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The Road to War.

As the last hours of the old century were coming to a close, millions of people gathered around the globe to usher in the “New Era” of the wonderful and exciting Twentieth century.  

All eyes were focused on the clocks, waiting in anticipation as the minute hand crept closer, the last few ticks of the old century were nearly over, the hopes, dreams and ideals of the millions watching and waiting for this miraculous new age was nearly upon them. As the hands of the clock met and touched at midnight, the bells struck the hour. 

A frenzy of excitement, happiness, and exultation erupted around the world, their jubilation at this momentous event, was that this new century would without doubt bring them, each and every one…new hopes, new dreams, new ideals. 

The long hot summer days in the early 1900’s were peaceful as tranquility filled the air, thousands flocked to the beaches around the coasts of England to swim in the cool waters and enjoy the calmness that this new era had brought. In towns and cities people filled the parks and gardens, found pleasure at the fun fairs, riding high on the big dipper as screams of delight rent the air. 

In the country on hot summer days many took to the roads on bicycles, or walked for miles across the countryside of green pastures, meadows and fields of grass, in the peacefulness that was England.

Occasionally a car would be seen and a friendly wave would be shared between the driver and those he passed.

Families walked to the local rivers, father’s took out their fishing rods cast the lines in and lay on the banks in the tranquility of the day, mothers unpacked the picnic basket, full of sandwiches, cakes, and drink, while children amused themselves playing on the banks with an old jam jar on a piece of string hoping to catch some tiny fish. While others plunged into the water swimming, frolicking in fun and laughter in of the days of such peace. 

Picnics were laid out on lawns, gardens, parks, playing fields, woods and forests across the land, as families sat down to enjoy the company of friends and loved ones, children played to their hearts content in the summer sun.

Church bells rang their own song echoing in the distance, a dog barking could be heard far away across fields of lush green meadows, and birds would sing with sweet song to hear.

The long warm evenings in the countryside brought its own pleasures as one could listen to the sounds of birds chirping in the trees above, as they began to settle down for the night.

Families and children walked hand in hand, through the changing countryside of England, this was their…Green and Pleasant Land.

On Sunday afternoons many watched their local cricket team batting it out in the sunshine on the finest of days, clapping in pleasure as their team hit a six…this was the peace of England, in the days of such happiness.

The world seemed at peace with one another during the early years, although there were two minor conflicts in the Balkans in 1911-1912, these were of little consequence, others raged here and there around the globe but none were that threatening to involve the great powers of the time.

In general people enjoyed the tranquil heady days where peace flourished and prevailed, and life to an extent was filled with pleasure and was enjoyable.

But as the years of the new century passed the peaceful days of summer were soon to be lost forever, no one could ever imagine the changes that were to descend upon this peaceful world of theirs. 

This “New Era” far from the expectations of the millions desperate for a “New World” of prosperity, peace, and security, was to soon to be thrown together in a horrific carnage that would encompass the globe…!!!                                                                                          

The Touch Paper is Lit

It is quite unimaginable how a young schoolboy’s deliberate act of murder in a distant country, could bring the nations of the earth to an ultimate confrontation and invoke the “First World War”.

It would usher in a deathblow for mankind, as this murderous act would now bring all the nations together in the most horrific, bloodiest conflict that had ever been witnessed on earth.

An unbelievable turmoil would soon erupt and befall the human race, decimating their hopes, dreams, and futures.

The long lazy days of peace…those happy joyful days, were soon to become just a long distant memory…as 1914 loomed before all the nations, expectations of war grew ever closer.                                                                                                                                           

The continent of Europe was made up of three vast and hugely powerful empires, to the east lay the vast Empire of all Russia, ruled by the Czar Nicholas the II. 

To the west and north lay the Empire of the Kaiser of Germany, Kaiser Wilhelm II. 

Southwards along the River Danube ran the vast lands of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, ruled by the Archduke of Austria, Franz Joseph.

Although Britain stood alone geographically, her alliances stood firmly with France, Belgium and Russia. Germany had allied itself to the Austro-Hungarian Empire, while Russia had alliances with Serbia. So it was that Britain became the Fourth Power in Europe. 

Therefore the map of Europe can be clearly seen as to what would ultimately develop, should there be some confrontation between these nations of supreme powers, they would all come together in an eruption of horrific consequences.

The map of Europe had been drawn years previously, this is the way it would remain for a few years to come, but its balance of power was to be shaken to the very core of what was about to encompass it.

Britain…”Great Britain”… ruled the seas with her mighty fleet of warships, battleships and cruisers. Britain’s domination over many countries led it to rule over one sixth of the earth, her vast abundance of power originated from every corner of the globe, hence…”The British Empire”.

Power was to become the dominant force around the globe as nations grew in strength and vied determinedly for it. 

Old alliances and peace treaties formed these great powers into one of frightening proportions, each had deep friendships with one another, these in later years would rise to the surface, they would support and depend on each other, to uphold their previously agreed terms and friendships, they would unite together, each one with supreme power, defiance, and determination.

Unbeknown to millions, the events that followed in a country far away did little to mar their peace and contentment of life, it would carry on as usual, everyone enjoying the pleasures while it was still possible.                                                                                                                                

Many had never heard of this city, did not even know where Sarajevo was, let alone understood the serious situation that had developed there during the State visit of Archduke Franz Ferdinand and his wife the Archduchess Princess Sophie, on Sunday 28th, June, 1914. The invitation by General Oskar Potiorek was for the Archduke and his wife was to watch the manoeuvers of the Austrian Army troops who were based there. For the Archduke knew full well it was dangerous for him to be present there, as his uncle the Emperor Franz Joseph had previously had an assassination attempt made on his life by the “Black Hand Gang” in 1911.

For young schoolboy Gavrilo Princip was desperate to exact revenge on this ruler, Princip was a Serb patriot and member of the notorious “Black Hand Gang” who devoutly wanted action taken and this intruder killed, for his oppression against the Serbs. 

He and his murderous gang of seven had waited a long time for this opportunity, this would be their one and only chance, they all agreed the time had come. 

The morning was bright and sunny as the procession of six cars full of dignitaries and officials started on its journey, thousands thronged the streets to get a view of the Archduke and his wife in the second car, crowds were waving and cheering as the cars passed slowly along its route through the city.

Plans were made and positions taken as the seven spaced themselves out along the Appel Quay, in readiness for each one’s own assassination attempt. They stood and waited for the car to pass.

Princip hoped that his fellow conspirator’s would try at every point, but it didn’t work as planned, the first conspirator lost his nerve and froze, the second one threw a grenade at the car, the chauffer spotted it coming and accelerated away at speed, it missed the Archdukes car but exploded hitting the car behind seriously wounding the occupants, who were immediately taken to the local hospital.

This conspirator quickly swallowed a cyanide capsule and jumped into the river hoping to drown, he was dragged out and arrested, the cyanide poison failed. The others along the route including Princip ran away, their opportunity lost as the Archduke’s car was going too fast and the crowds hemmed them in. An immediate panic set in for those protecting the Archduke, they had to get him and his wife away from the city center and from any more attempts on his life. 

Franz Ferdinand decided to visit the hospital in Sarajevo where the injured were taken, still shaken severely by the attempt and fearing for his wife’s safety they carried on the journey to the hospital. This change of direction was coupled by a sudden twist of fate that would be fatal. 

General Potiorek who was traveling with the Archduke suggested that they should drive directly to the hospital, but he failed to inform the chauffer who unknowingly took the car on another route and turned into Gebet street.

With all the opportunities lost and his fellow conspirators gone, Princip had all but given up and decided to get a sandwich in the café in Gebet street, as he came out he couldn’t believe what he saw for he spotted the car with the Archduke coming to a halt just by the café. Princip’s chance came suddenly as the chauffer realizing he had made a wrong turn tried to reverse the car in a panic but stalled it. This was to become a fatal move for in the seconds that followed Princip stepped forward, and being no more than five feet away directly faced the Archduke, pulled out his pistol and fired several shots in succession into the car.

Princess Sophie died instantly, the Archduke had been shot in the neck, bleeding badly he tried desperately to revive his wife, realizing she was dead, the horrific shock had within minutes killed him too.   

Princip was arrested and the pistol wrestled from him before he could shoot himself, in vain he tried to take a cyanide pill but failed. Taken into custody and later tried, he was too young to receive the death sentence due to his being one month and three days short of his twentieth birthday. Instead he was imprisoned for twenty years, and died on April 28th 1918, of tuberculosis.                                                                                                                                                                 

This unprovoked and murderous attack, insignificant as it was to the majority of mankind, would inevitably unleash the might of the “Four Great Empires of Europe”, their old alliances and loyalties would soon be bonded together solidly in a union of strength. Their combined power would be one of unimaginable mightiness that would soon embroil the world in complete slaughter of young men scattered across the globe.

The world would soon find itself on the brink of total war…”The First World War” that brought all the nations of the earth into a conflict of unparalleled proportions.

Little did Gavrilo Princip the young schoolboy realize by any extreme of his imagination, what the consequences for the world would be by killing the Archduke and his wife. Only that by his action he had lit the touch paper that would ignite the world in a World War that would bring Nations, Empires, Countries, and peoples to their knees, in the most horrific conflict that had ever plagued mankind up until that time in man’s history on this earth.              

The Build up to War

Jealousies were suddenly combined with greed and envy as each country sought their own selfish desires, whatever the cost, whatever the price to pay…the eventual price exceeded all expectations, for when this conflict of great magnitude was finally over, the world would recoil in horror and disbelief at what it had done.

There could be no way out of the confrontation that was to soon follow, as these powerful empires headed towards a war that would encompass the whole earth.                                                   

The peaceful days had certainly passed, the nightmare of total war was about to begin, it would be thrust upon mankind as never before witnessed in mans entire history on the earth.

The year of 1914, would be remembered in mans history as the beginning of the end for mankind, and shrouded in evil overtones for the coming future. It would be marked as a significant time period where 

“Man would dominate Man” to his own injury and destruction. This coming war and those to follow would engulf mankind in some of the worst most evil atrocities ever perpetrated by man against his fellowman.

The world in general would become as if possessed by an evil force that man could not control, had no power over, and they, the leaders of nations would allow it freely to drag them all into an abyss of terrible destruction and death. It heralded the mobilization of millions men across the continents of the world…”The First World War”…had begun…!!!

The march was on for a confrontation between the mighty super powers of Europe, the march to war had started and could not be stopped. 

The vast Empire of Austria mobilized their troops, Germany as their Allies did the same. France prepared for war, as did Belgium, as Britain was their Allies it would support them both.

Britain soon followed suit and a general mobilization of her troops would quickly take effect, for on the morning of August 3rd 1914, Sir Edward Grey, the British Foreign Minister came to discern that there was no way out of the crisis, all diplomatic avenues had failed to find an agreement, Britain’s obligations to France and Belgium for military cooperation were evident, Britain was duty bound to support them.

On that same day which turned out to be beautiful and sunny one, the people of England would enjoy the Bank Holiday and try to put out of their minds the thoughts of war. Thousands flocked to seaside towns to swim and take in the sunshine, many found their own pleasures in parks and gardens to relax. But their day of pleasure and enjoyment was soon to be shattered. 

The nation soon heard the terrible news on the radio and read it in newspapers, posters had been plastered on billboards across the country, that war had been declared by France on Germany, the people were shocked and in utter disbelief, they now knew only too well that Britain would also be involved and dragged into the impending disaster to come.

Sir Edward Grey, had remarked to a colleague a few days before “The lamps are going out all over Europe”…How prophetic his words were to become. 

At 24.00 hours on the night of August 3rd, he informed the Cabinet and the War Office…”That Britain had now declared war on Germany”.

All the “Four Great Powers” of Europe were now at war.

The call had gone out to the Nation to prepare for war by the Prime Minister Herbert Asquith, he had told the British people, “That every man and woman is expected to do their duty”. 

The men and young boys of England rallied in support of the call, they did not fail in their obligation to King and Country, thousands upon thousands began to sign up for the “Kings Shilling”. 

All too soon the call for more volunteers followed, now millions of men were called to arms in a wave of absent minded fervor and patriotic duty, each man determined to win his own fight for freedom against the enemy.

Men from every corner of the British Empire were enlisted, they were jubilant for the chance to fight for their King and Country. It brought a strange hysteria to millions as nations grew impatient to get on with the battle, each man ready and willing to kill his fellow man in a bloody struggle that would eventually bring all the nations of the earth to a near total collapse.

This war would not forge the peace that they would kill and die for but destroy the youth of every generation that fought in it. It would cultivate in the minds of those who participated ideas of a greater destruction that would soon follow this one.                                                                                        

As massed German troops headed for the Belgian border, in a hope to break through into France by the easiest route and capture Paris, the King of Belgium had implored the British King George V, to aid them.

By the August 14th 1914, the German Army had cut great swathes through the countryside of Belgium and reached the capital Brussels. On marching through the city they were attacked by civilians determined to resist the enemy, shots rang out and fighting ensued, in retribution for these attacks the Germans cold bloodedly arrested and executed 600 Belgian civilians. In fear of their lives hundreds of Belgians fled the city, taking what they could in cars, vans, carts and on bicycles…they had now become refugees in their own land.

The German Army marched on determined to obliterate all in its path as they headed towards the French border, there seemed little hope of anyone being able to stop them. The mighty French Army were prepared and ready for what was to come, but all they could do was wait in great fear and trepidation as to what they would have to face when the enemy finally came into sight. 

So it came to pass, the confrontation had begun in Belgium and France, the killing had started, the long struggle ahead on the road to war would give the Generals on all sides an insatiable appetite for killing, death, and destruction, that could not be satisfied, whatever the price…The price was going to be very high…beyond all their comprehensions.

In the very first month of the war the “Battle of the Frontiers” as it was to be named, between the border of Germany and France in Alsace, had reaped terrible casualties for over 200, 000 French alone had been killed…it was a disaster for the French Army.

In early September 1914, the German Army were so far advanced that they were only 30 miles (50 kms) from Paris, their plan was to encircle the city acting as a great wheel to surround the capital and eventually seize it. Realizing the serious threat that this now posed, General Joffre immediately requisitioned all the Paris taxis to ferry the thousands of waiting troops up to the front line in them, in a firm belief that this would hold back the enemy from advancing any nearer to their capital.

On their arrival they were entrenched with the thousands of other troops already positioned there, shortly an order to counter attack along the whole 100 mile (60 kms) length of the front line, from Verdun to Paris was issued. The “Battle of the Marne” was about to begin.

In the very early days of the First World War, politicians and Generals had unbelievably stated, “This war will be over by Christmas”. 

To the majority this seemed an easy task, but little thought was given to the fact that this was to become a world war, thus encompassing the globe in frightful proportions.                  

The months that followed from the outbreak of this conflict certainly heralded the truth that it would not be a quick and easy war to win, in fact the casualty list emerging from the front line hospitals proved beyond all doubt, that this would indeed become a very long drawn out war.

In August 1914, Austria alone had lost over 23,000 casualties, and by November 11th 1914, the Germans had lost 135,000 men, in fearsome battles that raged all across the continent. 

The British B.E.F had by December 1914, lost 80,000 men. The casualty figures of the other war dead from battles in Russia, Italy, Austria, and China, and across the world had not been calculated, but their losses were even greater up to the Christmas of that year.                                                 

Christmas, the time of “peace and goodwill towards all men”…This was after all, the Christmas of 1914 and remembered by the troops in the front lines who had listened to the fiery Generals declaring belligerently, in their arrogant presumptions and victory speeches…”It will all be over by Christmas”. 

The soldiers all hoped in what the Generals had said, but they had begun to lose hope and faith in just words, they knew the truth, and had to accept it as they were now soldiers of the King, they all took the “King’s Shilling”…they were now in the hands of the Generals and Politicians, knowing all too well, that they would be here for a very long time.

As the General’s and Officers of High Command were very comfortably housed in Chateau’s across France and Belgium eagerly tucking into their hot Christmas dinners accompanied by wine and port, being full of joviality and humour, toasting their victory over the Hun and exchanging the seasons greetings…hundreds of thousands of their troops all along the front line cowered in snow filled trenches. They were freezing with the bitter cold as they desperately tried to keep warm huddled around flickering fires, hungering for some good hot food to stave off their poorly provided rations, and longed to be with their families and loved ones back home. These men were confronted every day with the terrible realities of war having to endure the absolute misery, fear, horror and death that these few months of this war had brought, but they were brave and determined to do their duty as soldiers. Despite their own suffering they knew the General’s at least were enjoying every moment of this Christmas of 1914, with all the comforts of home being well fed in the warmth of their Headquarters. 

But the attitude to the soldiers in the front line by the General’s enjoying the pleasures of the season was despicably callous, they most surely uttered to each other “There’s no time for these “niceties” to our men…they are here to fight, and there’s a Bloody war to be won”. They were completely indifferent to the suffering of their own men.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              

All along the British front line the troops on that cold freezing Christmas night of December 25th 1914, heard the Germans singing “Hieligen Nacht” (Silent Night) and saw candles flickering only yards away in their trenches. The soldiers were amazed, but then began to join in singing the carol as well, soon German and British soldiers were climbing out of their trenches and meeting face to face in “No Man’s Land” shaking hands, exchanging the seasons greetings, and patting each other on the backs in gestures of friendship. Many gifts of chocolate, wine, bottles of beer, cigarettes and tobacco were exchanged as they chatted about their families and children, photos were shown to each other of their loved ones at home, so far away. 

In some parts of the front line great fun was had as football was played between British and German soldiers during Christmas, goals were scored, and shouts of joy exchanged. All too soon this moment of comradeship between enemies had passed, as they all started to walk back to their own trenches. 

These acts of friendship at the front brought the horror and death of war to an end even if only for a few hours of their terrible lives, they just wanted a bit of fun to break the boredom, monotony, loneliness and cold.

Once the Generals had heard about these acts of joviality and pleasure, they immediately gave orders for all British soldiers to “Stop Fraternizing With the Enemy” or would find themselves an a charge. 

The order was fully enforced it would not happen again, or ever did.

For the very next day the battle would begin again, they would be trying to kill each other without feeling or remorse, yesterday’s exchanges of friendship and kindness were very soon forgotten. 

Such is the irony and hypocrisy of war!

New Blood Recruited

Never was any contemplation of a possible defeat by the any of the opposing forces ever considered, whatever the cost, whatever the losses, whatever the sacrifices…The Generals were determined at any and all costs, to “Win This Bloody War”.

By the end of September 1914, the regular British Army had nearly been spent and finished, they had lost tens of thousands of men and the casualty figures were clear indications that the fast growing numbers of dead was increasing daily and needed to be replaced urgently. 

High Command realized that by the end of the year the losses would be too much, and many more recruits would be needed very soon. 

During that same month of September a campaign for volunteers was launched by Lord Kitchener, who was a hero of Sudan and the Boer wars, his face was seen on thousands of posters distributed throughout towns and cities across England, in uniform, with arm outstretched and finger pointing stated emphatically “Your Country Needs You”. He had hoped his appeal for volunteers would be 100, 000 men to join the regular army for a period of three years. A bill was passed sanctioning the need for at least 500, 000 volunteers, it was hoped they would step forward and join up. He would be stunned by the response.

The majority of them were very poor and paid meagre wages for their hard work, all had very few possessions and were always desperate for money for their families, the appeal by Kitchener also offered relatively good money for their services, and the once in a lifetime opportunity to visit another country, eat good food, drink the wine and possibly meet the girls.   

The poster also stated the pay that these new recruits would receive…7/- shilling a week (35 pence in today’s money) as soldiers, and a weekly allowance for their wives and children ranging from 12/6d (62 pence in today’s money) and up to 22/- shillings  (£1.20 in today’s money) …very hard for any of us to believe today in 2008…!!!

This would greatly appeal to many as a means of sending money back to England for their families, it seemed a far better life than in the smoke ridden, noisy, factories throughout England. 

The loyalty of the British was soon proved, as many hundreds of thousands without fail marched off to the recruiting offices and signed up.                                                                                                                        

The British army was amazed at the phenomenal response to Kitchener’s campaign, thousand’s were expected, but it turned out that well over 1, 000, 000 had joined up by early 1915, to fight in this “New Army”. This incredible amount of recruits provided enough for 30 divisions of infantry, ready to fight and die for their King and Country.

From the vast thousands of raw recruits, many “new battalions” would be formed up from dozens of men and boys that worked together as friends, workmates, and colleagues in the same factory in the same town or city, they had all decided to join up en masse and they would all be in the same battalion to fight together, these were aptly called…Chums or Pal’s Battalions.

Many groups of friends from many varying occupations all signed up, such as those from professional trades, football clubs, shops, factories, local bands, bus and coach companies, and unions, these groups would make up the “New Army” and  “New Blood” of Kitcheners now mighty force.

Many of these new battalions originated from the north of England, Lord Derby a politician of strength also from the northwest appealed for volunteers from the industrial areas, this example would soon be followed in many other towns and cities across England, as whole battalions came into force. 

Liverpool heeded Lord Kitchener’s words and produced four battalions, other cities not to be outdone as it were also joined up…The Leeds Pals, Bradford Pals, Barnsley Pals, Halifax Pals, Salford Pals, and from Hull came a selection of fine recruits, The Hull Commercials (all local shop assistants), Hull Tradesmen, Hull Sportsmen, followed by The Durham Pals, The Accrington Pals, and the Sheffield City Battalion. 

Edinburgh in Scotland provided The 15th and 16th Royal Scots. From Glasgow came The Glasgow Boy’s Brigade, The Glasgow Tramways, and The Lonsdale Battalions. More were soon to join up ready to fight, The Grimsby Chums, The Cambridge Battalion, and eight battalions from Newcastle-Upon-Tyne called, The Newcastle Commercials Pals Battalion. 

Many different Battalions formed their own names that were scattered throughout the many main Divisions of the British Army, The Art and Crafts Battalion, The 1st Football Battalion, The Empire Battalion, and The Forest of Dean Pioneer Battalion.  

The descendants of those from Scotland and Ireland living in Tyneside were called, The Tyneside Scottish, and likewise, The Tyneside Irish.

These vast selections of battalions would soon be kitted up and shipped to the continent, where the urgency for their participation in the war grew daily.   

Victoria Crosses are Won

The hope of the Generals to finish this war by Christmas was by all accounts very naïve, the war slowly dragged on into 1915, the horrendous losses were mounting daily, there would be no opportunity whatsoever for any of these Great Powers to reach any settlement of peace, as the purpose of this war was indeed to gain world domination…That alone would without doubt take many years, if not longer to achieve.  

It would eventually have to be accepted that it was going to be a slow, desperate and horrific slog through the mud, the blood, and the misery to have any hope of gaining an all out victory against the enemy.                                                                                                               

Out of the millions that were now signing up “Heroes of the Victoria Cross” would be found among these raw recruits. They in peacetime were ordinary men and boys but once on the battlefields they were faced with situations beyond our belief, and would demonstrate their own Courageous acts of Heroism and Bravery.

In May 1915, young 21 year old, Lieutenant Jackie Smythe accompanied by his loyal men of the 16th Ludhiana Sikhs of the Indian Army, would face the German infantry and their dreaded machine gunners. 

Under a ferocious German attack many of Smythe’s men had been killed and seriously wounded, the remaining men continued to hold off the advancing enemy until their ammunition and grenades were nearly out. Other companies nearby couldn’t reach Smythe’s position it was impossible due to the incessant machine-gun fire, they were completely cut off and totally on their own. 

Smythe asked for volunteers to accompany him to get some grenades and bullets, every one of his loyal men accepted but he only took a few, they went up and over the trench across open ground, in the process most of his company was killed, they used the bodies of the fallen to shield them from the hurricane of enemy machine-gun fire.                                                    

Only the lieutenant and one Indian soldier were left unscathed, they both scrambled to find the ammunition supply, having achieved this made their way back to their front line with two boxes of grenades and bullets, still under horrendous enemy fire.                                                             

As they neared their front line trench his Indian accomplice was killed, Smythe fell into his own trench unhurt, but he had got the ammunition. He and the remaining Sikhs continued the battle and held off the Germans until reinforcements arrived, they won the day by sheer bloody Bravery. 

For his Courageous action he was awarded the Highest Honour “For Valour”…the Victoria Cross. 

The ten remaining Sikhs received the Highest Honour …”The Indian Order of Merit”, for their Heroic actions that day.  

Hero’s of the Royal Navy.

As the Great Forces confronted each other in ferocious land battles on the continent of Europe, the other armed services were already preparing to play their part in the conflict.

The British Navy engaged the German High Fleet in great sea battles that were fought across the vast oceans of the earth, mighty warships pitched their wits against each other, as the chase was on to close in on the enemy, their cannons hurled massive shells from every warship, determined to sink each other.

A young 14 year old tea delivery boy from East London named Jack Cornwell was determined to join the Royal Navy when he came of age, just after his 15th birthday young Jack was accepted into the Royal Navy as “Boy 1st Class”, at 16 he joined his ship HMS Lancaster. 

He would soon see action on the high seas during the great…“Battle of Jutland”. 

The ship he was on had sighted the enemy and had engaged it, a barrage of huge shells was exchanged howling across the vast distances of sea trying to blow each other out of the water. 

The two battleships were under terrific fire, the gun battery that Jack was crewing took a direct hit killing and seriously injuring the crew, Jack carried on alone remaining at his post although seriously wounded. 

When the ship finally docked at Hull, England, young jack suffering severely from his injuries was taken to Grimsby hospital for immediate treatment, his mother was called but she arrived too late, she sadly never saw him alive again.

The young 16 year old died the following day from wounds received in the battle. He was neglected as any kind of hero, he was just another boy killed in battle for his country. 

Later, he was to be buried in a simple grave in Essex with a simple wooden post as a cross with number attached to it, this was a paupers grave as the family had no money for a gravestone for “their boy Jack”.

The story of Jack Cornwell’s heroic actions soon came to the knowledge of the press, they were outraged at this young boy’s treatment and demise, a massive campaign by the newspapers began.                                                                                                                                                                                                                         

Headlines of the day printed the story of his heroic actions at Jutland, and how he had become a neglected war hero, now buried in a pauper’s grave. There was a massive public out-cry, the nation was in grief for the horrendous losses encountered on the Western Front, thousands of mothers had already received the buff telegram from the War Office informing them of the death of a loved one, their simple lives were shattered forever.                                                                                        

In their own grief they would not allow this young boy’s heroic actions to go unnoticed, public pressure was too much so the Admiralty gave their consent to reward the young hero with a decent burial. With his mother’s permission the Admiralty had his body exhumed only 3 weeks after his burial. 

This young boy, was a Hero at 16 years of age, he had shown the country the Bravery of his own generation.

The Admiralty and the Government gave young “Jack”… John Travis Cornwell a lavish state funeral that he most assuredly deserved, thousands flocked to see the procession as his coffin passed through the streets of London. The event was recorded on film and shown throughout the length and breadth of the country.

For his Heroic action of that day he was awarded the Greatest Honour “For Valour”…The Victoria Cross.

He was the youngest boy to be awarded the V.C. during “The Great War”.             

He became the most celebrated V.C. Hero of all time. He had now become a Hero of the Royal Navy and of the People of England.                                                                  

Another young recruit would soon join young Jack Cornwell in the annals of becoming a Hero of the Royal Navy, his name was Loftus Jones, at only 15 years of age he too was determined to join up and fight for his country on the high seas.   

Loftus Jones aged 36 was commanding his own ship and fighting a desperate battle with the great titans of the seas during the Battle of Jutland just off the Danish coast, the German Fleet had pounded the British and sunk many ships, the losses of crews were appalling. Jones’s ship took a direct hit on the bridge which severed his leg off below the knee, in agonizing pain and agony he carried on with the battle until his ship was suddenly hit by a torpedo and started to sink; Commander Loftus Jones stayed at the bridge and went down with his ship. 

His body was washed up on the shore of the Gotland coast in June 1916. 

The Admiralty described him with these words…”No Finer Act has Been Produced in the Annals of the Navy”.

For his Bravery he was awarded the Highest Honour, “For Valour…The Victoria Cross. 

At Jutland the Royal Navy’s Grand Fleet had engaged the German High Seas Fleet, these mighty sea battles raged across the waves lasting many days in the chase and the fury as dozens of huge battleships pounded each other from miles distant with huge shells, when it finally ended there was horrific losses for both sides as the final toll was announced. 

The German Fleet lost 11 battleships and 2, 500 crew killed.

The Royal Navy losses were more serious…14 battleships lost, and 6, 000 crew killed. 

But the battle had produced two incredible Hero’s of the day…Their names to be recorded in the annals of warfare by The Royal Navy.                                                                                                                                                                                                                 

V.C. Won at Gallipoli

A thousand miles away from the trenches of the Western Front, Gallipoli was the battleground in the Mediterranean. Huge forces from the British Empire fought and died in the heat and stench of death.

Armies from Australia and New Zealand…ANZACS…fought the Turks in ferocious encounters in the stifling heat of the Peninsula.

But a young man would emerge from this battleground, Albert Jacka a 22 years old Lance Corporal in the 14th Battalion Australian Imperial Force, would become a Hero of his country very soon. 

Albert Jacka was an ex-lumberjack, hunter, and an excellent shot, which would give him some great advantages in this battle to come. 

His men fought valiantly, but it did not halt the ferocious attacks by the Turks on May 19th 1915, 

he and his men were all pinned down in the frontline trench, they had fought bravely to control the position but time was running out, the Turk’s main attack came fast killing and seriously wounding all those with him, suddenly he found he was alone. 

Unafraid by the advancing Turks he continued to hold when suddenly seven Turks jumped in the trench, he couldn’t fight them so crawled away unseen, he tried several times to retake the trench but failed. He was outnumbered by 7-1, in his last desperate attempt he jumped in the trench and immediately shot five Turks with his rifle, the other two he killed with his bayonet. His Bravery had regained the lost trench.                                                                               

By his own Courageous action he had become a Hero, his Bravery would be rewarded with the Greatest Honour of receiving, The Victoria Cross...“For Valour”. He received his award with Great Pride.

He would become a Hero, a legend, and a sensation in Australia. One Melbourne businessman gave him £500, and a gold watch for his Brave actions. 

Man’s Early Flight

Man trying to imitate the birds and fly was just a passing fancy to the many, others looked at it with a challenge, those who wanted to were scorned and laughed at, but man still wanted to soar above the clouds and fly, but he would continue to persevere…until he could…soar like the birds.

Many weird and wonderful designs of flying machine evolved in the late 1800’s and early days of the new century, as mans excitement to fly confronted him with many challenges.

Contraptions of every strange shape and size were built by all kinds of enthusiasts, hoping to take to the air just like the birds.

It became the rage at the time as hundreds joined in across the world to capture the dream of flying, in fabricating their own models and endeavoured to fly them. Many ended in disaster for both machine and pilot as crashes were commonplace and tragedy followed whenever men tried to fly.

In 1891, German engineer Otto Lilienthal began to experiment with hang gliders, his ideas were taken from Sir George Cayley, who nearly one hundred years previously had studied the flight of birds, he came to recognize how birds got their lift, and ability to fly. Lilienthal constructed a fixed wing glider using the principles of flight outlined by Cayley. 

His own design gave him the ability of perfecting a glider, of which he flew successfully… until his death from a gliding accident on August 10th 1896. But he paved the way for powered flight that was soon to follow.

A Frenchman took it upon himself to demonstrate his newly fangled flying machine from the top of the Eiffel Tower in Paris in the late 1800’s. Although it did not resemble the usual shape of the aeroplane at all, it was more like a shroud that would have to be rapidly flapped by hand, in any hope that it may give him some slim chance of flight. 

The man was ready to jump, the massed crowds below looked up in sheer amazement, cameras rolled as the man flapped his arms frantically and stepped out into space, anticipation filled the air, but instead the shouts of encouragement became screams of horror as the man plummeted straight down thumping into the ground, killing him instantly. 

His body was removed by the police, the depth of his imprint in the ground measured over 6” inches deep…It was a sad and desperate trial of error that cost another man his life in trying to fly like the birds.                                                                                                                   

Progress in flight was soon to become a reality as two brothers Wilbur and Orville Wright from America, who began their first testing of gliders on Kill Devil Hills, North Carolina in July 1901. They chose this spot as it gave their gliders good lift from the hillsides, rather from the flat beaches at Kitty Hawk.

The longest flight that they achieved on August 8th 1908, was a record of 389 feet in distance, exciting as it was, it still only counted as a glider flight. 

The two brothers were more determined than ever to make a breakthrough in powered flight, but many problems vexed them constantly during their early trials.

They finally succeeded in powering their craft with an engine and propeller that would drive their craft hopefully into the skies. The time was now right to test their new machine.

Many obstacles hindered their testing, but on Thursday, December 17th 1903, at Kitty Hawk in North Carolina…History was about to be made.

Tracking was laid along the level ground for the aircraft to slide along until the eventual hoped for, take off. Orville was the agreed pilot on this occasion sitting in the front taking the controls, as Wilbur was to run alongside steadying the wings to keep the plane level.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                           

As the engine roared, the propeller spun and slowly the plane slid along the monorail tracks, in a matter of seconds it had left the end of the tracks and lifted into the air…at that precise moment Orville told the cameraman to squeeze the bulb, thus the photo was taken that would record the greatest historic flight of mankind.

The flight itself lasted only 12 seconds, and covered a distance of 120 feet…but they had both accomplished a sustained flight in the world’s first powered-driven aircraft.

This was to become the most historic flight of the century, now man could fly just like the birds. 

The now world famous brothers Orville and Wilbur Wright had triumphantly flown across the vast Atlantic ocean, demonstrating the art of flight in an aircraft built by themselves. 

They had conquered the distance of flight through this incredible achievement that amazed the world. People thronged around the aircraft when it landed on British soil, as the two brothers stepped down from their plane the crowd went hysterical with joy, waving and cheering at the new found, “Heroes of Flight”. 

That day would be recognized as the beginning of the history of aviation for mankind. It would usher in fantastic designs in aircraft that the world would marvel at.

The Plane at War

As the world was now embroiled in a world war that would prove unstoppable, the aeroplane evolved into a machine for deadly use, it would be used by many nations as an implement of aerial warfare, in bringing death and destruction from the skies.  

But the joy of flying was to be short lived as other countries had decided to use this form of flying for evil deeds. The Italians had began to use the aeroplane in 1911, against the Turks in a war in Libya, and again in attempting ariel bombing of the Sennussi tribesmen in another conflict.

During the Mexican Revolution of 1911, aeroplanes were used in observing troop movements and for taking photographs of the enemy below.

So it was evident that this aircraft could be used for war, world leaders and governments took notice of this new flying machine, for they too had sinister ideas for its use…it could travel great distances, accomplish bombings from the air, and inevitably control forces on the ground far below.                                                                                                                                  

Their interests and motives were selfishly conclusive they would all build their own air forces with these incredible flying machines.

They soon realized the advantages that this flying machine would give them, especially in aerial combat and assist them greatly in any conflict to come, it could not only protect their own countries safety, but could destroy opposing forces relatively easily from the skies above.

The French had their own air force by 1910, followed swiftly by the Germans, who had conceived the newly founded Imperial Air Service in 1913.

Britain not slow in recognizing the potential of the aircraft also realized that their neighbours in Europe had begun to build their own air forces. So, in May 1912 the Royal Flying Corps was created, later in June 1914 they also established The Royal Naval Air Service.

During the early days pilots were very scarce to find and train, those recruited to fly were strictly ordered to serve only the military headquarters to which they were employed.    

Army officials and Generals only wanted information on troop movements from their pilots, this would be their main occupation, but in later days their flying service would require a more severe testing. 

By 1916, the new Heroes of the V.C. would be the fighter pilots of the R.F.C. Those stationed in France and Belgium were to become Great Heroes of the Air, many receiving the most prestigious award ever…The Victoria Cross.                                                                                                                                          

When the aeroplane made its first appearance in the skies over the battlefields during World War One, the air forces on both sides realized the immense potential and advantages that these new flying machines could bring to the art of aerial warfare.

The very first use of the aeroplane in battle during the “Great War” was on August 22nd 1914, when a British pilot on patrol observed the advance of General Klucks First Army preparing for an attack on the unsuspecting British lines at Mons, in Belgium. 

The pilot was then able to relay this urgent warning of the impending attack to British High Command, who took evasive action and saved the situation by warning the British Army entrenched there.

Photo reconnaissance missions played an important role for the pilot’s, the observer/spotter sat in the rear cockpit of the plane with a large hand held camera taking images of the enemy troops far below, once taken they would dash back to their base hand the film plates over to be developed, which in turn would be forwarded to the High Command for further analysis and action to be taken.

This was to become a top priority on many flights as the spotter would fly observing and photographing troop movements, artillery batteries, ammunition dumps, troop concentrations, supply depots, and railway yards, these could all be pinpointed and photographed from the air. Pilots knew the dangers of these missions and were always careful to keep to a relatively safe height from the enemy below, as they would certainly open fire on the plane.

Once spotted and the coordinates logged, enemy positions would be relayed to the artillery troops who would range their big guns on the target given and begin a massive bombardment of cannon fire, attempting to destroy the enemy strong points.

An unsuspecting breakthrough in aerial combat would come during 1914, as two British airmen out on patrol spotted a lone German plane flying below them, as they homed in on the lone plane they saw it was on a reconnaissance mission taking photographs, for some unknown reason the observer had decided to carry a hand held machine-gun with him, a chase ensued, and on closing in on the enemy plane the observer opened fire and shot it down. This one act of using a machine gun in the air would herald the most important breakthrough in aerial warfare, during this war and in any future wars. 

French pilot Roland Garros had heard of this and decided to make the machine-gun an integral part of his flying machine. He mounted the gun on the fuselage above the engine, then tested it out and found that there were many problems with this type of firing and had to find other ways, for the wooden propellers would disintegrate quickly when the gun was fired.                                                                                                                                       

When experimenting with this he found that if steel plates were fitted to the propeller they would deflect the bullets that did not pass clear through the arc. He took to the sky with his new fangled idea and swiftly shot down five German aeroplanes within two weeks during March 1915. 

This event marked another great turning point in aerial warfare. 

But in April, he was forced to land behind German lines with engine trouble. His plane was captured, and Anthony Fokker a Dutch aeronautical engineer assisting the Germans inspected the plane and detected this innovation at once. He also recognized the principle defects with the design by Garros. 

He made a mechanical interrupter gear, which would allow the gun to be fired without damage to the propeller. Thus he had invented and provided the first weapon that would be used specifically for aerial combat. This marvel was considered so secret and far superior than any that the Allies had, that his Fokker aeroplanes were forbidden to fly over no-mans land in case they would be shot down, and the secret revealed                                                         

Thus in a short time it became statutory for all aeroplanes on both sides to be fitted with machine-guns, at that time none were as effective as Fokker’s invention, but in time the R.F.C. and the French Air Force would adopt their own safe mechanism for firing a machine-gun from an aeroplane, both as a weapon of attack and defence. 

Perhaps it needs to be mentioned that British and French pilot’s were given no parachutes during their time of aerial combat on the Western Front. The reason was somewhat explained by the British R.F.C High Command, for they believed that… “As the pilots cost so much money to train, and as the aircraft were exceptionally expensive, that if a dogfight was probable the pilot may well bale out due to fear, and save himself rather than endeavour to save his aircraft, which in turn would cost the British government considerable funds to replace”. 

The “Aces” of the Air

Many famous “Aces” or “Gladiators” of the air found fame in the aerial battles of the sky that they fought in, their names would remain in the annals of flying history as the Greats of “The First World War”…

     J.M. Guder, Oswald Boelcke, William Thaw, Max Immelmann, Dorme Deullin, Bert Hall, Victor Chapman, William Moorhouse (the first V.C. to be won in the air) Billy Bishop, W.G. Barker (V.C.), M. McCudden (V.C.), Roderick Dallas…to name but a few of the special brave pilots who flew during “The Great War”. 

     The “Ace of Aces” was in a somewhat very different class of pilot’s, they had become Heroes of Ariel combat and Heroes of their own Nation…Georges Guynemer, Roland Garros, Willy Coppens, Eddie Rickenbacker, and Albert Ball (VC).

But the Greatest “Ace of Aces” was Manfred Von Richthofen with 80 victories, Rene Paul Fonck with 75 victories, and Mick Mannock with 73 victories. Baron Manfred Von Richthofen  “The Red Baron”, shot down a total 80 aircraft…54 of these planes burnt in the air, causing unbearable, agonizing deaths to the Brave Pilots that were killed.

In total there were…Fifteen British “Aces”, four French “Aces” and eleven German “Aces” all who shot down over 40 aircraft.

All had received the most prestigious decorations from their countries, being awarded by Presidents, Kings, Queens, and Prime Ministers. This does not include the “Aces” from other countries, although they were in their own right…Heroes of the Air. These Brave and Heroic Pilot’s had brought many benefits from their flying activities, priceless information was gathered from the pilot’s and observers to give to High Command resulting in the saving of many lives.                                                                                                                                                                                                         

The total casualties during these Aerial Battles on the Western Front were…

The Germans…5,853 killed.                                                                                                                                         

The Royal Flying Corps…6,166 killed.

Lessons Learnt.

Those in the trenches suffered appallingly in the mud and filth, cold and rain, snow and heat, hunger and fear, desperate as they all had become, they testified solemnly that it lifted their hearts and spirits beyond belief, when they glanced up and saw their “own boys” high above in clear blue skies in combat, dueling with the enemy and shooting them down.                                              

It gave them a great sense of freedom that only the pilot’s had offered to them…despite their own misery locked in horrific battles on the ground…that they could not escape from.

From very uncertain beginnings, many lessons were learnt for the use of the aeroplane. 

As time progressed co-pilots took to the air with small bombs, although only one bomb could be dropped at a time. Some pilots or observers chalked their own message on it, on arriving over the enemy trenches they swiftly primed the bomb, then dropped it on the enemy troops and trenches far below, to very good effect killing a few of the enemy.

The High Commands of all the fighting forces knew full well the potential advantages that this type warfare would bring, it could certainly bring them swift victories, believing that if this flying machine could be designed and equipped to carry many bombs, then it would be a devastating weapon. Also, many of the enemy could be killed in a far quicker time using the aeroplane than by the slog of infantry across shell cratered fields, and losing great numbers of valuable infantry to machine-gun fire, exploding shells and razor sharp shrapnel.  

While aircraft designers conceived other forms of flight, engineers worked frantically to get their projects built and ready for combat, these were soon to be used in the next war to follow…so shortly!                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               

The Terror of the Zeppelins

Pioneer of the air Count Zeppelin was a genius at flight design, he had produced huge a fleet of thirty huge airships to which he gave his own name to. These were soon to make their presence known in a devastating manner.

Their appearance in the skies above caused a great stir among the onlookers, for they had never seen anything so huge being able to fly, apart from that it seemed to be suspended in mid air.

But their purpose in war was to come suddenly, ready to deliver their own form of destruction, bringing sheer terror and mayhem upon the unsuspecting enemy below, 

The German Air Force soon changed their tactics of warfare, while their new fighter aeroplanes were engaged in daily combat over the skies of France and Belgium, they decided to turn their attention towards England. The German Air Ministry had decided to bomb London in an unprecedented attack on the capital, using their new form of aerial warfare the Zeppelin. 

Loaded with a deadly cargo of bombs this lone massive Zeppelin left its base in Germany, and headed out across the channel. 

This step of blatant aggression by the German Zeppelin in aerial warfare came to reality on the night of May 31st 1915, when to the absolute shock and horror of the people it dropped bombs on London, destroying many houses, causing fires, and killing five civilians. 

The war raging fiercely in France and Belgium seemed to the people of Britain so far away, but when this sudden terror raid brought death and destruction to the people of England, especially London they were outraged. 

An American pilot on leave in London, expressed his own views by saying “It doesn’t matter if nothing was hit or destroyed, as long as it puts the wind-up the civil population”. His words would echo the true feelings of the nation, as thousands now lived in fear and terror from the skies above.

It was not a great success but it had frightened the people, enough to implement safety measures by the Government. As these raids continued it brought fear and terror to the people of the capital, the Government wanted results in stopping them.

The east coast of Britain was soon to come under attack, in 1915, both towns, Kings Lynn and Yarmouth were bombed. 

By September 1915, another attack came by a group of Zeppelins, this time they had once again penetrated right into the city of London, dropping their load of bombs causing over £500,000 worth of damage. 

There was no let up in these attacks, for on the night of January 31st 1916, a group of nine Zeppelins headed for the north of England and bombed the Midlands, killing 59 civilians and causing severe damage to buildings.

One month later, these terrifying airships concentrated their destruction on the seaside town of Hull, bombing it at their leisure causing great destruction to homes and killing many civilians. 

These terrible events brought it home to the people of England that they would not escape from the horrors of war. Now it had shocked them into realizing it had now arrived on their own doorstep, creating panic and fear amongst the population.

The R.F.C. became the new front line defence in the protection of London, in their fighter planes they chased the huge Zeppelins firing hundreds of bullets into them, some were shot down but the ammunition seemed to hardly impact the Zeppelins at all and many escaped back to Germany. 

It would have been thought that these monster airships could be easily shot down considering the massive size of them, being between 500 and 800 feet long and filled with up to 2, 000, 000 million cubic feet of highly inflammable Hydrogen gas. But they were invulnerable to the many different forms of the poor ammunition used against them, and the height that they flew. 

One R.F.C. pilot took 20 minutes of continues firing at one Zeppelin he attacked, eventually damaging the engine and puncturing the gasbags, which caused it to drop lower and lower until it crashed.

The British Air Ministry were determined to rid the skies of this terror, and so ordered explosive experts to design and find a bullet that could destroy these airships.

Progress was quickly made and a new type of exploding bullet was invented and produced, in a hope to bring down the Zeppelins. They were introduced to the R.F.C. to test out, these bullets which exploded on impact should turn the monster airship into an inferno and bring them down in large numbers, bringing a halt to the Zeppelin menace.

V.C. Won in the Air

One of the many fighter pilots stationed in England to protect the country from enemy air attacks, would also become a Hero of the English people, his name William Leefe Robinson. 

On September 2nd 1916, an air raid was sounded and he was ordered to intercept the enemy, Robinson was to attack a Zeppelin with this new type of ammunition in a desperate hope that it would finally bring an end to these terrible raids, at least it may boost the morale of the Londoners if they knew that something was at last being done for their protection. 

In the dark early morning he took off at 01.10 a.m. and headed into the night skies over London, he briefly spotted it going into the clouds but lost it, so for three hours Robinson scoured the skies for the huge airship, he finally spotted it transfixed between two searchlights over south-east Woolwich.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         

The crowds below were gathering in their hundreds all across the suburbs to watch this spectacular battle, this would be the first time that the people of England had witnessed an aerial battle in the sky.

They stood cheering as Robinson’s plane headed straight for it with his machine-gun clattering and echoing in the night sky, bullets tore into the fuselage causing sparks to flash from the huge monster, suddenly the whole sky lit up as it was engulfed in flames, within minutes the massive Zeppelin began to plummet earthwards finally crashing in the distance at Cuffley, Middlesex, in a ball of flames. 

The crowds below went wild with delight, as they had witnessed the destruction of the enemy. It is estimated that over 30, 000 people went to the crash site and stripped everything they could find to take away for souvenirs. 

Within hours the Press had made him a star and he would become a Hero, wherever he went he was greeted and welcomed by thousands.

This made front-page headlines for the newspapers, the story and pictures heralded this spectacular event, they sold thousands of extra copies, and William Leefe Robinson was declared a Hero. It was announced in the press that “For Valour” he would receive the Victoria Cross from King George V himself, at Windsor castle. 

The crowds thronged the streets around London and Windsor on that special day to see their own British Hero, the people were ecstatic as he passed, cheering and waving madly. He was mobbed by crowds of well wishers everywhere he went, was very popular beyond belief, after all he was a Hero of the Air. 

On New Years Eve 1918 Robinson sadly died aged 23 years old, he had contracted the deadly virus of “Spanish Flu” that was sweeping England and Europe. 

This terrible epidemic rampaged across the continent killing over 10, 000, 000 people. In the weeks and months to come this epidemic would kill millions more across the world.

But William Leefe Robinson would go down in the annals of the R.F.C as a brilliant fighter pilot and a Hero, and would always be remembered as one.

Later raids on London by Zeppelins killed dozens of people and destroyed many buildings, but at long last the Zeppelin menace was over, the people of Britain sighed with relief as the fear passed.

In all, the Zeppelins attacked Britain 208 times in bombing raids, during which a total of 5,907 bombs were dropped, killing a total of 522 British civilians, and hundreds were seriously injured.

German High Command had decided that to accomplish greater devastation to England, then heavy-bombers would have to be used, thus confirming that the Zeppelins would be phased out.                                                                                                                                          

Zeppelins were soon withdrawn from bombing England by the German Air Force, as many were now targets of the R.F.C fighter planes and were being shot down in fair numbers. 

The losses were proving too costly for the German Air Force to sustain any further raids, so the great airships were finally taken out of service. 

The Bomber Arrives

The people of England hearing the news that the Zeppelins had been stopped from bombing raids were ecstatic and sighed with relief, and but their joy was to be short lived, in fact the truth was, that a greater menace would follow the Zeppelins, it would be a far more fearsome form of destruction. 

On the night of May 25th 1917, a formation of sixteen German heavy-bombers, which the British called “Gothas”, were slowly making their way across the English Channel in an attempt to bomb London.                                                                                                                   

Fortunately for the Londoner’s it failed, as the pilots and navigators lost their way in the dark nearing the British coast, the lights from a coastal town shone brightly up into the night sky, the Germans believing that they were over London decided to drop their bombs. As the bombs hurled down into the darkness explosions were heard, but they had mistakenly bombed Shornecliffe camp, Essex, instead of London. 

Their raid caused over 100 casualties to Canadian troops that were stationed there, waiting to leave for France and Belgium.                                                                                                                        

The next attack proved far more devastating, for on June 13th 1917, a daylight raid on London saw the German heavy-bombers release their bomb load on the city. It caused the destruction of a complete street near Liverpool Street Station and killed 104 people.

Public outrage was creating serious concerns for the government, as they firmly believed that the Germans would continue without let up in their bombing attacks on London, and devastate the city to a greater extent, with far greater losses of life.

Immediately improvements were made to the anti-aircraft defences around London, it became so effective it scared off the Germans in their daylight raids, so they returned to night-time bombing instead, they continued to attack London as the main target, but also targeted other towns across England, the damage sustained was little in comparison to their earlier raids and not so nearly as extensive. 

As the air war progressed the bombing raids became far more destructive and deadly, many cities of Europe had been bombed by the might of the German Air Force, but the raids still continued unabated. 

However the Germans decided to enlarge their squadrons of bombers, on May 19th 1918, in their last and final attack on London, forty heavy-bombers headed for England, thirteen arrived ready to bomb London, but before a bomb could be dropped they ran into trouble, three were shot down by fighter aircraft, three more shot down by anti-aircraft guns, and one crashed due to engine failure, the rest were lost. A total of seven heavy-bombers were destroyed and their crews killed.

Thereafter the Germans reckoned the effort to accomplish this was becoming too costly in aircraft and crews, so they abandoned any further attempts to bomb England.

In all, the German Zeppelin raids and Heavy-Bomber attacks dropped 8,776 bombs and killed a total of 1,316 people, with over 3, 000 civilians being seriously injured.

Sir Hugh Trenchard became General of the now amalgamated Air Forces of Britain, naming one branch “The Royal Air Force” and the other “The Independent Air Force”.

An attack was now demanded immediately after the German raid, the British Air Ministry was swift in its preparation for a retaliatory attack on Germany, heavy-bombers and their crews were now ordered to prepare to bomb the specified target.                                                                                   

General Trenchard knew that just bombing any towns was a waste, so he chose Cologne, as this city lay in the heart of the main industrial part of Germany, the Ruhr. 

The bombers arrived over Cologne and dropped their cargo of 33 tons of bombs on an industrial area, which proved to be very effective and deadly, causing widespread destruction.                                                   

It had been realized many years before that using heavy-bombers could destroy a greater area of the target, and kill far more of the enemy than just using normal fighter aircraft, so many aircraft designers were employed and ready to draw up their own plans for faster fighter aircraft, and Heavy-Bombers.

Just as the dreaded Zeppelins had created fear to the people of England with their huge airships, that had dropped bombs by hand destroying and killing many. That type of warfare was now over, and a new age of killing by aerial warfare was about to begin. 

By the summer of 1915, there would be100 Victoria Crosses awarded for the utmost Bravery displayed, on land, in the air, and on the seas, during battles fought in “The Great War”.                                                                                

The “Big Push” is…On.

