield on what he termed ‘the line’, a term then new to me.


  As we wandered around the local area, de Fehr became quite chummy. We exchanged Christian names and he explained that the Willys jeep in which we were travelling had originally been called a
  ‘peep’, but the macho military had thought the name too ‘cissy’ and had ordered it to be changed to ‘jeep’, after a Popeye cartoon character. He also said that
  the Wing headquarters had only a single Spitfire and a few light aircraft to fly, but others were expected by the day.


  Unhappily it was rumoured that they might be getting a Bell P.39 (to me an Airacobra), in which case he, de Fehr, would immediately put in for a transfer, as the P.39 was the ‘darnedest
  aircraft he had ever flown’. Not only could you never keep the thing serviceable but also in certain conditions of flight it would tumble. No kidding! It would actually go
  ‘ass over tit’, he would swear to God! He knew because it had happened to him. I found that story a little difficult to swallow, but made no mention of my doubts at the time.


  I deduced that, when complete, the 100th Fighter Wing would be broadly equivalent to an RAF Tactical Group (No. 83 Group, for example) and would eventually comprise four or five American fighter
  groups. Each fighter group would normally consist of three squadrons, and each squadron usually flew 16 aircraft in battle (not 12, as the RAF did). However, only part of the Wing headquarters was
  in existence at present and the squadrons were only now beginning to arrive in dribs and drabs. Also, it looked as though their aircraft would be P.51s (Mustangs) and P.47s (Thunderbolts), with
  some Lockheed P.38s (Lightnings) being used in the tactical reconnaissance role.


  The numbers involved quite took my breath away. Clearly there was going to be much more to my job than I had expected, as with a force of several hundred fighter aircraft in the Wing, a lot of
  explaining and talking lay ahead of me. Flying, too, I hoped.


  I made my first flight that day from Ibsley in a tiny Taylor Cub, my new companion, de Fehr, acting as pilot. After we had landed, he confided in me that he would soon be going on attachment to
  Italy, to ‘get me some combat experience’.


  He left almost at once and I never saw him again, as he was killed within days. A West Point officer and my first American friend, he was an able and delightful person and, at 23, the same age
  as me.


  Although I did not know it at the time, we were to remain in the Ibsley area for almost three months. I now look back on that period with enormous pleasure, as much happened to me that was
  different. Very, very different – my goodness!


  My first day in the shadow of the Stars and Stripes left me wide-eyed, amused, a bit breathless and not a little overfed.


  The morning after my first and indeed only flight with the unfortunate de Fehr, I awoke early after a restless night and went in search of breakfast. Despite double British
  Summer Time – as decreed by government – it was still barely light when I came across a wooden structure on which was rather crudely scrawled ‘Mess Hall’.


  Inside, the entrance broadened out into a largish room flanked by a long bar-like structure, behind which several denim-clad figures moved around, attending to their private chores.


  A youngish GI hailed me. ‘Hi there! Are you the new English guy they’re talking about?’


  I smiled, indicating that I probably was.


  The man waved an arm. ‘If it’s coffee you’re after, it’s over there. Never short of coffee ’round here. Enough coffee to float a ship! With doughnuts, pastries and
  cheese, if you want ’em.’


  Then, after a pause and whilst polishing the bar, ‘So what do we call you?’


  I offered my name but not my rank.


  ‘OK, Tom,’ said my interrogator cheerfully. ‘And how d’you style yourself? Sergeant, “Lootenant” or what?’


  I replied, ‘Well, I’m a sort of “Lootenant”, except that I’m called Squadron Leader.’


  ‘Squadron Leader? What’s that, Tom?’


  ‘Well, in the RAF, I fly fighter aircraft and lead a squadron. I’m a sort of major.’


  The polishing stopped abruptly. ‘Major! No kiddin’! You a major?’ Then, ‘Boy! You don’t look old enough to be even a “Lootenant”. Well, whaddya know
  ’bout that!’ The man shook his head in wonderment before apparently becoming lost for words.


  I attempted to bridge the gap. ‘So, what do I do about breakfast?’