In Europe the killing grounds of France, Belgium, Italy, Russia, Austria and their allies ran like rivers of blood, as ferocious land battles involving hundreds of artillery guns pummeled thousands of infantry soldiers into the earth. Many hundreds of thousands of men stepped into no-mans land advancing into a hurricane of deadly machine gun fire that cut them down, like a scythe cuts corn.

It finally became a complete stalemate, so the troops dug in, hacking into the rich earth that would soon be their resting place. They dug a vast trench system running from the coast of Belgium right down through France to the Swiss border, zig-zagging for 450 miles across the land, deep enough to hopefully protect them from the artillery bombardment’s that were soon to come.                                                                        

The French found themselves with the vast German Army occupying their land, which they found intolerable, humiliating, and offensive. The ferocious battles in which the French had already fought had torn the army to shreds, for by the end of 1915 alone, the French casualties had already amounted to 1,900,000, of which one third had been killed.  

In the month of December 1915, British General Sir Douglas Haig and Lieutenant General Sir Henry Rawlinson, with the full cooperation of General Joffre and his French Generals, discussed and planned a huge offensive, in fact it was to be a straight forward test of strength against the Germans, a massive united effort by the two Allied armies in an endeavour to break the state of attrition and stalemate between the opposing forces. 

The date was set for the following year…the “Big Push” would start on July 1st 1916. 

Enter “The Clay Kickers”

Hundreds of miners had already been recruited into the British Army in 1914, many more would soon to follow as these would be the ones to dig miles of underground tunnels from the British lines directly under the German strong points, at the appointed places directed by High Command. 

The German and British Armies had already used underground technology to blow large and small mines under each other’s main positions since the early beginnings of the war, these had been sometimes successful, but far larger mines were planned for the bigger offensives to come. The massive tasks involved in digging the miles of tunnels far below in the earth took many months and literally thousands of men to accomplish this especially assigned work, and by early 1916, 25, 000 miners from Britain, Australia, and Canada had been employed to dig these vast tunnels.

The tunnels were supposed to be “top secret” whilst being dug and under construction, but it was found that in some cases as both the British and German tunnels converged and were so close together, that they could hear the men talking and spades digging the hard clay. They would use listening devices like a long hollow copper tube with a bell shaped end, they could then hear if the enemy was digging close by or not. On some occasions they would suddenly break through into each other’s tunnels, grenades would be thrown as dozens of men poured through the gap shooting everyone. 

In these bloody underground battles soldiers would fight in any way possible with bayonets, knives, spades and eventuality with their own fists, to kill the enemy, they were so vicious that these could carry on for hours until all the enemy were dead or prisoners.

The Germans held many strong points on ridges that overlooked the battlefields in France and Belgium, these would shower down untold artillery and machine-gun fire on British, French, and Belgian infantry far below, holding those on lower slopes to ransom and death. 

The Germans also held the high ground directly in front of the British lines in many pars of the Somme, which in some places was only between 200, 500, and 800 yards apart, nicknamed by the British soldiers (Tommie’s) as “Mash Valley”, which lay between the main Albert to Bapaume road, all along the Tara-Usna line. 

The Germans had a clear view right across the valley, it was ideally positioned for their many machine-gun and artillery crews scattered along their front line, ready and waiting to wipe out thousands of British infantry troops soon to advance. 

Work had started months before on the three tunnels that were to blow the three mines around La Boisselle, one mine in particular, was called Lochnagar by the 51st Highland Division, who had held the line previously and called their own trench by the same name. 

This became one of three top priority targets that were chosen by the British to be blown on the morning of July 1st 1916, just before the Battle of the Somme offensive started, in every effort to destroy the German positions and kill the dreaded machine-gunners.

Initially the tunnel entrance would have to be dug down to a depth of about 100 feet, then stairs and steps fitted, as they dug further along it was necessary to move the tons of spoiled earth back out of every tunnel by wheelbarrow or big steel barrows as used in coal mines, the walls and floor had to be shored up with thick oak posts and wooden planks to hold up the intense weight and to prevent cave-ins occurring, a canary in a cage was always taken down with them as used in coal mines to detect any harmful gases that could build-up, or attempts by the Germans to use poison gas on them. 

The very long and arduous task of digging these many tunnels was to take many months of tiring work, but the newly named “Clay Kickers” had a technique of their own, it was an incredibly fast and very effective, they sat on a wooden type angled chair and partly laid back, the spade was fitted into a wooden frame, and using their legs would push the spade into the clay with their feet, which would come out in large amounts ready to be barrowed away. 

They would follow the planned route for many thousands of yards or even miles depending how far the explosive charge had to be laid, until they reached their objective the end of the tunnel, right under the German strong point. 

Each man worked an 8 hour shift, as the tunnel progressed farther along they would have to walk this distance to the clay face to start digging again, which could be anything up to 1 or 2 miles from the entrance then back again. Once out into the fresh air they had to run the gauntlet of German artillery and machine-gun fire as they rushed back to the rear trenches, for food and rest.

When there was a cave-in and there were many, it could take up to 12 hours to get each injured man on a stretcher back to the base hospital for treatment, many never made it.

Each Clay Kicker was paid 6/- a day, a fortune in those days, for their very long tiring hours of extreme hard manual labour.

The next part of this backbreaking work for this one mine alone at Lochnagar, was to convey the nearly 60, 000 lbs (25 tons) of high-explosive gun-cotton to the end of the tunnel at La Boisselle and place them accordingly, two charges were placed at 60 ft apart and approximately 50 ft from the surface. This huge amount of explosive would usually come in 25 lb bags, for this mine alone it would take a total 2, 400 x 25lb bags, which needed to be carefully hauled down the steep shafts and along the thousands of yards to the end of the tunnel by wheelbarrow or carried by hand.

Once all the bags were in position the Royal Engineers took control and placed the detonators and ran the firing cables all the way back to the British lines, tested them…and waited.

These mines were to be blown prior to the main infantry attack, the British Generals still firmly believed that all the Germans would be dead once the huge destruction by the mines had been blown, coupled with the preceding one week long barrage of British artillery guns along the German front line. 

On the sunny morning of July 1st, 1916, this one was detonated at 07.28 a.m. shaking the earth for miles, the blast was so loud it was heard in southern England.  

The truth of the massive mines being blown was soon evident as the many thousands of advancing British infantry, only minutes after “going over the top” were simply massacred by the German machine-gunners. It had actually failed to do what the Generals had hoped for, despite the amount of worked entailed to create these fearsome forces.

It was later found that a huge crater had formed by the terrific blast measuring 300ft across and 90 ft deep and threw up a lip of earth 15 ft high surrounding the crater. It had succeeded and killed many Germans, but as the battle progressed it was used as shelter from the murderous German machine-gun fire and shelling, more so by the hundreds of seriously injured British soldiers shot and wounded by shrapnel to find cover in, as the day passed a priest was called to perform burial rites on those dead and dying.

This was to be the largest crater on the Western Front ever made by detonating an underground mine.

The ceremony I attended in 1999 was in Remembrance of all those killed on the Somme, all those killed in “The Great War”, but more so to…1306, Private George Nugent…22nd Battalion, Northumberland Fusiliers, missing in action since July 1st 1916, but 83 years later his body was found under the earth alongside the crater rim, by a man walking his dog. 

For all those years his body was lost to his beloved family who had no place of burial to visit, like the other tens of thousands missing in action. 

But now he lies buried with his friends, comrades and fellow soldiers in a local cemetery.

It was indeed, a very moving service, tears were shed by many, sadness was in their eyes for all those lost in death, only to be Remembered by a Gravestone or a Memorial…But more so to those who have no known grave…Our Sincere Thanks Today, For Their Bravery of Yesterday…!!!

Today this crater…still named Lochnagar...is privately owned, it was purchased in 1979 by Mr Richard Dunning of England, and remains…Thanks to Him and his Faithful Friends, a permanent memorial, a tribute, and a memory to the millions who lie asleep in death under the clear blue skies of France.

Messines Ridge

The Germans held many strategic high points which had been fought and won in earlier battles, they ran in a large arc right in front of the British lines. It was these that the British wanted back to give them the edge for once over the enemy. Many battles continued to be fought all along the front line in a hope to regain these lost positions, with a fast growing casualty list of thousands being killed on both sides every day.

Early in December 1914, the Messiness Ridge was captured and under German control, they established it as a strategic observation and command post, it overlooked the valley giving an excellent view towards the Ypres Salient, where all military activity could be clearly seen. 

Operations were put into action to plant twenty-four mines underneath the German held front line and explode them all in unison, in the hope of a total destruction of all the enemy held positions. This massive task was undeniably dangerous and time consuming, but never the less the plans for the tunnels were drawn up, and work soon began.

Preparations were under way to try and regain the summit for the British, it took nearly two years of backbreaking work by over 10, 000 men from the British, Australian, and Canadian Tunneling Companies to achieve. This in itself was a major achievement like the many other tunnels that were dug. 

Major John D. Norton Griffiths took charge of the tunneling companies involved in the area of Hill 60, he was a brilliant officer and an eccentric character as he drove around the battlefields in his own military equipped Rolls-Royce, to much amusement from the soldiers. 

During February 1915, the Special Mining Squads were relatively rare and in the process of being formed up into Tunneling Companies, in April they were amalgamated and reinforced by new recruits to make up a new 171st Tunneling Company. 

The 171st would eventually be one of many Tunneling Companies recruited here as “Clay Kickers”…The names of a few of the men that dug these vast tunnels are…Fred Francis, Bert Ferns, George Louth, Albert Marshall, Ted Rimmer, Donald Hodge, John Laiser, and Captain Norman Dillon, forming the 170th, 172nd, 178th Tunneling Companies.                                     

This area was notorious for the different layers of earth, on top was loam, underneath was over 7 metres of firm dry sand which separated the hard blue clay, below that was 2 metres of quicksand, in all it would be very difficult for the artillery guns, and infantry, but more so the Tunneling Companies who were about to start the tunnels in that area, digging towards the German lines.

As early as August 1915, plans were already underway to dig the many underground tunnels towards Messines-Wytschaete Ridge in Belgium, which formed a large arc from Hill 60 to the east of Ploegsteert Wood.

The deep mining for the two tunnels, and mines to be laid began in August 1915, they were about 250 yards behind the British front line. This was carried out by the 175th Tunneling Company, from an entrance by the railway cutting on Hill 60, these two tunnels were dug to a depth of 90 ft from the surface. In April 1916, the 3rd Canadian Tunneling Company took over, and by July 1916 the massive gallery was finished under Hill 60. The high explosive consisted of a total of 53, 500 lb, which meant that 2, 140 x 25lb bags would have to be transported along the tunnel to the chamber and prepared.

In October another gallery was completed under the Caterpillar as it was named, and 70, 000 lb consisting of 2, 800 x 25lb bags of high explosive charges was placed in position, that too was prepared and ready to blow. 

By November 1916, the 1st Australian Tunneling Company continued with the upkeep of the mine, but endless above and underground fighting continued, every effort was made to stop the Germans discovering the two mines already placed there.

These two mines were the most northerly of the planned chain of 24 mines that were being dug in different places by the British, all to be detonated at once all the way along right up to Messines Ridge. 

All the mines along the line had been dug and the tens of thousands of high explosives bags of charges loaded in place, the detonators had been fixed, the firing cables run far back down the miles of tunnels to the Command Posts. Everything was planned for the attack, infantry stood by, artillery guns waited…for the signal to “Blow”.

At 03.10 a.m. precisely on June 7th 1917, the plunger was pressed and a series of tremendous explosions all along the German front line erupted and rocked the earth for miles just like an earthquake, the shock was so tremendous that it was felt in England. 

Immediately the mines blew and before the dust settled, the entire might of the Second Armies two thousand artillery guns opened fire on the German lines in a three pronged barrage. 

As nine Divisions of infantry moved towards the blown craters they found thousands of Germans had been killed outright, hundreds of others were so stunned they were taken prisoner, many German strong points were taken after fierce fighting along the line of the explosions, finally Messines Ridge was back in British hands. (Only nineteen of the twenty four mines placed were actually detonated and exploded)

At the other end of the chain, the British finally regained Hill 60 after a successful infantry attack by the 69th and 70th Yorkshire Battalion Division, their attack had very few casualties. 

After the two massive explosions the Hill 60 crater was vast being 60ft deep and 260ft wide, the Caterpillar crater was even bigger at 90 ft deep and a 334 ft wide. 

The 204th German Division who held the hill, had 10 officers and 677 men killed in the blast.

During the storming of Hill 60 after it had blown, many awards were given out for gallantry, but four of the most highly prestigious awards the Victoria Cross were awarded “For Valour” to…Lieutenant G.R.P. Roupell of the 1st Battalion of The East Surrey Regiment, Private E. Dwyer of the 1st Battalion of The East Surrey Regiment, Second Lieutenant G.H. Woolley of The 9th Battalion London Regiment (Queen Victoria’s Rifles), and Second Lieutenant B.H. Geary of The 4th Battalion attached to the 1st Battalion of The East Surrey Regiment…All for conspicuous Bravery and Heroism.  

Painstaking as they were to dig, and horrific in their destruction, they seemed to do the job of killing the enemy and gain control of vantage points in the necessity to try and bring this war to an end.

Even today you can follow the line of the nineteen mines that were blown in the big arc, most are small others far bigger, now mostly are ponds full of water and used by farmers. 

St Eloi is remembered for being the place where the very first mine of the “Great War” was blown by the Germans in March 1915, this part of the front line was constantly being attacked and counter attacked, taken and retaken many times, with very heavy losses, so the necessary planning to use mines here was employed. 

During the next 12 months the British blew 13 mines and 29 Camouflets, the Germans blew 20 mines and 2 Camouflets on different occasions under each other’s opposing front lines and strong positions, causing much destruction with many being killed on both sides. 

Six British mines were detonated here on March 27th 1916, under the German front line, consisting of a total of 73, 000 lbs of high-explosives, nearly 3, 000 x 25 lb bags, which were hauled along the tunnels to the detonation chamber.

During the massive combined mine explosions that heralded the Messines Ridge artillery and infantry attack, one of three mines to be blown here was the largest of all. The total amount was a massive 95, 600 lbs of ammonal, which comprised of 3, 864 x 25lb bags of the high explosive, these bags had to be transferred along the underground tunnel to the detonation chamber, and as can be imagined a phenomenal amount of manpower was necessary to accomplish this task.

This crater after the detonation was one of the biggest seen on the Western Front.  

Of the twenty-four mines dug and tunneled to lay the massive amount of charges, it is estimated that just over 1, 000, 000 lbs, of high explosives were used. Which amounted to a colossal 40, 000 x 25lb bags that had to be transported to the entrance of each tunnel, then barrowed along hundreds of yards if not miles to the detonation chambers.  

It is estimated that during the “blowing” of the nineteen mines along the front line towards Messines Ridge that approximately 25, 000 Germans were killed.

All over the battlefields you can see large and small crater holes where hundreds of mines were blown both by the British and Germans since the near outset of the start of “The Great War” in 1914. 

Some of the other mines that were blown all along the front line at different times were named by the British as… Tree Crater, Caterpillar Crater, Hooge Crater, Maedelstede Farm Crater, High Wood Crater, Battle Wood Crater (there are a few in the woods here from the 1915-1916 explosions), St Eloi Crater, to name but a few. 

Hawthorn Ridge Crater was to be the only one filmed by British Army cameramen during the “Great War”, and is the one screened in films on television depicting the actual eruption and destruction it caused.

The Planned “Big Push” Offensive

The strategy was to attack and keep on attacking until the Germans had been ousted from France, their plans in practice sounded viable, but would be impossible to accomplish.

The designated place chosen for this ultimate display of force would be the “Somme”. 

This ”Big Push” as it was called, was where the French and British forces joined together and stood side by side, either side of the River Somme. This would be their battleground in victory, or in death. 

The British would begin their attack with fourteen divisions of infantry along an 18 mile front, and three infantry divisions would be held in reserve, and use the five cavalry divisions if a breakthrough came, while the French would begin their attack with eight divisions of infantry along an 8 mile front, accompanied by an artillery barrage.  

The French Generals had great confidence in the superior power of the British artillery, which they believed would ensure a victory against the Germans, by gaining ground and by killing many of the enemy, thus preserving their own troops from the carnage of sending infantry across to fight, and face the onslaught of the menacing German machine gunners. That’s what the thought!

For it was hoped for by both British and French High Commands that with this massive display of force it would overcome the enemy by sheer strength of numbers, not only with artillery fire but of men, and give them a quick victory, thus the war would come to a swift and decisive end.                                                                    

Fortunately for the Germans the trench system had been cleverly designed, the tunnels, dugouts and underground bunkers holding the troops were sunk to depths of more than 60 feet and much deeper, and shored up with thick timber. This would without doubt give good protection to the soldiers below from the onslaught of British heavy artillery bombardments.

It became a priority to keep the High Command informed of the situation at the front, so all front line trench systems were equipped with communication systems such as telephone lines, these were installed by all the armies fighting at the front. 

The wires and telephone cables necessary to operate this communication system ran the full length of the front line trench system, then mile after mile behind it to the support trenches, and back further still to the Command, and High Command posts situated many miles back from the front lines.

Hundreds of miles of cables were used to keep all the posts informed of the conditions prevailing at the front. If this failed or was decimated by shellfire, then “runners” would be ordered to speed through the battle lines on foot and deliver these top priority messages.

The soldiers at the Somme were preparing for the biggest battle in history, huge artillery guns were dragged and towed into place, huge square slabs of wood were roped around the big wheels to stop them sinking in the mud and massive thick wooden wedges were jammed in the mud behind the wheels to give the massive gun a slower recoil as the shells hurtled out the barrels. 

It was to be a frightening spectacle to witness, more so to the Germans it was hoped, when these massive bombardments finally got under weigh.

Many were light guns 75mm and 18 pounders, but one huge heavy gun was placed, every 60 yards in the British sector, and one heavy gun to every 20 yards in the French sector.        

The total amount of ordinance provided to arm these big guns was a massive, 1, 500, 000 shells, this enormous amount of artillery and ammunition now present on the Western Front for this offensive alone, was more than had ever been seen before.             

The “Sounds of Hell” Unleashed.

The bombardment of the German lines began on June 24th 1916, one week in advance of the final “Big Push”. Hundreds of massive artillery guns stood loaded packed full of high-explosive shells as the artillery gunners stood with hands trembling holding the firing cord in readiness to jerk the huge guns into action, once the “Open Fire” came buzzing along the miles of telephone cables from the command H.Q. 

Suddenly the order was screamed out to all the gun crews along the whole length of front line. In seconds all “Hell” was let loose along the 26 mile front line as huge artillery guns exploded in a howling crescendo like thunder, as the giant projectile hurled towards the German lines in the distance blasting them all to pieces, delivering their own form of death and destruction where they landed.

The British and French hurled over 200,000 shells every day until  “zero hour” arrived on July 1st, absolutely pounding the German trenches as the horrendous, un-relentless barrage of high explosive shells continued to fall as if Hell itself was erupting in great fury. It created such a thundering sound that it was heard in the south of England as a dull rumble.

The “Battle of the Somme” had begun.

This battle would become the testing ground for thousands of soldiers, laying low in the front line trenches, for soon it would make or break the stalemate. These men waiting for the final order had to endure the incessant barrage of shells every day, unable to find any peace at all from this terrible thunderous roar which drove many to madness through the terrible condition now known today as “shell shock”.                                                                                                                         

It was hoped and prayed for by the soldiers that this massive offensive would bring this carnage to an end then they could return home to their families, and leave this terror, death and misery far behind them.                                                                                              

The next few days would furnish them all with the truth, and the answer they were all waiting for, it was hoped and prayed for they would hear the words…”The War Is Over…!!!

The British Generals were so confident that this massive artillery attack on the German lines would be so successful in destroying the whole trench system and the whole German Army facing them, that they announced to the troops “All the Germans will be dead, not even a rat could survive after this, so light up your pipes and cigarettes and walk onwards to victory”. 

Others battalions were informed that they could take a casual stroll across…”no mans land”, as all the Germans would be dead.                                                                                            

British and French artillery companies all along the front line, had been pulverizing the Germans for nearly a week, their job would soon be over as “zero hour” approached.  

The last few hours of this massive bombardment against the German lines was nearly over, the firing cords of the big guns having been viciously pulled, could soon be let go. 

The hurricane of destruction began to slow up as the last few hundred remaining shells were carried to the big guns and fired, the huge stockpiles of shells that stood many feet high, had dwindled away.

Every size of artillery gun had been used during this great bombardment…their barrels red hot from the continued firing would soon be cold, this almighty crescendo of cannon fire had continued unabated for seven days, using up the near 1, 500, 000 shells in a deafening, never-ending roar.                                                                                                                                                 

This in itself was a tremendous feat of stamina and logistics for the artillery crews, having to continue for hours on end carrying the heavy shells from the stockpiles to the load the gun. Despite the massive number of shells fired, it is estimated that one third of the total amount were duds.

Roughly two thirds of the rounds were 18 pounder shrapnel shells, this type of shell is filled with about 100 round steel balls which catapult out at tremendous speed upon detonation scattering them over a wide area, their main purpose was to destroy the barbed wire, but it was found that this had failed to breach the wire in many places.                                                                                   

The remaining one third of high-explosive shells failed to penetrate the deep German built underground bunkers. Despite this unbelievable amount of shells fired, the bombardments were not as effective as originally predicted.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       

The Generals of High Command situated four miles behind the British front line and from a good vantage point, could see the battlefield clearly. The expected destruction of the German artillery positioned high on the hills behind the German front line, failed dismally as well. In actuality it was a failure, but High Command could not stop the halt to the coming offensive, the men at the front were basically left to fight it out for themselves and left to do as best that they could. 

Some Officers could see the predicted outcome for the infantry, and questioned the Generals about allowing the battle to continue, in their minds they knew it was going to be a certain massacre of the men, but they were quickly rebuffed and ordered to “keep quiet”.

Zero Hour

The stillness of the early summer morning on July1st 1916, was warm and sunny, there were bright blue skies over the Somme, it was going to be a scorching hot day, but the peace of the morning was suddenly broken by the roar of the last few hundred British artillery shells, exploding onto the German lines. 

All along the front line thousands of tired, weary soldiers rose from the bottom of their cold, damp trenches, where they had spent the last few days and nights waiting for the terrible noise of the bombardment to end, stumbled about and got ready, checked and loaded their rifles and prepared themselves for the coming advance. 

One last almighty sound would echo through the Battlefields of the Somme, at exactly 07.28 a.m. the British blew the three mines at La Boiselle, the most thunderous sound ever imaginable and only a few thousand yards away erupted shaking the very ground like an earthquake, throwing thousands of tons of mud and enemy bodies into the air for hundreds of feet, finally cascading down in a tremendous pile of earth, rocks, and dust. The soldiers witnessing this spectacle before their eyes were shocked into life by the thunderous roar, and stood in amazement at the massive blast that had just occurred. 

In a matter of minutes all the terrible noise and shelling had stopped, and suddenly as if an imaginary switch had been thrown…everywhere was quiet…they all too soon realized it was “Zero Hour”.                                                                                                                                                         

The time was 07.30 as nearly 100, 000 British infantry soldiers each hunched under a sixty pound pack on their backs full of ammunition, rations, wire cutters, and spades moved in lines towards the slip trenches and prepared themselves for this massive offensive that would soon begin along the 18 mile front.

As the thousands of soldiers waited in the front line trenches for the whistles to blow signaling them to go “over the top”, hundreds of them were instructed to wear tin triangles on their back packs. 

Many of them are certain to have questioned this strange order, but none-the-less they obeyed. 

The purpose of this order was that when the spotter planes rose into the skies above the battlefield, the observer could identify them by the sun glinting off the triangles on their backs, and monitor their progress and position. The High command could then discern from the information relayed to them by the spotter/observer, how the battle was going, and if any advances had been accomplished or not.                                                                                                                         

The signal was given…all along the front line “whistles blew” and the first battalions of infantry, tired of the constant shelling and noise of the last week dragged their weak frail bodies with heavy packs up through the slip trenches and gaps in the barbed wire. As there were so many trying to get through many scrambled up over the parapet where they all formed up, and began their march out into…“no-mans land”.

By 08.30, one hour later, the rest of the 20, 000 infantry troops began to make their way across “no mans land”, following closely behind the first 100, 000 already moving slowly forward.    

The German troops had been cowering in fear and trepidation for the last week in the bottom of their dugouts, deep in the safety of their bunkers, since the start of the relentless “Hell” that had erupted above them. When the mines blew they felt the almighty shake of the ground for miles around shocking them with total fear and foreboding as to what would happen next. Suddenly it all went quiet, giving them a clear indication that the infantry were on the march.                                                                                         

In the quietness that followed the Germans knew that the massed armies of British and French infantry would soon be heading towards them. The opposing frontlines were incredibly close in many places only 300 to 600 yards apart.                                                        

The tangled mass of thick barbed wire protecting the German front line trenches was 60 feet wide, some areas it had been scattered about by the heavy shelling, but in most part the barbed wire remained intact, the advancing troops only realized this as they walked closer. This was a major obstacle, it either had to be cut through or clambered over, it would create another severe problem for them hindering any progress that they hopefully would make. The ground for hundreds of yards each side of the18 mile front line was pock marked with deep shell crater holes, some filled with water as the night before there had been a sudden downpour.               

The front lines being so close only gave the German gunners and infantry a matter of four or five minutes to leave their dark earthly tombs of the past week, and come out of the dark depths. 

In a mad frenzy they dragged their machine-guns and boxes of ammunition up from the depths of the steep shaft stairs, and emerged into a beautiful day of sunshine and clear blue skies.

All along the front line the machine-gunners rushed about like demons setting up their weapons in trenches and shell craters, boxes of ammunition was stacked one on top the other next to each gun, a canvas belt of bullets was fed into the top, the covering plate slammed down, the machine guns were ready to fire, they were ready…so they sat down and waited.                                             

These machine-gunners were the backbone of the German army, fully prepared and waiting they looked up from their positions and saw an unbelievable sight, lines of men advancing stretched far in the distance both to the right and left as they began to form up, the front line soon followed by a second, a third, and fourth line of infantry, tens of thousands of men wearily dragging their feet, stumbling over and through the masses of shell holes, onward and forwards as they had been commanded, towards the seemingly empty German trenches.    

There seemed and strange eeriness in the air as the soldiers slogged wearily on, anticipating that it was possibly true what they had been told, that the Germans were all dead. 

The Germans had not been destroyed at all, but were waiting for their own commander to signal them and begin the killing of the men walking slowly towards them. In a matter of minutes they would all become “easy targets” for the murderous fire from the enemy guns.

In a flash a tremendous hail of rifle and machine-gun fire echoed from the German lines all along the front as thousands of guns all clattered in devastating unison. 

Bullets thudded into the flesh of the men at the front tearing them apart, hundreds of men incredibly and all at once suddenly fell to the ground gasping in pain. Many stumbled about screaming in agony as blood spurted from gaping bullet holes in their frail weak bodies, hundreds just crumbled when hit and fell to earth. Those killed outright just went limp hitting the ground with a thud there were no screams, no sound at all from their dead bodies. 

All along the 18 mile front, the four lines of infantry soldiers continued to be decimated by the machine-gun fire, men fell in thousands as bullets whipped into their flesh. Those still advancing were seen to suddenly throw up their arms and fall, never to get up again as bullets tore them apart. 

Those who had been hit tried desperately to drag themselves into the nearest shell hole, anywhere that would give them cover, even using dead pals to shield them from the dreaded machine-gun fire zipping everywhere, holding their wounds and screaming out for help.

Hundreds of men literally bled to death lying in agony in muddy shell craters as the blood from their horrific wounds flowed into the mud of France, thousands would also bleed to death where they lay with horrific injuries screaming, none was to come, they lay in absolute agony and finally bled to death. Their bodies lay there for many days until the Medical and Grave Units came to remove them.                                                                                                                                          

This was horrendous enough for the soldiers but in a few minutes another terror was to come upon them. The Germans now fired flares which rose into the blue summer sky and exploded, their smoke trailing behind the red glowing flare that slowly fell to earth immediately signaled the German artillery to open fire, the barrage started as high-explosive shells screamed over the heads of the Germans and landed amongst the lines of British soldiers still advancing, exploding without mercy and hurling red-hot, razor sharp shrapnel of differing sizes and steel balls of metal through the air as the infantry still kept advancing across no mans land.

Soldiers stood mesmerized by this action, suddenly men screamed as they were cut in half, arms and legs were sliced off, heads fell to the ground cut off at the neck, intestines fell out of gaping holes in their bodies, skulls and bodies were embedded with metal, heads crushed in, the shrapnel cut them down in hundreds. 

Bodies lay scattered everywhere across the battlefield, in grotesque shapes and forms horrifically dismembered. 

The bodies of these men would become food for the thousands of rats that inhabited the trenches, always scurrying around searching for food, the rats would gorge themselves on the dead and the dying that were lying in “no mans land”.

British troops ran in every direction desperate to find some cover, many diving into the nearest shell hole to escape the ferocious deadly hail of fire and bomb blasts. All too soon the German machine gunners had the infantry troops pinned down by their constant hurricane of fire, those British soldiers laying in the bottom of crater holes were too petrified to move, they remained motionless hoping that they wouldn’t be spotted, but soon they would be up again advancing forward.                               

It was without any doubt becoming a complete massacre of the British infantry. 

It was too dangerous to send out the stretcher bearers, they only had sixteen stretchers to a battalion of men, very little use in helping the tens of thousands now lying wounded, and dying. 

Later it would become a known fact that many soldiers thought that there was of plague of cats, when in reality it was the rats that had grown so fat, eating the bodies of the dead soldiers.  

As the bloody battle raged all along the front line thousands were killed in the bloodbath of horror, the constant bombardment of German cannon fire continued the orgy of a complete massacre upon the tired and weary men, who had given all they could to keep advancing, but finally gave in to death itself.

Hero of the Somme

The Hero of the day was Royal Army Medical Corps, Doctor Captain Noel Chavasse, of the Liverpool and Scottish. Taking extra ordinary risks he crawled out into “no mans land” during the night, accompanied by an orderly to find his fellow soldiers who were wounded, for he knew their agony lying in shell holes bleeding to death, he found it his duty as a doctor and soldier to assist those who he could. This would be an act of true courage.

Both men crawled around whistling softly hoping for a reply, soon finding a wounded soldier lying in agony and bleeding badly with his arm hanging off, the orderly inserted a stick in the soldiers mouth and told him to bite hard, it helped to drown the poor mans sob’s and screams as Chavasse cut the hanging arm off with a pair of scissors and sewed up the stump …he had no anesthetic for the wounded man. Both he and the orderly scrambled about on their bellies across no mans land dragging the wounded man back to the British lines, it took them two long tiring two hours to do so.                                                                           

They then both returned again and again during the night and other nights helping those who he could, spending over 24 hours saving his comrades. 

These extreme acts of bravery had saved the lives of 20 men…He would be awarded the Greatest Honour “For Valour”…The Victoria Cross. 

His story would continue as he was ordered to go to Paschendaele, Belgium in July 1917, this would be the biggest offensive ever seen in wartime, but the losses were horrific, the battleground was now a swamp after the heavy rains, it was a complete quagmire of mud. He followed along with the infantry, and set up a dressing station in a German dugout the enemy had abandoned. Already seriously wounded in the head Chavasse very fatigued and with very little food to sustain him carried on Bravely, he was asked to leave the front line and return behind the lines to base hospital, he refused wanting to stay with his men at the front. 

While resting in his dugout one night he wrote to his parents in England about Gladys his beloved girlfriend whom he was now engaged to, he wrote explaining that she gave him the reason to get through the war, and the thought of seeing her again kept him going.

One night while resting in his dugout tragedy struck for this incredibly brave man, a German shell scored a direct hit blowing it apart, seriously wounding him he was rushed to base hospital, the nurse attending him heard his last words …”That duty has called me, and my duty is to obey”…He died the next day.                                                                                      

Captain Noel Chavasse, an Unbelievable Courageous Hero of “The Great War” would receive the Greatest Honour his country could bestow, he would posthumously be awarded “For Valour” another Victoria Cross…The only man to ever receive two of these very prestigious awards.

His family received 700 letters of condolence and a special letter from the King…Noel Chavasse was 32 years old when he died…”But His Life Was Given as a Greater Sacrifice to His Fellow Man”…!!!                                                                                                                   

The Battle Losses

Tragically hundred’s and thousands would die alone on the Somme, murmuring incoherently, many calling for their mothers, until they expired, their blood ran deep into the soil of France. That is where they died and would be buried. They would not be going home, this was their home for eternity.  

Of the 35, 000 wounded on that “Bloody” day, only a mere fraction received hospital treatment…the rest would be left to die in the mud.

The R.F.C. aeroplanes took to the skies to check the advance of troops as the battle raged far below, the tin triangles on the backs of the infantry proved invaluable as they were clearly spotted by the observer. 

In a few places minor breakthroughs were recorded and in some areas the German lines had been breached successfully, the pilots then flew back to their bases to inform the High Command of the situation on the battlefield.

The French fighting north of the river Somme, broke through the German defences killing and capturing hundreds of the enemy, due mainly to their artillery guns giving them constant support.

A breakthrough at Mametz for the British was a success, still with many losses.

At Beaumont Hamel, the 1st Newfoundland Regiment had started the battle with 752 men, by the late afternoon it had been decimated, only 68 were left alive.

The Heroic 36th
The 36th Ulster Division heralded from County Armagh, Northern Ireland, and had fought so Heroically and Gallantly that day on the Somme that they succeeded in reaching Thiepval their objective, on the way winning them the Schwaben Redoubt 

One such Hero of this Division was 20 years old Billy McFadzean, who fought with the 14th Battalion Royal Irish Rifles, little did he realize that he would win a V.C. before the “Battle of the Somme” had even begun. 

Earlier that morning the troops were preparing to prime their grenades in the front line trench, as one soldier prepared his grenades one accidentally fell, in fear of their lives the men scattered, they had about 4 odd seconds before it would explode, without any hesitation and with pure unquestioned Courage, Private McFadzean hurled himself on top of it, the sudden explosion killed him instantly.   

He in an Incredible Heroic Gesture for his fellow countrymen sacrificed his young life for those, his fellow brothers…one year later for his undoubted act of Courage he was posthumously awarded the Greatest Honour, “For Valour”…The Victoria Cross. 

But their Gallantry would not go unrewarded, for that day alone four soldiers of the 36th Ulster Division would be awarded the Greatest Honour “For Valour”…The Victoria Cross. 

Their Bravery was an Inspiration to All the infantry.

During the long struggle in the Battle of the Somme…Nine Victoria Crosses were to be awarded “For Valour” to the 36th Ulster Division…such was the Heroism of the men that fought there...!!!                                                                                 

But the losses were horrendous, the dead now lie in Mill Road Cemetery…5,500 graves…of Brave, Heroic men of Northern Ireland…”In Lasting Memory To Them All”…were lost on that one dreadful day.

The Horror of the Battle

When the day was done the casualty list was confirmed. It was a terrible disaster for the British Army…57, 470 soldiers had been seriously wounded, nearly half of the complete battle force. A staggering 20,000 British soldiers killed.

The German losses proved to be very light, although difficult to actually calculate it is estimated that only 8, 000 were killed, and 2, 200 prisoners were taken. 

It was without doubt a tragic loss and waste, but the Generals of High Command placed little importance on the horrific losses of the day, the “Battle of the Somme” continued to drag on through the summer days of July and August, as the Generals began to plan the next “push”.

A new invention had been designed and built in England a “monster machine” that the Generals believed and considered to be a winning combination when accompanied by the infantry

These “new” inventions arrived at Abbeville then transported by rail to Bray near the front line.

By mid September the next assault was ready, the new invention was to take the lead in an attempted breakthrough. 

On September 15th 1916, the next planned attack went into operation, at 05.20 a.m. this lone monster, this new invention called the “Tank” with accompanying infantry would make its presence felt as it cleared the last pockets of German resistance at Delville wood, or “Devil’s wood”. 

One hour later at 0.6.20 after the brief success at Devils wood, forty nine tanks that were now employed in France for the offensive went into battle, but only thirty two reached their start line, nine tanks failed to keep up with the infantry as they rushed ahead, nine broke down and five ended up ditched in large shell craters. The first nine to advance broke through German defences at Flers, and British infantry captured the town.

Massive as they were, the speed they covered was extremely slow, but the effect on the German soldiers was incredibly frightening, they felt powerless against these large iron monsters.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       

The attack succeeded as such, but gained only 4, 485 yards (4,100 metres) of the German lines, that now lay in British hands.

I have a photocopy of the original Army letter to the 4th, 5th, 6th, 7th, and to 147th M.G. and 147th T.M. Battery of the West Riding Regiment, which was sent while the Battle of the Somme was still in progress, on September 18th 1916 it states…The G.O.C. wishes to congratulates the O.C. and other ranks of the 7th West Riding Regiment and others participating in the operation last night on the success of their work. In spite of the difficulties of darkness etc, they were able to advance beyond the objective ordered, which is the right spirit of offensive. He urges all ranks to further efforts in common cause, notwithstanding fatigue and discomfort…Please convey this to companies. Sent by the Staff Captain of the 147th Brigade (signature illegible). Although he commends the men, it still indicates just how the High officials far from the battle didn’t realize exactly what the men were going through, but still urged them to make stronger efforts, despite the horror, death, misery, wet, cold, and mud, the soldiers were faced with every day.                                                                                     

When the dreadful October rain’s fell, creating a quagmire of mud feet deep for all the troops to slog through, temporary paths to get from one trench line to another were made using “Duckboards” thrown over the deep shell craters, the heavily laden soldiers moving to front line positions had to take these routes, many walking along these slipped on the mud thickened boards and fell in and could not be rescued, they just sank to the bottom with the heavy packs dragging them down, they would drown in the depths of their own artillery’s water filled craters. Hundreds would sink in the quagmire of death, never to be found. It has been stated though slightly exaggerated, that more men were killed by drowning, than by bullets during this offensive.

Thousands of soldiers suffered the terrible pain and agony of “trench-foot”, they were for days up to their knees in water in the trenches, it soaked through their boots and gradually ate their skin off their flesh. Many soldiers were Not allowed to remove their boots under orders and had to keep them on for days, sometimes weeks on end. It rotted their feet away in so much that over 150, 000 soldiers needed urgent treatment, many thousands never recovered. Many hundreds had their legs amputated and were sent home as invalids…their lives ruined!                                                                                      

The battle continued to rage on, British infantry troops trying desperately to advance under the screams from their Captains to “Get a bloody move on” slogged through the knee high mud as shells exploded all around them cutting them to pieces, coupled with the incessant hail of bullet’s from the German machine-gunners thudded into men all along the front line, they were being slaughtered in their thousands. 

Staggering losses accumulated, over 4,000 a day were being slaughtered just for gains of a few yards of ground. It is said that one man was killed for every foot of ground covered…it could well be true considering the amount of dead. 

All these Brave and Heroic young boys were the flower of England’s youth, thousands of them fought that day, many Battalions with such splendid names to be proud of. The Pals and Chums battalions were tragically and completely wiped out forever in the killing fields of the Somme, during that first day alone, the young men of England now lay dead in the mud of France …there to become their resting place for all time.                                                                                                    .                                                                                                                 

Despite these horrendous losses, the ground gained was but a pitiful strip of land 20 miles long by six miles deep. The desired big breakthrough hadn’t materialized, but it cost the British Army dearly. 

This “Great Offensive” that the High Commands of both Allied forces earnestly believed would give them a victory so imperative, would finally end on the November18th 1916, after four and a half months of horrific losses.                                                                                         

The Final Outcome

The “Battle of the Somme” would also add its own terrible chapter of destruction and horror in the annals of British warfare. 

Historians cannot agree in trying to calculate the total losses of how many in fact were killed. So these are estimated figures, none-the-less these figures are not far from the agreed total.

The phenomenal losses involved were unbelievable, and staggering.

The British losses estimated a total of……400, 000…killed. 

The French losses estimated a total of…..194, 000…killed. 

The German losses estimated a total of….600, 000…killed.

Again it is estimated that the total losses for the French, British and German Armies, came to well over a total of …1, 200, 000 killed, wounded, and missing, when the final battles fizzled out, in November of 1916. 

As December 1916 approached, winter came with a vengeance to all those holding out in the trenches of France and Belgium, it would be the coldest winter on record, with great falls on snow and freezing temperatures…Due to the bitter cold and the poor clothing supplied many soldiers froze to death in the trenches. 

The last note to add to this was that General Haig’s Officers pointed out that, “although no breakthrough of any great significance was achieved, he had done lasting harm to the German Army”.

Field Marshal Eric von Ludendorff acknowledged that the Germany Army “was completely exhausted”.

Thus the terrible slaughter of “The Battle of the Somme” had ended. The Generals of all the opposing forces would not yield to defeat, but continued in the “Bloodletting” of millions of brave young men from every corner of the earth…The blood would drain from their young bodies into the earth where they lay, a final resting place for each and every one…!!!      

The terrible slaughter of the French Army at Verdun during the same period, but ending on December 15th 1916, was also unbelievable in the final statistics, a colossal…362,000 killed…with thousands upon thousands being maimed and disfigured. The German losses were nearly as many. Over 700, 000 men on both sides were killed or missing during the 5 months of this one battle.                                                                                

It can be calculated that in the five months of fighting on the two major battle fronts at the Somme and Verdun, that the unimaginable and horrendous casualty list of nearly 2, 000, 000…British, French, Belgian, and German soldiers had been killed, wounded, and were missing.                                                                             

This so called “Victory” they desperately desired had certainly not been won and was even further from their grasp, it had brought nothing but these catastrophic figures to haunt mankind in the coming years,

By the end of 1916 the “Top Brass” were already planning many more successive “Big Offensives” in the months and year’s to follow.                                                                                                                                              

For those at home in England waiting for their loved ones to return, nothing was certain, only that for thousands of mothers, wives and sister’s they would hear the dreaded knock at the door informing them that, their father, son, brother, or their husband, had been killed at the front. 

The War Office would inform them of their terrible tragic loss contained in a buff coloured envelope, with a piece of paper inside, a simple telegram… Number B18402. For the families who had lost a son, husband, or father in battle, the British Government paid them the paltry, despicable sum of 1/- per week pension…in equal money today in 2008…5pence…!!! 

One mother from Great Rissington, Gloucestershire, England, Julia “Annie” Souls lost 5 of her precious sons during the “Great War”, her reward was 5/-…(25pence) a week for such a terrible loss of unimaginable personal suffering and tragedy, the brothers were given no Heroes burial…just simply and blatantly forgotten by those they sacrificed their lives for.        

This was their reward for the loss of a loved one…!!!                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      

The Generals at British High Command, full of self importance and arrogance, coupled with their bragging that the Huns would be dispatched swiftly from France and Belgium, by Christmas of 1914, had since passed a long time ago, it came and went with humiliation for all the top brass.

The British High Command was desperate for a victory, despite the phenomenal losses thus far encountered, the millions of artillery shells hurled at the enemy failed to destroy them, whatever plans devised and battles fought with tremendous losses, nothing seemed to give any hope of a breakthrough, let alone a future hope of a quick victory. 

The only determined course of action that the British Generals, Politicians, and Leaders of War Cabinet could take, was to keep the young recruits coming in, get them kitted out, and hurry them up to the front line… there to meet their deaths, in the bloodbath of horror. 

By the early spring of 1917 hundreds of thousands of American soldiers under the command of General John Joseph Pershing arrived in France to support their Allies, the British, French, and Belgians. The need was imperative to reinforce the armies on all sides as the undeniable and unbelievable casualties soared beyond all comprehension.

The battle’s fought in the region of Verdun was a continual carnage of unimaginable proportions for the young men of France, of whom one third was under 30 years of age. Their heroic efforts were at times no match for the Germans with the devastating fire-power of huge artillery howitzers, millions of shells rained down in rage slaughtering hundreds of thousands, it had simply bled the French Army to death.

The French losses at Verdun alone at the end of the war was over 1, 300, 000 killed, with thousands being maimed, horrifically mutilated, and grotesquely disfigured. 

Failure at Chemin Des Dames

There were many great and ferocious battles fought all along the front line that continued to kill hundreds of thousands on all sides, but no would give in to the enemy whatever side they fought on.

At the beginning of 1917, the Allies still believed that they could win this war quickly despite the continuing heavy losses. Also, that this year they were very confident they could do it.

The British Army had grown in strength to nearly 60 Divisions, 3, 000, 000 men, the French had 100 Divisions totaling 5, 000, 000 men, despite their horrendous losses at Verdun, they felt invulnerable to the enemy with such massive numbers.

One of the great offensives of 1917 was to be fought was at Chemin des Dames, General Nivelle had come up with the idea of a quick breakthrough of the German front, his plan was to secretly assemble an enormous mass of artillery all along the chosen line of attack, then open fire without warning on the front line German defences, but also far into the trenches behind, the intention was to destroy all the heavy artillery batteries and communications lines, thus the Germans could not get any more troops up to reinforce the front, in effect it would paralyze them. 

At the same time as the French barrage started his French infantry troops would move forward at a distance of only 70 metres (200 feet) behind the rolling barrage, a curtain of dangerously exploding shells, this plan also meant that hopefully all the Germans would be destroyed in front of them. When they had taken the front line trenches a mass of reserve troops would pass forward to the next German line of trenches and continue on, until, all the enemy had been killed.  

The British would start their attack on the same German front line one week earlier at Arras, this it was hoped would draw off any German reserves away from Nivelle’s attack at Chemin des Dames, and give them a better opportunity to capture their part of the sector. 

But the German had already made their own plans, while indecisions were being made by the French and British High Commands the Germans had withdrawn 29 Divisions, 1, 450, 000 men from the area where the British were to attack, and stole back 30 miles of land to secure themselves a new and much stronger position, which the Allies later called the Hindenburg Line.

But the offensive went ahead on April 9th the British strike on the northern flank was really to no avail they could not draw off the enemy as planned by Nivelle, with no enemy to face as they had gone declared it a success. This was now a positive setback to the French Generals plan.

Word had leaked out to the Germans of the coming French offensive of which General Nivelle had planned, the Germans sent out aerial reconnaissance planes, and found the spot where Nivelle’s intended attack would take place. 

The Germans moved their 42 infantry divisions, 2, 100, 000 men up to the line, with 2, 451 artillery guns placed in position. The French had 46 divisions, 2, 300, 000 men and 3, 810 artillery guns already placed.

Nivelle’s optimism remained firm, as did the infantry of his soon to be attacking army. The attack began on April 16th 1917, it started off well but soon was overcome with disasters, there was no “secret” that he had promised and had blatantly spoke about, the infantry floundered within a short time, the supposed destruction of the barbed wire did not transpire for it all remained intact. As for all the Germans being hopefully killed was an utter failure, as German machine-gunners began to massacre the advancing French infantry in thousands. The wounded returning from the battle was horrendous and appalling, it was a complete disaster…just as “The Battle of the Somme” had become.   

General Nivell, undisturbed by the amount of casualty figures demanded another attack the next day and to maintain the attack as planned, by keeping on pressing forward.

By April 20th, the offensive had partly brought success for 20, 000 Germans were now prisoners, and some land reclaimed. He had planned another big push on April 25th, using all the reserves available, the Government alarmed at the Generals determination demanded him to wait, he did.

When the attack finally commenced on May 6th, it remained another failure, the barbed wire had not been destroyed, nor had the Germans been killed, they had recovered enough to bring out the machine-gunners and created havoc, again killing thousands of French infantry. 

After another failed attempt by Nivelle, the French government could not tolerate him any longer, so it was decided to replace him, on May 15th his position was immediately taken over by Field Marshal Petain.

The effects of Nivelle’s battle plans were horrendous as the casualty figures came in, during the month of April the French Army had lost 100, 000 men officially, but unofficially the figure was double that, 200, 000 killed.

The infantry decided they had, had enough and decided to mutiny, the results of this created a terrible effect on the troops affecting over 54 Divisions, 2, 700, 000 men, they felt like “lambs to the slaughter” and in truth they were, the French High command needed to stop this and eventually it was quelled by offering them better pay, home leave, better rations, better family allowances to their wives. 

The ringleaders 55 in total were executed, 300 men were sent to Devils Island the notorious prison, another 20, 000 were court-martialed.    

By the autumn of 1917 the R.F.C and the French Air Force were now in command of the air over the Western Front, after many “Dogfights” and many losses on both sides, they had now proved to be masters of the skies. 

The tank proved itself to be a winner albeit its slowness, but the British and French were now putting them into full production in both countries.

Many great and fearsome battles and offensives would continue to envelope France and Belgium and would bring the casualty list to many more hundreds of thousands being killed. This war would continue in its ferocity, draining the life-blood from the very heart of young men from every nation…until it finally ended in 1918.

Battles such as Passchendaele, Ypres, Loos, Arras, and many more soon to follow would soon suck the lifeblood from the young being continually thrown into the quagmire of death, the killing would continue in Belgium exactly the same as it still continued in France. Many towns and villages would be completely razed to the ground, and erased from the map by the terrible destructive shellfire. 

Thousands upon thousands became refugees in their own land. They packed up the few meager possessions that could be salvaged from the rubble of their shattered houses, loaded them onto prams and carts and trudged through the debris covered streets to the next town or village, that hadn’t been scarred by war, desperately trying find some food, shelter and refuge for their tired shattered souls.  

The terrible tragedy of total warfare would become a sign for the coming years of war, an evil omen of the horrors that millions were about to be confronted with, in the near future...!!!

At the end of “The Great War” millions had been savagely killed, maimed, disfigured, gassed, blinded, and shell shocked, by every evil device invented to kill their fellowman.             

The hope of mankind thereafter was, that this was “The War to End all Wars”…yet as this war concluded with the killing of so many millions, and so horrifically…the next war was in its early stages of conception. 

Governments would take the lead in trying to implement a peaceful world, or so it seemed, this gave mankind some reassurance that at last there could be an answer to mankind’s ever growing strife, and that peace could be achieved at last, but it was to become a sad and disturbing illusion, not only for the governments who seemed to promote peace, but for all mankind.                                                                                         

Many people including Politicians, Leaders, and High Ranking Officials had stated that they really didn’t understand why they all went to war in the first place as it seemed an utter waste of millions of men.

These millions of soldiers were promised by the leaders and politicians, even before they had set foot on the soil of France, that when they returned from the horrors of war…”They would return to a land fit for Heroes”.

As the battle weary soldiers returned home at long last, they were met with rejoicing by crowds of well wishers, and ecstatic joy by their families and children, that many had not seen for months or years, it was an unbelievable joy for them all.                        

But as time passed these ex-soldiers had returned to a land to face more horrors, of unemployment, uncertainty, and many to be unwanted, they had suffered more than anyone could ever imagine, and were unable to regain their old way of life and now lived in complete despair. 

For those maimed by the war their loss was far greater plight, they couldn’t find work because they had lost limbs and became unemployable, but found themselves in depths of despair trying by any means to earn money to feed and clothe their families. 

Literally hundreds would beg in the streets for a few pence, standing on street corners or sitting all day in their wheelchairs in all weathers trying to sell boxes of matches or leather bootlaces for a pittance, just to buy crust of bread to feed their families.                                                                                                                                            The wicked injustices against them was a despicable display by the government, for they had given these men, no rewards, no life, and certainly…No Hope…and Certainly Not a country fit for Heroes which they had so surely promised…!!!

It was a wicked and evil tragedy for all these men, for they had been prepared to fight and die for their country and in its time of need they had given their very best, and now it was most certainly their time of need…and received no help of any description from the Government or the country that they had fought for. These poor men, these Heroes of England…in all their wretched suffering and misery had been, lied, cheated and deceived. They would never recover, but go to their graves broken men…!!! 

The Man With the “Funny Little Moustache”

As British high-explosive shells rained down on the German trenches during the “Battle of the Somme” on October 7th 1916, German soldiers cowered in their dugouts far below in the bowels of the earth in relative safety as the bombardment of screaming shells decimated the earth above their heads. 

It would become a day of success for the Germans, a day of horror for the British, and a very lucky day for one German soldier.

When the barrage finally stopped German soldiers rose from their earthly tombs, climbed the steep stairs and rose into to the bright sunlight.  

The High Command had realized that the British barrage had completely decimated the lines of communication and were desperate to find out how the battle was progressing, so a company runner was called and ordered to run the message from the front line back to the German Headquarters command post. His strict orders were of the utmost importance and he would be held responsible for failure to comply.

A runner was found and given the urgent information to deliver, to avoid being hit by the fire that was raking through his fellow men he jumped up over the trench and headed for the defence trenches hundreds of yards to the rear, on this special errand.

He remained unscathed by the machine-gun fire for a short time, but was suddenly hit and fell wounded in the mud. Little did the soldier of the 16th Bavarian Reserve Infantry Regiment realize that the company runner of the same regiment lying in the mud next to him had been severely wounded three times, knowing it was the runners duty to get the message to the command post urgently he staggered to his feet and carried the wounded man to the nearest first aid station, where he was swiftly attended to by the hospital staff and doctors.

That day was October 7th 1916, it would become a day of infamy, for if the rescuer had left the company runner to his fate, then no one would have been any the wiser or even had known of his demise, he would have been buried with the thousands of others killed on that day. Many visitors in later years who passed along the row upon row of graves would never have given any thought to the soldier buried there, or even to his name etched on the gravestone, they would pass along and forget.  

The world could then have continued in another phase of diplomacy, never having to go to war allowing such destruction and death to mankind to ever happen again, and mankind would not have to suffer the terror, horror, and destruction that was to come…had he been left to die…!!!

The surgeons at the hospital brought the little company runner from near death back to life, he made a good recovery and went on to fight for the German Imperial Army, he was then promoted to Lance 

Corporal. During his earlier campaigns he was awarded the Iron Cross, Second Class.

This little man eventually fought in the “Battle of Arras” and was awarded the Iron Cross, First Class, a very distinguished award. He was later gassed in the last offensives during 1918, but fully recovered.

He would continue in his battle for the Fatherland until the end of “The Great War”.

The name of this man’s rescuer is unknown, he may have been killed in a later battle and he like the millions of others who fought and died would become lost in the passing of time, and find his resting place in some foreign field, or he may of retuned home to live out his day’s.                                                                       

It may be stated that he never realized that the little man who he saved on that day in October 1916, would in such a few short years rise to power, and bring the world again to the edge of the abyss in a far more horrific, devastating, and barbaric World War that mankind could ever imagine.

Also, perhaps the brave rescuer of this little man didn’t know the name of the man he had bravely rescued under gunfire, only one thing is assured and most certain that the world would soon come to hear of and acknowledge, this man with the funny little moustache, for his name was…Adolf Hitler…!!! 

“The Great War” Ends.

No one at all seemed to understand and to honestly realize that the seeds of the next war had already been sown, even before “The Great War” had finally ended. 

Artillery batteries all along the front lines continued to fire the last few remaining shells at the enemy on that cold morning in November, before the final cease-fire had been announced.

As the hour struck 11.00 a.m. on November 11th 1918, the announcement was made and at long last the guns fell silent, an unsettling peacefulness seemed to descend all across Europe. It was finally the last day of this horrific, destructive, bloody war that had raged around the world for four long terrible years.

As church bells rang out from every corner in many countries declaring the end of hostilities, more ferocious weapons of destruction were being designed and made by those ready to defend their homeland in preparation, just in case there was another possible conflict. 

At the end of hostilities at 11.00a.m, November 11th 1918, these were the estimated figures calculated of the casualties…

A total of…67, 438, 810 troops were mobilized.

A total of…21, 219, 452 were severely wounded

A total of…7, 750, 919 were missing or became prisoners of war.

A total of…1, 450, 000 permanently disabled.

An estimated figure of….8, 538, 315 were killed.

But later figures indicate that it was more likely that over…10, 000, 000 were killed in battle deaths.

Many more were soon to become victims, apart from the horrific losses during “The Great War”, for in the winter of 1918 the “Spanish Flu” epidemic swept across Europe, which scientists today have directly attributed to the effects of the this First World War. It completely devastated the undernourished population and killed well over 10, 000, 000 people. This dreaded epidemic eventually spread worldwide showing no mercy to anyone, and killed over…80, 000, 000 people.   

The terrible tragedy here, was that there were more people killed by the “Spanish Flu” epidemic during 15 months in Europe alone, than by all the blood that was shed during the horrific slaughter of four years during “The First World War”…!!!

My Road to Mons

Driving through the vast open fields and undulating hills of northern France and Belgium gives one a sense of tranquility, farmers are constantly working their vast tracts of land churning up the soil ready for planting the seeds that will grow into fields of crops, as high above in the clear blue skies larks sing adding peace to this lovely day.

All is at peace now, so difficult for us to believe today as we pass through this beautiful countryside of tree lined avenues, their canopy of green against the clear blue sky, the sun spreading its warmth across fields full of colour, how different everything was, so long ago… for this is where great ferocious battles were fought, artillery shells screamed through the air, machine-guns clattered their evil song of death, hundreds of thousands died in the “bloody” horrific carnage and mess, such was the result of “The Great War”.   

There is very little indication of the horror that raged here ninety years ago, the land has been repossessed, trenches and shell craters filled and leveled, the barbed wire gone, the machinery of war taken for scrap to be used for other means.

The terror, horror, misery and pain that was felt and endured here are only for those who now lie asleep in death, under the clear blue skies of France and Belgium. The only reminder left for us today, are the row upon row of gravestones in the hundreds of war cemeteries scattered across these two lands. 

Many people flock here in there thousands, coaches from every country wind their way down the narrow country roads to find the cemetery where perhaps a family relative is buried. They slowly pass each and every gravestone, looking at the regimental badge, the age, more so the name etched on the cold white stone, it could well be the one they have been searching for.

I have toured these Battlefields of France and Belgium for many years, and yet it never ceases to amaze me how many hundreds of thousands of dead… rest here. 

This tour took me to where some of the first and most famous battles of the “Great War” had taken place, the town of Mons, Belgium. I had read of the brave actions that were fought here and wanted to find out more, find the places where these men had been made Heroes by their Bravery and Courage. 

There are very little signs of the battles that raged here in 1914 and 1918, but around the town and surrounding countryside many plaques and memorials to the battles fought can be found.

In May 1940, and September 1944 great battles were fought here during the Second War, the US V II infantry Corps captured the town in 1944, after fierce fighting with German forces. 

There are two very good museums in the heart of Mons, the Musees du Centenaire, and particularly the Musee de Guerre which was originally a pawnshop built in 1625, and holds one of the finest collections of First and Second War relics in Belgium.

I wanted to find the bridge on the canal where the first such heroic actions took place at the beginning of the war. With my map in place I followed the marked route, and headed my camper in the direction of Obourg. 

An incredible and heroic story recalls the actions of Lieutenant Maurice J. Dease and Private Sidney F. Godley, in one of the first encounters with the enemy on the August 23rd 1914. Unknown to them both, on that very day they would both become Heroes of the British Army, and of England.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        

The 4th Battalion of the Royal Fusiliers was defending the bridge that crossed the canal at Obourg, unfortunately for them they were directly in the path of the advancing German Army who wanted to seize the bridge as a crossing point. 

Suddenly German artillery and machine-gun fire opened up on the British soldiers guarding the bridge and the defending troops nearby, killing many and causing severe casualties. 

The Germans advanced from the Nimy station side and a fierce battle ensued, however the Fusiliers on the bridge gave their very best defending it, in a hope to give enough time for the other battalions to retire to safer positions. Those on the bridge were simply mown down by the German rifle and machine-gun fire, nearly every one of them were either killed or seriously wounded.  

Lieutenant Dease, already badly injured grabbed a machine-gun and continued a succession of rapid fire against the Germans until he was so seriously wounded he could not continue. Private Godley rushed to volunteer and grabbed another machine-gun and opened fire immediately, holding his position for two long hours as the Germans tried to get across, he too succumbed to the German fire and was seriously wounded, he had just enough strength to break the machine gun and throw it in the canal, minutes later he was a prisoner.

Lieutenant Dease, despite all his Heroic efforts died on the bridge, and Private Godley was taken to a prisoner of war camp. 

Lieutenant Maurice J. Dease, 24 years old, was to be posthumously awarded the most prestigious Victoria Cross, “For Valour” during his courageous actions on the bridge that day in August 1914. He is buried in a British cemetery in nearby Obourg.

Private Sidney F. Godley returned to England after nearly 5 years as a prisoner of war in Germany, unaware that he was to become a Hero of the British Army and the people of England.

On February 23rd 1919, the young private who had displayed such absolute bravery on the canal bridge on that hot day in August 1914, would be invited to Buckingham Palace to receive this most prestigious award “For Valour”…the Victoria Cross, by the King himself.

He would later become a school caretaker, and died in 1957, aged 68.

These were the very first two Victoria Crosses to be awarded, “For Valour” during the Great War. There would certainly be others awarded during this war.                                                                                    

The original bridge that was so gallantly defend by the 4th Battalion of the Royal Fusiliers has now been replaced with a steel one, but remains in the exact same location.

At the small village of Casteau, on the main road there stands a stone memorial that records the first confrontation with the enemy, it was here that the very first shots that begun “The First World War” in Europe rang out between the B.E.F and the First German Army. 

At 07.00 a.m. on August 22nd 1914, reports came in that an enemy a group of German Cavalry had been sighted, a squadron of the 4th Royal Irish Dragoon Guards were ordered to scout the known area where the enemy had been seen, as they patrolled the main road and the adjacent woods they were suddenly confronted by the group of Cavalry charging at them, Corporal E. Thomas of the B.E.F. took the necessary action, aimed his rifle and fired at the charging Germans. 

These were recorded as the first shots fired by the B.E.F. on the continent, for 100 years…!!!                                                                                                                                         

To add a note of interest to this…just across the road and almost directly opposite from where the first shots were fired by Corporal Thomas, there stands a house with a bronze memorial plaque on the wall recording that this is where the 116th Canadian Infantry Battalion out-post had stood on November 11th 1918, when the cease fire rang out across the world, bringing “The Great War”, to an end.

How ironic, that the distance of perhaps only 50 feet separates the start and finishing lines of the most horrific conflict of such proportions killing over 10, 000, 000, and four years later it would end…just across the road…!!!

I stood there in utter amazement, what it seemed to me was absolutely unbelievable…But that was war…!!!

On reaching the station at Obourg, the plaque on the newly built red brick memorial, remembers the Bravery displayed by the 4th Battalion Middlesex Regiment, for on the day of August 23rd 1914, these regulars of the British Infantry held off the oncoming Germans with superb rifle fire, their skill at using Lee Enfield rifles was no match for the German advance, as these professional soldiers could load, aim, and fire sixteen rounds every minute, some men could fire more. 

The German infantry were amazed and frightened at this ferocity of fire from the British, even believing that every single British soldier could fire as fast as this and that the Infantry Battalions were using “machine-guns” instead of just “plain old rifles”. 

Strange as it was they had received the finest reputation for their fast accurate mode of fire, which we now know were only rifles…from the enemy.

Nearby is the orchard where the first officer of the war was killed, Major Abell, who now lies with all his men killed at St Symphorien, Military Cemetery. In remembrance of the Heroic battle fought by the 4th Middlesex Regiment, a road has been named in their honour.

Sir Douglas Haig, Commander of the British Army had his headquarters in the small town of Givry, on the Bavay road, General Allenby also had his H.Q. and quarters at Villers St Ghislain which belonged to the local school mistress, they both still stand and can be seen on the main road.

Just down from the Industrial estate at Peronnes, a coal slag heap stands proud on the left hand side of the road giving an excellent view of the surrounding countryside, from here you can see for miles, hence this spot was ideal for the artillery to set up their gun positions. 

This is the exact spot where the “First” artillery shell of “The Great War” was fired at the German lines, by “E” Battery, RHA, on August 22nd 1914. 

Under a small bush near the last factory building on the left, and about 20 feet in from the main road sits the commemorative stone recording this event. The actual gun is now housed in the Imperial War Museum, London.

I looked on the map for the little cemetery that these men were now buried in.

The little narrow roads led me to the British cemetery at St Symphorien surrounded by lush fields. I clicked the catch and went through the iron gates it was exquisitely beautiful, flowering shrubs and trees blossomed everywhere, it was so very peaceful only the birds sung sweetly from the flowering trees above breaking the silence of this most beautiful day, strangely it felt like it was paradise… but the reminders were there that this was a war cemetery.

This was not a big cemetery as many are, it was small in comparison, but the graves that are here are reminders of the first battles that raged here on the Western Front.                       

This is where the first soldier and one of the last soldiers were killed during “The Great War” they both now lie here.                                                                                                                                      

The grave of the first soldier killed on the Western Front was… L/ 14196, Private J. Parr of the Middlesex Regiment, who was out on a scouting mission on his bicycle on the evening of August 21st 1914, when he was killed. Not far from this first casualty, is the grave of the last British soldier killed…Private G.E. Ellison, of the 5th Royal Irish Lancers, who was killed on November 11th, 1918.

Just across from these two graves is perhaps one of the most tragic memorials of all, the grave of the last Canadian to be killed on the Western Front…Private George Price, of the 28th North West Battalion Canadian Infantry who was killed at Ville-sur-Haine at 10.58 a.m. November 11th 1918, only “Two Minutes” before the end of “The Great War”, on Armistice Day.

A memorial plaque to the memory of these soldiers can be seen on the wall of the Hotel de Ville. 

St Symphorien cemetery, where these men now lie is one of the most beautiful on the Western Front.

How strange it was to feel and see the beauty of life growing, flowering, and filling the air with sweet scent in this most exquisite of places…and to remember it sadly as a cemetery and not as one would hope…an English country garden. 

But I am sure that it was designed and landscaped like this especially for the young “Boys” who now lie there…in their own English country garden. 

I closed the iron gates to this sad reminder of the horror of war, and reflected as I headed back to Mons in my camper, of the many wherever they lay and are buried, of just how young they really were…!!!                      

The killing would not stop right up until the very, very, last few seconds of Armistice Day…November 11th at 11.00a.m. 

Another similar devastating tragedy would strike as Private Henry N. Gunther of the 313th Regiment 79th Division of the “Baltimores Own”, an American Regiment under the Command of General John J. Pershing, strode into the line of fire at a ridge named “Cote Romange” at Chaumont-Devant-Damvilliers, France.

Their Regiment had been informed only 16 minutes before 11.00 a.m. by a company runner that the killing was to cease at exactly that time, the runners were sent out again to find all the troops in the area and stop them. But the unit with Gunther were lost in the fog and could not be reached to inform them, so they carried on marching forwards as they ploughed on through the impenetrable fog and boggy marshland towards the German lines, suddenly a hail of machine gun fire whistled above their heads from two roadblocks in the unseen distance, all dived for cover as the burst rained over them, as Gunther and Sergeant Powell lay in the mud suddenly the machine-gun firing ceased, the Germans firmly believed that as they were so near the deadline of 11 .00 a.m that surely the American’s would realise this and halt their advance. 

To their amazement suddenly Private Henry N. Gunther emerged from the fog and continued to charge their position with rifle and fixed bayonet in hand, ignoring the shouted warnings from Sergeant Powell to stop and the Germans waving him back, he came running onwards toward them…until a five-round burst hit Gunther in the temple and he fell dead at exactly 10.59 a.m on the 11th Day, of the 11th Hour, of the 11 Month, 1918….Private Henry N. Gunther was the very last soldier to be killed in “The Great War”. 

His remains were repatriated to the United States in 1923, and he was buried in the Most Holy Redeemer Cemetery in Baltimore, Maryland, USA.   

These “boys” were part of the same millions that had stood watching the clock hands strike in the new century in 1900, with all their hopes, dreams, and ideals, sadly they would never see the results of their sacrifice, as they lay in the fields where they fought, died, and are now buried. 

Sadly for the millions who survived the “Great War”, all their hopes, dreams, and ideals had now been completely smashed and broken. They wondered where this “New World” that the Leaders. Politicians, and Generals had promised was, that everyone had hoped for, fought for, and 10, 000,000 been killed for, the plain fact remains there wouldn’t be one. 

The “War to End All Wars” would not achieve the lasting peace that mankind desired, despite the Politicians and World Leaders stating otherwise, they would all come to realize that they would be standing on the edge of the “Abyss” once again very soon, as if led by an unseen but very evil force.

The Beginning of the End

It would be such a short time span before the world would fight and destroy his fellow man in a far greater conflict, it would become unprecedented in human history by far surpassing anyone’s imagination, it would become incredibly more destructive, more devastating, and a far more brutal war. 

It would become the most barbaric conflict that the world had ever seen, involving every nation across the globe, using far deadlier and terrifying weapons, and horrifically more devastating that man could ever imagine, especially those that were dropped from the air. 

When pilots in “The Great War” dropped a “single bomb” from their aeroplane on the troops below it killed a few of the enemy, if they were lucky. 

In the next war pilots would also drop a “single bomb” from their aeroplane, not killing a few if they were lucky, but it would destroy whole cities killing tens of thousands of people in an horrific fireball and blinding flash in seconds…!!!                           

This war “The Great War” would be remembered for generations to come as the “Bloodbath” for all the youth killed in the battlefields across the continents of the earth…Sadly, nothing was learned from this, only that man in his selfishness would rise again and confront the world in his arrogance and greed, that he alone could rule the world.                                                                                  

Many horrific, terrifying, and destructive weapons, bombs, and huge artillery howitzers were designed and used to kill his fellow man during this World War, many being used for the very first time like Poison Gas, Flame Throwers, and Mines. 

The terrible nervous condition of “Shell Shock” afflicted thousands of men, the sad fact was that because of the massive artillery barrages of shells exploding day after day gradually wore them down, and drove them mad, being unable to cope with the terrible noise of battle that enveloped them constantly, causing uncontrollable shaking and dreaded fear.  

This would not be recognized until may years later… but it was too late for many, they had faced the firing squads of the British Army and were executed as “Cowards”…!!! 

The art of killing would soon become an industrialized target as factories churned out a whole new range of destructive weapons, this would become a major part of warfare in the years to come, man would always be progressing towards designing and making more unbelievable destructive devices whether used on land, in the air, or on the seas. 

The inventors of such weapons, who could say what their mentality was like, but they dreamed up, designed, and tested such horrific weapons that were unbelievably so despicable and horrific, that man would certainly dominate man, to his own ruin, injury, and destruction…!!!  

It is impossible for me to cover every event and battle that was fought during “The Great War”. 

There were of course brilliant victories, terrible defeats, and horrific slaughter. 

I have written down just some of the accounts that I felt were the important to me, when I have traveled to the Major Battlefields of France and Belgium. 

I have endeavoured to re-search all the facts correctly, and put these in the order of dates and occurrences.

I, Thankyou for reading this account and hope you may receive some insight into this horrific conflict that was …”The First World War”

                                            ********************************************************

THE SECOND WORLD WAR

Lasting Effects of “The Great War”

“The Great War”… “The War to End All Wars” as the politicians and warmongers put it had ended, it had been won and the evil enemy defeated, so they have presumptuously stated, everyone believed that this now would usher in at very long last…”Peace for Mankind”. 

All could now live in the freedom and peace they sincerely hoped for that the 10, 000, 000 had died for, agony and tears still remained for those left behind to suffer at the loss of their loved ones, who had sacrificed their young lives to bring about this lasting peace, and the hopes of millions in this “New Age”, the twentieth century.   

But the lasting effects at the end of “The Great War” with all its horror, death and destruction had the left the nations of the earth at a complete loss, the war had transformed borders and completely changed the map of Europe, its foundations had been shaken to the absolute core.

The “Treaty of Versailles” was implemented in 1919, with strict limitations put on Germany regarding its army and armaments, and Woodrow Wilson the American President offered his 14 point plan, every effort was made to punish Germany for starting this conflagration of unbelievable proportions and causing so much destruction to neighbouring countries, whatever the pleadings, reasons, excuses, rights or wrongs of bringing such devastation to mankind…all agreed that Germany was responsible, and had to pay…!!!  

The “League of Nations” was set up, with the universal hope that this unified body of the many nations that joined, supported, and signed the charter declared their own full backing, and could and would maintain a peaceful world and halt any further conflicts that arose.

For the nations of the earth had learned nothing at all from the terrible conflict of World War One, that 

had blighted mankind. The very roots of these old aggressions, selfish desires, and bitter resentments festered continually as the nations had vied for power, and would continue to do so for years to come, far beyond the Battlefields of “The Great War”. 

The manipulation of the people worldwide had prevailed since 1914, like they were being led by unseen forces that controlled them, that ruled their lives an innermost feelings, desires, and greed, such was the complete breakdown of humankind. 

The peace of the early 1900’s was lost forever.

The years following the First World War were filled with confusion, chaos, instability, civil unrest, anarchy and total disenchantment of the world situation. In Europe the countries that had fought in the “Great War” were in utter chaos, all the powers of authority were breaking down, they were filled with disruption, disorder, disputes, strikes, demonstrations, fighting, killing, fear, and hatred, all were prevalent on an unimaginable scale. 

The dreaded  “Spanish Flu” came with a vengeance killing nearly 80, 000, 000 people worldwide. The 1929 Wall Street collapse threw the world into chaos and despair. It came suddenly destroying the hopes of millions, thousands became bankrupt within hours, their fortunes lost, lives were ruined, futures destroyed, many committed suicide as their hopes and dreams of this “New Age” were lost forever. Banks closed and countries across the world were ruined and devastated. It became a time not of joy for the millions that ushered in this 20th century with enthusiasm and hopes, but complete and utter despair and hopelessness.

The nations of the earth were gripped by fear, a fear to which they would become slaves to, a fear in case another war should come and take their country, their land, and their young men again. 

Such was this terrible foreboding that they began a continual build up of armaments, more so by the nations that had taken part in the “First War”.

This could only be presumed that the world had now become unsafe to live in, and that for the preservation and protection of their own country they planned to grow in military might.

During “The Great War” it had taken weeks and months to break the stalemate of trench warfare, the soldiers who had “gone over the top” were massacred in their hundreds of thousands for a few yards of ground.

Now with the strategy of aerial warfare and the lessons learnt, it became a predominant factor and a priority for many nations to progress in the field of aviation, as war cabinet officials, politicians, leaders, officials from the army, navy, and especially the air forces of many countries now searched for aircraft designers to build them more sophisticated means of controlling the air. 

They all unanimously agreed that fighter aircraft and heavy-bombers would certainly take the lead role in and if there was a future conflict. They knew only too well that no battles fought on land or on the seas could possibly be won without the struggle to gain superiority in the skies. It would give a conclusive advantage over the enemy, to who ever it may be, if they could gain air supremacy first. 

They also realized that it could be accomplished without great losses of infantry troops, in a far shorter time and with far more destructive power. This it was hoped would give a swift and ultimate victory over their enemies. To control this absolute power once gained in the air, the conclusion was that by continual bombing of enemy cities and industrial targets, it would eventually break the nations will and spirit to carry on fighting.

There would be no bounds or limits to the utter destructive force that that these “New Age” bombers could deliver to the desired targets, the future use of the aeroplane in aerial bombing raids would bring unimaginable devastation to whole cities, indiscriminately killing thousands upon thousands at a time in a violent orgy of aerial destruction.

Great and fantastic designs of fighter aircraft and heavy-bombers soon began to evolve, and roll off the factory production lines. Newly designed bombs of every conceivable size and cannons delivering tremendous firing power were fitted to these aircraft, all capable of delivering an unbelievable destructive force in the use aerial combat and destroying the enemy.

Men would rise from the depths, full of anger, frustration, bitterness, hatred, and grow in strength for dominance, for self-rule, for power, once again bringing the world to the edge of the abyss.

His Rise to Power

The man with the funny little moustache had survived the “Great War” and was now even more determined to put right the wrongs imposed upon his beloved Fatherland by the “Treaty of Versailles” and the nations that had instigated it. He was full of hatred and vehemence against all that it stood for. Although the First War had been a complete disaster for Germany, he would carry on the fight that he had been involved in during his fighting on the western front.

Adolf Hitler was born in Braunau, Austria in 1889, years later during his school years this small and timid boy was despised by others for displaying an arrogant and bad tempered attitude. His bullying customs official father wanted him to become an official like himself, but young Adolf decided to become a painter. After leaving school aged sixteen he arrived in Vienna and joined the Academy of Fine Arts.

When his father died he was left to look after his seriously ill mother whom he was devoted to, she later died of breast cancer, he was absolutely devastated and inconsolable.

He returned to Vienna and wandered the streets trying to eke out a living as a painter, and a casual labourer, in the end he was trying to sell his worthless paintings, to pay for his food and lodgings. 

Politics became his passion in life, his oratory for speech became like a drug and he was very volatile in temperament becoming incensed at any who opposed him, he shouted and screamed at those that heckled him for his outlandish speeches.

As with a demonic influence he inflamed his audiences with a consuming fire and fervor in extremely manic proportions regarding his own beliefs and ideals. Like a hypnotist he could command his listeners with eloquent speech and grand gestures, sometimes with uncontrollable rages…”He had their souls in his hands”.

The famous “Beer Hall Putsch” of 1923 in Munich’s Burgerbraukellar, was where Hitler, Goring, Hess, and his followers in the Nazi party had tried to seize power. On the evening of November 8th, an unusually large crowd gathered there to enjoy the evening, also there were some High Ranking officials all very powerful and influential men. The Commander of the Army in Bavaria, General Otto von Lossow accompanied by the State’s Police Chief, Colonel Hans von Seisser. They had come there to hear a speech by the right-wing head of Bavaria’s State Government Gustav von Kahr, he had just started to speak when suddenly at 8.30 p.m. Hermann Goring burst into the hall with twenty five Brown shirted supporters, members of the Nazi Storm troopers and created disorder by shouting orders.

At that moment Hitler jumped onto a table fired his pistol at the ceiling and shouted “The national revolution has begun, no one leave the room as there are six hundred heavily armed men with me in this hall”. He forced the three high-ranking officials into a room, stated his demands that they support his Nazi party, under pressure and fear of this little man with a gun all agreed to back him.  He finally released them, where they immediately they informed Berlin’s state police. The command soon went out across the land to arrest Hitler and his henchmen, but they had fled the scene and were in hiding.

Unbeknown to Hitler that his arrest was imminent, found himself the following day leading a march through Munich with a column of fellow supporters united arm in arm until they reached the Feldherrnhalle war memorial, on arriving there they encountered a police barricade blocking their route.  

Hitler believed he lead a charmed life as in “Great War” when he had been saved by some twist of fate and saved from death by a fellow soldier, he likewise would also find that perhaps fate was guarding his life.

As the protestors forced their way through the barriers a sudden shot was fired by someone…no one knows who…which immediately started a shoot-out between the police and the unruly demonstrators supporting the Nazi party. 

As the police continued firing into the crowd the demonstrator marching arm in arm with Hitler was shot and killed, as they both fell to the ground Hitler dislocated his shoulder, although in pain and fear of being killed himself quickly picked himself up and ran off.

The gun battle left three policemen dead and sixteen of Hitler’s Nazis supporters killed.  

The policeman who fired that shot could have changed the course of history for ever…had he aimed his pistol to the right or left by a few inches…he would have killed Hitler instead, and the world would not have suffered so horrifically in the coming years…never-the-less for the man with the funny little moustache, he had again been saved as he believed by destiny or perhaps by some unseen force protecting him, or the truth be known, simply by luck itself.

Two days later Hitler was arrested and sentenced to 13 months in Landsberg prison, there he would write his acclaimed political testament, and infamous book “Mein Kampf”. In it he defined his own strange ideas and unscrupulous methods of ruling, and his solutions to achieve his own determined goals.

On his release from prison he devoted many hours speaking energetically in frantic rages at rallies of the newly formed Nazi Party.

Germany was in dire straights for the nation was in complete and utter chaos, unemployment rose to over 9, 000, 000 in the early 1930’s. When the 1929 Wall Street crash came, it became impossible to control, Germany suffered from the terrible effects also, inflation rose beyond belief…the price for a loaf of bread was an unimaginable 201, 000, 000 million Marks. Those who were fortunate to have this amount of money carried in wheelbarrows to the bakers and exchange it for the loaf of bread.

Hunger blighted the people, unemployment gave them no money, poverty was everywhere and bankruptcy became prevalent in the middle classes. 

Across the whole of Germany the people were desperate to find a leader with the strength of conviction, who could overthrow the then government and release them from this eternal chaotic rule of impotent leaders, suffering and misery.

As the years passed Hitler through unscrupulous and devious means gained more power and control, by his exclamations of reviving the country through his own grandiose speeches, the German nation backed him fully. As they went to the polls the votes were cast and Hitler gained a massive victory of confidence by the majority of the country. They firmly believed and were fully convinced that this “one man” and his Nazi Party could regain all that they had lost since the end of the First War. Hitler certainly had the entire nation now…”in the palm of his hands”…!!!

Immediately after Hitler’s appointment by Field Marshal Paul Von Hindenburg as the New Chancellor, in 1933, one of Hindenburg’s closest friends and comrades from “The Great War”, Field Marshal Eric Von Ludendorff wrote to the old General and penned these words that would become so prophetic…”I prophesy to you solemnly that this accursed man (Hitler) will take our Reich into the abyss”.

These words would become very true and realistic for the future, not only for their New Chancellor and Leader, but also for his Generals and Henchmen in Nazi Party, and more so for all the German people.

His discourses inflamed the audiences with great fervor as he firmly believed that only he could deliver Germany from the breadline and unemployment that was rampaging across the country, coupled with the total misery that had been inflicted upon the nation since the end of World War One.

His tirade of hatred for the “Treaty of Versailles” became an abomination to him, which he detested with great ferocity and vehemence, for it was this he firmly believed had caused the desolation to the nation of Germany.

He outlined his fight for the German people, how he would begin and end with his devout belief in a “New World Order”, a pure Aryan Race, where only the Germanic people would rule and enjoy the fruits of their labours, where his nation would eventually rule the world for “A Thousand Years”…!!! 

The Terror Comes

This man with the funny little moustache, who was a company runner during the “The Great War”, had now become leader of the Nazi Party. His followers were commanded to swear an oath of allegiance to their newly appointed head. They in turn would refer to him with strict orders as…”Mein Fuhrer”…a name he relished on every occasion.

Less than one month after his appointment as Chancellor his orders of terror came swiftly and suddenly, he began to lay his plans out for revenge and hatred upon all who had opposed him and were now against him. For his devoted followers, all those that had supported him with their loyalty, his now faithfully appointed henchmen, he gave them great power that they wallowed in. 

Hermann Goring…Minister for the Interior for Prussia, and chief of the notorious S.S. assembled thousands of fanatical followers to carry out a ruthless purge against the Prussian Police Force, killing hundreds, and drafting over 30, 000 of the S.A. and S.S. troops to replace those he had murdered.

On the night of February 27th 1933, the Reichstag building was mysteriously burned to the ground, this gave Hitler the ideal opportunity to secure for himself the title of “The Great Crusader” of the German nation, he also outlined his hatred of the Communists of the east, and was an ardent opposer of the Russians and its Slavic peoples.  

The Army waited in trepidation as to what would prevail, and to all those in doubt as to what this new leader could do soon became evident.

Hitler and the Nazi Party claimed this outrage as a Communist revolutionary plot to overthrow his government, accusing the Bolsheviks of a preposterous attack on Germanys symbol of power. Hitler’s reign of terror was about to be unleashed upon those of the inferior classes…Jews, Liberals, Socialists, Communists, and Religious Groups who opposed him.

Not only were these to feel the full force of the hatred and terror that was soon to be wrought upon them, but his own Army of Brown-Shirts and Generals were called into account.

“The Night of the Long Knives” as it was called, came swiftly on June 30th 1934, hundreds were simply rounded up, arrested without trial and forcibly transported to prisons and herded into cells, these “traitors” were immediately hung on meat hooks through the back of the neck, slowly choking to death, others were hung by the neck using very thin piano wire that slowly cut their throats severing the windpipe, leaving them gasping for breath in a slow agonizing death by strangulation.

Film crews had been ordered to roll the cameras and capture this barbaric event of killing on film as his enemies were slowly choking to death. Hitler and his henchmen would later watch these films with pleasure.

Hitler realized that the great force of Nazi storm troopers, under the leadership of Ernst Rohm was becoming dangerously powerful and were a threat against his rising power, he wanted all the leaders arrested and murdered, then he would take control of this great force of men. The decision was made and an S.S. assassination squad headed for the lakeside resort of Bad Wiesee, were Rohm was holidaying with his S.A. cohorts. The S.S. broke down his bedroom door shot and killed all those with him and dragged him away to prison, where he was executed.         

That night had many insane rewards for Hitler he butchered over 400 of his own followers, deciding that they had betrayed him and unworthy to live in his “New Nazi Regime”.

The executions and butchering continued as Hitler’s mad reign of vengeance continued unabated, he was determined to kill all in opposition to his rule as the “Fuhrer”.

There would be no remorse or guilt shown by Hitler against those he had killed, this left a terrible foreboding of what was to come, there would be absolutely no mercy shown to those who soon were to feel the force of his wrath, there would be no escape of the evil soon to follow.

The Terror of Kristallnacht

The terror about to be wrought against the Jewry of Germany followed shortly after the shooting of a German embassy official in Paris, in November 1938, Ernst Vom Rath had been gunned down by a 17 year old Polish Jew, and died a few days later of his injuries, thus heralding and uncontrollable thirst for revenge by Hitler and the Nazis.

The realization of what had occurred had not been fully realized until the night of November 9/10th 1938. It would be called “Kristallnacht”, and the Jews of Germany were about to feel the orgy of violence and killing against them, that had not been witnessed before.

Many Jews had valiantly fought for Germany during the First World War, had medals and decorations bestowed upon them by grateful Generals and Leaders of the German Armed Forces. They firmly believed that this would spare them from the coming terror by Hitler as they had given their best to the country, and mercy would be displayed to them.

Those who decided to stay and plead for mercy were to be shaken to the core, the Jews of Germany now waited in terrible fear and terror.

They would be sadly mistaken, for Hitler’s anti-Semitism would be demonstrated and his hatred for the Jews by using the killing of Vom Rath as an excuse, for the now ordered “Kristallnacht” against them all. 

Those Jews of influence and wealth used their powers of discernment wisely and left the country immediately, they understood what was about to be unleashed upon them, many paid huge sums of money in cash, gold, or diamonds to get out by any means possible. But those of little means who had no chance to buy their way out or escape would remain to suffer the beatings, humiliation, degradation, and inhumane treatment meted out by the sadistic bullies and thugs of Hitler’s evil regime. 

Goebbles had given the order to start the pogrom, and S.S. and S.A. squads all over Germany began the night of sheer unadulterated terror and murder against the Jews. They took to the streets in gangs worse than wild beasts rampaging through shops owned by Jews, looting and burning them down, those trying to defend their shops, homes, and businesses were brutally beaten up, kicked, punched, and killed.

In the next 24 hours over 7, 000 Jewish businesses were destroyed, 200 synagogues were set on fire, and 76 razed to the ground and demolished, nearly 100 German-Jewish citizens were killed, and thousands severely and seriously injured. More than 30, 000 were literally taken and transported to concentration camps, never to see their families again. 

Hitler Murders His Own People

Hitler’s despicable evil was also perpetrated against his own German speaking peoples. These unfortunate people with mental disorders were costing the “Third Reich” millions of marks every year to treat with medication and hospitalization, and were to be no part of the Hitler Regime that detested them. The families of these sufferers were contacted via the hospital records and were cleverly deceived into permitting them to be sent to special homes for treatment, so that they could be “looked after” and supervised in controlled conditions. Literally many tens of thousands of mentally retarded Germans were transported from all across the country to these established medical centers, there the systematic programme of killing was carried out against them by doctors and nurses employed strictly to murder these civilians. 

In the town of Hadamar, one such clinic was used where over 80, 000 mentally disturbed babies, children, and adults were killed with injections and disposed of, their families never knowing the real truth of this disgustingly evil demonic plan. 

Many thousands of very young girls, and teenagers with developing mental problems were sterilized without emotion or care, Hitler did not want them reproducing babies with the same terrible afflictions that would spoil his own clear intended rule with any more mentally retarded youngsters, and cost his glorious Reich money.

His intentions were that blonde, blue eyed German girls be used in a programme called “Lebensborn” to usher in a new pure race of Aryan babies, and that their fathers would belong to the S.S. He soon established homes across the country where these girls were sent to promulgate the “Third Reich” with normal, healthy children that would eventually live in his proclaimed “Thousand Year Reich” and in a “Pure Aryan Regime”.

If this could be carried out on his own people, then those whom he had a greater hatred for stood no chance in surviving the detestable intentions he had already planned for them.

The Planned Extermination

But this was only the beginning of Hitler and Heydrich’s plans for the “Final Solution” for the nation of people that he detested with a vehemence and pure hatred, it would soon to be put into action on a far greater scale…the complete extermination of the whole Jewish population in Europe

For the lives of over 6, 000, 000 Jews of Europe…their fate was sealed…!!!

These were not just words or idle threats that Hitler and his Henchmen had been proclaiming from their grandiose speeches any longer, but an evil, terrifying reality that millions would soon have to face. 

For the Jews of Europe their horrific nightmare would see the forced exodus of millions from every country that Hitler invaded, his evil Nazi Regime would comply with his every order. Hundreds of thousands would be imprisoned in walled up ghettos, there to live in squalor, disease, misery and death. They would eventually be herded into cattle trucks, destined for the concentration and death camps, there to be worked to death and die in the most unimaginable, horrific, atrocious conditions. 

For the majority there would be no reprieve on arrival, the old, sick, unfit, mentally retarded and physically disabled, children and babies were herded straight into the gas chambers, killed hundreds at a time, then burnt in ovens…the smoke ascending heavenwards as a reminder to those still alive what their own outcome would be.

Hundreds of thousands were worked to death, tortured, experimented on, beaten, murdered, and finally they too would be cremated, thus leaving no evidence of this wickedly evil atrocity. 

It was a complete systematic production line of brutality and murder, all those in charge of these factories of death all believed that it was for the good of the Reich, the orders were obeyed without question and carried out without compunction, compassion, remorse, feelings, or conscience. In the end it would be an inexcusable act of barbarity before all mankind.

This would become the most horrific evil deception of killing, and the most barbaric treatment ever meted out on this earth by any one nation against the Jewish population.

It would be Never be Forgotten, But be Remembered Throughout Man’s History to His Shame and Degradation…!!!

The Build Up To War

Hitler had started on his world conquest, and now all the nations of the earth faced another World War as leaders and politicians tried desperately to diffuse the situation.

His insane purpose was to wreak revenge and destruction on the nations that had destroyed the armies of Germany, and eventually brought the German nation to complete ruin.

Hitler’s fanaticism for world domination would bring all the nations of the earth to the final realization that a global conflict was only a few years away. His determination for war was inevitable and nothing could stop the once started actions of Hitler, as World War Two loomed to encompass the globe.

Thus lessons learnt from World War One came to fruition, and soon became evident during the early 1930’s, as Germany’s industrial might went into full armament production, all factories increased their production to a maximum output, to equip the now vast German war machine with a phenomenal range of weapons. Massive amounts of armaments, battleships, cruisers, submarines, tanks, guns, artillery guns, and aircraft were manufactured then transported to the necessary divisions of the German Army, Air Force, and Navy. These would soon be fully equipped, ready and armed, as the whole of Hitler’s frightening war machine prepared for war.

His fanatical obsession and exclusive expectation of winning this war to him was all but won, he was deluded into believing he was destined as the new leader of this “Thousand Year Reich”, and that he 

and only he, had been ordained by greater forces to deliver the German people out of the oppression, misery, and injustice brought upon them since the end of the “Great War”. 

He was utterly convinced he was infallible and would usher in a “New Order” for them all, whatever the cost may be. 

If Hitler’s projected grandiose ideals failed, which was unthinkable and impossible for him to even contemplate…and defeat should face him, he would use his masterstroke of destruction upon the enemy. These would be unleashed as the most horrific terror weapons ever witnessed on earth.

War Faces Britain

The Leaders and politicians of England could well visualize that war was on the horizon but due to their own complacency, it overtook their own urgency and responsibility to the nation and to the world, so it was left temporarily to see what would happen.

But soon they were to be shaken and alarmed, for during the 1930’s they began to witness the massive military might that Germany was building up, despite the terms laid down by the “The Treaty of Versailles”. Hitler’s strength in the field of military armaments was growing day by day into a colossal size, his Army, Air Force, and Navy including the Kriegsmarine (German Navy) were nearly all equipped and ready for the war that Hitler so wanted. 

By the mid 1930’s the British Government were becoming very fearful of the seriously dire consequences that would follow, if preparations were not made immediately to counteract this impending threat of war. It was a known fact that Britain would be defeated if Germany decided to invade England, the present military condition of the country was not ready for such a conflict of this magnitude on their own shores. 

But in response to the alarming military strength that Germany now possessed, they had to respond to the threat. 

The Government and War Cabinet all unanimously agreed to implement a war programme, thus plans were laid out to prepare the country and the armed forces for a possible impending conflict.

They issued orders for the country to mobilize for war, top priority plans were drawn up and all across Britain, factories went on 24 hour production schedules in a massive effort to build, produce, and equip the armed forces of the Army, Royal Navy, and Royal Air Force, with all the necessary armaments for battle, with ships, planes, guns, tanks, and weapons of every design. They were manufactured, tested, packed and transported, ready for use, regardless of all that Britain had manufactured for the Armed Forces, it was clear that they were far behind Germany in military strength. 

Despite this massive show of might by the Germans, there were many in the cabinet and government who remained stubborn and still refused to believe that Hitler’s intentions were for all out war.

War clouds loomed darkly on the horizon as Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain, anxious to avert a confrontation and to set the nations mind at rest tried to calm the people by visiting Germany, and personally speaking with Adolf Hitler and his General Staff. It was hoped that diplomacy was the answer to try and calm the situation down for fear that it could spark off another world war. 

Chamberlains ambition was devoted to securing himself a place in history as the “Saviour of Peace” he made every effort possible in visiting Germany to speak with Herr Hitler, in a hope of persuading him to accept a bargain of peace.

One man in the British Government struck out with his remarks, Winston Churchill expressed his own dire warnings in no uncertain terms to the cabinet about the prospects of the Hitler regime, he knew what Hitler’s intentions were, and he knew full well that the military might of Germany would not be used for peaceful purposes and that war was inevitable, despite the dallying of Chamberlain in his own peace talks, trying to pacify the Chancellor and sue for peace.

As the war clouds blew ever closer to England, there were those in the government who still failed to heed the warnings, in still presuming that Chamberlain could save the situation in his talks with Hitler.

However, Mr Chamberlain used all the resources available to try and diffuse the most serious situation that was now to confront the world since 1914. He flew out again to Germany with the real hope of brokering a peace deal with the Fuhrer.

On his return to England, he addressed the nation with these words of hope “I believe it is peace for our time”

The nation rejoiced that war had been averted, the hero of the hour, was Chamberlain.

Little did he realize that Germany was already on the Road to War before he even uttered those words of apparent “Hope”…and that his pleas and appeasements Hitler and his Fascist High Command to avoid war at all costs had been completely and adamantly, disregarded and ignored.

Such was the fanatical ambition of Hitler and his Nazi Generals to gain world power that their plans were soon put into operation, they had supreme confidence in Hermann Gorings mighty Air Force, they believed without any doubt that victory lay in the hands of the Luftwaffe, and this alone would give them certain swift success against their enemies and they would gain supremacy in the air.

As the world leaders gathered to try and diffuse this threatening situation, Hitler had already ordered his troops ready to test out their new form of terrifying warfare, “Blitzkrieg” or “Lightning War” in a bid for the domination of Europe. 

Hitler turned his attentions eastwards, towards his unsuspecting neighbour, Poland, they would feel the full force of his “Iron Fist” against them. This would become the testing ground for all of the forces of the “Third Reich”, in their ideals of dominating Europe.

Poland Invaded

The aeroplane was now at the forefront of Hitler’s “Blitzkrieg”, he had realized many years before during World War One, and during the Spanish Civil War that the advantages of heavy-bombers and fighter aircraft would give dominance in the air and support the ground troops during battles.

The Luftwaffes newly designed and tested fighter planes were ferocious in air battles, followed by his heavy-bombers that could destroy a city within a few hours with its heavy payload of high-explosive bombs. 

Hitler’s “Iron Fist” was ready and massed on the borders of Poland, waiting for the command to start the attack. He demanded from his Wermacht and Waffen S.S. infantry troops that a fast and crushing blow be delivered against the Polish Army, once achieved to on keep pushing furiously towards the capital and capture Warsaw, then the country would be defeated. 

Hitler needed an excuse to order his commanders and troops into action against Poland, it would soon be found. He proposed the plan called “Operation Canned Goods”, which would be carried out by the 51st Panzer Division, and was put into operation on August 31st 1939. 

A news report announced that “raiders” wearing polish uniforms had attacked a German radio station, customs post, and forest camp at Gleiwitz, and that German soldiers had valiantly defended their border in a gun battle killing all the supposed attackers. In fact the “raiders” were not Polish at all but S.S. soldiers ordered by Reinhard Heydrich to attack these outposts in a make believe battle.

To add justification to this attack bodies were needed, these were brought from a nearby concentration camp, dressed in Polish uniforms and killed with a lethal injection, then hauled off to the site of the attack and shot many times, to make it look like a shoot-out had occurred.

This fake act would provide the necessary evidence needed to convince any doubters that it was an act of aggression by Poland.

The following day the bodies riddled with bullets were displayed to the world’s press, with photographs distributed to them all of the apparent gun battle, amazed and convinced that it was a justified act they quickly published the story, and the news of this was flashed around the world

Hitler had his way, he had his excuse, he would have his war…The Second World War...was about to begin…!!!

Britain Fears the Worst

On hearing the shocking news of Poland’s invasion by Hitler’s armies, an ultimatum was sent by the British Government demanding that Hitler withdraw his troops from Poland immediately…it was totally ignored by Hitler, it was too late his war had already started.

At 0.4.45 a.m. on the morning of Friday September 1st 1939, the signal was given to invade Poland, the engines were started on the hundreds of tanks including their latest models equipped with the dreaded 88mm guns, these would spearheaded the onslaught, followed by heavy motorized armored divisions, and dozens of artillery howitzers pulled by teams of horses. The massed infantry divisions made up of crack fighting troops numbered nearly 1, 000, 000 million men were ready for the battle. 

The Commanders checked their watches the time had come, the order to “G0” radioed along the whole length of the front line and the might of the German Army started to cross the border and enter the country they were about to destroy with Hitler’s “Fist of Fury”.

If a time could be so precisely set as to when the Second World War began, it would have began nine minutes earlier as Luftwaffe stuka dive bombers already had already flown into battle, by bombing and strafing airfields, destroying communication centers and finally decimating the Polish Air Force. 

The horrific force of stuka dive bombers followed by heavy-bombers raining down their cargos of death and destruction upon the villages, towns, and cities below, all fell victim and were razed to the ground in hours, killing thousands.

Hitler’s Blitzkrieg had swept across the country in a matter of days, his crack Waffen S.S, and Wermacht infantry troops accompanied by heavy armoured divisions ploughed across the country destroying everything in their path, and delivered a crushing blow to the Heroic efforts of the Polish Army, who were well under strength and still used horseback cavalry to try and halt the German advance. It was futile, for they were completely destroyed and massacred by the sheer power of this unstoppable Army, who murdered and massacred the innocent people of Poland without mercy. 

Hitler’s mighty airpower proved supreme without any doubt, his implicit trust in the Luftwaffe gave him and his Generals undeniable proof that they could without any question or opposition soon crush the other countries of western Europe, that he already had plans to conquer.

There seemed little hope of anything standing in the way of his glorious…Luftwaffe…!!!  

As the news of Poland’s invasion and defeat was flashed around the world, England stood back in shock and horror of what had happened, great anxiety befell the British nation as all the indications were now pointing to an all out domination of Europe by Hitler.

In response there was nothing at all that Chamberlain could possibly now do, only to acknowledge the fact that he had tried so desperately and failed his country, realizing now that his diplomacy with the Dictator had made no difference, that it was now clear that Hitler’s insatiable aim was all out war, it seemed the only likely solution in the defence of Freedom…!!!

There was no going back, events had taken a serious turn for the worst, it was time for Britain to honour its long standing agreement to Poland as Britain’s Allies to come to her defense.

The cost would be enormous, but the loss of “Freedom” to this most evil of Dictators would be…unforgivable…!!! 

These events had now forced the Prime Minister Mr Chamberlain to broadcast to a very anxious nation on September 3rd 1939. 

At 11.15 a.m. on that sunny peaceful Sunday morning the people of Britain clustered around their radio sets eager to hear the news, fearful but with hopeful anticipation that as the nation prayed, it would be peace that they would hear, and not war. 

His last words spoken to the nation were nervous and filled with an air of impending calamity for Britain and its people…”I have to tell you today that no such undertaking has been received and that consequently this country is at war with Germany”.

The hearts of all froze at the words being spoken, fear and trepidation filled everyone, the nations hope for peace was lost, the Second World War, had now certainly begun…!!!

The New Leader Churchill

England, the once thought of island stronghold would be in Hitler’s sights as a target for invasion, with his now every intention of completely conquering Europe.

While the government was in turmoil and the British people waited to see what further events would take place across the channel, the now Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain’s days were numbered, his resignation came soon after the Norway Debacle.

Down in the depths of the cabinet war rooms another battle was in progress between Lord Halifax and Winston Churchill. Halifax desired peace and was prepared to go cap in hand to Hitler and make the peace on the Dictators terms, Churchill was furious at the weakness of Halifax.

Churchill was proud to be British, and that meant Freedom…!!!

He was determined that Britain would remain Free and spoke out these fiery words “It is better to die fighting than live in slavery to Fascism”. These words would endear the nation to him.

So it was that a new leader would be sworn in to replace Chamberlain.

Winston Leonard Spencer Churchill, statesman, soldier, politician and now Britain’s new Prime Minister took office on May 10th 1940, to the jubilation of the people.

He would revitalize the nation in a spirit of pride, courage, and defiance. He alone would now restore the nation’s confidence and boost their morale. He would become a “Saviour” to its people and to England, in the coming years of war.

Three days later Churchill broadcast to an eager nation in a spirit of determination and courage by saying “I have nothing to offer but blood, toil, tears and sweat”.

With his big cigar, siren suit and bulldog looks, accompanied by his ever-famous two-fingered salute he would become loved by the people of England as a man that gave them…Hope…!!!  

His own V for victory sign became a national symbol that millions would use in their own utter defiance of Hitler and the Nazi Regime

This gesture so famous would be used for generations to come, in remembrance of this great man.

Churchill’s speeches and words of inspiration would stimulate the people in their own fight against the evil forces of the Third Reich, the nations resolve would be to stand together united and fight for the freedom of their homeland.

His own confidence would lead them and the Armed Forces of Britain and the Commonwealth countries to the “Ultimate Victory” over his now adversary Adolf Hitler and the Nazi Empire.

“Operation Dynamo”…The Miracle

During these early days of 1940 the Royal Air Force had suffered grievous losses of fighter aircraft and day bombers, and without the effective air cover to protect the Royal Navy it was becoming a very dangerous situation for them in trying to operate within the range of the Lufwaffes powerful land bases in France, Belgium, and Holland. 

In three short months most of the British Armies military equipment had been destroyed in battles as they retreated from the enemy advance and headed towards the French coast. What vehicles were left got them to the French coast and rather than let it fall into German hands they were ordered to destroy everything.

The roads were practically impassable as hundreds of British armoured cars, bren carriers, trucks, jeeps, almost every conceivable vehicle was wrecked or burnt out. 

But by the middle May 1940, Hitler’s “Iron Fist” had within a matter of weeks smashed its way through the Low Countries of Holland, Belgium, and France, halting outside the small French town of Dunkirk. 

They had reached the English Channel and waited for the order to pounce on the thousands of defenceless soldiers and commence the killing of the encircled enemy. But to the utter disbelief and astonishment of the German Generals in command, the order to attack never came, they were ordered to halt and wait for further instructions.

The British Expeditionary Force (B.E.F) sent to assist the French and Belgian Armies try and halt the advancing Germans had been completely caught unawares by the sudden advance, and were now encircled by them, over 300, 000 soldiers were now cut off from any hope of rescue. 

As the days passed men stranded on the beaches became very desperate, hungry, cold, and frightened, they knew that the chances of being saved were practically impossible, and that the massed German forces only a few miles away could annihilate them at any moment. 

Stuka dive-bombers continually strafed and bombed them on the beaches, and occasionally artillery shells would pound the beaches wounding and killing many… reminders to the frightened men that they were still close by…and waiting.

Across the 22 miles of water they could see the white cliffs of Dover rise up out of the sea majestically on the distant horizon, their refuge, their home, and their hope lay in the land across the water, in despair they prayed for help…and waited for a miracle.

Churchill had only been in office a few days when hearing of the dangerous plight that the B.E.F. were now in immediately ordered “Operation Dynamo” to be put into action, and roused the nation to assist in this mission of the utmost urgency. He adamantly refused to allow Hitler’s forces to capture them, his men, his British Army. 