  The man almost shook himself out of his shocked reverie. ‘OK, sir. Breakfast comin’ up. Whaddya want? Juice, hotcakes, bacon, eggs, toast, anything. We got the lot.’


  ‘Do I sit down anywhere, or what?’


  ‘Yessir, you certainly do. Being a major I guess you rate the top table. That’s it over there. Next to the stove. The Old Man – the Colonel, that is – likes to make his
  own toast, so we give him an old beat-up toasting fork. You sit down there and I’ll bring it across, OK?’


  As my now respectful companion went about his business, other people of indeterminate rank filtered in. Most grinned in my direction and said ‘Hi!’ or ‘What’s the
  word?’ as they passed on to seats further down the room. All continued to wear their hats – round hats, slouch hats, crushed hats and the peaked variety I imagine were used for baseball
  – leading me to conclude, even at that stage of my association with the 100th Flying Wing, that hats were the most important item of clothing in the American wardrobe and likely to be worn
  even in bed.


  When my breakfast was finally put before me, I probably looked a little dismayed. First, there appeared a small mountain of butter that was possibly equivalent to my parents’ fat ration
  for two years, a pile of pancakes about five inches high, surmounted by four strips of bacon and several eggs, hovering above which was my talkative GI companion, waving a tall jug of maple
  syrup.


  I heard myself protesting faintly, ‘Steady on! You’re not going to pour that over my eggs and bacon, are you?’


  But he was, and he did! I sat there, motionless, for some moments, only to be ‘saved by the bell’ when a group of more senior officers arrived at my table, obliging me to stand up,
  introduce myself and talk.


  It was at that moment, too, that I became aware of a more decisive, metallic voice, causing me to turn and face an older arrival, who was plainly the ‘head man’.


  My first thought was: My god, a Mexican gunslinger! For I was confronted by a wiry person of middle height, with a balding head, gimlety dark eyes and a villainous-looking pencil-thin moustache,
  who was grinning in my direction.


  The figure rasped, ‘You must be our new RAF expert! They didn’t say you had ginger hair.’


  I felt myself smiling in response. ‘Good morning, sir. But my hair’s not ginger, it’s Titian.’


  ‘Titian? What the hell’s that?’ The smile was still there.


  ‘Well, I would describe it as a sort of orange marmalade colour. Robertson’s Golden Shred, not the Silver Shred variety.’


  The man’s eyes widened but he kept on grinning and, looking towards others in the group around us, tapped his head. ‘Jesus! Looks like we’re getting a Limey nut in the
  Wing!’ After which he turned away and shouted, ‘Hey, Kollenfrath, where are you? Where the hell’s my toasting fork?’


  That was the first occasion I met Colonel (later Brigadier General) Homer L. Sanders, the commanding officer of the 100th Fighter Wing. And I’m bound to say, on looking back, I was not
  immediately impressed.


  Following the sad demise of Major de Fehr, the section known as A3 was taken over by a new operations officer, Major Jim Haun.


  Haun, a slow and deliberate ex-National Guardsman, was a dyed-in-the-wool southern boy. As he in no way presented a fighter-type appearance, I was surprised to learn later that he had spent a
  short time flying Spitfires with 485 New Zealand Squadron at RAF Biggin Hill, an attachment, apparently, he did not particularly enjoy, as he felt himself out of his depth. Even so, he was a
  pleasant, capable officer who habitually smoked a big pipe and went around cocooned in a blue fog smelling powerfully of Mackintosh’s toffee – all American pipe tobacco at the time
  seemed to be similarly perfumed.


  One day he disappeared and returned with a P.47 (Thunderbolt), the first one to arrive in the headquarters flight. Apparently, it was Haun’s initial trip on the type and, with his pipe
  severely polluting the atmosphere, he announced that it was just like sitting in his ‘Grandpappy’s li’l ol’ rockin’ chair’. After which, and within the hour, I
  was invited to have a go.


  To me, indeed anyone experienced on even the larger Griffon-engined Spitfire, the P.47 seemed positively huge, which indeed it was, weighing almost 7 tons when fully loaded.


  When I first climbed into the cockpit, I felt quite overwhelmed by space and switches; it was so unlike any fighter I had ever flown before. The instruments seemed scattered about; there was no
  tidy group of primary ‘blind flying’ dials, as found in all RAF fighters from the Gloster Gladiator onwards. Nor was there a comforting Sutton harness with its leg
  and shoulder straps; instead there was merely a ‘belly band’, which enabled a pilot to lean forwards unrestricted. Have that on a Spit, I thought bitterly, and the pilot would be minus
  a face in no time!


  There were other differences, too. American aircraft had a 24-volt electrical system (not 12-volt, as in the RAF), and employed exhaust-driven superchargers, powerful hydraulic foot brakes,
  piston-grip control columns, and inertia starters for their engines, which produced a crescendo of whirring noise inside before a clutch was engaged and the engine turned over – all this and
  much else besides.


  Somewhat daunted, I began to question my mentor, who was leaning over me, puffing his pipe and regarding the correct amounts of oil, fuel and other pressures and temperatures, telling me
  offhandedly just to ‘keep everything in the green’.


  ‘In the green’? To me, a new expression. I then saw that almost every instrument was marked with little coloured lines indicating the proper range of operating temperatures and
  pressures. What a super idea! I was absolutely in favour and have been ever since. Surprisingly, it was something the RAF, in my time anyway, never adopted.


  Under instruction, I did everything required and, after much internal whirring, the big Pratt & Whitney engine of more than 2,000 horsepower rumbled throatily into life. The massive
  four-bladed airscrew settled down to a comfortable mechanical beat in front of me, everything as smooth as silk. Haun then climbed down from the wing, waved a negligent hand, and I set off –
  carefully!


  Of that first flight, I have little to report. The P.47 was indeed like sitting in a ‘li’l ol’ rockin’ chair’: easy to control, thoroughly amiable. I did not feel,
  though, that I was flying it; rather, it was flying me. I was merely part of the payload.


  Landing without incident, I taxied in, thinking as I did so that if I was going to war in this type of aircraft, I would jolly well have to put in a great deal more practice.


  That soon became obvious. Taking off from another airfield to fly the P.47 back to Ibsley a few days later, I could not get the airscrew out of fine pitch.
  The control was electrical, and having pressed and experimented with everything I could find, I was obliged to return some 50 miles, with the engine screaming its head off. Apparently, I was meant
  to operate some circuit breaker or other that no one had told me about. I decided then that, for me, there was such a thing as too much electricity and too many switches. Flying a P.47 was like
  playing a Wurlitzer organ.


  A few days later still, I was invited to collect another P.47 from Andover and bring it down to Ibsley. It was explained that the aircraft was brand new and that I would be expected to
  ‘slow-time’ the engine. Unfamiliar with both the term and the practice, I was told that this meant taking off using the minimum throttle opening compatible with safety, and not
  ‘pulling’ more than 30 inches of boost thereafter. All this for the first ten hours of engine life.


  The difference in recording boost was immediately revealed. Whereas in the RAF boost was measured in pounds per square inch, American instruments displayed in inches of mercury, 0lbs boost
  roughly equating to 30 inches and 18lbs boost to 66 inches. For some obscure reason, American pilots always ‘pulled’ whatever boost they required, which immediately set my mischievous
  mind at work, speculating what might happen if they ‘pushed’.


  Having been flown up to Andover in the Airspeed Oxford, I was confronted by a gleaming silver monster with the latest type of bubble canopy. This apparently was a P.47D, ours at Ibsley being the
  older ‘C’ model. Not only that, but the engine had ‘water injection’, an arcane expression I had heard before but knew little about, except that it meant that water and
  other magic additives were apparently injected into the cylinders to cool them down at high levels of boost.


  Minutes later, and very much aware that Andover was a small grass airfield and that I was flying a brand-new type of aircraft I knew little about, with an engine, too, that had ‘water
  injection’ and had to be ‘slow-timed’, I taxied gingerly to the far end and tucked my rear into the hedge. Then, checking over my scattered instruments, I took a deep breath and
  opened the throttle.