From Britain came the army of “little ships” and those of the Royal Navy, accompanied by life-boats and their crews from along the Kent coast, whoever had a boat was asked to assist and without question they all rallied to save the troops and came to help. Within days over 338, 000 British, French and Belgian soldiers had been rescued …It certainly was a “Miracle”. 

The people of Britain knew full well that the massive military might of the German Army waited for the order from Hitler to proceed with the invasion of England. In great fear they also realized that if the order for a Blitzkrieg on Britain were ordered, then all would be lost, for the Lufwaffes 2, 500 fighter aircraft and array of heavy-bombers stood-by for the order from the Fuhrer himself to begin the Blitzkreig. 

In England they knew that the massive artillery and motorized divisions could inflict such destruction on them as it did Poland, it would only spell disaster for the country and its people…and Hitler’s jackbooted Nazi’s would be walking up Whitehall within weeks.

The people stood by and waited ever thankful that the only possible thing that saved them all from certain invasion and destruction at the might of the German Army storming across the countryside of southern Britain, was that thin strip of water that lay between England and France…The English Channel.

Churchill even more angered by the audacity of the Germans, spoke words of hope that echoed throughout the land, to all the nation he declared “ We shall fight them on the beaches, we shall fight them on the landing grounds, we shall fight in the fields and in the streets, we shall fight in the hills, we shall never surrender whatever the cost may be”. His words inspired the nation on this small island that was their home, whatever the cost he knew the British people would give their very best, their very lives, to protect their home...England…!!! 

The Home Guard and the “Secret Army”

As a part of the ongoing war programme and the undeniable threats from Hitler regarding his stark warnings and intentions of dominating the whole of Europe, the government continued to boost the number of volunteers needed who would be essential if there ever was a threat from Hitler with the possible invasion of England, which seemed imminent at this time.

Within the first 24 hours of British Secretary Anthony Eden calling for volunteers during a broadcast on the radio in early May 1940, 10, 000 had joined up in Kent alone, and over 250, 000 had volunteered throughout the Home Counties. Their L.D.V. (Local Defence Volunteers) status was soon changed and was now named the “Home Guard”.

By July 23rd, over 1, 300, 000 men from all regions had joined the growing force. By the time the planned invasion by Hitler was due to begin on August 15th 1940, the Home Guard had amounted to over 1, 500, 000 men, all willing volunteers. 

Hitler’s vast force of troops would be pitched solely against 16 Divisions of the Regular Army scattered along the South coast, combined with the brave but very poorly equipped force of the Home Guard, despite the numbers of volunteers growing larger every day. 

Their duty would be as brave as any other fighting man, they would be the ones who would come face to face with the masses of fanatical Werhmacht and Waffen S.S. troops, who would come storming up the beaches of Kent and Sussex killing everyone on sight…if and when, they disembarked from their craft onto the shores of England.  

These brave and loyal men would devise many different schemes to disrupt the enemy forces after they had landed, by creating ambushes and road blocks, sabotaging enemy tanks, artillery, and vehicles, destroying all communications by felling all the telegraph poles, and try and assassinate German Officials, all and every surprise would be deployed to try and slow the advancing hordes.    

Their intentions seemed very brave and heroic, but in fact the truth was that they could never hold back these fighting troops that were best in the world, they were experienced and determined to kill and destroy everything in their path…just as they did in Poland.  

Despite plans being made to cover every eventuality the situation was becoming very serious indeed, the Prime Minister and all the top officials in the War Cabinet knew this only too well, that the German “Iron Fist” would smash its way from the coast to London within days, within weeks all of England would come under the Nazi Regime…and nothing would or could hold it back

The British peoples resolve would still remain the same to “Fight in the hills and in the streets, whatever the cost may be”, determined as ever after hearing Churchill’s words of hope, for they “would give of 

their blood in the hills and on the streets” to protect their country, their home.

Churchill and Brigadier Colin Gubbins, founder of the S.O.E. (Special Operations Executive) networks all across France, had made further plans if the invasion should come. 

They organized over 5, 000 men and women volunteers who would be called “The British Resistance” in the woods and forest of Kent, Surrey, Sussex, and Hampshire, over 100 secret camps evolved deep underground where these loyal Resistance workers would strike at the Germans, by creating acts of sabotage behind enemy lines.

The life expectancy under the German occupation was believed to be about ten days. If they were captured they would be either executed immediately or handed over to the dreaded Gestapo for torture. Reprisals would inevitably follow and the local inhabitants would pay the price, if the S.S. Einzatzgruppen were controlling the executions, they would use the same barbarity that they carried out all over eastern Europe, by lining up the men, women, and children of the village or town involved, and execute them all by firing squad, then burn the whole town or village to the ground.

Despite the terrible fears and horrendous risks involved if caught, they would carry out their duty to the last man or woman. 

Terrifying and horrific were the words expressed by the people of Britain if they found themselves under German occupation, they should now hopefully understand how the Poles, Dutch, Belgian, French, and the other countries had suffered, in trying to live everyday under the constant fear of terror and arrest, torture and death, at the hands of this evil Nazi regime. 

The people of Britain still believed in their freedom and would fight to the bitter end to preserve it. This country, the last beacon of freedom would shine ever brighter in Europe…If lost to the enemy then this last beacon of freedom, would certainly be extinguished forever…!!!

The Wizard War

Britain’s greatest scientific brains were now progressing deeper into the uses of electronics, for use on land, in the air, and on the seas. These miracles of radar would soon give an upper hand in their fight against the enemy.

Churchill aptly named these new scientific advances as “The Wizard War” it would become prominent during the coming months, progressing with incredible developments and amazing advances.

This war would be fought with the new designs being invented with the use of electronics by the most two prominent scientists in radar technology, Robert Watson-Watt and Dr R.V. Jones. They would lead the field in this invisible force that would be at the forefront of winning many battles. 

Around the coast of Britain radar masts sprouted into the air in a mass of aerials, wires and cables that was strung out in all directions, this was the Chain Home system that would give early warning signals to R.A.F Command headquarters of coming attacks by the Luftwaffe.

The radar operators alerted by the sudden bright blips on their screens could at once determine the range, distance, bearing, altitude and scale of the attack by enemy aircraft heading towards Britain. 

Radar would certainly give the edge to Fighter Command despite the overwhelming numbers pitched against the few of the R.A.F, also it would relay the information to the hundreds of anti-aircraft batteries around the shores of southern England and those protecting the capital, to prepare for the impending attack.

The Germans not slow in their own achievements in radar technology, also had the best brains behind their own designs in radar, these would give them the advantage when British bombers started their operations over Germany, and the R.A.F. would pay a heavy price.    

Britain Waits in Fear

Hitler believed that as the British Government had seen the effects of his Blitzkrieg tactics on Poland and the low-countries, and how fast and furiously the Nazis had gained control and subdued them within a matter of weeks, that England would only be too ready to accept an immediate peace treaty with the Dictator, himself. 

England was next on Hitler’s list of countries to be conquered, the situation for the country looked very bleak indeed, what was happening 22 miles away across in France was far more disturbing and frightening as Hitler’s vast forces were waiting at French and Belgian ports ready to invade England. The planned attack would begin on August 15th, 1940. 

The Luftwaffe had only to knock the R.A.F out of the skies, and Hitler’s juggernaut forces would head across the channel and destroy this little island, and enslave its people…The people of Britain held their breath…!!!                      

Only a thin strip of water “The English Channel” held back the massive might of the German Army.

Field Marshal Gerd von Rundstedt was put in command of  “Army Group A”, which consisted of 260, 000 crack Wehrmacht and Waffen S.S. infantry soldiers, these were tough battle-hardened combat troops, the best fighting men in the world, and were ready and waiting to begin the operation by sea and cross the channel. 

Combined with them was 34, 000 vehicles, 650 Panzer tanks, 10, 000 Fallshirmjager (Hunters from the sky) paratroops, and 62, 000 horses…most of them to cross the channel on 15, 000 converted river barges and motorized pontoons. They were all on stand-by and waiting for the exclusive order only from Hitler, when to begin the invasion.                             

On the airfields of occupied France and Belgium stood the massive force of Germany’s Luftwaffe aircraft, there were approximately 760 fighter aircraft, 300 dive bombing stukas, 1, 300 heavy-bombers, all fully fuelled, fully armed, and loaded with bombs, waiting for their order to start the attack.

To herald the start of the invasion were the dive-bombing Stukas, which had made their horrific presence known so destructively in Poland and the low-countries, with their screaming sirens wailing out sudden death from above. The plan was to destroy the radar emplacements along the coast, this would then prevent any communications being passed on to the R.A.F fighter airfields, and give them a clear run towards London without any opposition. All gun emplacements like anti-aircraft batteries and any suspect buildings on the coast and inland that they thought might hinder their Blitzkreig would be bombed and destroyed.

From the air would come transport planes and hundreds of gliders filled with 10, 000 of the elite German paratroopers (Fallschirmjager) ready to commence the invasion inland, and gain a foothold.

Even the basics were catered for, camping stoves, grappling hooks and ropes to scale the cliffs of Kent and Sussex with and carrier pigeons to notify German Headquarters in France of the situation. The English Channel notorious for it’s ever changing currents was also taken into consideration as thousands of life jackets were issued to the soldiers…just in case the waters of the channel were rough and the barges, pontoons, and boats capsized.

Grand Admiral Eric Raeder, Commander-in Chief of the Kriegsmarine, had already made his own invasion plans for England, eight months prior to Hitler’s demand for his now ordered full scale invasion.  The might of the German Navy was ready to assist once the order was given, they would head towards the English coast delivering massive bombardments from their 10” inch and 15” inch guns, that would blaze away pulverizing the coastal towns to dust.

At the allotted time the massive infantry battalions would board the river barges and motorized pontoons scattered along the coast of France up to Belgium, and head across the 22 miles of sea that protected England, to begin their Blitzkrieg on the coastal shores of Kent, Sussex, Hampshire, and Dorset.   

Once a foothold on the beaches was established the big push inland would soon follow, the massive armoured might of the panzer tank brigades would fan out and continue inland destroying everything in their path, thousands of machine-gun motorized vehicles close behind would back them up. 

Artillery batteries pulled by the thousands of horses would position themselves outside main towns and cities en route to London, with a never-ending destructive shelling barrage and pound them to rubble.  

The massed divisions of over a quarter of a million German combat troops would form-up, then relentlessly plough forward from all the beachheads established in full force killing all in their way. 

The countryside of Kent, Sussex, Surrey, Hampshire, and Dorset would soon become a major battle zones. With their sights set firmly on the main prize, the massed German forces would destroy everything to reach London, and herald it as the “Nazi Capital”.

This is what the small forces of the Home Guard and Britain’s regular army most certainly had to face.

This horrific and frightening nightmare that now confronted the British nation was going to certainly take place, but Hitler couldn’t start this before his Lufwaffe had control of the skies…That would be the make or break for the country. 

If this “Blitkrieg” were to hit England, it would cause unimaginable devastation, destruction, and death.

In less than one year, Hitler using his “Blitzkrieg” tactics had conquered most of Europe, he felt invincible, giving him absolute and unlimited power of domination over all these countries.

From lessons learnt from “The Great War”, Hitler’s had come to realize, “That once total mastery of the skies was achieved, then the battle was all but won on the ground, and victory was imminent”. 

Hitler and Goring believed totally that his… “Great and Glorious Lufwaffe”…would wipe the R.A.F from the skies, and bring England totally to its knees, in four short weeks. 

The pilot’s of R.A.F fighter command were to face their “Baptism of Fire”, against the overwhelming forces of Hitler’s Luftwaffe soon to be pitched against them.

This island our home…England, would be the last country in the west that Hitler wanted so desperately, once invaded and the swastika flying from Houses of Parliament in London, he could then boast to all his Generals, that nearly all of Europe was now in his possession. 

Britain stood alone and waited with great fear and trepidation as to what the next days and weeks would bring, and what to expect should the invasion take place according to Hitler’s No 16 Directive, they also knew full well the terror of the Blitzkrieg that would be brought against them.  

Hitler’s “Plans” For Britain

Hitler had appointed Field Marshall Walther von Brauchitsch, as Commander in Chief of the invasion forces, once they had landed on British soil and a beachhead established. He would take control of the Nazi secret police, they had specific orders to be carried out immediately. 

The Gestapo had already made preparations for what they would do once England was in the hands of Hitler, they had compiled a “Black Book” (Informationshaft) which contained 2, 820 names, in alphabetical order as enemies of “The Third Reich”.

This  “Death List” named government officials, Heads of State, Politicians, Journalists, Trade Unionists, Subversives, Communists, Masons, Jews, Political Dissidents, Religious Officials, in fact anyone who they believed or considered to lead any dissent against the Nazi Party once they were established in Britain.

S.S Major Walter Schellenberg, Intelligence Chief of the Abwehr, would have under his authority S.S Captain Franz Sixt, the dreaded Einsatzgruppen’s Death Squad Commander, he would order his “Death Squads” to hunt down and mercilessly kill all named in the Black Book and their associates.

(These Death Squads were indiscriminate during their murderous sadistic, barbaric, terror campaigns, killing hundreds of thousands of men, women, and children without compunction, guilt or remorse, in Latvia, Lithuania, Estonia, Poland, Ukraine, and Russia.)

Once this was accomplished, as in Eastern Europe, then hundreds of thousands English men and women aged between 19 and 45 would be interned in slave labour camps across Britain, then lastly to the departure camps situated in Surrey, Sussex and Kent, there to be transported across the channel to work in Germany for “The Third Reich”.

As the invasion and occupation of each country took place starting with Poland, the Germans instigated a forced labour programme that literally meant “taking” persons from the street and transporting them directly to Germany to work in their factories or wherever they were required. 

In France the dreaded to the newly ordered S.T.O directive by the German High Command was soon introduced, every able-bodied man aged from 19 to 45 was forced to work for the Germans, men were simply kidnapped from the streets and driven away, the only choice they had if they didn’t comply, which eventually thousands took, was to hide in the woods and forests of France and join Resistance groups. 

The numbers transported from France to work in Germany as slave labourers was over 2, 000, 000, by the end of 1943.

By the end of September 1944, over 7, 500, 000 men and women had been forced from Nazi occupied countries in Europe and sent to Germany to work as slaves for the “Todt” organization. They were used in every conceivable and brutal way in the production of armaments in factories, mines, railways, ammunitions, roads, iron foundries, and weapon production. Many tens of thousands form every occupied country in Europe and those from concentration camps were drafted to work on Rommels “Atlantic Wall”.  

Thousands dropped dead or were worked to death from exhaustion, cold, hunger, beatings, or were simply murdered by sadistic S.S. guards as being a liability to the work schedules they were forced to comply with.

This would be the result of the young British men and women if Hitler had invaded Britain.

It is not known how many returned to their homeland after the end of the war, but it is a fact that hundreds of thousands never returned to their families or loved ones. 

“The Battle of Britain”

England was steadfast in it’s refusal to accept any kind of surrender to Hitler, they knew his massed Army waited in France, the invasion seemed certain but their hope lay in Churchill and the R.A.F.

He was outraged at the stubbornness of this tiny islands people especially the Government, to speed the process up he instigated bombing raids on Britain during June and July 1940, to give the people of Britain a foretaste of the terror that was to come, if they should decline to surrender. 

In fact Britain would by no means accept surrender under any terms or conditions, for on July 22nd 1940, less than two weeks after the Battle of Britain had started it was vehemently rejected by Churchill. Hitler was incensed and furiously demanded that the order for a full-scale preparation for an all out invasion of England begin immediately.

Hitler knew only too well that Churchill was a fighter and was determined to see this through to the very end, he had implicit trust in the pilots of the R.A.F, he knew despite the odds that they would certainly give the Luftwaffe a good hiding, and also give their very best. 

All knew in the government, more so in the R.A.F that the fate of the country and its people would be won or lost in the coming aerial battles, that soon would rage high above the skies of England.

Air Chief Marshall Sir Hugh Dowding head of Fighter Command called his brave and heroic fighter pilots the “Shield of Britain”, these were soon to be put to the test in a “Baptism of Fire” and confront might of the Luftwaffe, as both forces would face each other in aerial combat, in a fight to the death.

The “Battle of Britain” was about to begin.

Only the English Channel stood between Hitler and domination of England, he knew that his glorious Luftwaffe would have to face the valiant pilots of Fighter Command, if he should gain dominance over this island. It would not be long before the wail of air raid sirens echoed across the land and disturb the tranquility of England.

On the peaceful afternoon of Wednesday 10th July 1940, radar stations along the South coast detected masses of hostile aircraft approaching the shores of Britain, as air raid sirens wailed their drone from town to city, the formations of heavy bombers came ever nearer. 

The first waves of the Luftwaffe fighters attacked shipping in the channel then flew on to bombed the port towns along the coast. The bombers were heading towards the airfields scattered across Southern England in a hope of destroying them all. 

Fighter Command bases were given the order to “Scramble” as the massed hordes approached, the young pilots ran to their aircraft, in an instant they were climbing towards the enemy formation of bombers high above ready to fight the enemy to the death in aerial dogfights. 

This day would herald the beginning of the “Battle of Britain” it would become one of the many hundreds of aerial battles that were to be fought in the coming months. It would decide the future of the country that they were fighting for, and the hopes of millions that prayed that they would win it.

If the fighter pilots of the R.A.F won then Britain stood a slim chance of holding off the invasion, if they lost then the hordes of massed German troops waiting in the Pas de Calais area would start to cross the channel, for their planned Blitzkrieg on the very shores of England.

The people of southern England stood mesmerized by the spectacular aerial battles being fought overhead in the clear blue skies, amidst webs of tangled vapour trails fighter pilots chased one another in furious skirmishes of twisting and turning, throwing their planes in all directions to catch the enemy in their gun-sights.

Intense barrages of cannon fire clattered in the skies as aircraft exploded bursting into flames, some were damaged badly by the ferocity of the attack, others spiraled out of control enveloped in palls of black smoke with engines screaming as plane and pilot plummeted earthwards to an inevitable death…unless he was quick enough to exit the plane by trying to get out from a 300 mph dive which only took a matter of seconds, before it impacted and exploded.  

Crowds below watching this battle would shout with delight as an enemy fighter or bomber was shot down, some pilots in celebration of their “Kill” would fly low over the countryside and throw the plane into a “victory roll”, the Merlin engine spluttering its own victory sound, as the people waved, cheered, and shouted in ecstatic joy.

These battles could last many hours but the aircraft could not last long in aerial combat without the indispensable and dedicated ground crews waiting for the approaching plane to land, and be immediately re-fuelled and re-armed.

The ground crews raced to the waiting plane as intense activity followed, the fuel bowser crew re-fuelled the plane with its maximum fuel capacity of 84 gallons enough to get the fighter to heights of 35, 000 feet in a short time to carry on the attack, this would burn up very fast during combat and guzzled fuel at 150 gallons an hour at a maximum emergency power setting of + 16 lb boost at 3, 000 rpm, hence the short combat time of roughly 30 minutes was possible, it was so critical it could mean life or death if the plane ran out of fuel during combat…it was certain to be shot down, or crash to the ground.

The plane was quickly re-armed with belts of cannon shells, they only carried 1, 400 rounds of 0.303 ammunition, the eight Browning machine-guns were fitted along the leading edge of each wing and angled to converge together in the pilots gun-sights. The pilots knew that a full burst would only last for about 12 seconds, so they gave only short sharp bursts of cannon fire on the enemy, to conserve their precious bullets.   

The fatigued pilots took quick advantage of the few minutes allowed to gain their composure before they were ready to go again, when the “thumbs up” by the ground crew chief was given, the engine would be fired up, and they headed for take off position. 

Each fighter during the intensity of the battle could well land as many as 4 or 5 times, to re-fuel and re-arm, sometimes much more depending on the amount of the enemy involved in the attack, then up and off again to resume the battle. These Heroic pilots without doubt were very weary, but still gave every ounce of their stamina they could muster to carry on with their duty, they were devoted and by sheer unadulterated determination that they had to win at all costs, for they would Never allow the enemy to rule the skies over their England. 

Hitler waited impatiently knowing only too well that to launch his invasion force against England in “Operation See-Lowe (Sea Lion) targeted to start on August 15th that his Luftwaffe must destroy the airfields of Fighter Command, in doing so he believed that this would halt the R.A.F attacking the Luftwaffe, and give them a clear run to destroy all the known industrial sites where aircraft manufacturing and production took place. 

The battles raged on all through the early summer months with hordes of enemy fighters and bombers making daily attacks, for every “scramble” that came, the Heroism of the fighter pilots of the R.A.F was put to the test. 

Hitler and the Luftwaffe in all their arrogance had anticipated an easy victory over the R.A.F, claiming presumptuously that this would take only four weeks to accomplish. But the battles overhead still continued without let-up, this was to put an end to his invasion plans of August 15th. In a raging fury he sent the order to postpone the invasion until a later date.  

As thousands of people witnessed the ferocious battles that continued in the skies over Southern England, they would remember the men of vision who built these spectacular aircraft the Hurricane and Spitfire that were decimating the enemy in their hundreds. 

The battle would soon be over but the memory of these fighter planes with their Heroic pilots would live for generations to come.

The outcome of all these aerial battles fought would not be realized until September 1940, when the final phases of “The Battle of Britain” took place, only then would the Head of Fighter Command, the pilots and the British people know for a certainty whether they were either to become the Victors or the Vanquished.      

The dreaded thought that they could well be faced with an invasion in the coming days was a reality, though dared not contemplate or think about. 

Gorings Fatal Mistake

Hitler’s impatience and fury was unleashed upon Field Marshal Hermann Goring, the Luftwaffe’s bomber crews, and fighter pilots, who had lost many aircraft and men during this continuing “Battle of Britain”, he screamed and demanded that they destroy the R.A.F whatever the costs. The Lufwaffe had already had their noses bloodied by the pilots of Fighter Command in the early days of battle and still they remained undefeated. His hordes of fighters and bombers had been unable to wipe the R.A.F. from the skies, as predicted and boasted by Goring and Hitler…the four weeks had long since passed.

The thousands of troops based around the Pas de Calais area had to continue to wait, since Hitler had postponed the invasion, he still firmly believed that control of the air over England was still very possible, and it would soon be accomplished by the Luftwaffe.

Hitler’s frantic ravings at his Generals demonstrated his frustration and anger at not being able to conquer England at the allotted time.

Hitler all the more fuming at this loss of precious time postponed the invasion until the September 15th, in an all out hope that the German Air Force would at last break the R.A.F and destroy them. 

Goring was confident enough to assure Hitler that given a few more weeks, then an all out effort destroy them once and for all would be accomplished, he initiated a new ruse that would strangely change the course of the battle, the Second World War, and perhaps history itself. 

Prior to this date his bombers only flew during the day, much easier targets for the pilots of Fighter Command, but on August 24th to increase the pressure on the R.A.F, Goring ordered his bombers to fly at night, attacking targets all over Britain.

One target in particular…London was forbidden, as Hitler knew full well that the R.A.F would strike back at the cities of Germany, even Berlin his capital, if London was bombed.

That same night several Heinkel he 111 heavy-bombers were ordered to carry out a mission but lost their way to the arranged targets, they should have bombed aircraft factories in Rochester, Kingston and the oil refineries at Thames Haven. Lost and uncertain what to do they decided to drop their bombs and head for Germany, in doing so they had inadvertently bombed…London.

Infuriated at this outrage of bombing the capital, Churchill now had every reason to order a retaliatory strike on Germany. This was the excuse he had been waiting for, he immediately sent orders to Bomber Command to send 81 heavy-bombers the following night on a set target in Germany…and bomb the capital of “The Third Reich”…Berlin.

The planned operation went ahead as scheduled and the German capital was bombed as Churchill had expected. Hitler and his High Command were outraged at this attack on their capital, they did not believe that R.A.F bombers could reach Berlin, let alone get through its defences. They were in for a bigger shock, during the next ten days Bomber Command arranged four more missions to bomb Berlin, they proved very successful.  

On September 4th, Hitler threatened that if the attacks continued he would raze Britain’s cities to the ground, only three days later the Luftwaffe obeyed strict instructions from their Fuhrer and bombed London.

This was to be a grave and fatal mistake, in changing targets from the airfields to London, the Luftwaffe gave Fighter Command precious time to repair the bombed and damaged airfields, organize their defences, and replace and refurbish their fighter aircraft. The air war continued still as fiercely as before in the skies above, with the very few planes that Fighter Command still had available. 

The Army Generals waiting with the massed troops in the Pas de Calais still waited for the “Green Light” from Hitler, but he now realized his plans for the invasion of Britain would be lost until the following spring of 1941, his patience with the Luftwaffe was running out, it was imperative that they win these very last battles, and destroy the R.A.F.

The “Blitz” Begins

Hermann Goring stood on the cliff tops at Cap-Gris-Nez, France, on Saturday September 7th, 1940, with his fellow Generals and officers watching his glorious Luftwaffe in massed formations fly across the channel towards England.  Full of confidence, he waved to the bombers overhead while he joked and boasted to them about the coming victory over the R.A.F, and how they would bring the people of Britain to its knees by continues bombing raids.

Then he alone would inform his Fuhrer that the invasion could now take place, as his now proud Only Luftwaffe controlled the skies over England…But he foolishly under estimated the tenacity and courage of the pilots of Fighter Command.

Only minutes later, radar posts along the Kent coast picked up the bright bleeps on their screens from the incoming hostile aircraft and informed Fighter Command Headquarters immediately.

Anti-aircraft batteries on the coast now warned of the attack rushed into action, their constant barrage of shells exploded amongst the bombers high above, some were hit and crashed to the ground, others being severely damaged turned and headed back to their bases. 

The fighter bases at airfields across the southeast of England were informed and the “Scramble” was sounded, pilots jumped into their planes, within minutes were in the air ready to intercept the enemy above.

On that same afternoon the first wave of his bombers were already flying high over the Kent countryside, the peace and tranquility of the London was broken as air-raid sirens wailed out the warning of an impending attack.

A distant drone was heard in the skies above as the massed formations of 348 heavy-bombers escorted by 617 German fighters headed for their target, the East London docks. Fighter pilots hurled their Spitfires and Hurricanes at the masses of German fighters and bombers, the battle commenced furiously, many of the enemy and R.A.F planes were shot down, many others being damaged by cannon fire. 

As they neared their target the sound became like the roar of thunder, people watched trans-fixed in terror as the massed bombers dropped their destructive cargo of death upon them. Despite the German losses they destroyed most of the docks and surrounding areas.     

This was to be the first of many attacks on London… “The Blitz” upon the city…had begun…!!!

On the first night of the “Blitz” over 2, 000 civilians were killed, many hundreds of homes, and factories were destroyed, bringing the utmost terror, horror, and death to its people and vast destruction to the city, their beloved capital.

By the end of September… 5, 730 had been killed and 10, 000 seriously injured, with devastation caused to hundreds of houses, buildings, and factories. The numbers of civilians killed was escalating beyond belief.  

The “Blitz” on London was undoubtedly horrific and devastating, lasting for 57 consecutive long days and long nights, the minimum of 200 bombers of varying sorts were used every day and night during this period of terror. Out of fear and protection Londoner’s took refuge in many different places, many thousands fled to the woods and countryside outside the city living in tents and homemade camps.

Thousands found safety in air-raid shelters, street shelters, while others took refuge in their own back gardens, shaking in fear from the bombing and trembling from the cold, due to the damp conditions in the corrugated tin ”Anderson Shelters” and  “Morrison Shelters”, sunk in the ground. 

Many numbers of East Ender’s took refuge in the Tilbury Shelter, which was an underground goods yard in Stepney, it accommodated 16, 000 people… but they found safety from the bombs.                                                                                                                                 

Another 18, 000 camped in the vast ancient tunnels and caves at Chiselhurst, Kent, making it just like their own homes, their own world below far from the terror raids. 

Thousands would invade the underground stations scattered across London hoping to find refuge from the bombing. The eventual amount of persons living down there was about 117, 000 every night during the Blitz, at some stations a piano was carried all the way down the steps, and a riotous evening by having a sing-song would be enjoyed. Although it was unruly at times with that amount of people bustling about, with hundreds crammed in at one station, they all tried to get on together despite the noise in trying to get their children to sleep, and some rest for themselves amidst the furor going on. 

The conditions were very hard but it was their safe haven from the terror and destruction that was raging above their heads.

Londoner’s would never forget the horrific nightmares and the terrifying ordeal living through the continual bombing raids by the Luftwaffe. These attacks blew their city apart, killing thousands of men, women, and children. All across the city buildings were blown to pieces as fires raged in dozens of streets, destruction was everywhere, it seemed that the “world was on fire”. 

Londoner’s never gave up hope but were more determined than ever to endure and survive. The long days, and long nights passed into weeks of this continual bombing, they became tired and weary of it. Soon they began to ask…When will it be the enemies’ turn?

The last battle of the “Blitz” was fought on November 27th, and by the end of November 1940…12, 696 civilians of London had been killed, and 20, 000 seriously injured.                                               

The people of London were an inspiration to the rest of the country in their absolute Courage and Bravery during the most devastating period in it’s history, that was soon to end…But their resolution to stand fast, heralded them as Heroes. The horror of the Blitz on the Londoners had been unbelievably traumatic for them, now they had to come to terms of the utter destruction and death that surrounded them.

They bravely carried on with their lives as best they could as the threat from the enemy bombers                             was now easing off. The bombings by the Lufwaffe continued, they were still determined to bomb England into submission, these carried on and off until May 1941, their orders from the Fuhrer were now directed to a far bigger battle soon to follow, one that would see the decimation of most of their aircraft, pilots and aircrews.

The death toll from the bombings on London alone was devastating…22, 000 civilians were killed, thousands were seriously injured, 500, 000 houses were destroyed, with over 1, 000, 000 homes being damaged. 

Many, many thousands were made homeless losing all their possessions in the destruction.

It is estimated that the approximately, 13, 900 tons of high explosive and incendiary bombs, combined with parachute mines had been dropped on London by the Luftwaffe during their reign of terror. This time period in the history of London would always be remembered as…“The Blitz”.

But the courage of the Londoner’s was inspiring as everyone banded together in unity against the oppressor with one purpose to defy the Nazi Regime and succeed in Victory…no one would take this land of ours...!!!

Towns and cities all across England suffered the same fate as London, with the continual bombings…Coventry, Manchester, Glasgow, Southampton, Bristol, Portsmouth, Birmingham, Hull, Liverpool, York, Canterbury, Exeter, Bath, Norwich…and many other cities and towns would feel the terror from these bombings. 

Without the sheer Bravery and Courage of the Services the death toll would have been very much higher, for throughout the cities, towns, and villages the length and breadth of the country, ordinary men and women would pull together as never seen before in a spirit of unity, and become Hero’s and Heroine’s in their own right, and of their country…The Fire Services, W.V.S, Air Raid Wardens, Police Forces, Red Cross Nurses, Air Raid Police, Civil Defence Volunteers, Ambulance Services, Nurses and Doctors, Hospital Staff, Bomb Disposal Squads.      

In fact there are too many to list for all those that carried out their duty to their fellowman with the spirit of Companionship, Loyalty, Courage, and Devotion To Their Duty. All of them would become Heroes and Heroines…of the “Blitz”. 

It is estimated that a total of 36, 000 tons of bombs fell on England during this massive bomber campaign.

Across Britain the death toll from Luftwaffe bombings killed…40, 000 civilians, with over 50, 000 being seriously injured. 

Over the whole country nearly 4, 000, 000 million of the 13, 000, 000 million homes were damaged, with over 200, 000 homes being completely destroyed and uninhabitable.

But the courageous Londoners who had faced the “Blitz” with such determination, and those living in the suburbs of the city would soon have to face another unexpected terror, far more frightening, far more horrific and devastating than the bombers had been. This was to be unleashed upon them in the last few months before the war finally came to an end.

The Final Battles of the Air

On Sunday, September 15th 1940, “The Battle of Britain” was soon to reach its near climax, high above the skies of Kent radar operators saw the blips on their screens and alerted the fighter bases as100 Luftwaffe bombers escorted by 400 fighters headed for London, in a last desperate, final attempt to destroy the R.A.F. 

The German pilots were still supremely confident of winning this battle, as they had been informed only weeks before that the R.A.F were down, to their last 50 Spitfires and Hurricanes.  

The people of Britain waited in great fear and hopeful anticipation, but still full of foreboding about the intended invasion that may soon come, knowing that if the Luftwaffe won, then the invasion would certainly take place, and that their beloved land would soon be lost forever, with the people enslaved and under domination and tyranny of Hitler’s jackbooted thugs.

Winston Churchill spoke these words to the people of Britain “The odds were great, our margins small, the stakes infinite”, words that expressed his most grave concern in the coming hours that was to face the country and its people.

Fighter Command realized the inevitable consequences that would follow if they were defeated, their determination to claim this “Victory” for the nation would be paramount in the coming hours. The Heroic pilots of Fighter Command would now confront the Luftwaffe in the most desperate fight for survival that Britain have ever faced.

Radar plotters deep in underground bunkers had picked up the bleeps of another force of incoming bombers on the screens in front of them, relaying the information to the air fields commanding officers around the country. The all too familiar “Scramble” yell, or bell was rung in the many fighter stations, the pilots ready and waiting followed their same routine as every time, running to the waiting fighters clambered aboard, strapped themselves in and headed at full throttle into the skies again.

This they all knew this was probably the final battle for air supremacy. This would become for the R.A.F, and the country, they would now fight and possibly die for…everything that they believed in, the country depended so much on “The Few” that they now would possibly face the enemy for the last time in this “Battle of Britain”.  

With every prayer behind them from the nation below, it gave them strength in their every effort to win this for the country, and the people…At All Costs it Had to be Won…!!!

At Fighter Command’s Headquarters, Dowding gave the order to put all the fighters in the air in this make or break situation, although absolutely stretched beyond the limit it was inevitably Britain’s last and only chance of defeating the enemy after all these weeks of ferocious, incessant, deadly aerial battles. 

Pilots took the initiative and threw their planes at the enemy bombers in a furious attempt to destroy them. This tremendous onslaught by the fighters confused the bombers into complete chaos scattering them, in fear and confusion they peeled off from the formations, becoming solitary aircraft, ready to be picked off one by one. 

Their defending fighters came in for the attack against the British pilots, face to face they confronted each other as the fighters clashed head on at closing speeds in excess of 500 mph, a quick burst of cannon fire resulted in many being shot down on both sides. High above in the clear blue skies, vapour trails like tangled spiders webs were clearly seen from the ground, cannons blazed against each other as fighters and enemy bombers caught fire and exploded, others were so severely damaged that pilot and bomber crews quickly baled out and fell to earth, aircraft were seen to spiral out of control and plummet to the ground in a gigantic explosion.

Hours passed as the battle raged on, it was without doubt a frantic battle to the end, dozens of bombers and fighters were in a constant frenzy of battle, sometimes two German fighters would attack a lone Spitfire or Hurricane, which would twist and turn, climb and dive any and every way to avoid being in the gun-sights of the enemy, as they continuously engaged each other with cannons blazing Those on the ground watching couldn’t point out which were the British or the Germans from the spirals of vapour trails winding round and round each other in the sky, only when the aircraft headed towards the ground on fire, damaged, or crashing could they see the markings. 

British fighters were soon to take control but only just, everything that was sent up against the enemy fought to the very last, these were to be the last critical hours for the pilots of Fighter Command, their losses were considerable, but enemy losses were greater. But their determination to win at all costs was proved by their tenacity and courage as they flew to the very last of their own limits despite their diminishing numbers, and continued to blast the enemy out of the skies. But the German Lufwaffe had, had their day, they had simply had enough

The Spitfire and Hurricane pilots never gave up on the chase and kill, as the final remnants of German bombers and fighters dispersed in all directions, their losses were many and they had fought well. In a panic to get back to their French bases they released their bomb loads over east and southeast London and fled heading for the channel and France, being chased all the way by the indomitable spirit and Heroism of the fighter pilots of the “The Few”, who carried on until they were near to complete exhaustion. They had won the day, the skies above England belonged to those who had fought and died for its freedom.

There were 188 “Ace” pilots who flew during “The Battle of Britain” these are some of the most successful and top scoring pilots until the end of 1940…  

Flt / Lt G Allard, British, 23 kills and 2 shared.

Plt / Off J. H. ”Ginger” Lacey, British, 23 kills.

Sqn Ldr M.N. Crossley, British, 20 kills and 2 shared.

Flt / Lt Archie McKellar, Scottish, 20 kills and 2 shared.

Plt / Off Eric Lock, British, 20 kills and 1 shared.

Flt / Lt W.D. David, British, 19 kills and 2 shared.

Flt / Off A.G. Lewis, South African, 18 kills.

Sqn Ldr A.G. Malan, South African, 17 kills and 5 shared.

Sqn Ldr R.R.S. Tuck, British, 17 kills and 4 shared.

Sqn Ldr R.G. Dutton, British, 17 kills and 3 shared.

Plt / Off H.J.L. Hallowes, British, 17 kills and 2 shared.

Sgt Josef Frantisek, Czechoslovakian, 17 kills.

Plt / Off A.C. Deere, New Zealander, 16 kills and 2 shared.

Plt / Off C.F. Gray, New Zealander, 16 kills and 2 shared.

Flt / Off W.L. Mcnight, Canadian, 16 kills and 2 shared.

Flt / Off B.J.G. Carbury, New Zealander, 15 kills and 2 shared.

Plt / Off R.F.T. “Bob” Doe, British, 15 kills.

Plt / Off H.M. Stephen, British, 14 kills and 9 shared.

Sqn Ldr A.H. Boyd, British, 14 kills and 3 shared.

Flt / Lt P.C. Hughes, Australian, 14 kills and 3 shared. He was later killed as he crashed into a Dornier 17 while in combat.

Sqn Ldr J. Ellis, British, 14 kills and 2 shared.

Flt / Off Witold Urbanowicz, Polish, 14 kills.

There were a total of 49 top scorers who like these had 10 kills and over.

On August 24th Sgt Ronnie Hamlyn, and Sgt Antoni Glowacki, both shot down 5 enemy bombers each on that day 

On August 31st Flt / Off Brian Carbury, shot down 5 bombers, and Plt/ Off Eric Lock shot down 4 bombers on that day.

A new record was set on September 27 th, by Flt/ Off Albert Lewis a South African who shot down 7 bombers by flying four sorties during that day. He was shot down the very next day and suffered terrible burns.

An outstanding record by Flt/ Lt Archie Mckellar on October 7th was achieved, when he shot down a total of 4 bombers in only ten minutes, and a total of 5 during that day.

The most notable of the Defiant crews were Flt / Sgt’s Edward Thorn (pilot) and Frederick Barker (gunner) had shot down 5 enemy aircraft in May 1940, and 5 during the Battle of Britain. They were shot down on August 26th while in combat, and fortunately survived.   

Of the most prolific were…

603, City of Edinburgh Squadron, which were Spitfires based at Hornchurch, Essex, shot down 58 enemy planes.

609 Squadron of Spitfires, based at Middle Wallop, Hampshire, shot down 52 enemy planes.

303 Squadron of Hurricane’s, made up of Polish Pilots, shot down 45 enemy planes.

41 Squadron of Spitfires were based at Hornchurch, Essex, made up of Polish Pilots, shot down 44 enemy planes. 

242 Squadron of Hurricane’s were based at Coltishall, Norfolk, and were Douglas Bader’s flight, shot down 22 enemy planes.

It is widely thought that most of the Fighter pilots were from public schools in England, but the fact is only 141 out of the 3, 080 actually were. 

For these Brave and Courageous pilots who fought and won the “Battle of Britain”, would forever be immortalized by the Nation for their own fearlessness and fighting spirit, as “saviours” of this island during its darkest hours. 

The beacon of freedom would continue to shine out across Europe from this tiny island giving all those hope, who still lived under the oppression of the Nazi regime, and that their own freedom would soon come and they too would find deliverance.

As Britain rejoiced the people echoed the famous words of Winston Churchill throughout the land when he said, “Never in the field of human conflict, was so much owed by so many to so few”.

The occasional battle continued as enemy fighters and bombers still came over England on bombing raids, but eventually they petered out and finally finished on October 31st. 

The “Battle of Britain” had been won against unbelievable odds due to the 2, 332 fighter pilots from the many countries who fought in it.

The Battle claimed the lives of 520 R.A.F pilots.

The Hurricanes and Spitfires lost were 746.

The Battle claimed the lives of 3, 089 Luftwaffe pilots and crewmen. 

The Luftwaffe lost 1, 733 all types of aircraft.

Of the pilots who took part in the Battle, 3, 080 received the “The Battle of Britain” clasp for their Heroism.

Britain had at last been saved from the dreaded Nazi dictator and the terrifying “Blitzkrieg” terror. The people of Britain sighed with great relief and with tears of joy, as they were now able to continue their fight against the tyranny of Hitler’s Nazi regime.

We now realize that if it was not for the Royal Air Force and the magnificent “Few” of fighter command, England would have without any question or doubt suffered the same terrifying fate of the “Blitzkrieg” that had conquered Poland, and rampaged through the Low Countries, brining them to ruin.   

England would have been lost to Nazi tyranny, the dreaded S.S. would have controlled Britain, and Hitler and his Generals would have been ruling the country from Parliament…!!!

The operator on the enigma machine took the coded message from the Fuhrer himself. And forwarded it to the waiting General’s, to their utter astonishment and disbelief, Hitler had commanded that the planned Invasion of England was…Cancelled…!!!                                                                                                                                              

On September 17th 1940, Hitler decreed that “Operation Seelowe” the invasion of Britain was to be indefinitely postponed.

His megalomaniac plans of defeating Britain and invading this “Pitiful Little Island” were utterly dashed. Hitler’s fury at this sudden turn of events would not let him forget this supreme humiliation, in absolute rage and fury he ordered his armies back, to prepare them for another planned onslaught to come.                              

Hitler could never forget, or allow his Generals to forget the lost opportunity to invade England. He continued in his absolute tirade of rage at his Generals, and more so at losing most of his glorious Luftwaffe to the R.A.F during the “Battle of Britain”. 

German troops all along the French and Belgian coast were withdrawn from the planned invasion. Thousands of soldiers that had waited so long were now packed into every kind of vehicle, train, and transport available, while thousands marched on foot, all heading towards their Fatherland.

His frustration and absolute anger at not invading England was evident to his Generals as he put into operation his next planned conquest. Furious that this tiny island had thwarted his massed Army, decimated his magnificent Air Force, and that the thin strip of water that surrounded it had halted the might of the biggest army on earth, angered him even more. 

Hitler’s longstanding obsession about “Lebensraum” (living space) continued to occupy his mind to the extent that he was now prepared to fulfill his ambition to obtain it. 

His obsession was now to lead his vast army eastwards in a ferocious attack on the largest country on earth, and drive him to launch the biggest battle the world had ever witnessed. He was now to direct all his military might and savagery against the hordes of Slavs and Bolsheviks, in a war that would become unbelievably horrific and barbaric, he would face the might of Russia, the Great Soviet Union.

On the night of June 19/ 20th 1941, the greatest military machine that had ever assembled on earth waited eagerly to fulfill their Fuhrer’s orders.

To the north and south along the Polish-Russian border ran a 2, 900 kms front line, stretching from the Baltic ocean to the Black sea, where more than 3, 400, 000 soldiers, 600, 000 vehicles, 3, 350 tanks, and 7, 000 heavy artillery guns were massed. 

Behind this vast armoured force, the Luftwaffe waited to unleash their deadly cargo of death as 1, 945 heavy-bombers and fighter aircraft readied themselves for action.

Early on the morning of Sunday, June 22nd 1941, in the tense, silent darkness, the 3, 400, 000 infantry troops of the Third Reich waited in eager anticipation for the coming battle to begin.

As the hands on the synchronized watches reached 03.15 a.m, it was if a switch had been thrown as the western horizon exploded into thunder and lightning as 7, 000 heavy artillery guns began their bombardment…this was the signal that would now begin one of the worlds most savage and bloodiest conflicts…”Operation Barbarossa”. 

To the jubilation of the British people they had been Victorious, the invasion halted, their country saved, perhaps now this island and its people could find some peace from the horror suffered. 

Hitler was not finished with England by any means his evil intentions for revenge would come soon enough.

Little did the people realize, that Southern England and London would again find themselves in the front line of battle, as more terrifying weapons were soon to be unleashed against them. They were far deadlier, more terrifying, and more destructive weapons …the nightmare was far from over…!!! 

The Lancaster Bomber

From understanding the lessons learnt from “The Great War” and the importance of the aeroplane in war, Air Ministry officials were now searching for new designs in long-range heavy bombers and fighter aircraft. Fighters that would be able to take on the might of the German Air Force, Hitler’s Luftwaffe and destroy it.

The utmost need for heavy-bombers was indeed top on the priority list, for their knowledge in the use of these in bombing raids would give them absolute power, especially using vast armadas of bombers in aerial destruction missions on cities and installations deep into Germany. 

It became paramount to find the most brilliant of all aircraft designers in Britain. Once these were found plans were drawn up to design the many varying forms of aircraft that were now to be commissioned by the Royal Air Force in their fight for air supremacy.

One such master craftsman and visionary was Roy Chadwick, Bomber Command now employed him to design and build a new version of the heavy-bomber, it was an incredible challenge for Chadwick but

his passion and attitude towards perfection was unchallenged.

He drew every part by hand from wings to wheels, down to the very last nut and bolt, spending months on the final design, this first plane was a heavy-bomber called the Manchester, but it was found to be well underpowered with its two vulture engines.

Although the Air Ministry officials were impressed with this bomber, they were still looking for the ultimate heavy long-range bomber that was capable of greater power, hold a far larger bomb capacity and cover long-range distances. 

Although this was a blow to Chadwick his determination to design the ultimate heavy-bomber was rewarded after re-designing the Manchester, he soon gave the Air Ministry the bomber they were looking for and exactly what they required.

He improved the wings making them larger, increased the fuel tanks to hold a capacity of 21, 000 gallons for long range missions, and re-designed the bomb bays to accommodate far greater loads, finally he replaced the two under powered vulture engines with four new Rolls-Royce Merlin 20 engines, each one giving 1, 460 hp (horsepower) which gave this monster aircraft incredible power.

This massive bomber had over 55, 000 different parts. 

The fuselage and wings were delivered to the aircraft factories in five different sections, then assembled to form his perfect design, once completed it was incredibly gigantic in size.

The dream of Roy Chadwick was fulfilled as he watched his aircraft lumber out onto the runway on January 9th 1941. He stood watching in awe as the four massively powered Rolls-Royce Merlin engines burst into life, smoke billowing out from their huge exhaust pipes, the sound was deafening and the power of the four Merlin’s shook the very ground where he stood.

All was ready for the test flight of this magnificent flying machine, the “Thumbs Up” was given and the huge beast powered up to full throttle, as the brakes were released it suddenly lurched forward and was on its way, picking up tremendous speed as it lifted off and rose majestically into the skies above England. He and the Air Force officials watching saw that his aircraft was a miracle of aviation, it had a majesty all of its own as it flew high and gracefully into the clouds above, his months of painstaking labour was rewarded with triumph. 

Roy Chadwick…Was indeed a Master Craftsman, Visionary of Aviation, Pioneer of the Air, and Brilliant Designer. Chadwick was full of great pride and satisfaction as he witnessed this great feat of aviation and would name his magnificent bomber the “Lancaster”.

Just as in the early days of aviation when Wilbur and Orville Wright flew their homemade aeroplane into the skies and into the annals of aviation history…So likewise, Roy Chadwick’s name would be added to this prestigious list as a “Hero of Flight”. 

This massive aircraft would become the leader in its fight against the enemy, with the new design, powerful Merlin engines, and courageous crew of seven, it would become a legend in its own right to the crews that flew in them, and to the British people, as the most formidable and successful bomber of the Royal Air Force and of Bomber Command.

The Lancaster had armaments of 8 x 0.303 calibre Browning machine-guns, but some earlier models the Mk 1’s carried a total of 10 machine-guns. It carried a colossal bomb load from 14, 000 lbs, to a total of 22, 000 lbs, depending on its target. Later in the war it dropped the “Bouncing” bomb on the Ruhr dams in Germany, and the incredibly destructive, at that time the most powerful bombs in the world was the “Tallboy” and “Grand Slam”, which the great engineer Barnes Wallis had designed and developed, that would be dropped by the Lancaster on submarine pens and V1 and V2 rocket sites, these penetrated down through 100 feet of solid reinforced concrete and exploded.  

The crew of 7 consisted of…Pilot, Flight   Engineer, Navigator, Bomb Aimer, Wireless Operator and 2 gunners. On average the Lancaster was only expected to last 3 weeks in combat over the skies of Europe. 

Although the Lancaster flew many missions in day and night bombing raids, when the United States joined the war their big bombers would take the lead on bombing missions during the day, and the Lancaster would fly in night operations against the enemy.

It would take the lead in its missions against Germany and prove beyond any question as the greatest British bomber of the Second World War.

The USAAF 8th Arrives

The might of the United States 8th Army Air Force with over 350, 000 men and crews, joined the R.A.F in the bombing campaign against Germany in the late summer of 1942.This would establish a massive bombing offensive against the enemy, using an array of heavy-bombers including the B24 Liberator, of which 18, 000 were built, and used on many missions during the war. 

They also had the B17-D Flying Fortress, a magnificent plane that would itself become a legend in the annals of aerial warfare, both to the United States, England and to the Heroic crews that flew them.

The B 17-D crews would take on the highly dangerous task of daylight bombing missions over Germany, and were always confronted by ferocious attacks by masses of Luftwaffe fighter aircraft. 

This massive bomber had four 1200 hp Wright R-1820-65 Cyclone radial engines to power it into the air, and a service ceiling of 37, 000 feet with a range of 2, 000 miles, and could carry 4, 000 lbs of bombs. It had a top speed of 323 mph at its optimum height at 25, 000 feet. 

The total production of B17’s reached to over 12, 000 during the Second World War, it carried a crew of ten…2 pilots, 1 bombardier, 1 flight engineer, 1 navigator and 5 gunners…plus a back-up ground crew of 20 for every bomber.

When the later models were introduced in 1944, the B 17-F and G models had varying combinations of extra machine-guns, swivel turrets, change of engines with more power, and could carry a greater bomb load of 6, 000 lbs. 

The B17-D was formidably armed with a total of eleven machine-guns, 5 pairs of hand-held 0.50 calibre 

Browning machine-guns, and a single 0.303 mounted above the nose cone, for the bombardier to protect itself from enemy fighters coming in head on…2 waist gunners in the side hatch positions, 1 rear gunner, 1 upper turret gunner, 1 ball turret gunner…this was perhaps the most frightening of all the gunner positions, being strapped in a swiveling ball hanging as it were from the center of the B 17, for if enemy fighters swept in low under the bomber then the ball turret gunner would be the first to get hit, if his turret was badly damaged he probably wouldn’t be able to get out in time if the plane was on a crash dive. 

The rear gunners position was very dangerous both in the B 17 and the Lancaster, for if the bomber was on a vertical crash dive then he would have to hold on to anything to stop himself falling past the escape hatch right into the front of the crashing aircraft, he would have only a very few minutes if that, to find his parachute, don it, find the exit hatch and jump. If the bomber was in the same situation and crashing at night, then it was a foregone conclusion that he would no doubt be killed. Such were the horrific statistics that only very few of the aircrew managed to escape from, especially if it was spiraling out of control…before it hit the ground and exploded. 

For all aircrew it was a terrifying experience, but if lucky enough to bale out and deploy their chutes in time, they could be saved. 

For all crews their implicit trust and faith lay in the pilot and their fellow crewmen, to help them out of trouble during any dangerous situation.   

The “Whirlwind” of Destruction

British and American Air Forces combined their missions in their massive 1, 000 bomber raids into Germany, in a hope to bomb it into submission, but as Commander-in-Chief of Bomber Command Arthur Harris had stated “they have sown the wind, now they are going to reap the whirlwind”.

His “Hammer Blow” of destruction on Germany would continue round the clock without let-up. 

The B 17 crews flying daylight missions over occupied countries is beyond doubt one of unbelievable Courage and Bravery by the men who flew them.

After 25 missions the crew would complete their tour of duty and return home.  

Bomber Command had at its disposal an array of heavy-bombers, Halifaxes, Wellingtons, Stirlings, and of course the great Lancaster. Commander in Chief, Sir Arthur Harris called these “Warriors of the Skies” with their excellently trained crews. 

To fly directly over the English Channel, across France to reach targets in Germany was more or less a suicide mission, it had been tried before and there were severe losses of bombers, so newly designated safer routes were planned. 

The all out efforts of Bomber Command in small and the big 1, 000 bomber raids continued unabated, their purpose was to inflict the utmost devastation as possible, saturating German cities in “area” bombing that would cause whole cities to burn with massive amounts of incendiary bombs being dropped. Bomber Commands top priority was to destroy the Ruhr valley where all the main areas of German production for armaments, aircraft, steel works, chemical plants, iron foundries, oil and petrol installations, and ammunition factories were situated. This area aptly called “Happy Valley” by the British bomber crews, would received the full force of the “Round the Clock” air raids to destroy the industrial might of the Third Reich. 

These aircraft, the Lancaster and the American B17 Flying Fortress, would eventually be taking the war to the very heart of Germany itself bombing every city targeted, and to the capital itself …Berlin.  

The British bomber crews named Berlin as ”The Big City”, American crews named it “The Big B”, and was the most fortified capital on earth, gigantic concrete flak towers were situated around the outskirts and in the city center, they had 88 mm anti-aircraft guns emplacements on the roofs.

The city was encircled by thousands of these deadly 88 mm guns that could fire 150-200 high-explosive shells per hour into the skies, against the bombers high above.

As Bomber Command and the 8th Air-Force increased there missions over Germany, so were the losses of aircraft and crews becoming greater, for all bombing missions undertaken were fraught with every danger and anxiety for the pilots and crew, who were determined to carry out their orders and try to get the bomber and crew home to safety. 

A new radar system called “Himmelbett” was co-ordinated between anti-aircraft batteries, searchlight detachments, and airfields. These air defences were so effective that as the bomber stream arrived near to target, dozens of search lights flashed on them from far below silhouetting the bombers against the black sky, they would then be met by an incredible barrage 88 mm explosive shells which blew holes in their plane, when shells exploded near the bomber it would send red hot razor sharp shrapnel through the air piercing the bombers thin skin wounding or killing the crew, some causing fires onboard. 

If they were lucky to get through this unscathed, then hordes of massed German fighters that had been informed of their arrival by the radar stations would intercept the bombers, ferociously attacking them.

These fanatical pilots would defend their capital Berlin to the very last plane, the very last and man. 

The 1, 000 bomber raids on Berlin was able to penetrate to the inner capital by the sheer force of numbers of bombers involved, continuing their “whirlwind of destruction” on the city itself, but the German radar was so successful that hundreds of Allied bombers were shot down.

The city of Leipzig had massive amounts oil refineries, oil regeneration, and coal hydrogenation plants that produced vast quantities of petrol, diesel, and synthetic fuel. During the early days of the war these combined plants supplied all the German Forces, the Luftwaffe were also supplied with over 940, 000 tons of aviation fuel per year.

These were bombed without fail in every effort to halt the fuel production, the many air raids proved very successful, the main plants were completely destroyed. After this they could only managed to supply 10, 000 tons of fuel to the German forces. The fuel plants never fully recovered from these raids of such destructive force, and marked the eventual “Death Knell “ for the Luftwaffe.

During one massive 1, 000 bomber daylight raid to Schweinfurt and Regensburg deep in southern Germany, to bomb a Messerchshmidt aircraft factory and ball bearing plant, 60 American bombers were shot down, and the total of 600 aircrew lost.  

During one week alone in October 1943, the R.A.F and the USAAF Air Force lost 148 bombers, which were shot down by fighters and anti aircraft batteries over Germany, over 1, 500 aircrew failed to return. 

Over 10, 000 of those shot down and captured would spend the rest of their days in prison camps, until the war ended.

The Precious  “Little Friends”

These losses were horrendous and mounting all the time, something certainly had to be done to halt this terrible aerial carnage. Only short range fighter cover was provided to accompany the bombers across the North sea, these were affectionately called “Little Friends” by the American bomber crews, and as mainland Europe came into sight the escorts for the bombers returned to their bases in England, due to the lack of fuel. 

From then on the bombers flew alone and unprotected, having to face the fury and onslaught from the merciless Luftwaffe fighters, which shot down incredible amounts of them on each and every mission.

The journey from their bases to target, depending how far into Germany they would have to fly could take up to 6 hours or more, the same time was calculated to make the return flight. For the majority of bombers the German fighters would be waiting to attack them again on their return journey back to their English bases, and safety.

It became imperative for the Air Ministry to cut these phenomenal losses by providing fighter escorts to accompany the bombers all the way to the target and back. 

For every 1, 000 bomber raid into Germany it would need 700 fighter escort to protect them, the total men involved in these missions came to a staggering 10, 700 air crew needed on any and every operation, as long as the bomber offensive lasted. 

Hence the importance of fighter protection was now paramount for the safety of the bomber crews and aircraft, every mission from then on would now have an array of fighter escorts to support and protect them, for the duration of the war. 

It was 600 miles to reach Berlin from bases in England, flying on a plotted course across the North sea, over the tip of Denmark then Southwards to the allotted targets in Germany, the return trip was the same, so the round trip home was in excess of 1, 200 miles, with many long exhausting, fearful hours in the air until they hopefully reached home. 

The Spitfire, Hurricane, P 47 Thunderbolt, P 38 Lightning, and the Hawker Typhoon were all used as short range bomber escorts, when long-range “slipper” or drop tanks were introduced and fitted, they could only give an extended range of an extra 300 miles, still not enough to escort the bombers to Berlin or deeper into Germany, then to return back home.

But when the P 51-B Mustang made its appearance in the skies it would eventually, with its pilots become legends and champions to the bombers and crews they protected.

When fitted with a full combination of fuel tanks, which composed of the normal tanks capacity of 84 gallons, plus 132 gallons in fuel tanks along the wings leading edge, then another 90 gallons “slipper” drop tank, gave a total of 306 gallons of fuel, its capability as escorts became phenomenal, the distance and duration of flight could take it to over 2, 000 miles, well into Germany escorting the bombers, and back home again.

This magnificent fighter of the air would also become the ultimate fighter escort to the bombers, and of the Second World War, in every battle arena that it flew in.  

The P 51-B was fitted with a Packard V-1650-3 Rolls-Royce Merlin 1595 hp engine, with four wing mounted 0.50 in calibre Browning machine-guns. With a top speed of 440 mph at 30, 000 feet, and an 

incredible ceiling of 41, 800 feet, it could out perform and out manoeuvre most if not all German fighters. Late in 1944 the P 51-D was introduced, with a few changes, but it armaments changed to six 0.50 calibre Browning machine-guns.

The bomber crews were completely confident with their P 51 escorts that were protecting them, with its superb handling, high performance, and devastating fire power, the Brave and Heroic Mustang pilots would give all the cover the bombers needed to accomplish their missions far into Germany.

Some of these Brave pilots that flew the legendary P 51 were, Don Blakeslee, Steve Ananian. Bob Irion, Larry Powell, Bill Lyons, Ken Miller, Bob Garlich, Bud Fortier, Frank Gerrard, to name but a few of the most, Distinguished, Heroic, Mustang pilots that ever flew in combat missions during the Second World War.

All the P 51 Mustang pilots endured long tiring flights on escort duty for the duration of the journey involved, it would be the same 6 hours approximately to get to the target and the return home another 6 hours…12 or more hours in the air, constantly watching for enemy fighters, engaging in ferocious battles with them, protecting the bombers. 

Just as with the bomber crews, the P 51 pilots suffered from the intense cold, it became a dangerous enemy to all of them, flying to heights in excess of 25, 000 to 30, 000 feet, to accompany the bombers, the outside temperature was – 60 degrees Fahrenheit, and only a few more degrees warmer inside their cockpits, 

Throughout the duration of the mission the pilot was constantly looking around through the perspex cockpit for enemy fighters, they could come in any direction at any time.

Fatigue was a common problem and self-discipline was needed to keep awake and concentrate, to be alert and always ready for any situation that could develop, if lost for a matter of seconds it would prove fatal as enemy fighters would be approaching the P 51’s in tenths of a second or less, if they spotted him, he would be blasted from the skies.

All these very tense moments would be with them all the way to target and the return back home.  

The P 51 pilots had unbelievable confidence in the air and would always attack the enemy first for fear that an enemy fighter should get through their own defences, and attack the bombers.

Their incredible calculations during aerial battles were simply amazing, the same as the pilots during the “Battle of Britain” had to do in attacking enemy aircraft, it was critical that they should think fast, act fast, and spontaneously manoeuvre their fighter within tenths of a second…for their attack speed was around 400 m.p.h, which was calculated to be an approach speed of 600 feet per second, as they closed in on the enemy plane and began to firing their deadly machine guns. 

Such was the Heroism of the P 51 fighter escorts in their duty of protecting the bombers. 

The tide of the air war was now turning in favour of the Allies, for every 1, 000 bomber raid that flew to the heart of Germany was now fully protected by 700, P 51 Mustang fighter escorts. 

The bombers could now deliver the “Hammer Blow” to the cities of the Third Reich that C-in-C, Arthur Harris ordered, virtually unopposed by enemy fighters.

On January 14th 1945, as the war neared its end, P 51 Mustang pilots shot down 161 enemy planes over Germany, their skills were even more incredible when on April 16th over 700 Luftwaffe aircraft were destroyed, in what the pilots described as a “Turkey Shoot”.

Ground attacks or “On the Deck” strafing were highly dangerous for the P 51 pilots, as all possible targets were attacked, trains, convoys, vehicles, troops, tanks, buildings, and airfields, but for every P 51 shot down by enemy fighters, 5 were shot down by anti-aircraft ground fire.

The escort fighters or “Little Friends” became the life force for those they protected, not only killing the enemy, but destroying hundreds of enemy planes.

The Luftwaffe had nearly been defeated, the thousands of aerial battles that had been fought over the years had been ferocious and deadly, the losses of bombers horrendous, the pilots and crews killed horrific, the thousands of aircrew captured to become P.O.W.’s was a disaster, but the rewards greater as now the combined Allied Air Forces were “Masters of the Skies over Europe”.

Field Marshal Hermann Goring, an ardent Nazi, a braggart, full of arrogance, a despicable boaster, full of self-importance, and pitiful, would soon be stripped of everything as he was now a pathetic figure and prisoner of the Allies. Founder and head of the two most hated groups ever to walk this earth…the Gestapo and the S.S. 

With Hitler at the very beginning, he would be with him to the very end, as the downfall of the supposed “Glorious Third Reich of a Thousand Years” neared its destructive end. 

He admitted to his captors after the war saying “When I saw the fighters over Berlin, I knew that the jig was up”.

His “Glorious Luftwaffe” during their reign of terror from the skies had caused unbelievable desolation and destruction on an unprecedented scale, unimaginable and unbelievable horror and suffering to millions…now stood defeated, destroyed, and smashed. 

The P 51 Mustang became the most ultimate fighter aircraft of the Second World War, as did the Spitfire and Hurricane during “The Battle of Britain”, they would be remembered passionately as would the Brave pilots that flew them, and the people would cherish the name of these great aircraft for generations to come.

At the beginning of the bomber campaign… 3, 440, MK 1 Lancaster’s were produced.

The Lancaster would fly…156, 000 missions over Europe, and drop a total of 600, 000 tons of bombs.

A total of …7, 377 Lancaster’s were produced during the duration of the Second War, with 3, 700 of these being lost in action.

Of the R.A.F crews and pilots who were shot down…10, 000 were captured by the enemy and sent to prisoner of war camps and Stalags.

The R.A.F dropped total of…950, 000 tons of bombs on Germany.

From 1939 to 1945 in the skies over Europe…55, 000 men of the R.A.F were killed.

The Lancaster’s story of aerial battles over German occupied countries is one of unbelievable Bravery and Courage by the crews who flew them.

The 8th United States Army Air Force arrived in Britain with 350, 000 crewmen.

During its daylight missions over occupied Europe…130, 000 men were killed in action.

During its 1, 008 days of aerial combat it carried out…500, 000 missions. 

The 8th USAAF shot down and destroyed over…18, 810 enemy aircraft.

They used over…9, 000, 000 millions rounds of ammunition, and dropped over…700, 000 tons of bombs on Germany.

By the wars end both the R.A.F and United States Army Air Force, had destroyed by bombing raids every major city in Germany.

Of aircraft that flew on operations over Europe…8, 600 bombers including their crews were lost. 

The “Battle for Berlin” began in November 1943, and continued until March 1944, the R.A.F carried out 19 major raids on the city and lost 423 bombers and 2, 500 of their crewmen.

Fighter Planes Developed

By the 1930’s the bi-plane used in the First War was still used extensively by the R.A.F, although it had basically proved reliable it had, had its day and needed to be replaced.

The Air Ministry needed new fighter aircraft to compete, if not prove itself better than the Luftwaffe’s M.E.109 and the Focke-Wulf 190’s.

Two such brilliant designers came forward to usher in a new age of fighter aircraft, Reginald J. Mitchell who designed the brilliant and unbeatable Spitfire, and Sidney Camm who’s brilliant design of the Hawker Hurricane would turn the tide for Britain, they would prove beyond all doubt the winners in the coming battle over the skies of England.

Mitchell had spent many months on his plans for this aircraft, but in 1933 he finally came up with an exciting new design, his brainchild was ready.

By January 1935, work had started on his prototype, Mitchell’s genius coupled with his moments of pure inspiration, produced a startling design, far from the look of the old fashioned bi-plane.

His somewhat futuristic and inspirational plane had a single monoplane wing fitted to a stressed metal skinned fuselage, this would give greater flexibility and handling, also added was the newly shaped windshield, in all it encompassed every fine detail to perfection…it was beautiful.   

When Air Ministry officials saw this finished plane it looked an incredible flying machine, beautifully shaped with curved lines and excellent in its design, sweeping across the fuselage was huge flat single monoplane wing. This marvel of aviation would become a favourite to those who flew them, it had incredible maneuverability, handling, was very fast, and deadly with its cannon fire.

Prior to the delivery of the new Spitfire, Vickers Ltd who produced this incredible machine put a rough estimate of a maximum of £15, 000 to the Air Ministry for the completed model. Vickers finally prepared an expenditure list for the K-5054. The total expenses from 31/ 1/ 1936 to 29/ 2/ 1936…£3, 711 for Materials, £4, 371 for Labour, and extra factory charges £6, 555. The total charge for this magnificent flying miracle was £14, 637…but the total contract price would be an amazing £11, 930…!!!

The famous car manufacturer Rolls Royce also contributed £ 7, 500 to the development of this aircraft.

The planes structure weighed a total of 1, 890 lbs.

The Power Plant, the complete engine weighed 2, 035 lbs.

The load it carried included, 84 gallons of petrol, guns and ammunition, 6 gallons of oil, and the pilot and parachute 200 lbs…Total weight of the ready to fly Spitfire was 5, 875 lbs.

By the early spring of 1936, this most perfect looking and exquisite aeroplane was fitted out ready for its first test flight, on March 5th …K-5054 took to the air as test pilot Geoffrey Quill rose above the blue skies of England in this superb and fantastically designed aircraft that the Air Ministry officials had ever seen. 

The Merlin engine screamed as it passed in low over the airfield, the onlookers stood spellbound in utter amazement, as this perfection of flight flashed passed them at 330 m.p.h. its streamlined shape, and sheer elegance was performed by the pilot. Quill put it through every maneuver that could be imagined, as the plane twisted, turned, and rose high above the clouds the Merlin engine at full power spluttered its own song.

Mitchell’s brainchild needed a name, initially it was called the “Sparrow” but to fit the description of such elegance and its fighter capabilities, he decided to name it the “Spitfire”.

This was R.J. Mitchell’s proudest moment he had fulfilled his dream and become one of the proudest men in aviation history. He would also enter into the annals of aviation as one of the “Greatest Designers” ever.

Sidney Camm, another creator of a beautifully designed fighter aircraft called the “Hurricane” would also add his name to that of R.J. Mitchell’s, as a great designer and aviator of the century.

The R.A.F now had in its possession two great and formidable fighter aircraft at its disposal to use against the Luftwaffe, they could match any of the German fighter planes, they now stood a very good chance when any aerial battles took place. 

These two aircraft would become immortalized by the pilots that flew them and the people of England who would soon witness them fighting for air supremacy against the Luftwaffe. They would with their pilots be heralded as “saviours” of the nation during the coming battles of the air, which soon would take place in the skies over Britain. 

On June 3rd 1936, Air Ministry officials were so delighted with the Spitfire and Hurricane that they placed an immediate order of 310 Spitfires and 600 Hurricanes.

Sadly, on June 11th 1937, R.J. Mitchell died, he did not receive any acclaim for the glorious Spitfire that he had designed and developed to help save Britain from the advancing enemy, he assuredly deserved more than that…!!! 

On August 4th 1938, the first operational Spitfires were delivered to 19 Squadron at Duxford air base near London.

Both of these fighter aircraft continued to be produced and delivered to fighter bases across the country in their hundreds, they were made ready for operations by the ground crews in anticipation of the onslaught to come. 

Mitchell would never see his spectacular aircraft in action, but in the countries direst need his magnificent Spitfire, accompanied Camm’s spectacular Hurricane and the courage of the pilots of these fighter planes could now face the enemy with greater confidence, for their own tenacity of spirit and determination would prevail.

But to the lasting memory to both of these superb geniuses of flight and to the fighters that they designed, it would always live in the hearts of the pilots that flew them to victory, and to the people of Britain for generations to come.

Defeats and Victories

Prior to the start of war between Germany and Britain in 1939, many battles and events had taken place that would usher in The Second World War…

The Spanish Civil War becomes the testing ground for Hitler’s troops and Air Force.

Italian Dictator, Benito Mussolini’s Fascist troops invade Ethiopia and use mustard gas.

Fighting between Japanese and Chinese troops, as Japan invades China.

Over 200, 000 Chinese civilians massacred and butchered by the Japanese Army at Nanking.

German troops invade Austria and take control. 

The union of Austria and Germany agreed.

Japanese and Soviet troops clash in Siberia. 

Czechoslovakia invaded by German forces, the Sudentanland re-taken, and the country split up.

German Forces take over as protectors of Bohemia and Moravia.

Italian Fascist troops take over Albania.

Italy signs an Alliance pact with Germany.

Soviet and Japanese troops continue severe fighting in Mongolia.

Japanese defeated by Soviet troops, thousands killed.

Germany invades Poland.

Britain declares war on Germany.

Russian troops invade Poland.

Hitler escapes an assassination attempt.

Soviet troops invade Finland the “Winter War” begins.

Battle of the River Plate fought.

German Battleship Graf Spee scuttled in Montevideo by crew, and Captain Langsdorff.

For the nations of the earth were now on the edge of the abyss…The Second World War had started.

But by the end of 1940, great defeats and brilliant successes had occurred…Poland had already been defeated months before, Hitler’s war machine his “Iron Fist” had stampeded through Denmark, Norway, Netherlands, and Belgium within weeks.

France stood defeated and humiliated at Compiegne, the swastika was now be flying high over Paris and would be for the next four long terrible years. All the countries of Western Europe, were now completely under the heel of the Nazi jackboot.  

The failure of the Norwegian campaign had been disastrous for the British Army, but it had at least brought the troops back home. 

On the May 10th, Winston Churchill was elected the new Prime Minister. 

The great miracle of “Operation Dynamo”, had rescued 338, 226 French, Belgian, and English soldiers from Dunkirk.

The invasion of England looked imminent as German massed forces wait in France for the “Green Light” to go, from Hitler.

The people of Britain wait in great fear for the final outcome of the “Battle of Britain”. 

“The Few” of the R.A.F win the Victory over the Luftwaffe on September 15th 1940. 

On September 17th 1940, Hitler’s invasion plans to conquer England are cancelled indefinitely.                                    

Great rejoicing in Britain as they hear the news that the invasion is no longer a threat.

The Terror Rocket’s Invented

German scientists had incredible technological knowledge in the design and rapid developments of rocket warfare and guided weapons, producing some of the most terrifying ever used.                                                        

As far back as 1929, developments were in progress by German scientist Dr Paul Schmidt, with his invention of a pulse duct jet engine. By 1935, his jet engine was perfected to such a stage that it was ready to be displayed to the German Air Ministry. 

The V1, was strange in it’s design, and very different looking from the conventional shape of the aeroplane that the German Air Officials and Luftwaffe officer’s were accustomed to, more so to the Luftwaffe officials amazement there was no place for a pilot. 

This was of course explained, that this was to be a pilot-less rocket, directed to target by the inbuilt gyroscopic mechanism, and the distance regulated by the fuel load. Once the fuel had run out the rocket would fall earthwards, if explosive was placed in the warhead then it would exploded on impact, and cause much destruction.  

The rocket’s pulse duct jet engine was directly coupled to the exhaust discharge pipe, in one combined unit, and housed securely above the rocket’s fuselage.

The wingspan was 19 feet (5.7 mts) with a length of 20 feet (6 mts) a standing height just over 4ft 6inches (1.42 mts) and weighed 4, 961 lbs (2,250 kgs) the missile in flight could reach speeds of 400 mph – 498 mph in a dive (645 km/h – 800 km/h in a dive) its fuel capacity held 830 kgs. 

Schmidt’s suggestion to them was to use it as a flying torpedo, but as the testing continued of this strange new object, the officials showed little interest. Schmidt was full of pride at his invention, believing that the German High Command and even Hitler himself would give their full consent to further tests and production, but he was bitterly disappointed, as nothing more was heard. 

It would be a few more years before the importance of his invention was realized. Hitler therefore made his final decision based on the German High Commands appraisal of it, he had no real use or any purpose for weapons such as Schmidt’s V1’s at the present time, so the project was more or less cancelled. 

Perhaps it was the utter defeat of his Luftwaffe during “The Battle of Britain”, and his obsession of invading England and the opportunity lost, that he now decided to employ the use of this terror weapon, for future use.

Hitler’s war machine had to every intent and purpose, conceived, invented, and produced every kind of weapon possible, to counter all and every situation that would confront it, he desired to cause as much devastation possible.

Hitler instructed his Air Ministry and Army Generals to begin at once the full mass production, of what he would now call his “Vergeltungswaffen” weapons.

In 1942, Schmidt’s now named Argos pulse jet engine was demonstrated to Field Marshal Ehard Milch who saw a great potential in the scientists amazing invention, and how it could be used to destroy Britain’s cities. 

After the V1 was tested, they all agreed this was to be classified as a “missile”, and knew that it certainly could be used to destroy towns and cities en masse. 

Field Marshal Milch now recruited aircraft designer Robert Lutzer who confirmed that this jet engine with his design, could be used as a pilot-less missile, his confidence was so strong that “Project Cherrystone” was launched. The start of this highly destructive form of aerial warfare had begun. 

This highly developed vastly superior new missile was now given the top-secret code number of Fi 103. 

Therefore many millions of Deutschemarks were provided for a new construction site, a massive research and testing centre at Peenemunde on the Baltic coast housing thousands of personnel, who contributed to the V1 and V2 rocket programme.

On the sands at Peenemunde, the German Air Ministry Official’s, and Luftwaffe Officer’s waited as a succession of V1’s were readied for testing, as the first rocket shot from the end of the steel fabricated launch ramp it hurled across the sands flew for some minutes, then crashed straight into the sea. The second test firing continued in a similar fashion, the third better, but with the same outcome, all crashing. 

The Generals and official’s very frustrations was soon evident, they had come all this way from Berlin only to stand on a cold windy beach and see these apparent “miracle” weapons crash straight in the sea. They would leave angered, their reporting these poor results to Hitler would incur his wrath against them. There was great disappointment all around, the rocket engineers were deeply exasperated and would have to rectify this major problem, very urgently.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     

The V1 was quickly adapted with a cockpit to accept a volunteer pilot for this dangerous testing. Once the pilot was secured in the rocket the countdown was given and the V1 hurled up the ramp and across the beach into the sky, within minutes the radio linking the pilot to base was crackling with words of fear and despair, the rocket shook violently and vibrated uncontrollably, the next few minutes proved a disaster for the pilot, it plunged into the sea and exploded. Other test pilots faced the same ordeal, it was a tragedy for the rocket scientists.

When the great test pilot and Hitler’s favourite Hanna Reitsch heard of the complete failure of the testing, she offered to test the V1, this was met with fierce opposition but she was eventually allowed to fly it under the strictest safety conditions. Her first test flight in the V1 was in May 1943.                                                                                                                                          

The engineers had fitted makeshift hand controls for guidance and direction, so that the previous problems of extreme shuddering, the sudden loss of control, and crashing…could hopefully be rectified.

If she began to find severe handling difficulties and a crash was imminent she could then guide the rocket to land on the vast sandy beaches without injury…everyone hoped it would go well…especially Hitler, if it did not, heads would certainly roll.                                                                                                               

After she was strapped in, the rocket was ready to launch, the V1 shot off the ramp into the skies over the beach and within minutes she had problems, through her radio link with the engineers on the ground she screamed to them the problems that she now encountering with the rocket, she fought with the controls trying to get the rocket to head for the sands, where she finally crash landed safely on the beach. 

Her remarkable and brave test flight had found the answers that the rocket engineers were searching for, in that the auto-pilot had responded incorrectly and a severe and dangerous loss of control due to cross winds was established, therefore the V1 could not correct itself. Her achievement was heralded a complete success.

Due to the severe difficulties found in its gyroscopic guidance mechanism and propulsion engine, the German High Command now realized, the earliest date for an attack on Britain, would be March 1944.

The V1 rocket continued to be built and tested, and flew in many further tests until all the major problems were quickly resolved. 

The first V1’s built were constructed of plywood and sheet metal, cheap to build as aluminium was too expensive and difficult to obtain. 

Each V1 took an estimated 500 hours to construct this excluded the engine and warhead, as these were very complex and time consuming to build. The pulse duct engine ran on cheap low grade petrol, which was efficient enough to fly the rocket, as the main petrol and fuel supplies were needed more importantly for the Luftwaffe and the panzer tank divisions.

Although dubious of the missiles capabilities, the German High Command foresaw that the possibilities of its use against the cities of Britain could be very advantageous, to the extent that these missiles launched in vast numbers could destroy any city without the use of Luftwaffe bombers being engaged by the enemy in aerial battles and losing many aircraft, thus saving their planes that would be deployed for use in other theatres of conflict.

The V1 rocket was very economic for the German Air Ministry to produce, the cost of each V1 built was £125, the same price in 1944…as a new Volkswagen car…!!!                              

Peenemunde Bombed

The main intention of the German Air Ministry was to produce a minimum of 3, 500 V1’s per month.

When the final production amount was reached and launch sites built and ready, the German’s would launch their new terror weapon…at a rate of 1 every 12 minutes, day and night…at least 500 a day at…London!!! 

The British War Cabinet had learnt through intelligence reports that a new secret weapons establishment on the Baltic coast at Peenemunde was being constructed, and possibly rockets were being tested there.

They immediately arranged a photo-reconnaissance mission with the R.A.F who sent over fast flying fighters to confirm the reported information.

Once the planes returned, and films developed the photographs were examined in there hundreds by Air Ministry personnel, hoping to find some link in them to the rocket testing.                                                                                  

One highly trained young lady, spotted a long cigar shape from an aerial photograph, her intuition proved invaluable in distinguishing that the form on the photo, was without doubt after confirmation…a rocket!!!

Air ministry officials were not prepared to take any chances at all, fearing, that these could well be used against Britain, they consulted immediately with Winston Churchill expressing their grave opinions about this menace, Churchill agreed and informed the Bomber Command, he ordered “Operation Crossbow” to take top priority with Air Ministry Officials.

The R.A.F gave orders for 597 heavy-bombers to attack the rocket site on August 17th 1943, the site was bombed intensely, killing 735 employees, many of them scientists including Dr Tiel the technician behind the then unknown to the British, V2 (A4) rocket engine.                       

Although the bombing mission was heralded a success, the R.A.F. lost 40 bombers, and 270 crew.

Despite these severe and tragic losses and the Lancaster crew’s brave attempts to destroy this rocket complex, production was only held up at Peenemunde for three months. 

The sinister and deadly V1 (and later the deadly lethal V2’s) rockets (Vergeltungswaffen) or vengeance weapons were ready and waiting, to be launched against England.

Indiscriminate in its killing power, the V1 would become the most frightening and terrifying weapon used by the Nazi’s, against the people of Britain…that was, until the dreaded and silent, devastatingly destructive force of the V2 arrived…!!! 

The French Resistance had warned British Intelligence some time before that many new installations that looked like rocket ramps were being constructed in and around northern France

The War Cabinet and the Prime Minister knew the rocket’s were coming, but didn’t know when…Hitler’s had threatened to destroy London with his new wonder weapons. No one had any idea what to expect, except that they would be deadly, and they would be arriving soon to Britain.

No sooner had the exceptionally Brave Londoners started to recover from the murderous onslaught of the German “Blitz” upon their city, and ascended up the steep steps from the depths of London’s Underground Stations, when the very first V1, “Vengeance” weapon, was launched against them.                                                                                                       

The rain of terror was soon to herald its destruction on London and those living in “Bomb Alley”.                                                                                    

The V1 Strikes England

The early morning of Tuesday, June13th 1944, was dawning sunny and bright. The Royal Observer Corps stationed at their base in Dymchurch, Kent, on the south coast, had been on watch all night keeping an eagle eye on the skies and across the calm sea, watching for any German fighters or other signs of life from across the channel.

It was a long night, but nothing came.

Suddenly, a few minutes after 04.00 a.m. in the morning, the two officers on duty scanning the horizon, saw an object hurtling towards them in the early dawn light approaching from over the sea. It was a shock to them for they knew it wasn’t a plane, but recognized it from descriptions as Hitler’s new vengeance weapon, the dreaded V1 flying bomb. 

The two men shouted an order to the radio operator to contact H.Q. immediately. He screamed down the phone, the secret coded words… “Diver, Diver, Diver”. 

He in turn bellowed down the telephone to the Air Defence Headquarters staff, loud enough to have jolted the operator out of their seat. In less than 40 seconds his words of warning were heeded, and the whole intricate machinery of defence was at once put into action.

Anti-aircraft batteries along the coast and further inland were alerted, co-ordinates relayed as to the flying bombs range, height and direction.                                                                     

These A.A. guns with range finders can shoot down a plane up to seven miles away, but accuracy is another matter, as the speed of these V1’s could reach up to 400m.p.h. and be gone from sight in a flash. It was going to prove very difficult to score a “Cat One”…or in plain terms, totally destroy it. 

A “Cat One” would not be recorded for this flying bomb, on this bright and sunny day. 

The flight path that this first Doodlebug took was up through Kent, on its way to London, the ack-ack guns employed to shoot it down, had tried desperately but missed. 

It got as far as Bromley in Kent, when suddenly the drone of its engine cut out, the fuel tank had run dry…within 10 seconds or so it fell to earth and exploded with devastating destruction on a row of houses, destroying them completely. 

The aftermath was devastating, creating fear and terror to the local residents, they were horrified at this new menace, so was the government.                                                                                                                                                  

Britain was prepared, but not nearly enough.

The horrific bombing that Londoner’s had endured during…57 consecutive nights of “The Blitz”…was terrifying beyond words, but this V1 menace would certainly be far more frightening, and create even greater panic, as the residents of Bromley had suddenly discovered when the first V1 exploded in their street, they would testify to the fear that now gripped them.

On that very same Tuesday morning, a Sussex housewife had the terrifying experience of another V1. 

It was 04.20 a.m. in the early morning, when the woman was woken by a strange “drone” of an object flying above. Suddenly, the sound stopped, nothing happened for a few seconds, when to her utter horror, a terrific ear-shattering explosion had erupted close to her house. 

She was fortunately not hurt, but the terror to come would not be so lucky for hundreds and thousands of other people.                                                                                                                                                                                          

This V1 was to become the first of many thousands that would deal a vicious deathblow to the British people, killing thousands upon thousands, its destruction unimaginable.

The British Government soon came to the realization that London was the target for these missiles, the War Office began to collect as many barrage balloons from different areas that it could muster, and installed them around the city of London, as a safety means in trying to stop them.                                                                        

Doodlebugs and Buzz Bombs
The countryside of Kent, Surrey, Sussex and parts of Hampshire would also feel the destruction of the V1 Doodlebugs, as news of this nightmare weapon was soon to be reveled to them. 

They had heard the strange sounds in the skies above Kent, soon after the start of the launching from France. 

As the pilot-less plane (V1) flew over, people came out of their houses to see this very odd looking cigar shape flying across the sky, with a funny kind of steel pipe attached to the top of it, and making a terrible noise, they were puzzled but had no idea what it was. Amazed as they were and the funny thing was they couldn’t see a pilot, which was very disturbing. The sound was like…a throbbing buzz, a drone, an old motorbike engine misfiring, it was obvious to them it was some kind of aircraft, but they didn’t know what it was.

Once the newspapers had the story on the front pages of the destruction caused, the country then knew what these deadly weapons were. The people of Kent and London appropriately nicknamed this weapon,  “Doodlebugs” or “Buzz Bombs”, they soon realised too that this turned out to be the deadly new terror weapon on its way to destroy a part of London the dreaded V1. The sound that it made was of little consequence, the destruction they wrought upon the people, was of great consequence!!!                                                                                    

Towards the end of June 1944, a Sunday morning service, full of worshipers was being held at the famous Guards Chapel, attached to Wellington Barracks, London. 

Suddenly and without warning the engine of a V1 high above the city cut out, within seconds the flying bomb hurled down onto the chapel, the swiftness of the destruction was vast, killing many worshipers and causing severe casualties. 

The Law Courts in London were slightly damaged as a V1 hit the nearby buildings.

Near Fleet Street, heart of the newspaper world, a V1 fell to earth causing great damage to buildings and killing some civilians.

The Aldwych was hit by another flying bomb, again causing much damage and severe casualties.                                                                                                                       

These few that fell creating such destruction were to be just a foretaste of many thousands to follow in the coming months, the people of London and Bomb Alley all lived in fear and dread, 

Protecting the Capital

The British government was stunned by the magnitude of destruction that these flying bombs had caused, nothing like this had ever been seen before, so it came as a great shock to the War Office, more so to the people who lived within its path of destruction.

This new wave of terror from the skies would implement the government to strengthen up its defences in London and the south of England, very rapidly.

All along the south coast as well as around the suburbs of the city of London, new concentrations of heavy ack-ack guns were being installed, not only as before on 15 ft circular concrete bases, but on improvised “Mattresses” of railway lines and sleepers.

For this vast purpose, 35 miles of railway lines were provided and 22, 500 railway sleepers were collected from 20 different railway depots.  

The newly installed ack-ack guns were radar controlled, and fired shells that had…Proximity Fuses…fitted to them, which actually detonated the shell as it neared the target, in a hope that either the blast or shrapnel would explode the rocket in mid air or knock out its gyroscopic guidance system and bring it crashing to the ground.

The invention and use of the “P.F” fuses gave the gunners a greater chance of scoring a “Cat One”…on the rockets. 

Not only were the ack-ack guns and the R.A.F pilots knocking the rockets out of the sky, but the War Office wanted greater protection for the city and had ordered that 2, 000 barrage balloons be brought from different parts of Britain and be set-up in the city, and around the south-east extremities of London. These balloons provided a reasonably good protection to the city as many flying bombs were hitting the thick steel securing cables on the balloons, which instantly exploded them.

The War Cabinet still demanded greater protection for the city, so factories that were employed in making rubber dinghies, lifebelts, and such like, were offered the task of fabricating these great airborne monsters, with the utmost urgency. 

An all-out effort was demanded of the employees, they gave of their best willingly to get the production in full swing in no time. Not only were the required figures for the balloons met on time, but they also managed to keep the other very important war needs in production as well.

It was in itself an exceptional result, as the workers toiled to the limit of endurance, in their massive out-put of work, for they wanted to do their “Bit” for Britain in helping defeat the menace of the flying bomb.  

The installing of the barrage balloon sites were completed very quickly, linking every site to Army Headquarters by telephone, and using thousands of miles of telephone cables, laid by G.P.O. engineers, R.A.F. Signal Units, and the Royal Signals.                                                                                                                                                   

They were operated by thousands of W.A.A.F telephonists who continuously manned the phones and kept the vital communication link open between themselves and the Balloon sites. 

They were in constant contact with the hundreds of ack-ack gun emplacements stretched across the southeast coast, and the inland batteries scattered across Kent, and south London.

Bomb Alley

In fear and dread of this terrifying weapon, the Brave people of London returned once again to the shelter of the London underground stations, for protection and hopefully relative peace. 

This deadly menace would continue unabated for a long time to come.

“Bomb Alley” the nickname given by the people by Kent to the vast area of land running from the 

Thames Estuary on the shores of Essex, right down to the white cliffs of Dover…aptly named “Hellfire Corner” due to the constant shelling and bombing by the Germans…along the south coast as far as the county of Dorset. Parts of Sussex and Surrey were under constant threats from the V1’s as well.

In fact the whole county of Kent up through the weald, to the Boroughs of Croydon, Bromley, Beckenham, Eltham, Dulwich, and Lewisham, right up to the city of London. This strip of land would feel the full brunt of Hitler’s new secret weapons his “Vergeltungswaffen” or Vengeance weapons, the deadly V1’s.                                                                                                      

In Kent and London everyone now realized, that every time they heard this strange sound, that it would herald the arrival of instant death and destruction wherever it fell, creating an unparalleled fear to all those within its range.

The worst hit district of London to feel the horrific devastation of the V1’s was Croydon, over 75 percent of its houses were damaged. In one single day eight V1’s fell, in one weekend alone 15 crashed in the town killing many and destroying dozens of houses. 

In total 211 civilians of Croydon were killed, the destruction was unbelievable.                               

Thousands of W.A.A.F. personnel in every department were used in the fight against the flying bomb menace…photographers, photographic interpretation officers, plotters, fabric makers, cooks and so on, in fact their spirit of camaraderie was an inspiration the civil population of England, but more so the Londoner’s, who saw this excellent mass of workers putting forth every effort they could muster in making the capital safer for the people who worked and resided their.                                                                                                    

Non personnel were also used in their thousands, at London’s telephone exchanges, manning the vast amount of signal traffic between all the outposts, in co-ordination with the W.A.A.F’s. own telephone operators.

Their vigil in manning these sites was continuous day and night, for 24 hours, and every 24 hours until the scourge of the V1’s had been eliminated.

Many other Services of the Home Forces were also employed in assisting with the protection of London, the A.T.S. girls, Air Raid Wardens, Police Forces, Fire Services, Ambulance Crews, Hospital Staff…and the very highly valued Civil Defence Volunteers who Bravely dug through bombed houses attempting to find injured civilians, a very tough and dangerous job, which they all pursued with admirable determination and courage. They were in their own right …All Heroes in the “Battle of the V1” menace.                                                                                         

Hundred’s would eventually fall on London, severe damage was caused all across the city, killing many hundred’s and seriously injuring thousands.                                                   

The main launch sites were constructed in the Pas de Calais area of northern of France, the reasons being that the V1 could only reach distances of about 100 miles, which proved an ideal distance from which to target London, due to the fuel tanks capacity.

They were launched from 148 ft (45 mts) long, concrete ramps that had a framework of steel runners along the whole length to guide the rocket, these ramps were specifically constructed at an angle of 50 degrees, so that it’s trajectory would be accurate enough to reach and hit London, on leaving the end of the ramp the rocket was assisted by a steam charge at 180 mph, once airborne the V1’s could fly at speeds between 320mph to 400m.p.h, reaching altitudes of between 800 to 2,500 feet, as they sped across the channel heading for England.                                                                                                                                    

When the sound of the Doodlebug was heard in the distance, sudden fear and panic gripped everyone, they now knew that the most frightening characteristic of this weapon, was when the engine abruptly cut-out…they waited in frozen terror not knowing at all where it would fall…only that in a matter of 10 seconds, and immediately on impact the high-explosive warhead weighing 1,875 lb (850 kgs) would explode in a fireball of destruction, bringing death and injury to all in its wake.                                                                                                       

Death and Destruction at Crockham Hill

Many accounts re-call the horror of these terror weapons and the devastation they caused…one such is the evacuation of 30 children and babies from a London nursery to a safe haven, a large house in the small Kentish village of Crockham Hill, near Edenbridge, Kent.

On the morning of June 30th 1944, the sound of a Doodlebug was heard in the distance approaching the village, as it came nearer the engine abruptly cut out, bringing fear and absolute terror to the small community. 

No one could even hazard a guess as to where it would fall, instantly and silently it hurled towards the ground falling to earth directly on the children’s home. 

The sudden impact and explosion completely destroyed the house killing 22 babies under 5 years old, and 8 nurses. The house was entombed under rubble for two days before the last dead child could found and brought out. Only one survivor had been saved, due to him being at another house when the bomb fell. 

The memorial to this terrible tragic event, listing all those that were killed can be seen in the churchyard, in Church Street, Edenbridge, Kent.

This was the absolute horror and destruction that the V1’s were inflicting on the people of “Bomb Alley”, Hitler’s insane plan to destroy London was beginning to work, but the rockets were falling short of the city and falling in Kent.

It is now a known fact that Winston Churchill’s residence at Chartwell was only a few thousand yards from the blast at the children’s home at Crockham Hill. A chalk ridge runs right along from Crockham Hill past Chartwell, it is very clear from the distance involved that perhaps the V1 rocket that killed the children and devastated the home, was indeed targeted for Churchill’s residence.

If this had been the case, and the Prime Minister had been at home that particular day, then that V1 could well have killed the man that the people of England, was hoping, and trusting in, to bring them victory against the Nazi’s...!!! 

To have achieved this act of destruction on his home by a V1 rocket, and actually killed the Prime Minister…Would have been without any doubt a Major Victory for Hitler…!!!

The consequences for this country could have been fatal, Hitler’s war was going against him, but his sheer hatred for England, and his fanatical obsession the destroy London, could well have encouraged him in his determination, to attempt possibly, another invasion.

Not only that, but it could have brought insurmountable problems in the comings months. It would be unthinkable as to what the outcome would have been…!!!    

The Courage of the French Resistance came to the fore, when they provided the exact locations of many of the launch sites situated in northern France, to British Intelligence. 

These top secret sites were so heavily protected day and night by the German’s, their “shoot on sight” policy was always in force. 

It was practically impossible to get within miles of them, but the French Resistance in penetrating these top-secret zones, noting their exact details and co-ordinates, was indeed some of the most Heroic Acts of Bravery displayed by them.                                                                                                                                

The RAF comes to the Rescue

In Hitler’s desperate attempt to destroy London using these terror weapons, was sometimes thwarted by the skill and Bravery of the R.A.F. fighter pilot’s, who patrolled the skies over the channel and southern England, since this terror began. 

Flying in Spitfires, Hurricanes, Tempests, Mosquito’s, and P51 Mustang fighters…the pilot’s bravery was always at the forefront of this dangerous objective in protecting their country. 

They would spot the V1 heading up “Bomb Alley” and chase the droning missile until close enough, perhaps only 200 yards away and open fire on it, the V1 suddenly exploded in a fireball. 

However, this had serious consequences for some pilot’s, the tragedy of this was when some pilot’s hit the V1 thus exploding it, the debris could hit the plane causing damage, or could bring the plane crashing down, but the flames and heat from the missile would be sucked into the plane’s engine air intake and fresh air ducts, thereby causing severe burns to the pilot, suffering in agony he would have to fly back to base for immediate emergency treatment.

The most serious difficulties for the R.A.F. in getting to grips with the V1 whilst in flight were daunting for the pilot’s in their chase to “Kill” the rockets Their main problem was trying to assess the distance between pilot and rocket, their fighter planes could get up close, as at times the V1 would fly in excess of 300 m.p.h. up to it’s maximum speed of 400 m.p.h. 

The tactics used by them was to fly up alongside the V1, and with great skill at these tremendous speeds, use their wing tip to turn the V1 over, thus confusing its delicate gyroscopic mechanism, and make it crash into unpopulated areas. 

All this was done in excessive speeds of around…300 m.p.h. 

Trying to follow the V1’s at night was very hazardous and became very dangerous to themselves, as they could see the flames from the engine, but again had difficulty in judging the distance and speed, their only remedy was to try and use the same tactics as used during the day.  

In the first month alone, roughly 600 V1’s were brought down by three squadrons of fighters, the top “ace” at this was Squadron Leader J. Berry, of Carlton, Nottingham, who had a total of 60 “Kills” to his credit during that year.

Despite their many “Kills”, the most serious problem was that they were still unable to judge the distance involved before trying to shoot it down.

The pilot’s prayer was soon answered by Sir Thomas Merton an unpaid scientific adviser, who in his brilliance invented “The Shilling Rangefinder”, it was very small and weighed no more than a box of matches, but completely solved the problem for the pilot’s.

He said that after 24 hours trying to work out the problem, it suddenly come to him…he manufactured a prototype, and the answer was there. In less than one week his invention was being made in hundreds for the R.A.F. Once installed in the fighters, they had great success in shooting many down without much damage to their own planes.

This invention would remain “Top Secret” through to the end of the war, and beyond. 

An Eyewitness Account

One such incredible story is from Mrs Cath Pocock, now living in Hever, near Edenbridge, Kent.

She was a young girl of sixteen and living in Crowborough, Sussex, at the time, which was a part of “Bomb Alley” during the time when V1’s were being launched from France, in their dozens every day.

She remembers that on one sunny afternoon a Doodlebug was heard in the distance, recognizing its engine noise, as by now it was very easy to distinguish, she looked into the sky and saw it approaching very fast and noisily towards Crowborough.                                                                                                                                    

As she watched the V1 pass over her, suddenly a spitfire dived out of the sky and chased the dreaded rocket from behind, as it closed up on it’s prey the spitfire didn’t fire at it but came right up alongside the rocket using it’s own wingtip under the V1’s wing, continued flying with it in a great semi-circle holding the position, eventually managing to turn the rocket completely around, causing it to continue it’s journey in the same direction from where it came from. 

The young girl was absolutely amazed at this most incredible sight, for she had seen nothing like it before.

Mastery in the Skies

Newly built launch sites were being surveyed by the French Resistance and messages to London reported their position, over 1, 000 heavy-bombers were deployed by the R.A.F. in bombing the launch sites all across northern France, many sites were completely destroyed by allied bombs.                                                                                                                           

The last V1 to be ramp launched against England, was a newly modified long-range version fired from the Dutch coast, as it headed towards the British coast on March 29th 1945, it was effectively shot down by anti-aircraft guns in Suffolk. 

Not only England was to suffer the terror from the flying bombs, Belgium suffered terribly as well,

the port of Antwerp in Belgium suffered very extensively from the V1’s, 8,696 were launched against the city, and 1,610 V2’s, of which 5, 960 of the combined total fell within eight miles of the city centre, causing great desolation and killing thousands.

During the invasion of Europe, as the Allies advanced further into northern France, Belgium and Holland, they overran the launch sites and completely destroyed them. 

The Allied Air Forces were gaining “Mastery in the skies” over the Luftwaffe, and a “freehand” was given them to destroy all and every suspected V1 site that they spotted from the air. 

Rail depots and marshalling yards were strafed and bombed, railway transports were a clear target for the fighters, as these could be conveying the rockets back to Germany for further use.  The fight was on to destroy these terror weapons once and for all. 

Only weeks before the end of the war the German Air Ministry gave orders for the V1’s to be launched from He 111 Heinkel bombers, the V1’s were slung under the bomber, and at a pre-determined time the bombardier released the rocket as the target came within reach of the V1’s fuel supply. Hundreds were launched in this manner on England, but as the Luftwaffe was being systematically blown out of the skies, it completely halted the V1 menace.                 

In the last months of the war, Hitler compiled a list of over 15, 000 volunteers who would willingly fly the newly adapted V1 rockets on suicide missions to London.                           

His fanatical ambition to destroy the capital with this planned rocket attack would fortunately never reach its fruition.                                                                                                                                                                                                              

Churchill’s Secret Plan

Hitler’s frustration at not breaking this tiny islands spirit and fighting force, made him eventually realize that if he couldn’t rule this land …then he would destroy it!!!

His last and final onslaught against Britain would be his terror weapons, superior than anyone could imagine, far deadlier and more destructive, than had been previously thought.

The V1’s would be dispatched from launch sites scattered across Northern France, cross the channel, fly up through “Bomb Alley” to their intended target…London. There stood the main buildings of government, authority, and power.

These complex and devastating rockets would be filled with enough fuel to reach the intended target, however mainly by guess work and some mathematics the distance could be calculated from each launch site to the centre of London. 

In comparison it would be like trying to hit a bulls-eye on a dart board from 25, 50,100, or 200 feet, and so on.

The odds at hitting an exact or specific target, for example…The Tower of London from a launch site in France would be more a stroke of luck than by a precise and exact measurement of distance and fuel load. 

The fuel tank that was used in the pulse duct engine of the V1, could only be roughly estimated an filled with fuel according to the distance involved…their maximum range was only about 100 miles, therefore the launch sites had to be situated in Northern France. 

As long as the fuel kept the rocket flying, it would fly on its projected course, when the fuel tank ran empty, the morbid tone of the rockets motor would stop… suddenly falling to earth in a matter of 10 seconds and exploding on impact with a terrible destructive force.

The efficiency of the V1 launch commanders was quite remarkable for their precision, despite being unable to pick an exact target and destroy it using a single rocket, they did succeed in causing terrible destruction to many parts of London.                                                                            

Their hope of ultimately destroying a key target could only be achieved by the continual firing of these deadly weapons in great numbers, realizing that inevitably one must hit the target that the German High Command had specified to be destroyed. 

Prime Minister Winston Churchill immediately put plans into operation to defeat this missile, after weeks of this deadly menace bringing death and destruction to London.

His idea was to use German spies who were being used as double agents by British Intelligence, and those previously captured German agents who were lumbering in prison, to defect to the British side. Their options were very limited and many decided to assist the British, the consequence for them if they refused this offer would of course be death by firing squad. 

He ordered them to send false reports and information to the German High Command, as to where the V1’s were exploding around London, their pattern of destruction and the exact locations of impact.

The double agents were also sending false messages with their wireless transmitters via contacts in Madrid and Lisbon, who would directly then pass on the coded messages to the German Abwehr in Hamburg, or more important messages to the German High Command in Berlin.                                                                                                                                       

Unknown to the Abwehr that their top secret Enigma codes had been cracked by the brilliant work of code-breaker Dillwyn Knox at Bletchley Park, the double agents continued to send false coded messages to their contacts, but it was constantly being read by the operators at Bletchley Park and forwarded to Churchill, who would discern from the information presented what the next “Plan” would be.                                                                                                                                                                     

The double cross was working brilliantly as reports by the double agents filtered through to the German High Command, stating that the V1’s were overshooting the intended target of central London and flying beyond into the suburbs north of the city, when in fact they were hitting the city itself.

They in turn relayed secret coded orders via their enigma machines, to the launch commanders at every V1 site, ordering them to adjust the fuel load of the rockets to compensate for the overshooting of the city.

The Germans were hooked on this false information, adjusted the fuel loads on every rocket, so they would fall shorter distances than the agents had divulged to them, thus not over shooting London anymore, but coming down directly in the city itself.

As the rockets growled off the launch ramps scattered across the North of France, the German High Command had a false sense of security in “believing” that the messages sent by the double agents would indeed secure them many direct hits by the rockets now on their way to London, and destroying the pre-arranged key targets in the city. 

In anticipation of a major victory they waited for the confirmation of success from their apparent top agents in England. 

The German High Command and Hitler, misinformed of the destruction of key targets in London, believed he was slowly wiping out the capital, as Westminster and Whitehall had “supposedly” been destroyed.                                                                                           

The false information, again sent by Churchill’s double agents, using coded messages, worked exceptionally well. 

To Hitler’s great pleasure, he commended his Generals and the V1’s commanders.

This gave Hitler renewed confidence in his terror weapons, eager to continue the destruction of London as soon as possible he planned greater measures by increasing the V1 menace, ordering the commanders at the V1 sites to launch more rockets than usual.                   

Defeat looked imminent as the months passed…The “Third Reich” was slowly coming to an end. 

As the V1’s hurtled towards their intended targets in the city of London with their new fuel loads corrected, they, unknown the German High Command were falling drastically short of the city, in fact no rockets were reaching the centre of the city at all, they were falling short in “Bomb Alley” the Kent countryside, and the boroughs of south-east London.

Even today some people in south London and Kent still bear some resentment that the government at that time was prepared to sacrifice their own towns, villages and the people, and allow these horrific weapons to fall in their neighbourhoods, causing such destruction and death.

At the time it seemed necessary for the government to sacrifice these areas as they were desperate to protect key buildings, Parliament, Buckingham Palace, Downing Street, and other key locations in the city.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             

The fooling of the Germans was a brilliant deception by Churchill and Dillwyn Knox…His last and greatest achievement for the nation before he died in 1943, was that he and his double agents had sent bogus information to the German High Command convincing them that the Allies would invade Europe via the Pas de Calais, instead of Normandy.                                                                                                                                                  

No doubt this great deception saved thousands upon thousands of Allied lives, for Hitler also believed that the Allies would invade in the north of France, Knox further confirmed what Hitler already believed…that the Second Front would take place at Calais.