  The P.47 set off like a trotting hippo, and I was already halfway across the airfield when I realised that unless I did something fairly drastic, I would be through the far
  hedge and still not airborne. Then – horror of horrors! – I flashed a glance at my instruments and saw that I was ‘pulling’ only 27 inches of boost. Galvanised into action,
  I thrust open the throttle to its extremity, whereupon the Thunderbolt jerked into life and I flashed across the airfield boundary, heading like a dart for the Milky Way.


  It took me a full minute to sort things out, raising the undercarriage, reducing power and the revs, and regaining my composure. I then saw that I had taken off using the full 66 inches of boost
  the engine was capable of delivering – water injection and all – and that the 27 that had so impinged itself on my mind had actually been 2,700 engine revolutions. Had someone altered
  the position of the instruments? If they had, no one had told me!


  Riddled with guilt and feeling that I had damaged the engine beyond repair, I turned the aircraft towards the south and, well throttled back, almost glided the rest of the 40-mile journey.


  During the ensuing weeks, I flew various P.47s many times, but I never really felt truly at home in the aircraft – it was just not me. In fact, I was later to be involved in one other very
  nasty flight that almost frightened the life out of me.


  In the following months I would be presented with a variety of other communications aircraft which regularly turned up on ‘the line’. These included a Percival
  Proctor, a Stinson L.5 and, somewhat later, a Cessna UC-78 (Bobcat), a North American AT6 (Harvard), a Douglas C-53 (Dakota) and, later, a fat and ungainly Noorduyn Norseman. All these beside a
  Mark 5 Spitfire, an Airspeed Oxford, and a Lockheed P.28 (Lightning) which turned up for a short time and was really rather special.


  I very much liked the single P.38 I encountered, although, remembering my successful engagements with Messerschmitt Bf 110s during the Battle of Britain, I did not feel it had much of a future
  as a fighter in Europe. I recalled that our own A&AEE (Aeroplane and Armament Experimental Establishment) at Boscombe Down had rejected it a year or two earlier, believing the model they tested
  not to have the performance or the manoeuvrability they required. In spite of this verdict and the fact that it did not turn too well, I was very impressed with this later
  version of the aircraft.


  Like the P.47, it had exhaust-driven superchargers, those on the Lightning being mounted on the top and rear of the each engine nacelle. As this did away with the conventional ejector exhausts,
  as fitted on the Spitfire and the P.51 (Mustang), the Allison engines on the P.38 emitted a delightful humming noise rather than the usual raucous, staccato snarl of the others. Also, because it
  had counter-rotating airscrews, the aircraft did not swing on take-off or deviate directionally when power was applied in the air.


  On the other hand, I felt somewhat exposed in a cockpit that had both engines alongside me and not very much in front. A personal phobia perhaps, but I always liked to think that in the event of
  a wheels-up landing or a full-blooded crash, I would hit any hard obstacle after and not before the engines. In the P.38, this was barely the case.


  Moreover, the superchargers, whizzing around at perhaps 30,000 rpm and glowing cherry-red, were plainly visible from the cockpit, particularly in poor light and at dusk, and that was a sight
  that never much appealed to me. Engines, I always felt, were best hidden away and left to get on with their own private affairs.


  Meanwhile, I was gradually acclimatising myself to all things American, making new friends and forming fresh relationships, many of which were to endure for 60 years and more. I mixed with
  scores of colleagues, and although the names of some are now lost in the mists of time, many colleagues I recall clearly even now, some of them being very special indeed.


  During those first several months of 1944, the two senior officers who influenced me most were Colonel (later Brigadier General) Homer L. Sanders, the commanding officer of the 100th Fighter
  Wing, whom I had met at breakfast on my first morning, and his immediate senior, Major General Elwood Quesada, the titular head of the 19th Tactical Air Command.


  I encountered Sanders – variously referred to as ‘the Colonel’, ‘the Old Man’, or just plain ‘Tex’, and by one disgruntled officer from the north (who shall be nameless) ‘that snotty-nosed southern bastard’ – almost daily and Elwood Quesada many times during and after 1944.


  The two men were about the same age and from roughly similar backgrounds. Quesada was the more agreeable and sophisticated person, while Sanders endlessly cultivated a hard-man image. With a
  penetrating voice and a flow of picturesque language, the Colonel bit the end off his cigars in the approved cowboy style and, with his hands dangling ominously by his sides, adopted the gait of a
  Dodge City gunslinger, seeming always to be treading on red-hot bricks.


  In spite of his eccentricities, however, he had a gentle and kindly side to his nature, and I grew eventually to like and admire him. A fearless and capable pilot, he flew every aircraft we had,
  and possessed great talents as an innovative do-it-yourselfer, constructing strange machines in his spare time, using light-aircraft engines and airscrews he always managed to obtain from
  ‘undisclosed sources’.


  He also, now and then, demonstrated acute delusions of grandeur, modelling himself on our own General Montgomery, who, in 1942, conducted his affairs in the Western Desert from a comfortable
  furnished caravan, thus persuading Sanders to do the same. With the result that later, after the D-Day landings in France, the 100th Wing Headquarters often managed to find itself in some
  broken-down French chateau in which there were vast if horribly damaged bedrooms and lavatories – although, it must be said, the lavatories were always facilities that were especially
  welcomed by me!


  It soon became obvious to me that Quesada and Sanders were cast in the same mould, so that they frequently struck sparks from each other. I particularly recall one occasion when they met on the
  airfield at Ibsley and Quesada, having ridden madly around the perimeter track on a motorcycle, immediately challenged Sanders to follow suit, which, of course, he did, with wild gestures and
  whoops of excitement – obliging me, a wide-eyed foreign onlooker, to watch two 40-year-old senior officers demonstrating childish acts of one-upmanship that were almost too embarrassing to
  behold.


  As a young RAF officer of 23, who had been flying a fighter aircraft for almost four years, I had infinitely more war experience than the other 30-odd officers and senior
  NCOs who worked with and around me during those early months, despite the many ‘rubber’ medal ribbons some of them wore on their uniforms. Aware that I had flown throughout the Battle
  of Britain, in the Siege of Malta and more recently in the bitter duels that had taken place over the English Channel, they viewed me with perhaps exaggerated respect, tolerating my strange remarks
  and habits and always acquiescing to my whims, whether or not they agreed with them. In short, everyone – including Colonel ‘Tex’ Sanders – dealt with me generously and very
  circumspectly and, not to put too fine a point on it, I took advantage of their good nature.


  Such then was the situation at the end of my first month with the 100th Fighter Wing. I was flying a great deal, had made many good friends and was more than satisfied with my lot. I could even
  cope with maple syrup being poured over my morning eggs and bacon. Yes, life was pretty good. Not bad at all, in fact!





  







Chapter 3


  Early Days


  







As spring 1944 approached, I found myself busily employed lecturing successive groups of pilots and others on the geography and history of England
  and the near Continent, air warfare during and since the Battle of Britain, fighter tactics in general and the capabilities of the Luftwaffe.


  I was especially careful to point out that, unlike the USA, Britain had already been at war for almost five years. The citizens of England, therefore, with their property and animals, having
  been showered from the heavens with the debris of battle, deserved some consideration; courtesy when flying was the least they should expect. Furthermore, a German invasion having long since been
  averted, it was now unnecessary to drive around the country lanes like dingbats or go about armed to the teeth, expecting an enemy face to appear round every hedge.


  All my talks were quietly and courteously received, but one in particular lives on in my memory; indeed the whole day turned out to be rather special!


  On that occasion, my lecture was attended by no less than the top brass: Major General Elwood R. Quesada of the 19th Tactical Air Command, and Colonel Homer ‘Tex’ Sanders of the
  100th Fighter Wing, both of whom sat in the front row looking a trifle pensive, I thought, wondering no doubt how well I would perform. Behind them, in the vast, silent space of No. 1 hangar, RAF
  Ibsley, sat about 50 officers and others, plus several rows of faceless characters at the back.