He was totally wrong, the Battle of Normandy was a complete success for the All the Allied Forces, it was a toehold in Europe that was so desperately needed.

Such was the absolute brilliance of Churchill’s idea, and the exceptional brilliance of the great code breaker…Dillwyn Knox…!!!

V1 Rocket Site Found

On visiting a small village in the Pas de Calais area of France, I asked the locals if they remembered if any V1 rocket sites had been built in the area during the war, with great enthusiasm they gave me directions to a big forest a few miles from the village.

As I neared the forest I could see quite clearly why the Germans would construct a rocket site here, it was so well concealed from the road and from the air, that if any reconnaissance planes flew over they would have a problem in spotting it unless a rocket was launched at the same time.

I drove my camper down a narrow bumpy road that was a long way from the main road and parked deep in the darkness of this vast forest.

In searching through the woods I found some very large reinforced concrete blockhouses and bunkers, as I neared the edge of the forest I saw this massive launch ramp, it was very impressive due to its length and size, the sixty odd years since its construction have obviously aged it, now it was overgrown with moss and ivy, with trees growing all around it, none the less it was a V1 launch ramp as the shape of it clearly showed how the rocket shot up the angled ramp towards London. 

I am sure that this forest was a hive of intense activity during those last days of the war, with the V1’s being transported in, assembled and winched onto the huge ramp, all prepared and ready to fire.

These rockets must have made an terrible noise as they hurtled up the ramp at 180 m.p.h, flying at a terrific speed over the channel towards their target in England, more so the terrible fear and destruction that these terror weapons caused as they sped over “Bomb Alley” heading for London…until the fuel ran out.

It still looked very sinister as I stood there wondering how many rockets had been fired from this site, and how many had been killed by these terrifying weapons launched from here.

I was surprised and pleased to have found this site, still pretty much intact, perhaps the R.A.F bombers missed this one, or the Allied soldiers bypassed it, whatever the reasons it seems that it was not found and destroyed at all, only that as the Allies did advance, the only option for those that worked here was to flee for their lives. 

The Final Toll

The fearful and dreaded menace of the V1’s…had at last ended, it was finally over for the residents of London and “Bomb Alley”. From the launch of the very first V1 on June 13th 1944, to the last launched on March 29th 1945, had lasted just over nine months of continual terror and fear.

All in all, of the 10, 500 V1’s that were launched against England, only 6,725 actually landed on British soil, a third being shot down before hitting their targets.

Those that fell on London were 2,420, and nearly 2, 000 landed in southern England.

The damage to buildings was unbelievable, 23, 000 homes were completely destroyed.

The R.A.F. brought down a total of 1,771 V1’s in all, thus saving many from instant death.

The most number of V1 “Kills” recorded were by Wing Commander R.P. Beamont, who successfully shot down 638, V1’s.                                                                                      

The capital also had a curtain of more than 2, 000 barrage balloons for its protection, as the V1’s screamed across the skies towards the city, over 300 V1’s exploded on hitting the wire cables that kept the balloons anchored to the ground. 

The destruction that the V1’s wrought became such a terrifying menace, that the government diverted 250, 000 men from important front line duties, to help man the 2,700 radar coordinated anti-aircraft guns and 500 rocket batteries, that were deployed along the south coast of England. These massive forces of men and women, in an effort to protect London successfully shot down over 2, 000 of the V1’s launched.

During the onslaught of terror by the V1’s, over 6, 139 people were killed, nearly 18, 000 civilians were seriously injured. 

The Londoners were simply worn down with the constant fear and terror that held them to ransom, the “Blitz” had ended, and they sighed with relief. They prayed that life would soon resume to normal conditions, that the dread, fear, and horrors, would be slowly erased from their minds.

Then to their horror the V1 came exploding all across London day after day…when it ended, they felt they were free at last, and thought they could relax. To their utter astonishment and horror, Hitler’s secret weapons of destruction had not finished desolating the city, and those in the southern suburbs.  

But to their sheer terror and anguish, a new and far deadlier weapon was about to descend upon them…a greater menace than the V1.

The silent and deadly lethal….V2 missile.                                                                                                  

Invention of the Lethal V2

Chief scientist, mastermind, and engineering genius behind the lethal invention of the V2, was Wernher von Braun. A brilliant rocket scientist on one side, the other side of him was an unscrupulous dedicated Nazi S.S. officer. He was always furthering his interests and desires to gain rewards from his beloved Adolf Hitler, and the German High Command. He and his brilliant team of scientists at Peenemunde had created a huge rocket that would be silent and deadly.

This lethally destructive rocket the V2 (A4) was shortly to make its mark on British soil, bringing not only absolute terror but a far more destructive “silent death” than the V1.

As destructive as the V1 was, the only consolation for the people of “Bomb Alley” and London was that they had prior warning of its arrival… with the morbid drone of its engine… this gave them at least some time to take cover.

The most dreaded of Hitler’s rockets the V2, would not herald its arrival by making any sound…There wouldn’t be any at all…!!!

After the R.A.F. had attacked and bombed the industrial rocket complex at Peenemunde on August 17th 1943, using 597 heavy bombers, and killing 735 important technicians and staff, coupled with the delay in rocket production, the German High Command decided to continue testing in safety, but far from the reach of Allied bombers. 

They could not allow another raid by bomber command to destroy any more of this top-secret establishment, and kill its highly trained scientists. They desperately needed this production to continue as speedily as possible. The decision was made to transport the rockets to an S.S. artillery range, to Blizna, in Poland.                                                                                     

On August 23rd 1943, the rockets began to arrive on their transporters, accompanied by scientists, personnel, and the rocket crews with their launch commanders. 

The rocket programme was soon underway, no time was lost, but there were many difficulties to resolve before they could be used against England.

The Mighty Missile

The V2 (A4) took 15 years to develop, and was immense in its structure, standing 46 feet high, 5ft 5inches in diameter, constructed using aluminium, it weighed four tons when empty, and just over a colossal 12 tons fully fuelled. It had four very huge fins at the base on which the rocket was perched prior to fuelling, these fins also helped to steady the rocket, once it had been winched to it’s upright firing position. 

This was the biggest weapon of “aerial warfare” ever constructed, it was certainly incredible in size and design, very lethal and destructive, worst of all it was…”silent”…before it struck earth.

It took two groups of men to prepare the rocket, the technical troops for the preparations, and the firing troops who had control over the launching. The technical troops had two very thick detailed instruction manuals, which had to be strictly adhered to before firing the rocket, it could take up to six hours to carry out all the details prior to the launching.

The final stage of filling the rocket with its special fuel mix could only be accomplished once the rocket was winched into an upright position.                                                                                                                         

The massive rocket’s engine and fuel mixing guidance pumps, was a mass complexity of pipes, tubes, and hoses, but the power of the V2 lay in its propulsion engine which was remarkably sophisticated, and fuelled by 5, 553 kgs of liquid oxygen, and 4, 173 kgs of ethyl alcohol, an amazing total of 9, 726 kgs of fuel.

Eight tonnes of fuel had to be pumped into the rockets combustion chamber in a time of 60 seconds.

Last of all to be pumped on board to drive the turbo pumps was, 172 kgs of Z-Stoff, and 172 kgs of T-Stoff

Due to the very nature that these two fuels that so very volatile and extremely inflammable, they had to be completely separated from each other, only one fuel could be pumped onboard at a time, once finished the whole area was hosed down with water, then the other type of fuel was pumped on. The technical troops had to wear special gloves and uniform that would not create any friction or sparks, for it would ignite the rocket exploding it into an instant fireball.                                                                                   

The firing troops, used an igniter like a huge catherine wheel, this was electrically fired creating a massive charge that ignited the fuel in the combustion chamber of the engine.

As the huge missile stood upright fully fuelled and the catherine wheel charged, the firing troops would stand-by for the firing captain to give the order to fire.

Once the firing switch-charge was thrown the huge missiles exhaust filled with the shock of the combustion and erupted in a flash of smoke and flames. The noise and vibration from the fully powered engine was unbelievable as the ground shook.

As the massively powerful rocket lifted from the launch pad, the engine produced an incredible 2, 000, 000 lbs of thrust per second and burnt up 248 lbs of fuel a second.            

For the first twenty miles up into the sky it would be powered the eight ton fuel payload which was pumped into the engines combustion chamber, this only lasted for 60 or 70 seconds, enough time to hurl the missile high into the atmosphere at 4, 400 miles per hour, climbing to an altitude of 50 to 60 miles above the earth.

When the fuel was burned up the rocket would free-fall to earth silently and deadly to an unknown target, at a speed of 2, 700, miles an hour.                                                   

From launch to detonation it took only 3-4 minutes, on immediate contact with the ground a charge was triggered in the massive 1 tonne high-explosive warhead, which erupted in a colossal fireball of death and destruction.

Despite its vast size and tremendous power, the V2’s range was severely limited to a maximum distance of approximately 200-250 miles, from its launch site. 

The accuracy of the V2 was practically impossible, but the fact that London was a big city, gave the V2 launch troops many opportunities to eventually and hopefully hit key targets. 

The stark and horrific realization was that Hitler’s determined intention was to launch 50, V2’s per day from just one launch transporter, the more that he could employ to be fired at London…the quicker the capital would certainly be destroyed…!!! 

It flew both silently and very fast, there was NO warning at all of the impending destruction it would bring as the rocket plummeted to earth, it’s destructive power was unbelievable in destroying everything in an immense area.

There was no possible way of combating or intercepting this rocket once it had been launched, no radar at the time could track its trajectory or its intended target...only the tremendous supersonic explosion, would herald its arrival of destruction…!!!                                         

Heroes of the Polish Underground

Rumors began to circulate from the town of Blizna that dozens of giant lorry’s carrying massive tarpaulin covered loads were seen in the countryside, and entering the S.S. Barracks nearby. 

This was certainly unusual for the barracks were used solely by the (S.S.) Schutzstaffel, for their troops on exercise, with a training ground and firing range.

The Polish underground had heard these strange rumors, they were very inquisitive so had decided to track the progress of these rockets.

Testing was soon resumed, but during one testing session a V2 flew off target and was seen to crash into the Bug river marshes, very fortunately the word was passed the Polish Resistance who rushed to the scene immediately. The locals in the area used their time to assist their fellow Polish underground agents with the rocket, quick to take advantage of this incredible stroke of luck they hid the vast missile by cutting down trees and covering it with branches, reeds, bushes with anything they could find to disguise it as best as they could.

Despite very frantic efforts by the S.S. and hundreds of soldiers employed to search for this rocket, they could not find it. The Resistance in their resourcefulness had done a fantastic job of concealing it.                                                                                                                   

The V2 was a huge weapon, standing 46 feet in height, and weighed many tons, it was impossible to try and move it. They couldn’t by any means leave it there, it was a top-secret design, and they realized the importance of it to their Allies, the British.                     

Polish scientific experts were informed, making detailed sketches, measurements, and taking photographs, once done they smuggled this top-secret information out of Poland to Britain, where the top authorities were informed.                                                                                                                                                                                                                            

With the help of many of the locals, who hated the Germans with a fierce vehemence, joined in with the Resistance and began to dismantle the huge rocket, they loaded the parts onto dozens of horses and carts, drove to their farms and hid everything in their barns, cowsheds, and pig-sty’s, wherever they could.                                                                                                                                                      

The R.A.F. and the War Cabinet in London were dumbfounded at this unbelievable and incredible news, if they could get this back to England it would be a major coup for the British. 

Desperate to have this in their possession as soon as possible, the R.A.F. sent a Dakota to Poland in early 1944, on a very dangerous and top-secret mission, with orders to bring back certain key components.

The Dakota landed in a field near to where the rocket parts were stored, collected 110 lbs (50 kgs) of very essential parts, then took off heading for England with its precious cargo.

The success of this operation, from the components retrieved was invaluable to top British scientists, who would analyze them, trying to find ways of halting this dreaded menace…From ever flying against England.

The Killing Factory at Nordhausen

Early in 1944, the rocket programme came under the strict control of Reichsfuhrer-S.S. Heinrich Himmler, and his S.S. elite.

The decision was to move the vast complex to different location, it was therefore transferred to Nordhausen in the Harz mountains, of central Germany, already confirmed by Hitler that this was the safest place to continue the rocket building.

The vast caves and caverns in the mountains were far superior in protecting the rocket programme from bombing attacks, than the open spaces at Peenemunde, there could be little destruction if an attack should come, as deep under the mountains in the labyrinth of tunnels gave absolute protection.

A multitude of workers would now have to be found to build this massive new underground factory, and to keep the high rate of rockets produced to a maximum output. 

The workforce that Himmler desperately needed would certainly not be the German people, for they were far more superior he believed, and they were necessary to keep Fatherland’s needs provided for.

His abhorrence for the inferior races was evident by the mass extermination, and death camps scattered across Germany and Poland, where millions had already faced instant death, and been worked to death in horrific conditions. The S.S could get any amount of prisoners from any of the death camps to replace the thousands that they would kill at Nordhausen…slave labour was never any problem for the Nazi’s, for they would get most of their slave labour from the concentration camp at Buchenwald, which was relatively near.

Already suffering horrendous conditions, he had the S.S. transport thousands of inmates to the new camp that was constructed for them…Mittlebau-Dora.

Inmates suffered the most horrendous and inhumane conditions in the tunnels of Nordhausen, during the production of the V1 and V2 rockets.                                                                   

In this nightmare world of semi-darkness they were forced to work in the cold, damp, freezing tunnels and chambers that they themselves were forced to dig out of solid rock, just clothed in their thin cotton striped prison garb. Those who became too weak to work or lagged behind, or were just too cold to work well, were simply…killed off.                                          

The production lines were situated in the many caverns that branched off from the main 15 kilometres long tunnel.                                                                                                       

Every cavern had their own work schedules and production lines, from fabricating the metal fuselages and components for the engine, to spraying the finished rockets with a coat of paint.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              

On these production lines of death the inmates worked day and night building the V1 and V2 rockets, suffering constant beatings by the vicious and sadistic S.S. guards, hundreds just dropped, and where they fell they died, the bodies would be kicked aside by the guards, and another inmate ordered to carry on. 

The S.S had no problems with slave labour, for however many thousands was killed, they went to Buchenwald and took more.

In the construction of new tunnels and chambers, those who died through overwork or beatings were buried under the newly laid concrete floors, Himmler had no time to bury the dead, he ordered the S.S. to carry on with their own measures of punishment to anyone, their only duty was to keep the production lines of work running fully, to the ordered schedules. 

Thousands also died through terrible dysentery, overwork, hunger, beatings, and the freezing cold that penetrated their flimsy uniforms. Hundreds were hanged, and many thousands upon thousands died and would die during the horrific conditions down in the depths of this underground factory of “Hell”.                                                                                             

Inmates worked under the most horrific of conditions for months on end far underground, never seeing daylight, others would not see daylight for a year or more, this was the barbarity of the rocket programme, under the dreaded S.S.

Despite the brutality metered out, and the absolutely terrible conditions, the amount of rockets produced reached 900 V1’s and V2’s a month. 

At the wars end over 30, 000 slave labourer’s at Dora-Nordhausen’s rocket plant and concentration camp had been killed through, brutality, starvation, and exhaustion in the most horrifying of conditions. 

D-Day…”The Great Crusade”

The German High Command was desperate to begin launching V2’s against England in an attempt to halt the imminent invasion by the Allies, which they knew would soon begin by landing on the shores of France.

The messages sent by the B.B.C. to the waiting and listening French Resistance heralded the beginning of their own Liberation of their beloved country that had for five long years been terrorized by the Nazi regime, they took to their duty as loyal Frenchmen and Frenchwomen on a personal crusade in destroying anything that was German, and assisting the Allies in literally hundreds if not thousands of acts of sabotage. The cost would be very high for the French, it is estimated that over 150, 000 lost their lives in acts of resisting the dreaded enemy during its occupation of their country.

The V2 was constantly plagued by problems, taking far longer to rectify than the German High Command anticipated, therefore, none were ready to be launched before the Invasion took place.

In the early morning of June 6th 1944, D-Day...had arrived for the Liberation of France, and Europe.

An armada of over 5, 000 ships, code named Operation “Neptune” neared the coast of Normandy, the greatest seaborne assault ever witnessed would soon begin.  

Operation “Overlord” would herald the first arrival of over 150, 000 men, they would soon be setting foot on the shores of France. Tens of thousands of Allied troops continued to climb aboard troop ships all along Britain’s coast and were soon on their way to support the first troops ashore.

At 12.16 a.m. British time, the first attempts to take a German held position were in operation as three gliders swooped down towards the river Orne landing only yards from the bridge, on board were D Company of the 2nd Oxfordshire and Buckinghamshire Light Infantry, after confronting the enemy in battle, they successfully captured it. 

Later named “Pegasus Bridge”, in their Honour.                                                                                                   

Over to the west of Normandy the United States 101st and 82nd Airborne Divisions leapt from their C-47’s into the black skies, after landing far from the originally planned drop zones they regrouped and continued fighting in ferocious gun battles with the entrenched enemy, incurring many losses, until they finally captured and liberated Ste-Mere-Eglise. By 04.30 a.m. in the morning it was firmly in American hands, this was the first town in France to be liberated by the American Forces, in fact the first town in Europe to enjoy their Freedom, at long last.                                                                                                                                                              

While the Americans fought pitched battles in the west, fierce fighting in the east by the British army eventually captured the town of Ranville. This was to become the first town in France to be liberated by the British Army.

The “Great Crusade” was finally underway to free Europe from the tyranny of Hitler’s Regime.

The massive Allied Forces landed on the beaches of Normandy, secured a beachhead and continued their drive inland. They fought many heroic, bloody battles against the fanatical Waffen S.S. infantry and panzer divisions. The Allies were slowly pushing them out of Normandy, and on the way back to Germany.

The once mighty invincible German Army was now on the run from the advancing Allies. 

During their years in power they strutted about like peacocks full of arrogance and pride, now they were dragging their feet, humiliated, defeated, and desperate, their morale smashed and broken.

The vast columns of troops stretched for miles along the roads of France, shuffling along on their way back to their homeland.

In the Falaise pocket, thousands of German troops were surrounded by the Allied forces, they would soon feel what it was like to become prisoners, other battles raged along the route with many thousands of German casualties being wounded and killed.

For many they had army wagons and trucks for transport, most of them walked, others would use every conceivable vehicle they could find or steal, cars, trucks, horses and carts, bicycles, donkeys, some even sharing a wheelbarrow taking turns to ride in it…Such was the glory of the “Third Reich”, their humiliation clearly evident to the smiling, joyous French …!!!                                                                                                                                                 

The Allied Air Forces now took the fight to the enemy, during their many purges across France the fighter pilots mopped up by strafing these German army columns, fear and dread gripped them as the fighters closed in with rockets and cannons blazing, they jumped into ditches to escape the murderous fire, many hundreds were killed on these strafing runs, even the Great Field Marshal Erwin Rommel couldn’t escape the allied fighters as his car was hit…now the Germans realized how the French felt when they had the same terrible fear and dread, as stukas gunned their people down on the roads of France…The retribution had come…!!!

Had the V2’s been ready to launch prior to D-Day then it could have well been a deciding factor in the outcome of the Second World War. If these rockets had been targeted at the beaches of Normandy…the utter destruction to the Allied forces would have certainly have been catastrophic..!!! 

The invasion may not have taken place and the war could have gone on for many more years. It could have lost the war for the Allies completely…It could have lost us England…the thought unimaginable…!!!                                                                                                    

The Allied Air Forces were now “Masters of the Skies” and were given a free hand to destroy every suspected V1 and V2 rocket site they spotted from the air. Their fighter planes fully armed with rockets slung under the wings, roamed the skies at their “leisure” scouring the countryside’s of France, Belgium and Holland, strafing and blasting rocket sites, transporters, railway wagons and supply depots, all thought to be housing the deadly rockets.

Considering the great assault on Fortress Europe by the Allied forces, the V2’s continued to fall on London, but the morale of the people still remained absolute in their defiance of…Never giving in to Hitler and his terror weapons.                

By the time the Allied Forces had reached the very gates of Germany at Remagen, all the V2 rocket sites had been totally destroyed in France, Belgium, and Holland. 

Even as the Allied troops were trying to cross the Ludendorff Bridge on the Rhine, Hitler commanded that V2 rockets be launched against the bridge, in a final hope that the V2’s would destroy it, thus preventing the Allies crossing.          

As the massive Russian Army started its invasion of Germany from the east, the Victorious Allies eventually crossed into Germany from the west, and continued their advance right into the heart of the now doomed…”The Third Reich”.                                                                                                              

The V2 Strikes

The rocket’s were now ready for launching against England, at last the day had dawned after many years of tests, disasters, and failures, to test their new supersonic terror weapon, the V2. 

For three successive days in early September 1944, Dutch eye witnesses had secretly been watching the V2’s being prepared for firing, they also stated that the German’s “had to do some stoking” (winching) for almost six hours before they could get the rocket to rise.

According to civilian sources, who later revealed that the rockets were also launched from concrete bases the size of a tennis- court, or from roads provided that the heavy rocket transporter could access the road without damaging the surface. Their information and description of the V2, was of utmost importance to British Intelligence. 

Once the technical troops had winched the rocket to the upright position, the firing troops rushed into action to fill the huge fuel tanks, as the hours passed the rocket was prepared to be launched, from this new coastal site at Walcheren, Holland. This would be one of the many areas along this part of the Dutch coast that were chosen as perfect launch sites, to target their V2’s on London.                                                         

This was a very anxious time, as German High Command, Army Generals and Luftwaffe Officers stood watching and scrutinizing every move made, they wanted success at all costs. The launch commanders carefully checked all the necessary charts, firing mechanisms, fuel loads, and electronic firing devices. The check once completed, the command to fire was given, as the firing button was pressed the great monster rocket began to lift off, a split second later it roared off the pad leaving a trail of smoke behind in it’s wake and hurled itself into space…in three or four minutes it would hit it’s target…with devastating results, this very first and lethal V2 was heading for England, it’s target was London.    

The British public, more so the Londoner’s were taken completely by surprise in thinking that the dreaded V1 was the only destructive terror weapon that they would have to face.

For the residents of one London suburb the date September 8th 1944 would never be forgotten.                                                                                                                     

The very first V2 launched against Britain, which had just been launched four minutes earlier from Holland, had found its target falling to earth suddenly, swiftly, and silently, exploding in a massive fireball of catastrophic proportions of destruction on to the suburb of Chiswick, West London, killing three people and seriously injuring ten, great swathes of the street were destroyed.

This was to bring home the destruction that these lethal weapons were to bring in the coming days and weeks…they had suffered and endured the “Blitz”, the V1’s had brought great untold fear and panic…But this lethal weapon, would nearly bring the country to it’s knees, it’s terror unpredictable, it’s fear uncontrollable, it’s silent death…unbelievable.!!!

This was the terror of the vengeance weapons that Hitler had planned for the complete destruction of London…This was only the first to fall, kill, and destroy, there would be many more to follow this. 

The people of London…waited in terror!

Later that very same day another V2 launched from The Hague in Holland, sped silently high above the clouds heading for England, taking only minutes to arrive over its unknown target. The people of London were totally unaware that this lethal weapon was on its way to cause untold death and destruction.                                                                                            

On that particular day hundreds were jamming the high street shops, despite the hardships that the war had imposed on them, the Londoner’s were in good spirits, they had endured the terrors of “The Blitz” and Hitler’s V1 weapons, now they hoped they could find relative peace at home, in their “Good old London Town”. Their peaceful day would soon be shattered, as the huge missile about 50 miles above had used its last few litres of fuel, was now plummeting down at over 2, 700 mph, directly upon them.                                                                            

The V2, unheard and silent hit Woolworth’s department store in Deptford High Street, East-London, the second it hit a supersonic explosion rent the air with such phenomenal force that it completely destroyed most of the high street. 

Woolworths that day was packed mostly with women and children, they never stood a chance at all. In the mayhem that followed, people came running from every direction to see what had happened, then began to rake through the smoke and rubble with their hands trying to find any injured people, it was terrible and horrifying for them as mostly they found the dead…240 were killed, hundreds seriously injured. This was the most devastating attack that London would witness, this silent terror from the skies claimed many victims. The people of Deptford were horrified and distraught at the carnage that surrounded them, but this was only the second V2 to fall. There was many more in Hitler’s arsenal, hundreds waiting to be launched on their mission of destruction on London, bringing again greater devastation than ever believed possible.                                                                                                                                                

“Gas Mains Exploding”

The Government believing that panic would ensue informed the population of London that the bangs and destruction were “Gas Mains Exploding”. After “all” that the Londoner’s had endured, and suffered, the government seemed to believe, that the people would accept their feeble statement...They would certainly not.

In a state of unrest the people wanted answers, and needed to know that something was going being done, to try and stop this terrible destruction.

It was to become such a serious threat, that the Government had thought of evacuating the whole population of London to the country!                                                                       

In an endeavour to try and stop this horrific carnage, the War Cabinet was called to a crisis meeting to assess the situation. The British public desperately needed to know, as to what was really happening and causing these terrific explosions. 

The Prime Minister, Winston Churchill speaking at the House of Commons, on November 10th 1944, said “Another attempt by the enemy to attack the morale of our civil population, in the vain hope that he may somehow stave off the defeat which faces him in the field”

This was the first time that the British public had the full knowledge of the impending serious situation from an official source the P.M. himself, that the long range rockets, Germany’s secret weapon the V2, were dropping around the city and that the country especially London was under threat from this menace, despite the many early rumors that government officials had already told the nation, that it was “Gas Mains Exploding” …The truth at last, was revealed.                                                                                                                      

Although Bomber Command had destroyed many of the V1 sites, which were made of steel reinforced concrete ramps and fixed permanently to the ground, the V2’s launch technique was completely different, they could use mobile transporters, or a suitable surface like a wide road, in fact any solid ground which the transporters could access, to winch the rocket upright an fuel it. 

The German’s ability to move the V2 launch sites at short notice on their transporters, gave them an extra advantage. In fact many secret sites were used, especially deep in forests where the trees would camouflage the rockets, transporters, and fuel bowsers. Once hidden from sight of reconnaissance aircraft, they could be set-up again by the technical troops and fuelled by the firing troops, then commence launching their dreaded missiles in a matter of about 15 - 20 hours, or less.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       

As the Allies pushed further north they destroyed every launch site found, obviously on realizing that the Allies were closing rapidly, the V2 commanders continually moved their launchers and rockets further north, away from the advancing troops.                                                                                                                                      

The V2 Threatens America

Hitler’s war on America was declared, he would use any means of trying to get his V2 missiles launched on American cities, thus proving that no country was safe from his vengeance weapons. 

So he sent orders to the U-Boats Commanders of his intended plan, they carried out his very order, it was arranged for the V 2’s to be brought to the main submarine base at Kiel, where they loaded the massive weapons and all the crews used in its assembly and firing on board, including some German officials who would oversee the project, they headed out across the Atlantic on their way towards the United States.

When the U-Boats finally arrived off the east coast of America in the utmost secrecy they landed spies on a deserted beach, these made their way inland in a hope of infiltrating the country, in an attempt to prove that no distance was impossible for the German “Third Reich” to penetrate.

The German High Command had ordered a test session to be carried out by the “Kriegsmarine” U-Boat crew. The intention was to try and launch a V2 from the deck of a submarine, off the coast.

If testing turned out to be successful, then any big city within the V2’s range would be a possible target by this deadly weapon. 

The plans were put into action and the crews tried without much success as they were confronted by many severe difficulties, in fact it proved completely impossible in that the V2 could not be fuelled in the rolling, choppy seas, as the process of fuelling the rocket was highly dangerous.                                                                                                             

The U-Boats crews returned, their captains and German officials that were sent explained the consequences and dangers of this plan to Hitler and the High Command, they in turn decided to cancel any further testing on U- Boats.                                                  

If this could have been accomplished it would have spelled disaster for those American cities within its range.

A Deadly Idea

Bomber Command and the United States Army Air Force/USAAF came up with a spectacular but very hazardous idea in an effort to destroy the V2 launch sites in France.

They decided to use war weary aircraft such as B-24 Liberators and B-17 Flying Fortresses, in special top-secret missions, code named “Aphrodite”.

The plane’s were stripped of their armaments and interior, each one was packed with 3, 000 lbs of Torpex high-explosive, and piloted by a crew of two, once underway towards the target and crossing the channel they would set the fuses and bale out.

The aircraft would then be flown by remote-control by it’s base in England, who had set out the flight path and distance, once set, the laden packed bombers would be guided to their target and explode on impact destroying the V2 rocket sites. 

The only hope to try and halt this menace was by the R.A.F. bombing the rocket sites, launch pads, trains, and vehicle convoys that were transporting them.                                            

It soon became a top priority for Bomber Command to carry out these missions, and destroy as many V1 and V2 sites, as soon as they were recognized and reported to British Intelligence by the French Resistance, and photo-reconnaissance missions by the R.A.F.                        

La Coupole

Situated at Wizernes…This is La Coupole, it was built on the site of a disused limestone quarry. This would be one of the biggest rocket site structures built in northern France. 

German designers decided that this site should be built underground, in every effort to protect it from any Allied bombing attacks. Giving the workers and personnel good protection, thus if an air raid did take place it would not disrupt the rocket’s production.

The whole complex planned here was to become a massive challenge for the Todt engineer’s, their technology and incredible ingenuity would be surpassed by the time this massive V2 site was completed.

Construction began in 1943, under the control of the “Todt” organization, which also commandeered the construction of building the vast “Atlantic Wall”, and the thousands of bunkers, blockhouses, shelters, machine gun posts, and artillery bunkers scattered along the entire length.                                                            

The “Todt” organization had no problem finding labour for these vast complexes that they would construct, as inmates mainly Russian and Polish prisoners were taken from the Atlantic Wall project and from concentration camps in Germany and Poland, these would furnish the “Todt” projects with plenty of workers. 

From these camps came thousands upon thousands of inmates who already suffered the agony from dysentery, cholera, malnutrition, and disease, were herded and packed tight into cattle wagons, with very little food and water, and suffered in horrific conditions as the train lumbered across Europe. 

Many hundreds would not be alive to begin the building work, for they died on the train of death before it even reached the stop, at Wizernes.                                                        

Work started immediately for the thousands of slave labourers in digging out the vast 4 miles (6 kms) of tunnels, galleries, and the facility for a railway tunnel and line which had to be bored, and dug by hand, to a depth of 138 feet (42 mts) deep underground in the limestone hillside, the tons of rubble that accumulated had to be hand carted away for disposal, by the slave labourers. 

The inmates used pick-axes and shovels to dig there way along the miles of tunnels required for this complex. Hundreds perished in the underground horror from constant rock falls, and were crushed to death. They suffered from incredible exhaustion, weakness, hunger, and constant sadistic beatings by the S.S guards, in an effort to hurry them up.                                                                                                            

The deep foundations for this massive project, combined with the 18 feet (5.5 mts) thick circular walls, that would eventually hold the immense weight of the domed roof, had to be dug, shuttered-up, and hundreds of tons of steel rods for the reinforcing were wired in, then finally thousands of tons of concrete had to be mixed by machine then wheel barrowed or trough-slid to fill the deep foundations. Once this was completed and fully set, the massively thick walls had to be built until the required height was reached.

The ingenuity of the Nazi engineers was in their expertise in the final stages of covering the complete complex with the immense dome cover.

During construction of the circular walls to the required height, they had left the centre core of the huge structure filled with the original chalk from the hillside, then moulded the chalk that surrounded the top in the shape of the convex dome to the edge of the walls, once completed, thousands of tons of reinforced concrete was poured onto the chalk dome shape.                                           

When thoroughly dried they quarried out the chalk from under the dome to another required level, thus leaving a hollow space, from this they then built an second ceiling, not only giving them the exact shape and height they required for the rockets to be assembled inside, but this roof would give better protection from bombs, with it’s now double layered roof. Finally, the rest of the chalk core was removed digging it down to ground level, and the floor then completed.                                                                                                                                                        

Other facilities were built inside the V2 complex, mess rooms, sleeping quarters, a medical centre, engineering workshops, welding plants, paint rooms, a liquid oxygen plant, fuel storage depots, 

and administration rooms. 

Every room was excavated and dug out by the inmate’s using hand tools, the rubble and debris removed using wheelbarrows and carts, which all had to be pushed outside and tipped.    

All these rooms had to be shuttered-up with wood, the walls and ceilings concreted, and painted white. 

An underground railway line was added during the construction, running directly under the dome, so that the V2 rocket’s on arriving by transporter or by railway wagons from the adjacent railway line, could be quickly delivered underground for protection. 

From the ground floor to the ceiling of the cupola, was nearly 70 feet (21 metres) high. 

This height was necessary for the V2’s to be assembled in an upright position, once the warhead was fitted the rocket was fully fuelled, then it was slowly towed along the railway track to the outside launch pad area.

The command from Hitler was that once all this was completed and the rockets delivered, his orders were to get the commanders at this site to launch 50, V 2 rockets, every 24 hours at London. 

The devastation and deaths would have been unimaginable…!!!                                        

This building was indeed a master design in construction and completion, its circular walls were 237 feet (72 mts) in diameter, and an incredible 18 feet (5.5 mts) thick made of reinforced concrete. 

The domed roof alone used a massive total of 55, 000 tons of concrete!                                                                                    

Once completed it was the pride of the German V 2 troops, Commanders, and the German Air Ministry...Who certainly believed this underground complex was impregnable from any bomber attack.

If this V2 missile site, like the others scattered across northern France, had been able to fulfill their destructive orders by launching hundreds of missiles against London every day…This would have devastated the city killing tens of thousands, without any question.  

The RAF Bomb the Sites

The French Resistance had warned British intelligence soon after the construction began at Wizernes of this massive site, informing them that it was possibly intended for launching rockets.

The only hope of trying to halt this menace was by the R.A.F bombing the rocket sites, launch pads, trains and vehicle convoys transporting them.

It soon became a top priority by them to carry out these measures and destroy the V1 and V2 launch sites as soon as the French Resistance had informed them as to their location.                                                                                                                                  

The War Cabinet were quick to give the order to destroy this site in case it did have the potential for launching rockets against London, as they were certain it was. They informed Bomber Command to organize a raid on it, which was shortly carried. Despite a bombing raid by Lancaster’s in March 1944, they failed to damage it. For the next three months Bomber Command attacked the site many times dropping over 3, 000 tons of bombs, with very little impact. 

It certainly was a formidable structure, very well concealed underground and it seemed that it was completely impregnable, just as the German High Command predicted and hoped.

Another massive bomber raid was ordered for July 17th 1944, by Bomber Command using the 6 tonne “Tallboy” bomb, these phenomenally destructive bombs were the most powerful in the world, until a bomb soon to be used would proved far more horrific and destructive. 

Designed by the brilliant aeronautical engineer Barnes Wallis, who had already proved his master design by inventing the incredible “Bouncing Bomb” that was successful in penetrating and breaching the dams in the Ruhr valley. 

The “Tallboy” bomb could penetrate solid concrete down to 100 (30 mts) feet then they would explode with incredible force, causing complete destruction. These had also proved very successful in destroying the massively thick reinforced concrete roofs of U-Boat pens, and deep underground railway tunnels, that no other bomb could effectively do. 

The raid was very successful as three “Tallboys” exploded in the tunnels, one exploded on the edge of the dome, and one hit the mouth of the V2 launch tunnel, the event was complete as the entire hillside collapsed, although the dome remained intact.

From the beginning of construction of this massive V2 site, to it’s destruction by the R.A.F, was nine and a half months.                                                                                

This site was completely destroyed. It never fired a missile on London, and was never completely finished. Hitler in total fury closed the complex after the bombing raid July 1944, and ordered all the remaining inmates to be transferred back to Germany.                                                 

The inmates were never traced, but it was certain they were killed either at Wizernes or when they arrived back at the concentration camp, in revenge for the bombing. 

The inmates suffered terrible conditions while working at La Coupole, it was total horror and misery for them all, there is no record of how many perished, but it is estimated that certainly tens of thousands died, and were killed here…!!!                                                                           

My Visit to La Coupole

In the lovely countryside of northern France, lies the town of St Omer, not far from Calais.

I have passed through this town many times on my way south to the sunshine, and always wondered what that strange looking dome shaped building was in the distance.

I was intrigued, and decided to find out, following the directions I pulled my camper into the vast car park and was surprised to see this colossal building close up. 

The structure was a huge dome shaped curved roof, with a tunnel as the entrance. I wanted to see the inside of this huge monument.

The tunnel where you enter is where the V2 rockets were brought directly into the site by train on a railway line. They were later assembled in another part of the gallery in the upright position. 

Taking a short walk along a stone walled corridor, I came to the lift, which whisked me 42 metres up to a vast open cavern under the huge domed cupola. Many objects from the war have been collected and are on display here in the exhibition centre, it’s fascinating, interesting, and horrifying.

To one side there was an interesting old car, an original Citroen, actually used by the F.F.I French Resistance, during the Liberation.

Hanging from the roof above my head was the wicked looking V1 “Doodlebug” terror weapon,

I had heard so many stories about these from residents living in and around Edenbridge, Kent, part of “Bomb Alley”.

Across the room was the infamous very sinister looking V2, an unbelievable size laying at an angle, I was dwarfed in comparison, it was painted in yellow and black squares, it was difficult for me to believe that this weapon had caused so many deaths, and utter destruction to London.

To look at it you could imagine it hurtling off the launch pad, speeding towards it’s target…It was in fact frightening to realize the killing and destructive potential of this massive missile.

It was just like in the war documentaries on television, never thinking that I would be so close to such a terribly evil invention as this rocket.                                                                            

There are two cinema screens, showing twenty documentaries on the history of the V1 and V2, also documentaries of the Second World War, and of course films of the Great Liberation of France on D-Day…a time in France’s History that they will Never Forget. 

I took a tour of this vast site, walking through the vast tunnel network deep underground, there were galleries leading deep into the hillside to many different areas of this huge complex, with many existing bare rooms.

There were unfinished tunnels half excavated, that were blocked off from entering, still full of debris and rocks, where the Russian and Polish inmates had started hacking through the chalk, digging their way through these long passages in terrible conditions, day and night. 

I was told that there still are many bodies left in these tunnels after rock-falls or when the Allies bombed the site.                                                     

On leaving the claustrophobic dome and tunnels, it was so good to get outside and breathe the fresh air. 

I looked at this massive structure reflecting on the vastness of this place, but more so the horrific conditions that killed the thousands of slave workers who perished here.                                                                                                                                                    

The “Boy” From Edenbridge

From the thousands of air-crew called up to join the R.A.F, William “Bill” Walter, who lived in Hever Road, Edenbridge, Kent, would become one of the crew of a Lancaster Bomber who would take an active part in destroying the V1 and V2 rocket sites across France. 

In 1943, aged 18 he was called up to join the R.A.F. 

One year later his training had been completed flying Lancaster’s with 57 Squadron. From this group, Wing Commander Guy Gibson (VC) selected his own crews to form the Famous 617, “Dam Busters” Squadron. 

This was the completed crew of seven…they would soon join the hundreds of other Bomber Crews in destroying the ordered rocket sites.

                                             Ian S. Ross…Captain and Pilot   

                                             William Walter…Flt/ Engineer

                                             S.R. Anderson (D.F.M)…Navigator

                                             R. Ellwood (D.F.M)…W/Operator

                                             G.G. Tilby…Air Bomber

                                             L.D. Griffiths…Mid Upper Gunner

                                             A.F. McKellar…Rear Gunner

Their first mission on July 2nd 1944 was to Creil, France, it was known to be a V1 storage depot, the massed Lancaster’s bombers took off and bombed the site successfully destroying it.  

Two more missions (dates and targets unavailable) were given to the crew to destroy V1 and V2 sites in France…and were successful.

The next mission would take them just across the channel to Watten, France.

For pilot Ian Ross and his crew were now ordered to bomb this designated V2 site, on July 25th 1944, a squadron of Lancaster’s took off from England and pounded the site and the surrounding area.

Had this site not been destroyed, and been able to launch its terror weapons, it is estimated that it would most definitely have launched a minimum of 50, V2 missiles a day at London.

The Lancaster crew now had new orders to bomb another V2 site at Rilly-la-Montagne, on July 31st 1944, it was a complete success, as the amount of Lancaster’s employed for these missions devastated all and every target in massed bomber raids.

On August 1st 1944, the crew climbed aboard their giant Lancaster, accompanied by several bombers and headed for a major V1 site at Siracourt, France, again it was devastated completely.

There would be no let up in destroying these rocket sites, for on August 4th, the crew again received orders for another bombing mission and headed for France, and devastated a V1 site at Etaples, on the coast.  

This concluded the bombing missions of V1 and V2 sites for Captain Ian Ross and his crew. 

On August 14th 1944, the crew could come off operations and rest as it had completed 30 hazardous missions, but Bill Walter, S. Anderson, R. Ellwood, G. Tilby, L. Griffiths, A. Mckellar, remained with Captain Ian Ross. 

They hoped to reach their total of 45 missions, then, their days of bombing missions would be over.

Their final mission was scheduled for January 12th 1945.

It was to be, William “Bill” Walter’s 40th Mission, tragically and sadly, the whole crew would not return.                                                                                                                                          

Their Lancaster took off on the January 12th, on a mission to bomb the U-Boat pens in Bergen, Norway.  

Arriving near the target they were attacked by two Focke-Wulf 190 fighters, which machine-gunned their Lancaster, causing enough damage for them to have to ditch the aircraft.

Captain Ian Ross ditched the huge plane perfectly in the sea and the whole crew was seen climbing out the escape hatch and onto the wing, by the other Lancaster’s crews now heading for home, due to the German fighters still being in the area. 

About one hour later a Warwick Air Sea Rescue plane dropped a lifeboat to them, they were now sitting on the upper fuselage, as the plane was sinking, some were seen to try and swim for the lifeboat.

But the tragedy and sad eventuality, is unknown… How the Brave and Courageous crew met their deaths.  

Young Bill was only 21 years old. 

But Captain Ian Ross and his Heroic crew, like the 55, 000 other young men in Bomber Command also sacrificed their lives, for their belief in Freedom…!!!         

My Visit to the V2 Blockhaus

I had heard about a massive concrete complex in a forest in Northern France that was used as a rocket site by the Germans, I live in Edenbridge, Kent, which was called “Bomb Alley” during the war, and had heard many stories from those who witnessed the terrible fear that the V1 and V2 missiles created for everyone, and I wanted to see the sites that fired these terror weapons.

As I drove my camper down the narrow road towards the forest in October 2007, I could clearly see the massive structure in the distance from about 1-2 kilometres away, rising high above the trees that surrounded it. 

This is part of the history of this massive fortress built for the launching of V2’s against London…

In late December 1942, General Dornberger was ordered to Berlin for an urgent meeting with Hitler and the Nazi High Command. The Fuhrer was in a raging fury as his plans to invade the Soviet Union were going very badly as tens of thousands of his troops had been killed by Russian forces, and the bitter cold.

Hitler could not forget the humiliation he faced when his glorious Lufwaffe was decimated during “The Battle of Britain”, and his planned invasion of England had been thwarted. 

He wanted revenge at all costs, and was determined to get his weapons of destruction flying against Britain in the shortest possible time.

Dornberger was now under the Fuhrers strict “top secret” orders, to select the most suitable areas in Northern France for the construction of dozens of V1 and V2 rocket bases, launch sites, and assembly buildings. 

He knew full well the consequences he would face if there were any delays in these projects, for he was now directly accountable to Hitler, and he would possibly have him killed if he failed.

With all the necessary sites found, plans drawn up, materials and workforce organized, these massive concrete fortresses and launch sites were now ready to be constructed. The first of these “top secret” projects to be carried out immediately was the rocket site at Eperlecques, near Calais.

Thought to be ideally situated by the surveyors of the “Todt” organization, this massive bunker was begun in October 1943, using thousands of Russian and Polish as slave labourers, they were drafted from their work on the “Atlantic Wall”, and from concentration camps to begin this incredible structure.                         

The thousands employed to build this, were worked to death in a frantic panic to get this completed ready to launch V2 rockets against England. It was recommended that once the massive bunker was completed, that 50 of the giant V2 rockets would be ready to be delivered every day by railway transport, as the main railway line had a branch line running to the site and directly to the underground storage chambers, for protection and further assembly.         

Although it was indeed a massive structure, it was believed to be vulnerable to bombing attacks, this gave the German High Command a serious problem, they decided to complete the building, but made plans to build another massive complex near-by at Wizernes, this new site they agreed would be underground, where it was hoped that the Allied bombers could not damage or destroy it…it would become…La Coupole.

Churchill determined to destroy these rocket bases gave orders to Bomber Command to carry out dozens of missions and bomb the sites all across northern France. The R.A.F carried out their mission with great accuracy, but the bombs failed to penetrate the thick roof and walls, but severe damaged was inflicted all over the area. 

Before you enter the site there is a memorial to all those that perished here, that in itself was a sad and poignant reminder of all those that were literally worked to death in building this massive structure for the “Third Reich”. 

This is my account of the Blockhaus, the infamous V2 rocket site…

As you walk through the gate you are immediately reminded of the horror that was present here 64 years ago when the construction began, there are only 3 of the original railway wagons left (that were used for cattle or horses) that were used to transport hundreds slave labourers from concentration camps in Germany. They suffered the most horrific conditions imaginable, sometimes over 60 men to each wagon, with no food or water, and just one bucket to each wagon as a toilet, these horrific journey’s took many days in the most terrible conditions. Many of the thousands that arrived were already dead when the doors of the wagons were opened on their arrival here.   

I walked round the narrow winding path and saw to my utter amazement the blockhaus, only when I stood next to it and looked up could I see how colossal it is. Some of the walls of this concrete fortress have become blackened with age, despite this and the terrible reminders that are everywhere to see, it still looks, and is a very sinister building.

At the back of the fortress is the vast area used for mixing the concrete, here dozens of cement mixers were kept running 24 hours a day, every day, all filled by hand with the correct mixes of sand, cement, and water, using slave labour to keep the flow of concrete moving quickly.

From the mixing area there ran a small gauge railway line where the huge heavy steel barrows were filled to the top with the liquid concrete mix, making them practically unmovable, then pushed along the track by the prisoners to the unloading bay, where the were either tipped into wheelbarrows and ran by the prisoners to the designated area for tipping, or trough filled using long gutters to shovel the concrete along by hand. 

Thousands of workers toiled day and night in all weathers, under sadistic brutal beatings to mix and produce the amount of concrete needed to erect this massive structure. 

At the final completion of this fortress it is estimated that an incredible volume of over 100, 000 thousand cubic meters of concrete were used to build it.

At the end of the small gauge line by the unloading area there is a destroyed concrete bunker, this was the main office for the Belgian forced labourers, in charge of unloading the concrete. There is a memorial plaque fixed on the bunker that is a sombre reminder of the Belgian prisoners who were worked to death, and killed here. 

Above the bunker there is a barbed wire fence running around the perimeter of the whole complex, I scrambled up the side and over the fence, stupidly disregarding the “Danger” signs of unexploded bombs and ventured further, to my amazement the ground was filled with very large water filled craters everywhere, still left as it was after the Lancaster’s bombed it.

There is an original “Tallboy” bomb on display that shows the huge size of this monster that could pierce concrete up to 100 feet thick, it being 6 metres in length and weighed a colossal 6 tonnes.

I entered the massive building through about 6” inch thick solid steel doors that were operated electronically and installed when it was being built.

Stepping into this cold concrete filled fortress was simply unbelievable, there are no railway lines here now that initially brought the rockets directly in on railway wagons, but the huge cavern inside has walls over 20 mts high, enough room to stand the incredible V2 in its firing position, there were probably dozens in here being assembled and moving slowly along the railway lines back in 1944.

There is an excellent cinema inside the actual fortress showing films about the Second War and the V1 and V2 missiles. As you walk to the different areas you can press the “site button” where you are standing and hear the commentary on a loudspeaker in English, French, Dutch, and German, which is very good.

It is certain that if this massive V2 rocket base could have gone into full production, and started firing these huge and destructive missiles at London…there would have been indescribable carnage and death everywhere.

For Hitler’s implicit orders to the Commanders of this fortress were, that once this site was ready and capable of firing the V2’s, then he wanted 50 every day to be launched against London…very fortunately for London, the R.A.F arrived just in the nick of time! 

For no sooner was it ready to launch the first missile, than the bomber crews of the R.A.F, promptly arrived to bomb and destroy it.                                                                                                                                       

For young Bill Walter’s from Edenbridge, Kent, was on this mission with dozens of other Lancaster’s from 617 Dam Buster Squadron, they delivered their cargo of “Tallboys” on the fortress at Eperlecques   destroying the main usage of it, and headed back to England, their mission accomplished, there would never be any V2’s launched from here.

This whole area remains exactly the same as when the R.A.F, Bomber Command destroyed the site on July 25th 1944, using their concrete piercing “Tallboy” bombs, which penetrated through solid reinforced concrete to100 feet (30 mts) then exploded. 

This was the same for the fortress itself, for you can see clearly a gaping hole in the roof where the Tallboy pierced it and exploded destroying part of the roof and walls. On another part of the building and clearly visible is the hole in the roof where another Tallboy pierced it and continued down to explode at the foundations of the structure.  

About 50 feet from the front of the main structure is a massive bomb crater, which was made when the R.A.F attacked the site, unfortunately it missed the main building but exploded nearby leaving a 100 feet deep crater, with a circumference of about 30 feet (10 mts) that is now filled with water.

There is a remarkable V1 Doodlebug on display outside sitting at the end of its long 45 metre ramp as if to take off heading for London, it certainly makes one think of how destructive these were, but after seeing the massive size of the V2 rocket, this is very small in comparison. 

Also it has a small museum with many artifacts on display, including the massive motor from a V2 rocket. 

It is a stark reminder to all who visit there to remember the horrific suffering and death that the Nazi’s inflicted on those inmates, and the terrible cost in thousands of human lives to build this fortress, and the many others scattered around this part of France.

The Home Front

On November 24th 1944, the Prime Minister, Winston Churchill declared, “Housing is the most threatened sector on the Home Front”

The destruction of housing both by the V1 and V2 rockets had created thousands of homeless persons. Let alone the immense damage all across London during the dreaded “Blitz”.    

The situation was becoming a crisis in itself, as the damage involved was horrendous. 

Minister of Works, Mr Duncan Sandy’s, disclosed that the bomb damaged houses in London alone totaled over 800, 000, and that the cost of repairs up to December 7th1944, had amounted to well over £35, 000, 000, he also added that over 200, 000 men and women had been engaged by the government in this massive repair work all across London.                                                                               

The sad fact still remained, that thousands were homeless and living in near poverty, and were desperately trying to recover from the losses inflicted by the Blitz and the terror weapons.

In hoping to ease the plight suffered by the people of London, the American government designed a prefabricated house that could be easily erected and comfortably lived in.

Mr Sandys commended the Americans for their kind offer for it was gratefully accepted and appreciated very much by the Londoner’s who were desperate for somewhere to live. 

Many were crammed in dwellings, living with friends, neighbours, relatives, and in community centers, anywhere they could find to rest themselves and their children’s weary bodies, in war torn London. 

The shipment of 30, 000 prefabricated houses were on there way across the Atlantic to England, soon to be erected away from the devastation that London was still going through.

This at the time was the least the Government could do, especially trying to keep the morale of the population of London in a reasonable high state of…Hope!

General Eisenhower had generously sent 3,000 U.S. Army sappers, which in fact were desperately needed on the continent of Europe, to assist in clearing the London bombsites and in erecting new temporary dwellings for the thousands of homeless. The cost in monetary figures was colossal, but the people of London deserved somewhere to live, for they were the ones who had lost everything they owned, not only during the “Blitz” but through the V1, and now the continuing V2 menace.                                                                

The “Miracle” House’s

I was born in one of these “prefabs” in Church Street, Edenbridge, number 5 to be exact, I don’t remember very much, only that my Dad, Ron after fighting with Montgomery’s 8th Army in the Western Desert, then fought in Sicily and then up through Italy, then was re-called to join in the “Great Crusade” of D-Day in Normandy on June 6th 1944, fighting onwards up through France, Belgium, Holland and into Germany, he like millions of others returning from the war deserved somewhere to live. 

My Mum and Dad fought like “Hell” to get one of these “little houses” from the local council, they eventually got the keys, and moved in with their furniture, but they were very happy, it was their very own home. 

The local council built ten of these little prefabs, these “Miracle Houses” in Church Street. They had two bedrooms, one bathroom, one living room, and a kitchen. The kitchen was a marvelous design with built in cupboards, a gas cooker and oven combined, and miracle of miracles a built in fridge (but no freezer) which was practically unheard off in those days, and a built in boiler for washing the clothes…no such luxuries as a spin dryer though, so my mum Nancy went down to Cheals the Ironmongers and bought a Qualcast wringer which cost £6.10/- a fortune in those days, and had to wring out all the clothes through it by hand, like millions of others around the country. 

Many used the old washboards to scrub all the families clothes…can you imagine young girls today doing that..!!!

The prefab had its own little garden, front gate and path, included was a very small garden shed.

Our neighbours who lived in the other nine were…Jim and Gladys Knight, Mary and Bill Russell, Morris and Eileen Sutton, Lena and Arthur Brooks, Cecil and Edna Barfoot, Rose and Frank Sands, Joan and Reg Pocock, George and Edna Woodman, and Jenny and Phil Panell They were all very good friends and excellent neighbours.

The rent was 17/- a week (a fortune then)…. in today’s money… 75pence…!!!  

My dad was earning £4.10/- a week just like millions of others, but they were happy to an extent, but relieved beyond words that at long last…the war was over!

Thousands of these were erected across the south of England and around London, people had lived in them all their lives, when new development plans for these areas were introduced, the “prefabs” built on them were to be demolished.                                         

They said it was progress, for many dear old folk were distraught and heartbroken, this was where they had come to live far from the bombs, rockets and destruction, where they raised their families, planted and ate their own produce, and enjoyed the last remaining day’s of their lives with friends, companions, and loved ones.

But in reality…it had destroyed a way of life that sadly, it would never return…!!!                                                                                                                               

The End of Hitler

The V2’s still continued to fall on London, but the morale of the people still remained absolute in their defiance of “Never giving in to Hitler”.

They were Brave and Courageous in their own spirit of determination, they again gave hope to all of the population of England!

The last two V2 rockets to be launched against England, landed on March 27th 1945, one struck a block of flats in Stepney, in London’s east-end killing 134 people and devastating the whole street. The other V2 hit Orpington, Kent, causing untold damage to housing in a vast area.

Hitler’s last stand in the Ardennes had failed, despite the horrendous Allied casualties, but they fought on finally driving out the Nazi fanatics from France, Belgium, and Holland, thus achieving a great stronghold in Europe. They sped swiftly towards the River Rhine, as the Allies crossed over the Rhine into Germany itself…”The Third Reich was Doomed”.

They crossed it with victory in sight, fighting all the way through the streets of Aachen the first city to be conquered, onwards through Cologne to the capital itself, Berlin.

In their continued advance the Allied Armies fought pitched battles with the remaining German S.S. fanatics willing to hold out to the end, they would either become prisoners or be dead. 

This had finally destroyed any hope of Hitler using his terror weapons on England again.

Hitler would have only days left to continue his failed demonic rule, as hundreds of thousands of Russians under the two Great Army Leaders, General Georgi Zhukov and Genaral Ivan Koniev were advancing rapidly from the eastern border of Germany inland through the suburbs to the outskirts of the Nazi capital Berlin, they fought Heroically and very ferociously for every square inch of ground they gained.

The unbelievable ferocity of the battles that raged through the streets of Berlin continued until they reached the Chancellery, blasting it with everything they had, the stone swastika was blown off the roof and in a final insult to the Germans, and to herald their triumph of Victory the Conquerors hung the Soviet flag from the roof. 

It had cost the Russian Army unimaginable losses over 300, 000 Russians had been killed just in the Battle of Berlin alone.

But they were too late to capture the “Fuhrer” he was already dead, he had bitten on the cyanide capsule and shot himself through the head, his pathetic wife also poisoned herself. The bodies of Adolph Hitler and Eva Braun were dumped into a ditch in the Chancellery garden, doused in petrol and set on fire. 

The smoke from the funeral pyre mingled with the smoke of the burning fires that surrounded the bunker of the destroyed capital Berlin. The whole nation was desolated, the country lay in ruins, so much, for the people that heralded the “Thousand Year Reich”…Germany now lay in an abyss of complete and utter destruction…!!!                                                                                                         

The Terrible Losses Counted

The dreaded menace of the deadly V2, had finally ended, no more would they fly towards England, bringing their silent death, and create such destruction, to the people of London and “Bomb Alley”.

During seven terrifying months…a total of 1,115 V2’s missiles were launched against England. A total of…517 struck the London area. A total of…232 struck southern England.              

In all the terror that these lethal weapons caused, the V2 missiles killed 2, 855 people, and seriously injured over 6, 268.                                                                                                 

The total amount of combined casualties of the V1 and V2 rocket offensive against the people of Britain reached a terrible figure of 33, 000, killed and seriously injured.

It is most assured that if Hitler could have commenced the firing of his planned 50 V2’s on London every day with all the rocket sites that were built, it would have completely destroyed and obliterated the capital, killing hundreds of thousands, without any question.

The V1 and V2 onslaught by Hitler and his terror weapons did not achieve his intended goals and ambitions. It was certainly the most destructive force apart from the “Blitz” that had caused so many deaths and so much destruction to London. 

But the Londoner’s had held firm, they had inspired the people in the other bombed cities across England with their steadfastness, endurance, and defiance of Hitler…and Won…!

Kamikaze in the Pacific

While the British were still under great threat from the terror rockets… The American Forces in the Pacific were fighting a horrific battle with the Imperial Forces of Japan.

Every foot of ground on every island they captured, they faced the most unbelievable ferocity that could be faced by these soldiers dedicated to die. 

The U.S. infantry forces had fought all the way across the Pacific islands, everyone a bloodbath for the U.S. soldiers, the casualty list alone for the American infantry was beyond appalling, the final toll of dead were so terrible that they became nearly incalculable.  

The Japanese infantry were a far more serious threat than the German forces, although the S.S. were fanatical, the Japanese soldiers were devoutly prepared to die for their Emperor Hirohito, in fact they were resolved and would be honoured to give their lives.

The Japanese had built their defences deep underground, with interconnecting honeycombed bunkers and tunnels. This line of defence proved very difficult for the invading American forces to penetrate. 

The Japanese sat in their secret tunnels and patiently waited for many days on end, for the American forces to arrive…they knew they were coming…!!! 

The battles that were to rage into death struggles were soon to come. 

The lookout waited scanning the horizon for the enemy to appear, once spotted, he shouted to warn those in the tunnels that the approaching U.S. infantry was about to land, they said their prayers…and prepared for death. 

As the U.S Infantry Marines clambered up the sandy beaches of these once beautiful and peaceful islands, they were suddenly met with a hail of machine gun fire, grenades, and small artillery fire from the Japanese, in every attempt to kill the scrambling American infantry running for cover.                                                                                                      

When that had failed to subdue the Americans, their frightening call…”Banzai”…would be screamed, then in evil ferocity they rushed headlong to engage the American troops, fighting to the death in hand to hand combat, the fighting and killing was horrific, brutal, and savage.

Finally the battle had been won, the American forces led by such Brave soldiers were determined to beat the Japanese, which they finally did. The dead covered the island in thousands and were floating in the sea, it had been a victory but the price paid was horrendous.   

Although the island was taken resistance was still evident by sporadic Japanese fire, those who were still determined to resist and adamantly refused to come out of their hiding places in the caves and tunnels to surrender, were given no choice their fate was ultimately sealed. 

American soldiers lobbed grenades into the tunnels, caves and bunkers, sudden explosions erupted from within with such force that nothing could be left alive down there.    

But the American infantry knew of their fanaticism on the previously captured islands, and their brutality to prisoners of war, how their good buddies had been mown down, hacked to death with bayonets and machetes, and beheaded with the samurai sword by these godless fanatics, they would make sure before they left this island that they were “all dead”. They instantly “Blowtorched” all the hiding places and tunnels with flame-throwers, those not killed by the grenades were burnt alive, this horrific method certainly killed off any that were left.                                                                                                      

Meanwhile, the United States Navy aircraft carriers, destroyers, and cruisers anchored offshore had encountered another menace from the skies, the dreaded…“Kamikaze” (Divine Wind) pilot’s, who in their belief and conviction found “Honour” to die for their glorious Emperor.

The aircraft that they used in these attacks were filled with as much as 2 tonnes of high explosives, they were determined to sink the ships or cause the maximum amount of death and destruction.

The Navy’s own radar picked up the vast formations heading towards them, the pom-pom gun crews ready and waiting for the onslaught.                                                                                         

The C.A.P. (Combat Air Patrol) on the aircraft carriers immediately sent their Corsair fighter aircraft out to intercept and confront the massed hordes heading their way.

The Corsair pilot’s destroyed dozens in the many air battles that followed, but many got through their defences.

As the “Kamikaze” attacked the ships a hurricane of cannon fire engulfed them, they either exploded in the air, or crashed into the sea exploding on impact.

But those that penetrated the hail of fire hurled their aircraft at full speed directly onto the decks of the American ships, exploding in an horrific ball of flames, destroying everything in the vicinity, those American sailors in the close proximity of the blast were engulfed in flames, they died an agonizing death.

The carnage, was horrendous as thousands of the crewmen would be killed by these sudden and terrifying attacks

Some “Kamikaze” flew the newly designed and fearsome flying bombs, called “Ohka” (Cherry Blossom) these were rocket powered missiles, that were launched from the belly of a medium or heavy-bomber. 

The “Ohka” carried a massive 2, 650 lb (1200 kgs) warhead, and would hit the target at 580 mph (930 km/h) These were far deadlier than the Kamikaze, but both brought absolute terror and devastation to the American Fleet’s ships.

The total losses were horrific to the United States Navy and their crews…5, 000 killed.

Seriously wounded…4, 800.

The Kamikaze sank…32 American ships.

A total of 368 ships were severely damaged. 

The total losses for the “Kamikaze” pilot’s were estimated to be about…1, 000 killed.

This again was the terror that these weapons of aerial warfare had wrought on the Allied forces.                                                                                                                                  

The Terror Guns

Not far from the seaside town of Calais, lies the tiny French hamlet of Mimoyecques, it was here in the spring of 1943 that a “top-secret” building project by the “Todt” organization started to be built. 

The Germans had chosen this site for a very specific and sinister reason, as they did with all their other V1 and V2 rocket sites.

The new site was mainly be an underground base, and it was firmly believed by the German High Command to be virtually impenetrable to any air-raid, and very well protected from any allied bombing attacks.   

It was to be an incredible task to complete, but the Todt organization had already made arrangements for thousands of Russian and Polish slave labourers who worked on Rommels “Atlantic Wall” to be transported there, due to the many deaths through hunger and overwork, the numbers were simply made up by transporting thousands from concentration camps in Germany, who were forced into cattle wagons for the long horrific journey which took many days, in which hundreds died from hunger, thirst, and cold, even before they reached their destination at the new base. 

This massive underground bunker had 20 feet thick reinforced concrete walls, with a main tunnel running 1, 969 ft in length (600 mts) underground complete with a railway line. 

It had eleven galleries branching off at several different points running inwards to 328 ft long (100 mts) there were 5 main galleries each 985 ft (300 mts) long, and each one had a launch pad.

This massive underground complex was to house the new “Last Hope” weapon that Hitler gave his order to build, he was more determined and obsessed with destroying London than ever before, even his V1’s tried but were not that successful, the V2’s deadly and destructive accomplished its means, but Hitler wanted above all to destroy London at all costs, so he gave his personal command for the new “top-secret” weapon to be built and ready to fire at the capital of England, his new V3 super-gun. 

The massive V3 base was soon completed, despite the “loss” of thousands of slave labourers, who were of no consequence at all to the Nazi regime. 

This was the new German super weapon, apart from the V1’s and V2’s this would create greater devastation to England than the flying bombs or the deadly silent missiles.

Hitler’s Nazi empire was crumbling fast and this was to be Hitler’s very last hope of mass destruction against his enemy the British and its capital…London.

The German’s main objective was to have at it’s disposal, 15 super-guns aimed and firing it’s huge shells at London every hour, every day and night, twenty four hours a day.

The guns barrel consisted of heavy-duty smooth bore steel pipe sections (so as not to wear the barrel out) at about 500 feet long (153 mts).

Each section had to be machined to a certain length, and had a thick steel flange at each end, which bolted to each previous section, creating an airtight seal. 

At that time no lathes had the capacity to machine such a vast lengths of 500 ft, so it was an incredible effort and skill for the machinists to complete the barrels in the smaller required sections.          

The actual gun barrel was to be laid on a solid bed of concrete, which would act as the launching ramp, the angle of trajectory was set at approximately, within fractions to 50 degrees…set exactly to locate a special target in England.

At each joined section, smaller diameter pipes would be connected to the main barrel, at certain measured intervals along its full length.

At every joined section a new high velocity slow burning charge of high-explosive gunpowder would add a fresh detonation, which would ignite just behind the fast moving shell, and give an increase of speed to 1,500 mts per/second as it passed each joined section and traveled along the barrel, ready to exit the gun.

The massive 10” inches (25.5 cms) diameter, high-velocity, and high-explosive shell weighed 200 lbs, and once ready to leave the barrel could reach speeds of 3, 350 mph (5400 kms/h)

The decided use for this by the Nazi High command was to fire 60 to 75 shells an hour, every hour day and night, at the designated target. 

The intended use for this incredible site was to have 15 super-guns firing at a time, day and night, with a total of 600 tons of high-explosive shells fired in one day.

A quick calculation of the fire power from one V3 gun alone is absolutely fantastic, and practically unbelievable…60 shells per hour x 24 hours = 1, 440 shells per day, x 7 days = 10, 080 per week, with a 200 lb warhead for each one = 2, 016, 000 million lbs of high explosive dropped on London every week.

If we then calculate the extremes of Hitler ordering all his planned, 15 x V3 Super Guns to all fire the same amount of shells as the above figures show then the amount of high explosives fired at London, would have annihilated the city, beyond any doubt. 

It is estimated, that in a period of two weeks, London would have received more high explosives from these V-3 super-guns, than Berlin did during the whole of the bombing campaign, by the R.A.F. and the U.S.A.A.F. combined, during the Second World War…!!! 

The range of the projectile could reach a distance of 100 miles plus, so they became very deadly indeed for the city.                                                                                

Had these 15 super-guns been able to get into the full firing capacity, then the destruction caused to London and the inhabitants, would have been, with-out doubt …catastrophic…!!! 

Having received secret reports from the French Resistance that a giant construction was completed and housing some kind of secret weapon, British Intelligence and the War Office decided to call in the R.A.F. for consultation. 

The risk, being far too great, especially after the terrible destruction by the V1’s and the V2’s, and if this weapon could possibly be a super-gun and begin firing on London, the consequences were too great to ignore, so action had to be taken immediately.  

It was imperative that the site be totally destroyed. 

Hence a mission by Bomber Command was ordered, Lancaster crews gathered for a briefing at their base, it was recommended that the 12, 000 lb “Tallboy” bombs be used, as it was hoped that these massive bombs would penetrate the 20 ft thick reinforced concrete roof and walls of the underground cavern.

The mission was set for July 6th 1944, Lancaster crews took off from their base and headed for the target, it was hit with considerable force using the “Tallboy” bombs. 

To make certain and confirm the total destruction, another Lancaster bombing raid took place on August 12th 1944, and proved very successful in the destruction of the most dreaded missile that could have been invented and used against Britain.

This massive underground site would never fire its V-3 super-gun shells on London…It had been totally destroyed. 

The New Super guns

Lessons had been learned from The Great War and The Second World War, which would come to fruition in our day many years later, as Gerald V. Bull was to copy the massive guns that the Germans had designed and tested. He would create a super-gun based on the German high-velocity “Paris Gun”, his version would be to weld two 100’ foot long battleship guns together, and fire 8” inch shells from it.                                       

On November 19th 1966, Bull fired his super-gun named  “Arizona” which had a 16” inch diameter barrel and a 185 lb shell, on the last testing when the super-gun was fired…the final surprise was that the shell soared into the atmosphere…112 miles into space…!!!

In his unique designs Bull created some massive super-guns, in as much as he was secretly designing one for a foreign power.

This top-secret project was near its completion, many of the final parts had been transported and already on their way to the country who had secretly purchased it. When all the components of the super-gun finally arrived it would be assembled and test fired. Once finalized and ready, this would have certainly created terrible destruction on the country that these projectiles were fired at.

The terror gun would never reach the intended country for it was discovered, and Bull’s design and his invention seized.

His fantastic powerful super-gun would have created far more devastation that the German V3 super-gun. The difference was that Hitler’s intention was to have many of his V3’s firing at London every day and night, which would have been catastrophic for the capital.

However, the tragedy of Bull’s designs and his fabricating a super-gun for use against another country…cost him his life.

Gerald Bull’s days were numbered as he was eventually killed by unknown assassin.                                                                              

The U.S. Army Reach Nordhausen

As American forces swept up through Germany they captured the town of Nordhausen situated in the Harz mountains, on April 11th 1945, on a routine check in the area they stumbled across a camp near the town, and were shocked and horrified at what they found. 

It was the infamous concentration camp called Mittlebau-Dora, around the entrance to a large tunnel into the mountain they found hundreds of pathetically emaciated corpses laying everywhere in grotesque shapes, many inmates shuffled around dragging their feet, all were wearing the thin cotton blue striped garb given to all concentration camp inmates, and all were slowly starving to death. Many had tears in their eyes at the miraculous sight of the Liberating troops coming towards them. 

The American soldiers desperate to keep them alive fed them their own rations, but it was far too rich for their stomachs, after being fed for months of potato peel or onion soup, some that were so hungry attempted to eat the food but they soon died, for their fragile bodies just couldn’t cope, many were on their last few breaths before they expired.   

Apart from the thousands of inmates there was no S.S. guards to be found, they had fled in terror as the American advance closed in on them. 

These prisoners were used as slave labour in the horrific conditions building V1 and V2 rockets in the miles of cold dark tunnels under the mountain, there were hundreds of dead bodies found inside that had worked on the production lines of death.

When the infantry combed through the tunnels of the factory at Nordhausen they found complete V2 rockets, many in stages of near completion, and an unlimited supply of parts, engines, and fuselages.                                                                                                                             

More important was the massive collection very valuable “top-secret” files, papers, plans and schedules.                                                                                                                                            

This was indeed an exceptional find, the Captain in charge informed their Commander of the situation and what they had found. The Commander sent a “top priority” order through to supply dozens of troops and trucks to be sent there immediately… in a matter of hours they cleared the whole factory, the complex of tunnels and caverns, of most of the valuable “Goods”. 

The lorry’s were packed full of every V2 rocket part available and were driven away at high speed, as these would all be packed and shipped on their way to America…very, very quickly.         

The “Paperclip” Conspiracy”

The United States Army Commander occupying the area of Nordhausen, knew that the Russians were advancing speedily to that area, and from June 1st would become the occupying power… they would most certainly strip the whole complex bare leaving nothing, for they were desperate to find not only the many German scientists who invented the V1 and V2’s, but anything that could be transported back to Russia that would enhance their own powerful standing in the world.                                           

The V2’s inventor, Wernher von Braun and his scientific staff had fled swiftly from Peenemunde, as the sudden unexpected Russian advance closed in on them. 

They arrived at Nordhausen with 14 tons of “Highly Top- Secret” archive material vital to the rocket programme. He certainly did not want this to fall into the hands of the Russians.

Von Braun was uncertain as to where to hide this vast amount, he finally found the ideal place and promptly hid the complete contents down a disused mine shaft, north of the Harz mountains.                                                                                                                                 

This area was soon to become the British occupied zone, but until that time came it was free zone, to both the U.S. and British troops. 

The American Commander in charge of the operation knew that the V2’s master inventor and his fellow scientists were still in the British zone, and swiftly decided to find and confront him, they drove off in a convoy realizing this would be a major coup for the American’s if they could get the inventor with all his knowledge of rockets on their side. 

The Commander confronted Von Braun, there was no struggle or fight, Von Braun willingly gave himself up to them with a sly grin on his face, he knew he would be welcomed by the American’s, he also knew what they wanted him for, he would do very well being looked after by the American’s, far, far better that the fate that awaited him, if caught by the… Russians…!!!

The Americans got the information from Von Braun as to where he had hid his cache of  “top-secret” documents, and swiftly put their “Operation Paperclip” into action, they successfully and deceitfully “Liberated” all von Braun’s priceless material from under the British noses from the mine shaft.                                                                                                                   

Eventually the United States Army whisked “The Top Man” von Braun off to America with all his chief scientists, and most valuable documents.

Operation “Paperclip” was a complete success.

The Legacy of the Rockets
Chief Inventor and technician Von Braun was soon in charge of the massive rocket programme that was progressing so well in the United States that they hoped they would soon have a man on the moon, it had become a race between the super powers, the U.S.A and Russia who could get there first. 

His incredible knowledge of rocket propulsion and guidance systems, would eventually lead him to design, build, and oversee the largest rocket ever built the massive “Saturn 5”. 

His own designs in the V1 and V2 projects would lead him to design rockets that would eventually land man on the moon, an unbelievable, unthinkable, unimaginable prospect, in a race to get the Americans there first.

America’s many journeys into space would eventually cost thousands of billions of dollars, and hurl men far into the blackness of space in an event that would herald the space race as a victory, by eventually landing men on the moon. 

On July 20th 1969, the whole world watched, witnessed, and gasped as three astronauts were shot into space, heading for the moon itself, Edwin “Buzz” Aldrin, Neil Armstrong, and Mike Shepherd sat in their tiny module at the top of the biggest rocket ever to be launched by man, the “Zero Second” was announced and the huge fireball of explosion blasted the men heavenwards into the distant stratosphere, on reaching the far distant planet their tiny craft slowly descended onto the moons surface, they declared via the intercom with NASA, “The Eagle Has Landed”, it was jubilation for the years of testing.  Finally descending the steel steps from the module the two astronauts stepped onto the moon itself, where the most memorable words were spoken by astronaut Neil Armstrong, and would be remembered by all mankind…”One giant leap for man, one giant step for mankind”. 

The Americans had done it, achieved their goals, succeeded before the Russians, and spent years and billions upon billions of dollars just to land two men on the moon, a project that would be remembered by the hundreds who partook and the millions that watched…but the money spent for no particular advantage whatsoever for any of mankind…it could have conquered hunger and fed the worlds dying millions for many years, it could have conquered cancer, and the many diseases that haunt mankind, it could have been used to a far greater benefit for ALL mankind…!!!                                 

With his superior knowledge in rocket technology, he would influence many projects in producing some of the most destructive weapons of aerial warfare ever used.

The V1 and V2 missiles were in many later years to be redesigned as heat seeking missiles, which was in fact the primitive form, of the very later developed…”Smart Bomb”. 

With the invention and use of the V1 pilot-less missile, it is now accepted that this was the prototype of the now used, and far deadlier…Cruise Missile.                                              

His inventions would not only shape the world of space travel, but would eventually shape the world in “aerial warfare” in the coming future…!!!                                                                                                   

The “Manhattan Project” Begins on the “Armageddon Bomb”

As far back as 1934 physicist Leo Szilard a refugee from Hungary, then working in London, realized the potential that the nuclei of certain atoms could be split by bombarding them with atomic particles called neutrons, he found that this in turn would release more neutrons which would split more nuclei creating a sudden chain reaction, the eventually of this is that it would release enormous amounts of energy.

This was to become the beginning of the creation of the most destructive force that would rule the world…!!!                                                               

After all the secret testing taking many years, and from different scientific minds…Szilard, Fermi, Hahn, Strassman, Frisch, Fuchs, Peierls, and Einstein, all reached a conclusion that an Atomic bomb could be invented.

Leo Szilard asked his colleague Albert Einstein to write to President Roosevelt proposing to provide a research programme to develop a bomb.

The President received the information, pondered over it but did not make any decision. In 1940 America had no need to spend millions of dollars on such a project, they were not involved in the European war and were far away from the horrors inflicted by it, so it was simply shelved. 

On December 7th 1941, the whole situation changed for America when the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbour, destroying most of the American Fleet, causing untold destruction to the harbour and killing thousands of Americans. The whole of America was completely outraged and determined to avenge their murdered thousands. The need for a super weapon suddenly changed, it became a top priority to press on with the atomic bomb, and was welcomed by the President and the Senate. 

The development got the go ahead, and millions of dollars needed to begin this major project came flooding in, the site was chosen, and work to build it was started immediately. 

It was thought that Germany had means of producing this type of awesome terror weapon, they already had a heavy water plant under production in Norway…No one wanted that, for everyone knew the consequences for mankind if Hitler got his hands on this type weapon of unimaginable destruction.

So the race was on!

Chosen for its security potential and hidden amongst the mountain ranges deep in the arid deserts of 

New Mexico, the small and hardly known town of Los Alamos would become infamous, as this would be the centre for developing, producing, and testing, the world’s most horrific bomb.

During early 1942, a complex of hundreds of factories, laboratories, and buildings were erected under the strictest security, housing many secret projects.

Here in this desert wasteland, thousands of men and women having passed rigid security check’s, flocked from across America to this new small city…to participate in the development of this terrifying weapon. Under conditions of the utmost secrecy, the thus named ”Manhattan Project” began to get under way, using some of the greatest brains in nuclear fission who soon arrived to begin their work of producing this most destructive of weapons.

It is to be noted that Klaus Fuchs had been working on the Manhattan project since it’s inception in 1942…however, it was later confirmed that he had been an ardent communist and readily supplying a fellow American communist with the plans of the advancement of the atomic bomb that he was helping to build. His fellow conspirator subsequently delivered all of Fuchs drawings and plans to the N.K.V.D department in Moscow over a period of years for their own development of the atomic bomb. The Russians exploded their first atomic bomb in 1949...It proved very successful.  

In overall charge of the “Manhattan Project” was Brigadier General Leslie R. Groves, and leading the nuclear testing was top scientist and foremost leader of the nuclear programme, physicist Robert Oppenheimer.

These two men and their fellow scientists would eventually develop the ultimate weapon of destruction…”The Doomsday Bomb”, or later named due to its terrifying destructive powers “The Armageddon Bomb”.

The Testing of Death

After many months of tests and re-tests, different means of nuclear fission incorporating the use of Uranium-235 were devised, they were all very pleased as it was progressing well.

However a bigger problem needed to be solved, as a method for detonating the bomb still had to be found, this now presented a problem for the scientists in charge.

Only months later, after extensive testing to find the means of exploding the bomb, did the nuclear scientists devise a method for the final detonation. By the spring of 1945, two types of nuclear bomb were ready for testing… soon all would see the outcome of their work.

It was to become the realization of three years work on this project that would soon come to fruition as the most devastating force to be unleashed upon this earth.

In the early summer of 1945, after the expenditure on “The Manhattan Project” had reached a staggering $2, 000 Million Dollars, the bomb was ready for testing.

The morning of July 16th 1945, came peacefully as dawn was just breaking over the arid desert plains of New Mexico, the sun shone bright in the blue skies above as scientists and crews prepared for the coming test. Everyone was given strict instructions as what to do, and the siren would sound, heralding the minutes before the blast took place. 

A specially constructed reinforced concrete bunker was built as a command post for the scientists and army officials, here they would trigger the bomb, photograph and monitor the results. Uncertain as to what would happen when the bomb detonated, it was hoped that this bunker would protect them from the blast to come. It was situated five and a half miles away from the sinister round cylinder that was perched precariously on top of a newly constructed reinforced steel framework tower that rose eerily above the sands of peaceful Los Alamos desert. 

The minutes seemed like hours, as they ticked away, the bomb was ready to be detonated.

The waiting for the scientists seemed to last forever, everything was double checked and rechecked, they were all filled with a strange fear of excitement and great anticipation, as to whether their three years of research and toil would produce the desired effects.

Everything was ready and the countdown began, seconds ticked away…”zero second” had been counted, the switch was thrown and the bomb perched eerily on top of the steel tower five and a half miles away… detonated.

In a split second a gigantic fireball erupted equivalent to 20,000 tonnes of T.N.T, brighter than several suns, followed immediately by a blinding flash of light that spread from the blast far away across the New Mexico desert plains, instantly a tremendous wave of unbearable searing heat at over 1, 000 degrees centigrade emerged from the centre core and hurled itself for miles across the plains like a hurricane force, melting and destroying everything in its path.

As the fireball died away the searing blast from the explosion had ascended heavenwards, the massive mushroom cloud roared and boiled, reaching an altitude of 40, 000 Feet (12, 000 mts) in seconds.

When the “dust had settled” the army crew with Oppenheimer and Groves drove out to inspect the devastated scene of the first most explosive device ever witnessed on earth.                    

The tower had completely evaporated in the fearsome heat and the sand on which the tower stood had become thick molten glass and hardened like steel.                                                                   

The devastating results had proved beyond all doubt that man now had in his control…the power to destroy the earth, and all life in it...!!!

High above aircraft were filming this momentous event, from a very safe distance, as the atmospheric conditions of the mushroom cloud were uncertain as to what effects it would produce.

Very soon the “Nuclear Abyss” would be evident to all mankind as America would drop the most horrific, devastating, and destructive weapons ever invented by man, on two cities the other side of the world. It would kill thousands upon thousands of unsuspecting people in seconds exploding in a blinding flash hotter than the sun, it would vapourise everything in its path with a force of thousands of tons of T.N.T.

History was about to be made and “The Age of Atomic Warfare had Dawned”, this was the awesome bomb that would hold mankind to ransom in a state of constant fear for decades to come…It would be the most evil destructive force ever used in the hands by mankind…!!!

The Target is Chosen

The mushroom cloud was to be an everlasting symbol of ... “The New Age of Nuclear Warfare”

For three years thousands of Allied scientists, engineers and technicians had toiled in the greatest secret project undertaken in the history of warfare to produce this Atomic bomb, even before anyone knew if it would work or not, doubts and disagreements were disputed between officials and the military, as well as those who had instigated the first idea to produce it. 

The need for this type of weapon was very controversial as the Generals and Senate argued and debated regarding its possible use.

Chief scientists Leo Szilard, who initiated the Atomic programme and colleague James Franck, as well as Albert Einstein, were those that argued in the use of this horrific weapon, on moral, humanitarian, and practical grounds. In fact they disagreed with it use against the Japanese.

The “Go ahead” for its use was finally agreed and orders issued in Washington, by a committee of political, military and scientific advisers. The conclusion that the majority arrived at was the intention that to bring this Pacific conflict to a speedy and conclusive end, without any more losses to the American forces, so without doubt it was voted that this bomb in all certainty, had to be used at all costs.

American infantry soldiers were suffering severe losses as they swept up through the islands of the 

Pacific, as they neared Japan itself the fighting was savage and intense as the Japanese fought to the 

death, holding out on every island to the very last man

It was sincerely hoped, that once this destructive weapon had been dropped and the terrible effect seen, that the Japanese Imperial Forces would ultimately accept a full surrender, thus many thousands 

of American troops would be spared from invading the Japanese mainland, and facing the millions of 

fanatical Japanese troops ready and willing to die for their Emperor. 

The first chosen target specified was…Hiroshima…this unsuspecting Japanese city would be the first 

to feel the force of this “Armageddon” bomb. 

It was chosen due to its large military and supply bases, shipyards and industrial plants. The population 

was about 300, 000, a bustling city and a suitable target.

This evil would be unleashed upon the world as the most destructive force imaginable, and ever used 

in aerial warfare.

It would usher in a new era of destruction for mankind this “Doomsday Weapon” would be used before the end of the Second War…The “Nuclear Holocaust” would soon begin on Japan…!!! 

The Bomber Crews Train

Orders were given to find a two suitable bomber crews and their back-up teams to begin training in preparation to drop this weapon, which started in the summer of 1944. Once found and briefed on their mission, orders were forwarded to them to prepare.

As training progressed their orders were to drop practice bombs, filled with 10, 000 lbs (4540 kgs) of highly explosive T.N.T, they were nicknamed “Pumpkins” because of their shape and colour of their orange-painted cases. 

Colonel Paul W. Tibbets was in command the bomb group that he was ordered to form up, and called it the 509th Composite Group. His fellow Air Force personnel would be responsible for dropping the bomb, and Tibbets would pilot the B-29 carrying it, which was soon to take off on its mission to Hiroshima.

The crew were now fully trained and prepared, but only Tibbets was informed of the mission now planned, and where the bomb would be dropped.                                                                                                     

As the beginning of August 1945 arrived, two bombs, “Little Boy” which contained Uranium, and “Fat Man” based on a different principle containing Plutonium…were ready to be dropped.    

Thus two “Armageddon” bombs were employed by the Americans in an endeavour to halt this conflict. Two targets had been agreed, confirmed, and accepted. There seemed that there was no possibility on earth that would stop the American’s from dropping these two horrific weapons…only if the Japanese unconditionally surrendered immediately.

But those in the United States who gave the command to use them would wait and see what the final outcome would be once the fist bomb had been dropped. Should it have the desired results as they hoped, then the second bomb would not have to be used. If it failed, then they would have to make another decision regarding the use of the second bomb.

Too Late to Stop

As the crew of the newly designed massive B-29 Super-fortress climbed aboard the “Enola Gay”, which was named after the Pilot’s mother, Colonel Paul W. Tibbets, they ran through the necessary pre-flight checks and tried to relax as they waited for the order to take off.

Two other B -29’s would follow Tibbets plane, loaded up with cameras, movie film, and an abundance of scientific instruments, which would monitor the mission and the dropping of the “Armageddon” bomb. 

The order to “Go” was given via the planes radio, the crew readied themselves for the mission, engines revved up full power, the Super-fortress lurched forward spewing out smoke from the engines exhaust pipes, and roared down the runway on their 13 hour round trip to Japan and back.

The B-29 lifted off from the once beautiful, peaceful, paradise island of Tinian, and rose gracefully into the blue skies of the pacific, soaring high through the white clouds as it gained altitude, far below their tiny island base was now just a speck in the clear blue ocean.

This was a top-secret mission and no one on board only Tibbets knew exactly what the awesome destructive force was of the bomb they were carrying. The crew sat only a few feet away from the “Doomsday Bomb”, which hung precariously below them in the belly of their aircraft.

The bomb named “Little Boy” measured 120 inches long, (3.6 mts) was 28 inches in diameter (710 mm), it was, in fact unbelievably small for a weapon of such destruction, but its weight compensated for its size. It weighed a colossal 9,000 pounds (4080 kgs). 

Regardless of the size and weight… it would in a matter of seconds destroy the targeted city in a fireball of catastrophic destruction.                                                          

As the plane reached about 4,700 feet (1430 mts) Captain William S. Parsons the in-flight armourer, who had assisted in developing the uranium’s gun-like detonator mechanism, descended into the heart of the bomb bay to arm “Little Boy”. It was a simple task to accomplish this, but once armed…”They were now all in the hands of the Devil”…!!!

The three planes headed towards the intended target passing many beautiful islands that were just specks in the blue ocean far below. As they flew over the island of Iwo Jima they knew that the Japanese mainland was close, so Tibbets pulled the plane up to its cruising altitude of 9,200 feet, (2800 mts) which they remained at until they reached the mainland of Japan. Once they could see the mainland he would take the plane to a higher altitude, ready for the run in to target.                                                                                

At 07.09 a.m. the air-raid siren in the city sounded, little took any notice as they were used to seeing a U.S weather plane flying over on its daily routine flight, the sirens growl faded 22 minutes later as the all clear sounded, and people carried on in their everyday tasks.                                           

“Armageddon” Comes to Hiroshima

The bomber crew made final preparations for the dropping of the bomb as they flew towards the target. The morning of Monday, August 6th 1945, was bright and clear as the Enola Gay reached an altitude of 31, 060 feet (9467 mts) on the outskirts of the targeted city. 

High above it radioed the two accompanying B-29’s that the target had been spotted and confirmed, that it was now on its final bomb run. 

The two B-29’s acknowledged Enola Gay’s radio message, and turned heading away from the destined target, having been warned that the ensuing blast could cause serious damage to their aircraft.

The now lone B-29 carried its cargo of instant death ever nearer to the center of the city.    

As the specified target came into view, bomb-aimer of the Enola Gay Major Thomas W. Ferebee, spotted point “X” in his bombsights, the Aioi river bridge, which straddled the river Ota. 

He alone had the power of life and death in his hands for the tens of thousands of unknowing, unsuspecting Japanese far below carrying on with their daily lives…He pulled the lever that unleashed the bomb, in a matter of only 43 seconds the lives of the thousands below would be obliterated forever, as the bomb detonated.

As it left its securing straps the B-29 shot up in the sky… it was suddenly four tonnes lighter. 

The time was 0.8.15 a.m…this exact time, the most infamous time recorded in the history of mankind would forever be remembered and go down in the annals of aerial warfare, as the time when the world held it breath and waited for the most destructive force ever to be unleashed on mankind…For “The Armageddon “ bomb had been dropped…!!! 

In the seconds following, Tibbets hurled the huge plane in a 155 degree, right hand diving manoeuvre to avoid the terrific blast that would undoubtedly flash up from the ground below.

Terrible horror was about to engulf the city below as the “Little Boy” bomb floated down on its course of total annihilation, at the end of a parachute.

As the bomb reached its detonating height of 1,900 feet (580 mts) above the Aioi river bridge...It exploded…with the immense energy force of over 12,700 tonnes of T.N.T. and erupted in a blinding flash as if a thousand suns had exploded in a colossal deafening roar with a downwards force of 52 tons per square inch, immediately accompanied by a huge fireball of scorching heat estimated in the region of 5,000 degrees centigrade. 

This unbelievable and phenomenal force of power and destruction literally flattened everything directly underneath the core of the blast, for thousands of people it seared their flesh from their bones, and all were instantly vapourized in a split second, “disappearing” as it were, into dust. Glass and metal structures melted to liquid…It was absolutely horrendous and catastrophic.                                                                             

Every building and structure in and around the centre of the blast was totally, completely, utterly destroyed in literally a thousandth of a second…it became a wasteland of devastation.

The tremendous roar of its mushroom cloud of death boiled and tore through the air ascending in awesome rage into the heavens, reaching to over 40, 000 feet (12, 000 mts).

Everything within a radius of 5 miles (8 kms) from the blast centre was completely devastated. 

In a radius of 9.5 square miles from the core of the explosion 60, 000 buildings out of 90, 000 were more or less destroyed.

All around the city those left alive who had been burnt by the awesome blast died in uncontrollable agony, their skin and flesh peeled off in thick strips, flesh “melted” off their bodies down to the white bone, tens of thousands of dead bodies lay horribly disfigured, mutilated, and roasted to the bone by the huge fireball.                                                                                                   

In the rear of the B-29 sat tail gunner Bob Caron, he witnessed the full effects of the bomb when it detonated far below. When asked to report what he saw and how he felt, he said, “I was so stunned from the blinding purple flash that I could hardly speak, I had my special goggles on that protected my eyes but it even penetrated through these, but it was like a peep into…Hell”.

Looking back at the soaring mushroom cloud heaving heavenwards co-pilot Robert A. Lewis, gasped saying “Look at that son of a bitch go”, later he was remarked to say to the crew “My God what have we done?”

They were 9 miles (14.5 kms) from the devastated city of Hiroshima and the crew could clearly see the ascending fireball billowing up, still swirling around in a cloud of thick white smoke. 

Far below the city was shrouded in a pall of thick grey-black dust, with flashes of red and orange flames sprouting up everywhere.

Colonel Paul Tibbets recalled “Below the surface was like a barrel of black boiling tar, where once there had been a city”. 

The crew of the B-29, were now heading back to Tinian, at 360 miles from the blast they could still see the massive awesome mushroom cloud in the distance. The mission accomplished, the killing done, the destruction over, the desolation evident, the Memory Never forgotten…!!! 

The Horrific Legacy of Death

The destructive power of this awesome force was incomprehensible for it killed between 75, 000 and a 100, 000 people in a split second…another 70, 000 suffered terrible injuries from radiation burns, sadly and tragically 20, 000 children were killed…without fail, without mercy, with-out compassion.

The after effects of this terrible weapon on the people of Hiroshima was devastating, it would reap terrifying consequences upon the population there. 

Thousands upon thousands would have to endure not only the horrific injuries from radiation sickness, burns, leukaemia, and many other forms of cancers, but the suffering in all its inflicted agony would not leave them until they died. 

For many years to come this would be the continual suffering and horror to the inhabitants of Hiroshima causing untold numbers of deaths. 

The terrible truth was about to dawn regarding the dropping of the bomb, for in 1968 the Japanese Broadcasting Corporation concluded, that between 240, 000 and 270, 000 citizens of Hiroshima had either been killed outright or had died horrifically of radiation sickness within five years.

Very Serious questions were now being asked by all those that gave their consent to drop the bomb, the most important was…”Will it end the war?”           

Military Commanders of all the U.S. Forces, as well as hundreds of thousands of soldiers now on stand-by ready to invade Japan waited in great anticipation and fear, as to whether the war would now end or not.

If it was now finished, then they could all go home, if not they would have to face the suicidal Japanese on the soil of their own homeland. The losses to both of these opposing forces would have been incalculable if a confrontation would now have to be fought.                                                    

President Harry Truman on hearing the success of the mission commented, “This is the greatest thing in history”. He also broadcast to the American nation on August 7th, saying  “If they, the Japanese do not now accept our terms, they may expect a rain of ruin from the air of which has never been seen on this earth”.

These words threatened the total destruction to another city of Japan, and possibly if no surrender was ever forthcoming the complete destruction of all Japan.

The Japanese Imperial Army and even the Emperor himself knew of the terrible destruction that had resulted in the use of this bomb on Hiroshima, despite the horrific deaths caused to their own people, they adamantly still refused to surrender. 

These words of warning from the President were not heeded at all by the powerful military commanders in Japan, for they could have stopped this at once, but chose not to do so.

By their stubborn and absolute refusal to surrender, the Japanese had already committed themselves to another phase of ultimate annihilation to another Japanese city and its population, and so it was to be, that another bomb would now have to be dropped.                                                                                                                           

The target had already been chosen. The B-29 and its crew ready, the bomb loaded on, they waited for the “Go”.

The “Fat Man” Brings Desolation

On August 9th 1945, Major Charles W. Sweeney, pilot of the B-29 super-fortress named “Boskscar”, lifted off the runway of Tinian island at 03.45 a.m in the morning, the dawn heralded a bright day ahead, as the B 29 soared into the blue skies high above 

His mission was the dropping of another “Armageddon” bomb, which was ordered only three days after the absolute devastation of Hiroshima.

The Plutonium bomb that his B-29 was carrying was called “Fat Man” it was a bulbous in shape, 10’ 8” long (3.25 mts) and 5 feet (1.5 mts) in diameter and weighed a colossal 10, 000 lbs (4540 kgs). This one was loaded with its 20, 000 tonnes of T.N.T. and far more destructive than the Hiroshima Uranium bomb. 

The B-29, expecting a rendezvous with two other observation aircraft circled for fifteen minutes waiting for them, when they failed to arrive Sweeney made the decision to carry on to the target.

As the plane circled high above the primary target of Kokura at an altitude of approximately 30, 000 feet it suddenly came into view through the cloud cover, but as the B-29 neared the city his bomb-aimer had no clear view of the designated target point “X” and informed the pilot. However, as heavy cloud cover now blocked the view completely and ruled out a visual target, Sweeney decided to try, after three abortive runs it proved impossible to see, so Sweeney made the decision to head for the next pre-arranged target. Sweeney hurled the big B-29 in a southwesterly direction towards the secondary target of…Nagasaki…about 100 miles away.      

There had been two earlier air-raid warnings screeching across the city, one at 07.50 a.m. which was a U.S. weather plane on its usual flight, the second was the same aircraft five minutes later.

The population had sufficient time to run to the near by air-raid shelters in the hillsides, but little did anyone take any notice, the all clear was sounded and life carried on the same as before. 

The B-29 closed in on the city targeted below, at an altitude of 28,900 feet (8800 mts) a break in the cloud cover was seen, the bomb-aimer radioed a message to the pilot that the target was clearly visible, his orders were to drop the bomb when target confirmed. The bomb-aimer lined up the “X” in his sights, flicked the switch to release it and the highly destructive “Fat Man” dropped from the bomb bay and hurtled far to the ground below, the massive plane rose in the sky immediately the bomb was released. As the bulbous bomb fell to earth it suddenly slowed up, the parachute had deployed, the  “Armageddon Bomb” slowly descended towards the unsuspecting population below.

Sweeney hurled the massive B-29 aircraft in the direction of Okinawa, and headed far away from the upcoming expected fireball.

At precisely 11.01.a.m, and at a height of 1,650 feet (500 mts) above the city, the “Fat Man” exploded in a ferocious fireball of destruction, as with the Hiroshima bomb the expected destruction was unbelievably devastating. Acting in much the same horrific way as the Uranium bomb, this Plutonium bomb proved far more destructive.                                                                                    

Despite its greater power, the surrounding hills of Nagasaki contained the immense blast within the city, nonetheless, the destruction was vast and flattened the northern part of the city, killing 35, 000 people. 

The scenes were very similar to Hiroshima and just as horrific, directly below the explosion where the fireball hit the earth thousands were instantly vapourized on the spot, the many thousands nearer to the blast center had skin and flesh melt from their bodies and died a terrifying, agonizing death. 

In the proximity of the blast hundreds of young and old were completely stripped of clothing, the terrible flash of searing heat had burnt their clothes off and seared their skin to the bone, so terribly that it hung from them like sheets of paper, falling from their red raw bodies in ragged strips.

Hundreds were found burnt to a cinder, their disfigured bodies piled up like charcoal, as they had tried to escape the terrifying blast.                                                                                  

Those who felt the force of the blast were flung hundreds of yards, their bodies crashing into walls and buildings, breaking them apart leaving them in grotesque shapes and forms, they could hardly be recognized as humans…who had only a few minutes before were happily walking the streets, shopping, and talking to friends. 

So terrible was this scene of utter carnage, utter desolation, and destruction, that death was everywhere, the smell of burnt flesh filled the air, choking and sickening.

Fortunately this city was not as populated as Hiroshima, and the vast expanse of water around the city helped to prevent the severe firestorms that raged from destroying more houses. 

Later the Japanese recalculated the amount killed, confirming the death toll was 87, 000, killed, but in later years it was confirmed that more that 100, 000 had been instantly killed, tens of thousands were killed by horrific burns, many more tens of thousands suffered until they died from the horrific traumas of radiation sickness, cancers, and terrible agonizing burns. 

It was estimated in the 1960’s that the casualty figures from these two horrific Atomic Bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki eventually killed over 400, 000 people, other estimates put the figure as high as 500, 000 including those who would in later years die from the serious injuries suffered, radiation sickness, and genetic diseases.  

Japan Bows to Surrender

After two of the most horrific “Armageddon” bombs that had ever been dropped by man killing tens of thousands of Japanese in a massive fireball within seconds, the Japanese Government realized that if they did not accept total surrender then more of these terrifying weapons could wipe out the whole of their country.

So it was decided that a total surrender was offered to the American Forces, on the morning of September 2nd 1945, an official document was signed on the deck of the battleship U.S.S Missouri in Tokyo bay, by Foreign Minister Mamoru Shigemitsu and General Umezu for Japan, and by General Douglas Macarthur and Admiral Chester W. Nimitz, for the United States, and by Admiral Bruce Fraser for Britain and by General Thomas Blamey for Australia. Their signatures on the document now officially declared the total surrender of Japan and a final end to hostilities in the Pacific.

To conclude the signing of the peace agreement and surrender, officials of Japan, America, Britain, and Australia stood on the deck and watched a massive fly-past of over 2, 000 Allied planes, roaring overhead.

This was to signify and officially announce by the Allied Forces that… The Second World War…had finally come to an end.  

The last words spoken by General Macarthur to all those on board the Missouri, then broadcast around the world were…”It is indeed my earnest hope and indeed the hope of all mankind, that from this solemn occasion a better world shall emerge out of the blood and carnage of the past”…!!!

These last and final words spoken about the horrific, destructive, brutal world war that had minutes before officially just ended, would now give mankind the hope that it could now and should live up to the words spoken… only if the world would listen and take notice…only time would tell.

The Destroyer of World’s

The world would never forget the terror of these two most destructive weapons of aerial warfare.

Mankind would never forget the two cities of Japan...Hiroshima and Nagasaki…they would be branded on the conscience of mankind forever, as reminders of the truly destructive, devastating, despicable bombs ever invented and used by man. 

As physicist, scientist, and creator of these terrifying weapons, Dr Robert Oppenheimer, after seeing the effects of the testing of his first Atomic bomb at White Sands, New Mexico on July16th 1945, and witnessing the utter destructive force that completely destroyed two cities of Japan…Took these sacred words from the Hindu text, The Bhagavad Gita (Song of God) and said to reporters…”I Have Become Death, The Destroyer of Worlds”

When asked if he had any moral scruples about the loss of life due to the Atomic Bombs created by him, he replied…”Yes, Terrible Ones”. 

This one man took it upon himself to declare the advent of the nuclear age when every human being walking the earth would be entombed by fear for generations to come. Dr Robert Oppenheimer died at the age of 63, no doubt still believing in his own words that he himself had become “The Destroyer of Worlds”.

Hitler’s Final Plan’s

Hitler had no intention whatsoever of giving up his fanatical ambition of destroying London. Even when his very last V2 terror weapons had been destroyed by the Allied forces, he had already planned his next move. 

The German High Command, in it’s utter despair had far more wicked and evil intentions for their V2 rockets, their plan was to eventually use V2 war-heads filled with bacteria, thus beginning the age of “Germ Warfare” against their enemies.

A thoroughly most evil and deadlier use was very strongly considered, filling the V2 rockets warheads with radio-active waste, creating the same horrifying effects that the Atomic bomb had caused to the people of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, unbearable agony and suffering for those contaminated by radiation sickness which finally killed them.

With their interests already in operation regarding “Nuclear Fission”, the final act of world domination for Hitler would have been without doubt to launch nuclear strikes against all his enemies.                                                                                                                                  

If Hitler’s mad scientists had perfected the use of Uranium or Plutonium, in producing an Atomic Bomb, Hitler certainly, would have held the world to ransom, with his horrific weapons of mass destruction. 

The Abyss that was spoken of would not only have included the German people, but Hitler would have had no compunction, remorse, or guilt, in destroying the world and taking everyone into the Abyss with him!

The Final Judgement

Hess, Himmler, Bormann, Speer, Ley, Streicher, Keitel, Goring, Frank, Jodl, Kaltenbrunner, Rosenberg, Frick, Donitz, Heydrich, Von Papen, Sauckel, Eichmann…to name but a few of Hitler’s Henchmen, All are notorious, All are guilty, All are accountable in their bloodguilt for the killing and murdering of millions, all knew of Hitler’s requirements for the “Final Solution” the annihilation of the Jews.

There could Never be any excuse concocted, or lies and deceit reasoned upon in their defense for the wholesale slaughter of over…40, 000, 000 million civilians, 22, 000, 000 Chinese, 21, 000, 000 million Russians, 7, 000, 000 million Polish, 6, 000, 000 million Jews, and the horrific slaughter of over 95, 000, 000 million at the wars end from every country around the globe.

Only a very, very few of the thousands of Hitler’s loyal, faithful, devoted, Nazi murderers, would receive “justice” in one way or another for their “Crimes Against Humanity”…

Reinhard Heydrich, a ruthless Nazi feared by many including his own S.S, and known as “The Butcher of Praque”, would not face the hangman, he was assassinated by two British trained Czech Agents, sent to kill him in 1942. 

His car was attacked and a grenade thrown in which exploded causing the fibres and packing from the seat to penetrate his back and seriously injure him, he suffered in agony for days until he died from blood poisoning, which was caused by the attack.

In revenge for his killing, the town of Lidice was chosen to suffer horrific and terrible reprisals as most of the inhabitants were lined up and shot by S.S. Squads. The town was then burnt to the ground. 

Some would be justly and rightly executed on the final day, others cheated the hangman…Like Reichsfuhrer - S.S, Heinrich Himmler, Head of the dreaded and notorious S.S. While trying to make his own peace and escape justice dressed as an ordinary German soldier, he was recognized and captured by the British, while under arrest he bit on a cyanide pill and was dead in minutes.

Hermann Goring, Head of the Luftwaffe who cowardly could not face his executioners and took cyanide poison. They cheated the Hangman, cheated the Jews, and cheated the World, for their abhorrent evil crimes.

The End of the Fuhrer

Adolf Hitler, the man with the funny little moustache firmly believed that some higher force had saved his life during the “Great War”, and it had also saved him from the bullet fired by the police that killed his friend in Munich in 1923. 