  They need not have worried, as my talk went down splendidly and was received in pin-drop silence; in fact, I was quite bucked to be given a generous round of applause when I concluded after a
  full hour of non-stop talking. After which, of course, came a short break and questions, most of them to the point and very pertinent, and others I can only describe as being a
  little facetious, even bizarre – where, for example, did Robin Hood and Maid Marian live in Sherwood Forest, and was King Arthur’s round table still to be seen in some local castle?


  There were also some conversations relating to the antecedents of some of those present. I well recall a Captain Isaac Isador Azimow hinting that his forebears may have come from Scotland, and
  my straight-faced response that with a name like his it was highly unlikely. Later, I amused myself by visualising the captain in his MacAzimow tartan kilt, striding across the Perthshire
  hills!


  ‘Tex’ Sanders, after congratulating me on my talk, asked, ‘Say, that Queen you were talking about: who was she again?’


  ‘Boadicea,’ I explained. ‘Queen Boadicea of the Iceni tribe, who lived in East Anglia about 2,000 years ago. There is a statue of her, driving her chariot, on the Thames
  Embankment next to Westminster Bridge.’


  ‘And she actually knocked off 65,000 Roman soldiers?’


  ‘Well, that’s what the history books tell us.’


  My senior paused, giving it some thought, before giving a lewd wink and shaking his head in apparent admiration. ‘Yup! She was certainly some gal! Probably had hair on her
  chest.’


  And I remember smiling to myself and thinking: What an extraordinary man this is!


  Towards 4 p.m. on the same day, I received a telephone call asking me to get in touch with a Colonel ‘Anonymous’, who was lodging in the White Hart Inn in nearby
  Ringwood. I say ‘Anonymous’, as he was a complete stranger and we met for so short a time that it is perhaps understandable that, almost 70 years later, his name escapes me.


  A ‘bird’ Colonel, from I imagined at the time 9th USAAF headquarters (or possibly that of the 3rd US Army), he declared himself to be a peacetime academic from Cambridge,
  Massachusetts, which suggested to me that he was on the faculty at Harvard University, although he never at any time said so. Apparently he had been one of the faceless people
  in the back row during my lecture. Interested in what I had said, he wished to meet me, as his speciality was history and his particular brief was to keep a running diary during the forthcoming
  invasion of Europe and, as an official archivist, to chronicle events as they occurred. About 52 years of age, he seemed a most cultured and pleasant man, and I was most impressed.


  After he had fed me a stiffish Bourbon whiskey, which I did not enjoy particularly but which loosened my tongue, we ate a simple five-shilling fish-pie meal and began talking. His questions were
  fairly predictable. Was it a culture shock being a single blue dot in a sea of brown? Was I being treated with consideration? How did I find the quality of my colleagues, compared with those in the
  RAF? What US aircraft had I flown and how did they measure up? And other questions that were broadly similar.


  Naturally, I replied quite truthfully that I was very happy and had no complaints. However, I was surprised a little on two grounds: that pretty well all my headquarters colleagues came from the
  southern states, and that they all roundly despised and loathed President Roosevelt, their Commander in Chief. Which, considering the esteem in which the President was held in Britain and the fact
  that our Prime Minister, Mr Churchill, held him in such high regard, was to me a most unusual and rather unpleasant attitude to take and even hinted at disloyalty.


  The Colonel took some time to consider his reply but finally answered fully and with vigour.


  No, he was not in the least surprised that the bulk of the 100th Wing headquarters staff came from the south. He had not had the opportunity to meet many of my colleagues personally but he would
  wager a bet that there would not be a black face among them, nor even a coloured pilot in any of the Wing’s fighter squadrons. The Mason–Dixon line was not just a geographical landmark
  of what was perceived to be the northern and southern states of


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  




OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
SHLVED&

THE LEGENDARY WWII
RAF FIGHTER PILOT |
IN HIS OWN WORDS

°
TOM NEIL






OEBPS/Misc/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