That same man, the Fuhrer had stood so arrogantly on the podium before his thousands of followers at the Nuremberg rally in 1935, shaking his fist and shouting demonic utterances, gesticulating to the crowds with grandiose hand movements, declaring defiantly during his speech his plans for the nation, and how he would bring to ruin all those in opposition to him. 

He was completely deluded into believing that he had been destined to rule as “The Leader of the German Nation”, and that his Nazi Regime would rule for “A Thousand Years”. 

Now this man with the funny little moustache was reduced to a quivering physical and nervous wreck, as he paced the corridors deep below in his Fuhrerbunker, under the Reich Chancellery.

This was now the reality, a far different world from what he expected it to be, his massive Armies had been destroyed, his glorious Lufwaffe decimated, the Navy was lost.

His last efforts to hold back the Russian and Allied advance, was to find all those that could defend the capital, he knew the fanatical die-hard Waffen SS troops would fight to the bitter end, but more people were needed.  

He had already formed the Volkssturm (People’s Guard) in October 1944, and all able-bodied men aged between 16 and 60 were called up, Hitler’s orders were now to use them all. These combined with the Hitler Youth formed a formidable small army of volunteers, but as intense fighting continued all around the outskirts and suburbs of Berlin, thousands were killed. 

Hitler now demanded that every man and boy fight to defend the capital, many came forward, mostly men over 60 years old who delighted in using the Panzerfaust to destroy enemy tanks, and hundreds of boys as young as 11 and 12 years old, some wore the Nazi uniform with rolled up sleeves and trousers as they were far too big for them, others wore the German tin helmet that slipped over their tiny heads. 

Cameras rolled as Hitler took his last ever stroll outside his bunker to commend these boys for their bravery as they lined up to meet him, he patted some on the head and stroked their cheeks, chatted to them like some elderly grandfather would do, he said his goodbye’s and the boys marched out into the battlefield of Berlin’s streets, armed and ready to kill and die for their Fuhrer.

The Allied and Russian soldiers were amazed when they were confronted by these “schoolboys” tiny in stature firing at them with machine-guns and rifles trying to kill them, but despite their size and age they were they the sworn enemy and had to be stopped, in their attempted acts of bravery in the defence of the city, most of these young boys would all soon be dead.

The Allied Armies had stormed across Germany from the west in there thousands, capturing all his beloved towns and cities, and were now on the outskirts of Berlin. 

From the east the Russian hordes plundered everything in sight, killing and raping his women, totally destroying everything, and were now above his bunker fighting in the Reich Chancellery.   

Now he feared that the Russians that surrounded his bunker would capture him, his life now hung in the balance. 

Hitler’s very own illusions were that once his domination of the earth had succeeded, that his German nation, his people, and his Glorious Third Reich, should rule for “A Thousand Years”, yet for Hitler himself, his henchmen, and followers, the end had undeniably and humiliatingly come.

More so for the people of Germany to witness the total downfall of all they had believed in, for they had been the ones who had stood in their millions, cheering, waving, and giving the Hitler salute in pure unadulterated devotion, and loyalty to their beloved Fuhrer. The whole nation would now suffer the indignation, humiliation, and desecration of their once strong and powerful “Fatherland” at the hands of the Russians, who now wanted total retribution for the suffering and murdering of their own people. The once great and mighty “Third Reich”…would only last a few more hours.             

On the night of 28-29 April 1945, he had heard the news that his trusted Reichsfuhrer S.S. Himmler had tried to negotiate a peace with the Allies, Hitler furious that he had been betrayed knew that defeat was now inevitable.

His loyal and very trusted friend Hermann Goring had sent a message to Hitler that he would take over control of the German people. Hitler was completely outraged that these his faithful followers from the very beginning, had betrayed him, and his own desperate dreams, illusions, and desires had deserted him like his supposed devoted friends.

He had already planned what he intended to do, but his own wedding in the bunker to his devoted mistress Eva Braun came first, on that same evening a short service was held by one of Goebbel’s staff, as they were pronounced man and wife, guests were invited to celebrate. The mood was somber as the couple received congratulatory messages from everyone.

Outside the fury of the shelling like thunder continued in the streets as Soviet forces fought to the bitter death with fanatical S.S. troops. Deep in the bunker the frightening explosions above were heard as mere thudding sounds, echoing against the thick concrete walls. Those inside were very afraid.

The atmosphere in the Fuhrerbunker was like a twilight world with a strange mixture of fear, happiness, and a longing to try and escape, some were getting drunk on the champagne supplied for the wedding, others were singing as if they would enjoy the last few hours before the Russians “broke down the door” and killed them all.

Army Generals came rushing in and out of the bunker fearful and flustered asking for orders as to what to do, others left with the hope of evading the Soviets and escaping the city, if they were caught a shot in the head was all they would get, no mercy would be shown at all, to any or all Nazi’s by the Russians.

But for Hitler and his new wife, the end was very near. They had resigned themselves to a suicide pact, and decided to carry it out soon. Hitler gave explicit orders to his Generals there that his body and that of his wife Eva’s should be taken out and burnt in the garden, and on no account let the Russians find them. 

Hitler gave his chauffer instructions to get cans of petrol, meanwhile Hitler said his farewells to Goebbels, Bormann, and others of his staff including his loyal secretaries who remained with him, and had not fled like some others. Hitler’s favourite and beloved Alsatian dog, Blondi had been given poison and was dead.

On April 30th 1945, Hitler and Eva retired to the Fuhrer suite, their composure was good although they knew the end had come, a few minutes later at 03.30 p.m. in the afternoon a shot rang out, to those who heard it, it came as a sudden shock that their beloved Fuhrer was dead.

It is believed that at the same moment he pulled the trigger and shot himself, he and Eva crushed cyanide capsules between their teeth.

Adolf Hitler, this man with the funny little moustache was at last dead, saved in the “Great War”, saved in Munich, he thought by fate or by some unknown superior force that he would be saved again during his last moments of despair. Hitler was very much mistaken, as a fanatic, obsessive, megalomaniac, dreamer, and murderer of millions, it was too late as he lay dead on a couch in his bunker   

Both their bodies were taken to the Chancellery garden and dropped into a ditch, petrol was poured over them and the bodies set on fire. This most evil satanic motivated murderer of millions that had ever lived upon this earth now lay burning in a ditch, he was now in the Abyss, justice for mankind had been done…But Never Forgotten..!!!  

As Germany lay in ruins and completely destroyed, the people of Berlin were frightened for their lives as the Russian hordes came and pillaged, raped, burnt and stole everything they could find, there was no food, electricity, gas, or water. Across Germany the same destruction was apparent in every city.

These words come immediately to mind that were sent by letter to Field Marshal Paul von Hindenburg from his faithful friend from “The Great War”, Field Marshal Eric von Ludendorff, way back in 1933, when Hitler had just been made Chancellor of Germany… “ I prophesy to you solemnly, that this accursed man will take our Reich into the abyss”. These words of prophecy it seems had undoubtedly come true, for the whole of Germany now lay in the abyss of destruction and desolation.   

Such was their dream of the “Thousand Year Reign” of the Nazi Regime!

Josef Goebbles the propaganda minister, and his wife Martha both staunch Nazi’s until the end, poisoned their beautiful six children, then killed themselves with cyanide, and like Hitler ordered that their bodies be burnt outside in the Chancellery garden, which they were.

Only few, of The High Officials and Generals of the Nazi Party were executed, many received pitiful insulting sentences, were imprisoned for a few years for their horrific, calculated, barbaric crimes, then freed to carry on with their lives. This “justice” shocked beyond belief those who had suffered under their tyrannical regime for many years.

Of the thousands of the barbaric and despicable S.S. who meted out horrific beatings, unbelievably sadistic torture, terrible suffering, and cold blooded murder of every description which they carried out with relish, pleasure, and gratification, suddenly became fearful when faced with those demanding they pay for their crimes. 

Blatant as cowards they discarded their black uniforms, decorated with their awards from the Fuhrer, disguised themselves as mere soldiers, and blended in with the hundreds of thousands of German prisoners of war, fearful of their lives if caught, and eventually escaped to freedom. 

Some American soldiers when entering the “Hell” at Dachau death camp were utterly shocked into disbelief at what they were confronted with, thousands of human emaciated skeletons shuffling around, hundreds piled up grotesquely in death, were so filled with outrage and hatred caught the remaining S.S. guards, and without any questions, remorse, or guilt, or pleadings…Shot them on the spot, this was the justice needed for their heinous, atrocious, despicably evil crimes…!!!   

Over 20, 000 Nazis who had connections with the ODESSA were spirited away via Italy to South America and other foreign lands to live out their last days with their families, friends and loved ones in peace and freedom. 

Josef Mengele, the dreaded Nazi doctor called the “Angel of Death” at Auschwitz, caused unimaginable agony and suffering to the Jews. He carried out every type of horrific medical and surgical experiments on girls and twins without anaesthetic. He delighted in the results achieved, ignoring the pain, agony, suffering and deaths he caused. He would escape the hangman by fleeing to South America.

Klaus Barbie “The Butcher of Lyons” (France) responsible for the torture and murder of dozens of French Resistance members, fled to South America and finally ended up in Bolivia. In wasn’t until 1983 at the request of the French government he was extradited to return to France and face war crimes, after four long years of being on trial he was judged guilty of “War Crimes” and sentenced to life imprisonment. 

Franz Stangl, S.S. Commandant of Treblinka extermination camp, was responsible for the deaths of millions, was arrested by the Americans in 1945. Interrogators didn’t realize he was at Treblinka so he became a P.O.W for two years, later he was transferred to Linz prison, Austria, where he escaped from a work party in 1948, and fled to Syria then on to Brazil in South America.   

Always at the Fuhrer’s side was fanatical Nazi Martin Bormann, he apparently fled to South America, but later evidence showed that he may have been killed as he tried escape the bunker and flee Berlin. 

Adolf Eichmann, Gestapo official who was devoted to eliminating Europe of all Jews, was indirectly responsible for “The Final Solution”, in the killing of millions by organizing all the transports to the death camps, escaped to Buenos Aires at the end of the war. Believing he was safe he lived an easy life using the name of Ricardo Klement, until Israeli Mossad secret agents tracked him down in 1960 and kidnapped him, put him on a flight to Israel where he was found guilty and executed 

Benito Mussolini the strutting and despicable Dictator of Italy, was caught while trying to escape with his mistress Clara Petacci and was captured by C.N.L. Partisans. 

On April 28th 1945, they were taken by car that stopped en route, dragged out and both shot in the head. Their bodies were then taken to Milan, both bodies were horribly disfigured and showed every sign of being beaten repeatedly were finally and strung by the ankles from a lamppost. Mussolini, “iL Duce”, the arrogant Fascist leader was humiliated in death by the thousands who came to jeer at his dangling corpse, one woman fired five bullets into his dangling body as retribution for Mussolini killing five of her sons.

Some received the retribution for their crimes, others pleaded “Not Guilty” and were imprisoned for a short time, then freed.

Such was the “justice” meted out at the Nuremberg trials, which was an insult beyond all comprehension to mankind, and especially the Jewish Nation.  

If other countries had, had their way, and they spoke it freely at the Nuremberg trials…then “ALL” those in the dock, including ALL those members and associates of the S.S. when found, arrested, or captured, should have been executed either by the hangman or firing squad…”Without Question”…!!!

It was never to be like this at all, Western powers wanted the world to see that their “justice” was fair, right, and true…It wasn’t at all…!!!

One Man’s Fight For Justice

Only very, very few in comparison to the many thousands of ardent Nazi followers, Nazi murderers, and Nazi war criminals were ever brought to justice, received sentences, or were ever found. They would be forgotten, they would escape all retribution for their despicable crimes, those who collaborated with and joined the Nazi’s in the murder of few, or millions, would be lost in history.

Most would live the rest of their days in peace with their loved ones, and families, live to see their grandchildren grow in their old age, and enjoy a full and happy life.

Millions had fought and died to deliver this world from Nazi oppression, the same millions had fought for Freedom and Justice in during “The Great War”, it all seemed to no avail.                                                              

In a world that had suffered so horrifically at the murderous hands of the hated Nazis that justice would be carried out however long it would take, but it wasn’t or ever to be so.

World leaders wanted to get on with the peace and forget the horror, misery, suffering, and forget the millions that had been killed and murdered and those accountable for it. 

They had conveniently forgotten about the five years of “Hell on Earth” that had encompassed the globe killing over, 95, 000, 000 people during this…Second World War.

A man would rise from the horrors inflicted upon his own people to Bravely and Heroically carry the torch of justice for the 6, 000, 000 million Jews that had been murdered so horrifically, that were lying in their graves who could not uphold their cause for justice to mankind, for the terrible suffering they had been subjected to.

This Brave man Simon Wiesenthal, who lost most of his own family in the deaths camps, rose from the terror and horror that he himself endured at the hands of the most evil regime on earth, he championed the cause of those millions of his brothers and sisters that perished in the death camps, he heard their cries from the grave for justice, and he would never allow it to rest all the time the so called “justice” on the Nazi murderers, remained unpunished.

He resolved in his heart and soul with determination and Courage to track down every last Nazi that he could find and bring them to Justice, for the last and final time. He and his faithful few of loyal followers did just that, bringing some of the most barbaric Nazi’s back to face the Justice, they so deserved.  

For those left to remember the horrific treatment and murder of their loved ones, nothing would ever erase the horror, there would never be any peace in their minds and hearts, only that for the rest of their days they would have to face the nightmares, horrific memories, deep sorrow, utter despair and untold grief…That would follow them to their graves.

We today are left with this nightmare to endure for the rest of our days, it cannot escape us, but only haunt us for eternity for the disgraceful acts of murder committed by those whom we believed were like us.   

Those 6, 000, 000 Jews…men, women, children, and babies that were systematically and brutally rounded up, beaten, herded into cattle wagons, forced into gas chambers, thrown into furnaces and burnt to ashes, then scattered onto the earth, will be our legacy to the horror that man can inflict upon man, as surely and certainly it did happen again, and no one, not even the world powers wanted to stop it. Man will lead man once again into the Abyss as before…like an unseen evil force taking control of our lives and of our destruction, as we all follow like sheep to the slaughter headlong into a horrific oblivion.  

The Legacy Left For Us

The self same idea was used in the First World War, when “one single bomb” was dropped from a plane onto the troops below, causing few deaths.

The same idea was used in the Second World War, when “one single bomb” was dropped from a plane, but indiscriminately killing hundreds of thousands in one awesome, terrifying, destructive blast.

Such was the savage and evil effects of this “New Age of Aerial Warfare”.                     

These “Doomsday Bombs” or ”Armageddon Bombs”…”Apocalypse Bombs”…whatever one wishes to call them, were now in the hands of mankind, who could use them for revenge or to gain world domination.

This terrible reminder would haunt mankind forever, this menace of total world annihilation, would hold mankind to ransom, in great fear, deep anxiety, and sheer terror…For Decades to Come…!!! 

Most certainly and without any doubt…Man had learned many lessons from “The First World War”, disappointingly and tragically not lessons of Peace, but far more determined acts of war. 

The most horrific, devastating, and brutal war that had ever been fought in mankind’s history with over….95, 000, 000 killed…The Second World War…was over at long terrible last, the nations “again” as in “World War One”, were in utter jubilation that it had ended, and the world sighed with relief.

Millions of fighting men returned home to see their loved ones, as well as the millions of refugees in every corner of the earth on the long road home in a desperate hope of finding loved ones and families, the legacy left was utter turmoil for the nations of the earth.

The British Gift to Russia

In 1946, as an act of friendship the British government presented the Russians with 40 newly engineered Rolls Royce highly developed jet engines, these unknown to the British were to be used later in conflict that put mankind again on the brink of war.

It could hardly be believed, conceived or understood that with the horrendous losses of the “The Great War” with over 9, 000, 000 being killed, and the devastation and brutal murder of over 95, 000, 000 killed in the Second War, that man had learnt absolutely nothing at all, for now confronting mankind was two most powerful nations on earth, they stood in complete opposition to each other, the East versus the West, in all the arrogance that they could muster in defiance of each other, and in the last and final act of gaining world domination the “Cold War” as Churchill had proclaimed had begun…and the Nations of the earth would hold its breathe for the next forty five years, in a final hope that neither power would “press the button”…!!!

Only seven years after the end of the Second World War, in distant Asia, on the 38th parallel in North Korea the American forces would be embroiled in a conflict that brought mankind to the near total destruction of mankind…”The Third World War”. 

Man had created the atomic bomb and used it horrifically twice on Japan, now the powers that ruled with great superiority over the earth, the Americans and Russians both had “The Armageddon Bomb”.

Even the thought of using nuclear weapons was mentioned by superior forces as a means to end the Korean war, but as this realization was being pondered over, the Chinese sent 500, 000 soldiers to back their Communists allies the North Koreans, the war grew more threatening day by day.

For it was said “Let the sleeping tiger lie, for if he is awakened then he will wake with a terrible vengeance”.

As the war progressed the fighter pilots of Britain and America fought aerial battles in their own supremely effective sabre jet fighters, but when the Russians began to back North Korea with their newly designed Russian Mig fighters and pilots they took the lead, there were tremendous losses for the Allies, little known was the fact the Russian Mig’s were using the same jet engines that Britain had so generously given them in 1946…The Allied planes were being shot down by enemy aircraft with the Rolls-Royce jet engines in them…such is the irony of war…!!! 

The war in Korea would finally end with many losses, but future wars would engulf many other nations in their own fight for survival and power. No lessons were learnt from the past major wars, but only that man would continue in his own selfish desire for power…whatever the cost…whatever the price…whatever the losses. 

Tragically the same motivations that had blinded the Generals in the “Great War” would continue to plague mankind again in the coming years, as if lead by some evil unseen force, the nations of the earth would allow themselves to be slowly dragged into the abyss…!!!  

Is This The End of Days…?

The United Nations Organisation was established on October 24th 1945, in every hope of bringing peace to the world through dialogue and mutual agreement between the superpowers, and to any nations that was under the threat of war. Once again they repeated the same words that their predecessor “The League of Nations” did when they were set-up on April 28th 1919, the intentions were sincere and honorable, but men would rise to power again and again, to disrupt the stability of the world and throw it into chaos and uncertainty.  

Churchill had stated very clearly after the end of the Second War, on March 6th 1946, that an “Iron Curtain” would descend between the east and the west, between Russia and America and her Allies. 

It would usher in a “Cold War” for the nations of the earth, as the two greatest superpowers vied for control. 

On July 14th 1949, the Soviet Union exploded its first atomic bomb and it proved very successful. 

This gigantic power now had the means to confront the Americans or any nation on earth with this horrifically destructive “Armageddon” bomb. 

In the 1960’s “The Cuban Missile Crisis” had the whole world holding its breath in a fear never experienced before by mankind. The fight for power between the “king of the North and the king of the 

South” the American’s and Russians, brought mankind to the brink of World War III. 

The Russians had established missile bases in Cuba, only 60 odd miles from the American mainland of Florida. From Cuba any missile could be directed to any city in the United States and destroyed within seconds. It was beyond any doubt a very serious threat that could not be ignored by the United States. It was a military standoff that brought the world perilously close, once again to the edge of the abyss. The nuclear clock was ticking…”five minutes to midnight”…that is how close it became before total nuclear war.

The whole world was gripped in fear and anguish, and prepared themselves for the sirens to scream out their own warning “song of death” for mankind…as nuclear weapons were ready to be unleashed against each other…!!!

Verbal confrontations took place between the President of the U.S.A, John F. Kennedy, and the Leader of the Soviet Union, Nikita Kruschev.

Many other men of powerful standing as peacemakers in the world, tried desperately to intervene and toiled eagerly in peace talks with both world leaders, hoping and praying that one or the other would back down from the inevitable situation of world destruction that was facing mankind. 

Each country was put on a full state of preparedness for war, the Government in England printed and distributed pamphlets and books instructing householders in pictures and words, as what to do and what precautions to take in the event of a nuclear attack. 

It was indeed very serious and very frightening as to what the eventuality of this outcome would be, everyone took heed of the warnings and waited to see what would prevail in the coming days or weeks, as all mankind stood on the edge of the abyss and …waited.

If the two world leaders did not come to any a peaceful agreement, and should either of them press the “Red Button” first, then it would most assuredly become an uncontrollable world war, and all mankind would be hurled into the abyss…!!!   

As the days passed, the two leaders of the world’s biggest superpowers reached an agreed settlement. 

The world cried with relief never experienced before, the military stood down and life continued for a little while longer in relative peace.

The race was now on to stock up the arsenals of each others military might, by designing and producing far more destructive nuclear weapons than anyone could ever imagine. It came to such a stark and frightening realization in the 1970’s and 1980’s, that both the superpowers had enough nuclear missiles to destroy this earth and everything upon it, several times over. 

So horrendous, unimaginable, and unbelievably frightening that this statement was made, that these two superpowers held in their arsenal of weapons such an incredible amount of nuclear power, that they had an equivalent of 25 kgs of T.N.T, for each, man, woman, and child walking the earth…!!! 

It was staggering and horrific to even contemplate let alone even try to imagine. 

As the years went by far greater nuclear bombs were designed, produced, and tested…with far, far greater destructive power than the ones dropped on Japan. 

It was a frightening development that continued between Russia and America, they both held the world, its people, the future of civilization to ransom in the coming years.

The “Cold War” was also a war of Intelligence, Russia, Britain, America and other countries had secret agents scattered all around the globe, it was a world of espionage and using highly sophisticated listening devices, in space there were satellites beaming down information to the superpowers, as suspicions increased against each other dramatically with the threat of another World War always on their minds. 

World domination has never decreased in the eyes of man, they have always since times beginning been driven to attain to it, and force their oppressive rule upon they who are its subjects. 

In fact since the very early days of man being on the earth a succession of World Powers has continued through the centuries, the very first world power that ruled was…Egyptian, followed by Assyrian, Babylonian, Medo-Persian, Grecian, Roman, and in our day the Anglo-American.

Since 1914, the date set in man’s history that changed the world forever with the advent of “The First World War” would become a turning point either for the benefit of man or his downfall in the coming years that followed it. The horror that came upon the earth since that date has bewildered mankind ever since, even down to our day in 2008 as we confront the dramatic changes inflicted upon the earth by man, either by the wars and killing that continue, the terrorism that holds us all in the grip of fear, or the climate change that could herald the demise of man from this beautiful planet that we live on. 

The answer is there somewhere, we have to use our wisdom and understanding to find it…whatever our hope is.

1983…On The Brink of World War Three…!!!

This is a frightening and incredible account of the undeniable truth of how close we all came to a Third World War in 1983.

American Military Officials, Russian Commanders and some of those who partook in the events in 2008,openly admit that they were on the brink of a “World War Three” in November of that year, without even really knowing it…!!!  

While the world carried on with the pleasures and enjoyment of life in 1983, little did anyone comprehend or even imagine that the threat of “World War III” or “Nuclear Armageddon” could have been sparked off within minutes during that year.

During the Cuban Missile Crisis…the nuclear clock had reached “5 Minutes to Midnight”, it was that close to the stage of assured destruction by nuclear war between Russia and America, that…”The World Shook With Fear”.

The events that now follow in this account, were so very threatening for all mankind that the nuclear clock had reached…”1 Minute to Midnight”, this is the closest time in man’s history that an imminent destruction by nuclear war of this planet became so very, very real and calamitous for us all…!!!  

A very strange and frightening series of events occurred during that year that indicated very strongly to the Russians, that the Western powers intended to attack the Soviet Union by using nuclear missiles. Their own exaggerated fears of this growing paranoia spread like a cancer, and seemed to develop and grow beyond all reason, and started to undermine the apparent stability of the world. 

What ever controlled the Soviet Leaders began to lead them down a path into the “unknown” as these unusually bizarre events began to take place. 1983, promoted the greatest threat to humankind…and none of us really knew…!!!

American President Ronald Reagan was in the White House, Margaret Thatcher was in Number 10 Downing Street, and Yuri Andropov head of the KGB, was in the Kremlin.

This terrifying series of events started off very simply and innocently, it had been taking place in the same usual manner for years previously with no thought or consequence, it was all taken lightly by all those involved, and those who stood, watched…and listened in.

The terrible reality of this account is that it could so easily happen again and not come to any halt as very fortunately this real threat does in 1983, but continue into the realms of total destruction for mankind, just by a simple error of judgment or misinterpreting the events taking place. 

In November 1983, High-Ranking NATO military officials from across Europe and North America, descended into a secret underground nuclear bunker in Belgium to take part in an annual communications exercise codenamed “Able Archer”, that in practice only rehearsed events that would lead up to a “Nuclear Armageddon” between the superpowers America and Russia. 

There were no massed troops, no fighter and bomber aircraft, and no tanks or vehicles involved, it was in fact a “war” written on sheets of paper and discussed over the airwaves, little could anyone ever imagine that this “Paper War “ nearly led to the total annihilation of mankind…!!!  

In fact it was a simple routine command post exercise, a massive “War Game” played out simply to test communications, but all those participating took every detail, message, call, very seriously as if this “event” was actually taking place. The signals regiments and operatives drove out to the many different scattered military outposts mainly in Western Germany, to “man” the telephones and practice sending messages to each other from specially prepared military documents and scripts.                                       

From these outposts their signals would be sent to the main military NATO command bunker in Belgium, then forwarded on to others in the “Game” via radio transmission, checking and testing their reactions as events began to unfold. 

The communications transmitted and received were choking the airwaves as this exercise began to be played out all across Western Europe, as if there was a real threat from an opposing country.

But the same procedure was always carried out for this “Game”. 

This was the proposed scenario  …It began with a diplomatic incident, then escalated into a full scale military invasion of Europe by Soviet Forces, then preparations were made to expect this imaginary attack and how the NATO forces stationed there would deal with it, and on the very last day this  “Game” would be played out as if a “Third World War” or a  “Nuclear Armageddon” was now in progress with “Fake” missiles being launched against each others countries. 

Once all the scripts from this “Paper War” had been carefully adhered to and the final outcome established, then “Game Over” was called, they could pack up all their papers and equipment and all go home.

The ordinary man in the street had absolutely no idea of the consequences involved, unbeknown to the majority of Europe and the world that this “Game” could and nearly did spark off World War III. 

The people were thriving, money was abundant, and as the pleasure of the season drew closer, everyone looked forward to a happy Christmas, in 1983. 

As the “exercise” started, listening stations and radar posts all across the Soviet Union were picking up this mass of signals traffic from “Able Archer” outposts, command centers, and headquarters, they knew full well that this was a “War Game”, but still decided to intercept and decipher the communication signals sent out and received, possibly out of suspicion. 

But in1983, this actual exercise could not have come at a worse and more dangerous time as relations between these two superpowers America and Russia had descended to an all time low. 

The Russian secret intelligence the K.G.B. believed that this was a very provocative enactment of a major event that was designed to de-stabilize their country, and in a way test the military and political leadership of the Soviet Union. As the Russians continued to monitor and listen in to the radio traffic they began to be very seriously concerned for unapparent reasons, for they knew this was only a “Game”.

Both superpowers had very deep-rooted suspicions of each other that had been growing ever deeper since the end of the Second World War, this event now being staged plummeted the Soviet suspicions to the deepest depths since 1945. 

Since that time and during the next forty years the Soviet Union had been preparing to defend themselves against a surprise military nuclear attack from the West, which they firmly believed could have come at any time. 

By the early 1980’s, the military might of Russia was vastly incredible, in addition to the massive standing Army of millions deployed, they had unbelievable amounts of fighter aircraft, heavy-bombers, tanks, armoured carriers, and every assortment of military vehicles at their disposal. It was probably the largest equipped Army in the world during that time.

But their clear advantage lay in the power of over 11, 000 nuclear warheads ready to be launched from secret underground silos. They also had over 2, 000, SS-20 ballistic missiles which were fired from mobile launchers, each one of these SS-20’s had 45 times more destructive power than the first atomic bomb dropped on Hiroshima, that one bomb had the equivalent power of 12, 700 tons of T.N.T. 

These incredible, awesome, and frightening weapons the SS-20’s were 45 times more powerful than that, their explosive power was equivalent to the phenomenal destructive force of 571, 500 tons of T.N.T each, and the Soviets were producing and deploying one of these mighty missiles every week, and there were hundreds stationed all along the borders of Russia, aimed directly at England, the United States, and their Allies. 

If calculations can be made then just “one” of these launched at London for example would have been unimaginable and too frightening to comprehend, it would have destroyed the whole city with all the surrounding boroughs of London right down into the heart of Kent to Canterbury, as far as Luton and across to Southend, everything within a radius of 30 to 40 miles from the city center of London would have been destroyed in a matter of seconds, with the blast force reaching right out into the surrounding countryside to the west and north and in the south down to Brighton on the coast, destroying mostly everything in the vast nuclear fireball, searing heat, and devastating blast.

It was on a scale the biggest and most frightening development of nuclear power ever assembled on the earth, it was devastatingly powerful, horrifically destructive, and ready to be used.   

In Europe there was nothing at all that could match the awesome power of these, the balance of strategic power was becoming alarming and frighteningly in the Russians favour regarding their mighty nuclear strength.

Ronald Reagan’s belief, and that of his top military advisors was to have at least the same amount of military strength as the opponent, with that amount available you then had the ability to negotiate from a position of strength. 

To counteract the Soviet superiority in missiles, President Reagan many months before instigated and authorized the spending over $1, 000, 000, 000 (trillion) dollars a year on defense, by 1983 there were 10, 000 American nuclear missiles aimed directly at the Soviet Union, in fact it acted like a nuclear deterrent. 

We the public were never aware of such a destructive force ready to be launched, it was too top-secret to be made public, such was the horrific truth that enlightened us 25 years later!

The pride of Reagan’s military power was in their new Pershing 2, medium range missile, this was soon to cause controversy all across Europe especially in England, as this missile was to be based there in November 1983.   

The Soviets knew the capability of this weapon and realized that if they was to be launched from anywhere in Europe, it would only take 6 to 8 minutes flight time to destroy their cities, if these were launched in great numbers it would be catastrophic for them, for it would destroy the seat of Government the Kremlin, they were very alarmed and became very un-nerved by these escalating events as they continued to decipher the signal traffic from “Abel Archer”. 

It was proving to be a very dangerous “Game” that was being played out, without any concern from those involved in its function in the NATO bunker.

But this was only the beginning, on March, 8th 1983, Ronald Reagan made his most provocative speech of the cold war by stating “I urge you to beware the temptation of blithely declaring yourselves above it all, and label both sides equally at fault to ignore the facts of history and the aggressive impulses of an evil empire, to simply call the arms race a giant misunderstanding, and thereby remove yourself from the struggle between the fight for right and wrong, and good and evil”. 

This speech was without question very belligerent and designed to insult the Kremlin, which it most certainly did well beyond Reagan’s understanding.

It deeply shocked the Russian Leadership as they were more than ever now firmly convinced that something was brewing against them, by the reckless hostility of defamatory statements against them by Reagan, calling them the “evil empire”, this gave them even more reason to believe a nuclear attack was imminent. 

Only two weeks after his “evil empire” speech Reagan announced his most expensive weapons project up until that time…”The Strategic Defense Initiative” or better known as “Star Wars”, his vision of the future was to combat the Soviet missile threat and intercept the incoming missiles by shooting them down in space, before they could reach the American mainland, or that of their Allies. 

In the minds of the Soviets Leaders this was a clear statement of intent by the Americans, by shooting down their missiles in space, which would in one clear stroke destroy all the Russian missiles launched against them, thus making their vast nuclear arsenal redundant. It would have been a disaster for the Soviets for they would have become defenseless, and rendered incapable of any retaliatory strike, more so they would have found themselves at the mercy of Americans. The situation grew ever more frightening as the hours passed.

Other high officials in the American Government would in no way allow a first strike against the Soviet Union, despite all that Reagan was announcing. This still did not stifle the extreme anxiety that the Soviets certainly now felt. 

They on the other hand could not, and would not forget the humiliation and destruction of their country, when the massed German military machine of Hitler’s “Operation Barbarossa” marched into the Soviet Union in June 1941. Using this as a guise for a military exercise they destroyed everything in their path, in every attempt to reach Moscow, crush its Leaders and take power.  They rightly vowed and decreed that they would never again be unprepared for such an attack.

For the Russians this unexpected attack was a national disgrace for the Military Leaders, and it haunted them as over 20, 000, 000 million of their countrymen were slaughtered. They fought with the greatest Heroism, but the terrible consequences had already taken their toll.

What with these awful reminders to haunt them, combined with Reagan’s belligerent speeches, the U.S. military build-up, the imminent arrival of Pershing missiles in Europe…all led the Soviets to believe that something was massing against them. As if the nightmare of Hitler’s invasion wasn’t enough, they believed the Americans would also do the same very soon...under the guise of this innocent military exercise “Able Archer” now taking place in Europe. 

So they continued to listen in with growing interest and serious concern, every available listening post across Russia was tuned into the “Able Archer” communications traffic. 

Months after coming to office, Yuri Andropov’s illness worsened, but he was still haunted by the fact that a surprise American attack was coming very soon.

He also expressed his serious thoughts to his fellow K.G.B. officers and agents by stating, that at no time in post World War Two history had such a dangerous situation developed as a World War, that they were now facing in 1983. 

Yuri Andropov now completely alarmed ordered army officials in the main Nuclear Command Bunker to set-up a special rean board, which was a large perspex sheet covered with dozens of small boxes. 

As the signal traffic was intercepted and reports from their KGB agents around the world came in, personnel had the responsibility to fill in the boxes with the information gathered, if for example there was a change of pattern, tactics, or special maneuvers of vehicles, planes, and ships, or anything they considered important, then it was written in a box on the board.

His KGB agents across the world were ordered to find out any information about a proposed nuclear attack, and keep their eyes open for any strange occurrences, like petrol prices, supplies of blood available, medical and meat supplies, the movement of diplomatic cars, and tasks such as these.

When the reports came in from K.G.B. agents they were immediately written down in the square box on the board, as the boxes started to be filled with information Andropov could then determine if a nuclear attack was a real threat or not… when all the boxes were finally filled in then Andropov himself could clearly ascertain and would be assured of definite nuclear attack, and take the necessary appropriate action to protect his country, whatever the cost may be…If he was wrong then the cost would become unimaginable for mankind to comprehend, for it would then be the time to press the “Red Button” and begin “World War Three”. 

By November 4th 1983 the “War Game” had begun to accelerate, according to the plans of the script, the next page was turned over and begun to be played out…Soviet forces were pouring across their border into West Germany, Norway and Greece, in their hundreds of thousands.

All K.G.B agents across the world were sent a directive notifying them of an immediate threat of nuclear attack by America, and that it had reached a critical stage, and to stand-by for further instructions. 

The sudden speed that “Able Archer” had increased unnerved the Soviets dramatically, but it was the suspicion of what had happened eight weeks earlier, that the Americans might have just found the pretext to begin a nuclear attack. 

This information began to continually arouse the Soviets into an unprecedented and unusual mode of unreasoning probabilities that they believed would occur.

With all these apparent serious events happening the Soviets were gearing up their watches in all their radar stations across the country, were put on Red Alert and watched eagerly for any sudden changes that may occur by the Americans.  

On the night of August 31st 1983, Soviet Air Defenses in the Far East spotted an unidentified plane on their radar screens clearly violating Soviet airspace, believing it to be an American spy plane probing the skies as it was heading towards a sensitive naval base, they immediately scrambled two fighter aircraft to intercept it. As the pilots neared the alien plane they flashed their lights as a warning and sent a radio message of the danger it was in, but no response was received. The plane continued flying on giving no recognition signals or radio contact to the two fighter aircraft pilots who demanded it. Unsure as to the next step to take they radioed Command Headquarters for orders and were instructed to fire warning shots at it, as they did this the plane changed course heading for International airspace.

Again an urgent message was radioed to the Command Headquarters by the fighter pilot as to what action to take as the plane was heading out of Soviet airspace. The orders were immediately received back to the pilots to shoot the unidentified plane down, as it seemed probable it was a threat. The following orders from a very high authority in the Kremlin were undertaken as the two pilots immediately began firing at the alien aircraft and finally shot the plane down. 

As bullets hit the plane it descended rapidly from their view heading straight to earth.

The terrible and horrific fact was that it was not a spy plane as thought, but a Korean Airlines flight 007, from Anchorage to Seoul, there were 269 people on board returning home, all of them were killed. 

Fortunately or otherwise, an American listening base also in the Far East intercepted all the messages that were transmitted by the pilots to Soviet High Command, their immediate reply, and the eventual order to destroy the plane. They were horrified at this terrible act of murder to civilians in a Jumbo jet carrying them back home on a routine flight, it was a completely unprovoked attack in the killing of all the men, women, and children on board.  

President Reagan soon spoke, he was outraged…”What can we think about a regime that spoke of peace and global disarmament, yet perpetrated this callous terrorist act that simply sacrifices the lives of innocent human beings”.

The Soviet Government initially dismissed this, but soon altered their plea by claiming it was on a spying mission and hence shot it down, they used many elaborate plans to disprove it trying to cover up their terrible error, but the truth was finally discovered. 

There were rallies and demonstrations across the world condemning the Russians for this terrible act. But the Soviets believed the Americans were using this to promote worldwide hysteria against them, and were still convinced it was another American plot to destabilize the situation between them even more seriously than before. 

As “Able Archer” gathered in pace, the Soviets firmly believed that when the American attack finally came it would certainly be in the guise of this exercise now operating in Europe.

Signal traffic was coming in to the command H.Q in Belgium and from the many signal posts scattered in Europe, of which the Soviets could read freely, but it was also added to each transmission made by all NATO signal posts, a clear message reading…Exercise, Exercise, Exercise, a very clear and conclusive message of the fact it was a part of the foregoing “Game”, so that the Soviets could very clearly understand and quell any thoughts otherwise, that it was only an exercise, and most certainly not any preparation for an attack, as they continued to believe. Their continued suspicions kept growing beyond all their powers of reason and common knowledge of the “Game” in progress.

Their suspicions were still greatly aroused and they were still very concerned believing it was a big deception that America was using as a mask to cover over an attack by them, this was the danger that seemed so evident to them.

To give themselves prior warning of a nuclear attack, satellites were sent into space to monitor every western nuclear base across America, thus giving them prior warning if any missiles were launched against them. 

All the information was directly sent to the KGB and to Andropov himself for analysis, this would be added to the now growing number of boxes being filled in on Andropov’s board, which were being filled in more and more every day! 

Three weeks after the Korean airliner was shot down, another far less public event occurred that could have potentially far more deadlier and catastrophic consequences. 

On the night of September 26th 1983, a Soviet radar station monitoring signal transmissions from one of their satellites that was taking photographs of the American continent, suddenly and without warning detected the launch of missiles from underground silos. 

This immediately switched on the sirens and flashing lights in their bunker at the control base in Russia, in big red letters on the panel in front of them it flashed “Launch”. Panic ensued, there was pandemonium in the bunker, there seemed no indication of a computer malfunction as the sirens continued to scream, they expected a photograph from the satellite to confirm that a missile launch had been made from America. 

The Commander of the bunker seriously alarmed at this re-checked it again, but as the sun was setting across America any hope of a photograph being relayed was gone. As the street and house lights came on all over the continent, it was virtually impossible for the Soviet radar operators to pick out if a missile had been launched or not, it was an extremely and very seriously threatening time.

Unable to pick out any real threat the operator relied on his own instincts, he ignored the computer and disabled the system. 

No sooner had he done so, than another computer registered another launch, and then suddenly a third warning came, but the computer changed its warning to “Missile Attack”, apparently there were now three nuclear missiles heading towards the Soviet Union from America. This terrifying new information shocked him. He was given no alternative but to immediately inform his boss at High Command in the Kremlin, Yuri Andropov himself. 

The Soviet leader demanded urgent confirmation that the computer was not malfunctioning and that the satellite was correct in relaying the attack information, only one man stood in the way of a massive nuclear confrontation between the superpowers…It was indeed so critical that an all out launch of thousands of missiles by Russia, could come in the next few minutes!

During this most critical time the computer registered another two more launches, now declaring that five American missiles were on their way. But the operator complete in his own integrity decided not to launch, his own instincts led him to believe it was a malfunction somewhere.

The man who took the initiative and disabled the computer explained his feelings, saying “ I broke out into a cold sweat, and couldn’t feel my feet, but I also understood that if the Americans decided to launch a strike it would not be the “apparent” five on their way, but a massive launch of hundreds if not thousands of missiles at once.” He sat petrified, terrified, and shaken to the core by fear in the bunker knowing that if he was wrong then “World War Three” would soon begin in a few minutes. For he knew that these missiles would only take 12 minutes to reach Russia from America.

As the minutes slowly ticked by sweat poured down his face in fear of the unknown, he looked and checked the computer screen again and again, when unbelievably and incredibly the “five missiles” on their way, suddenly showed on the computer as nothing more than… ”High Altitude Clouds”, that had reflected the sunlight directly into the satellites sensors, within the time period of only twenty minutes later the clouds suddenly disappeared from the screens, he more than any man on earth that day felt the least to say the least was indeed very, very relieved. 

But his horrific ordeal that he had been put through by the malfunction of the computer communications systems was not over for the operator, he was ordered to explain why he had over ridden the computer system in such a way to endanger the country. On arriving at the Kremlin and before the KGB officials he tried to explain why he had committed this unwarranted action. He knew it was against all Army Regulations, and that he should have remained firm to the strict code of practice considering the current high state of alert that the country was in, especially being a Commander in charge of the Nuclear launch bunker and being in a very superior position. 

It was not accepted by the KGB and the hierarchy of the Kremlin, he was soon discharged from the army. This incident had created serious problems for the KGB as it made their leadership in the Soviet Government very vulnerable. It had also been so very close to launching the SS-20’s against America, and he knew full well that once the “Red Button” had been pressed then all mankind would be heading into the abyss of destruction…without fail…!!! 

His secrets about this terrifying episode were kept “top-secret” until the fall of the Soviet Union in 1989. The West never understood how fallible the Russian early warning system had become, and how catastrophic it could have been. They also never realized how seriously the exercise of “Able Archer” was becoming to the Soviets, for they knew full well that NATO was rehearsing the effects of “Nuclear Armageddon”, but it was still having very damaging effects on the Soviets as deep wounds were opened. 

But there was a great difference in the mentality and suspicions of each of the superpowers, in the Autumn 1983, there was only one man a double agent who was turned by British Intelligence, which was incredible out of all those top officials who could clearly explain to the West what the Soviet Union was really thinking, and explain about the paranoia at the top of the Soviet hierarchy in the Kremlin.

Top officials in British Intelligence met with the agent to photograph documents and take information from him, this was then passed to the C.I.A. for further analysis, but the agents name was never revealed, as the British wanted their source kept very secret.    

This information was presented to President Reagan regarding the thinking of the Russian leadership that was proving a very difficult and confusing situation to comprehend.

With the imminent arrival of the Cruise and Pershing 2 missiles to England and Europe, the C.N.D held its biggest mass rally ever with over 200, 000 people demonstrating against it in London, and over 600, 000 in West Germany forming a human chain across the Rhine, in protest.

Former chancellor Willy Brandt had already stated that they had enough missiles in their country, more than any other country in Europe, and was firmly against these new missiles coming in.

There location was supposed to be top-secret, but East German Intelligence had them all plotted and where they were sited from their own agents already planted in West Germany.

The situation was continuing to become very alarming but the information about these locations was paramount for Moscow to find out, and a greater coup would be to find out the intentions of NATO itself. 

If then “Able Archer” was a guise for a nuclear strike, than only one man could find the answer, he was a German spy in the very heart of NATO itself…known only as “Topaz”.

This spy was the “jewel in the crown” for the East German-Soviet Intelligence, for five years he worked his way up inside NATO headquarters gaining access to very most “top-secret” information, copying and photographing many documents to pass back to the KGB.

Agent “Topaz’s” position was assisting the Soviets beyond belief, and they wanted more, he eventually gained access to the “Most Secret” and “Eyes Only” classified documents in NATO, locked, secured, and guarded, it was called MC 161. It was not a battle plan but it contained the complete detailed account of everything that the Soviets knew about NATO, he photographed it fully and passed it on to the KGB Intelligence Bureau.

During all of 1983, this agent kept the Soviets informed of all NATO intentions. He also believed that with the Reagan speeches and the “Star Wars” threat, it could well have sparked of World War Three.

The Soviets still without any doubt believed in an American missile strike against them, as Reagan continued to act out the “Armageddon” scenario as he watched a film at Camp David with his officials, and then deliberately allowed it to be shown on American Television for the first time ever, the highly controversial film was ”The Day After”, that vividly and clearly depicted a nuclear exchange with the USSR in all its terrifying horror and destruction, it clearly shocked and horrified the nation.

The Pentagon issued at statement that at least 100, 000, 000 million Americans would be killed in the likely event that a nuclear exchange was launched, and if a Third World War was in progress, even if they the American’s were to win it, the losses were incalculable. 

Reagan also ordered the advancement of his “Star Wars” project be speeded up, all this demonstrated to the Soviets in their firm belief that the Americans would soon, without doubt attack Russia.

By the end of Saturday November 5th 1983, in the “War Game” of “Able Archer” the script clearly stated and predicted the imminent use of chemical weapons by the Soviet Union.

In the real world on that same evening a Soviet General in the KGB received another unnerving telegram from Moscow, which contained the timetable of events that would lead to a Western first strike. The assumed was now finally confirmed that this would be carried out, and more shockingly that the countdown had already begun…!!! 

In this order of terrifying events everything was horrifically and completely spiraling out of all control.

On Monday 7th November, the War Game of “Able Archer” entered a new phase, as the script showed when the “page was turned over”, that the Soviets had launched a chemical weapon attack on the West. 

This then forced all the players in this “Game” for a nuclear response, the idea was that everyone was supposed to stick explicitly to the script in the “Game”, but there could be someone out there that had his own ideas and try to win this “imaginary” war which could spoil the complete exercise for everybody participating in it, and in fact would ruin this “Highly Dangerous Game” they were playing, and bring the whole exercise to an end. 

So everyone was expected and ordered to stick to the script, without fail.

As the Soviets continued to follow this “imaginary war”, potentially dangerous news arrived that the Americans were moving to an Emergency State of Alert, in fact it had nothing at all to do with imminent nuclear war that the Soviets seemed to expect, for on October 23, two weeks even before “Able Archer” had begun, a huge suicide bomb was exploded next to the U.S. Marines base in Beruit, killing 241 soldiers, the consequence of this was to tighten all United States security all across the world. 

As if this wasn’t enough to contend with, yet another indicator appeared one day after the Beruit bombing. Without any prior warning, U.S troops landed on the tiny island of Grenada, and were there to overthrow a growing communist regime, this incensed the Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher as it was the Dominion of Britain, and the US had stormed in without notifying her or the British Government of their intentions.

The invasion caused some extremely strong telephone conversations between Thatcher and Reagan, but the deeply suspicious KGB expected this as a means of a growing conspiracy against them between the two Allies prior to a nuclear attack. This severe downward spiral of suspicion and events was now completely out of control, it now gripped the Soviets like a knife to the throat, they were more than ready to press the “Red Button”.

On the morning of Tuesday November 8th, Reagan set off on a trip to South Korea and Japan, he had taken with him an18 kilogram metal case that contained all the American launch codes for the nuclear silos based around the world, only to be used by the President himself in the event of a nuclear war.

On that same morning the war game of “Able Archer” entered its final phase, in fact the game showed that the chemical attack by the Soviets could not be contained and the “Script” now demanded the use of nuclear weapons. The missile planners now began to identify and plot their targets, and encouraged the many partaking to make the correct response to the threat in the “Game”. 

The Supreme Allied Military Commander of NATO approved 25 targets in Germany, Poland, and Czechoslovakia, this “Top Secret” information was immediately sent to London and Washington, but was also picked up by the Soviets. It really depended whether or not they could decipher the coded messages sent. It didn’t really matter for whatever messages were intercepted they were determined not to be taken by surprise. 

The “Game” had unnervingly changed to reality as the Soviet Military suddenly began to take offensive action against the “Able Archer” players in Eastern Europe. It indicated very seriously that the Soviets were preparing to strike first…but only time, a matter of hours would either spell disaster for mankind or peace!

The Soviets decided that they were not going to wait any longer as dozens of tank divisions, heavy military vehicles, and hundreds of thousands of soldiers were deployed to their pre-arranged war positions all across the border of Russia, facing the West.

The Soviet Air Force was put on immediate stand-by, pilots were ordered to their planes and start the engines and wait, in the Baltic sea Russian warships were alerted and soon were on stand-by, Soviet submarines in the Artic and across the world were also informed of the impending nuclear attack, they too prepared and submerged ready and waiting, their own nuclear missiles were armed and ready, not only this but all the nuclear weapons were made ready to launch in silos all across Russia…!!!

In the event of a nuclear attack they would launch their inter-continental ballistic missiles (ICBM’s) at once, this would prove a decisive factor in this coming catastrophic war of complete destruction for mankind.

The Soviet Leaders in their own eyes were taking these serious defensive measures strongly, believing they were absolutely necessary. Not all in the Kremlin were prepared for this, so to convince them otherwise it would take time, and at that moment the Soviets needed every precious second they could get. 

If all in the Kremlin had unanimously agreed, then the missiles would certainly have been launched within minutes, then without question the world would have faced a “Third World War” and “Armageddon” itself.

But they knew also that in the event of a nuclear attack, the President of the United States himself would also have to ultimately agree to initialize the release of any nuclear weapons, and he had the codes with him constantly.

In the original script of the “Game” of “Able Archer” the President was also to participate, but someone in the White House had changed the script.   

National Security Adviser to the President, Robert Mcfarlane said that, “anytime we conduct an operation like that (“Able Archer”) it is watched carefully by the Soviet Union, and if you go to the point of having the principles of the decision makers actually involved the questions raised are, is this an exercise or are we not facing a possible attack”

The President had discussions with Mcfarlane about how misguided the Soviets perceptions were, they discussed that they should not even add any possibility of raising the stakes in the “Game”, after considering all these points Reagan came round to Mcfarlanes point of view. Therefore, Reagan dismissed himself and did not partake in it, once he had declined so did many of the top NATO Leaders, perhaps in disappointment that Reagan wasn’t taking part, these main “players” were soon replaced by Military Aids. But on the evening of November 8th they sent back the confirmation signal approving the use of nuclear weapons.  

To the listening Soviets they saw the last piece of the jigsaw finally falling in place, the head of the KGB had already predicted that a nuclear attack would come within seven to ten days. They sent out telegrams to all their agents across the world warning them of the imminent nuclear attack.

The World now stood on the edge of the Abyss of “Armageddon”…!!!

Their top secret agent “Topaz”, working deep in the heart of NATO headquarters was also sent a telegram and contacted by courier, who explained to him that the Russians were really scared, and if he knew that NATO was preparing for war, they wanted to know everything and anything from their top agent and what was going on, any information that he could provide could confirm their ever deepening suspicions. Even “Topaz” himself was alarmed and concerned, wondering where this was all leading up to.

After “Topaz” read the telegram, the KGB wanted an immediate response from him as to what was happening in NATO and America, even he was uncertain.  

He was expected to immediately inform the KGB of any impending attack, and inform them of any major changes and developments. 

The secret espionage work had many differing tricks to exchange information between spy and master without the opposition finding out. 

“Topaz” had a normal pocket calculator with a built in secret device that coded his own message once he had entered it, then by pressing the buttons in a certain fashion the calculator would re-code his own message again, the secret wording of the message would sound like the quick buzz of an electric razor being switched on and off very quickly. He then went to a telephone box and dialed a phone number to the required agent the other end, then held the calculator to the mouthpiece of the phone, the quick buzz would then be recorded and quickly encrypted by the KGB on receiving it, and the secret message decoded.

He did send a message to the KGB whilst “Able Archer” was in progress, basically informing them…”that there was no indication that NATO was preparing for war at that time”. 

The KGB trusted him and fully relied on his knowledge and position inside NATO Headquarters, but their instincts proved otherwise, as they still firmly believed a nuclear attack would come soon.  

High above a CIA spy satellite photographed all the preparations that the Soviets were making, the American radar crews watched unconcerned as the pictures were flashed to them from space, rows and rows of heavy nuclear bomber on runways, full divisions of tanks and troops in battle positions in Eastern Germany, Soviet submarines hiding in the Artic circle under the ice. What they couldn’t see was the mass paranoia shown by the Soviet Leadership in the Kremlin, and more alarming what they couldn’t see was that the most powerful weapons on earth were poised in silos in their hundreds, scattered across Russia, waiting for the command to fire, and unleash…”Armageddon”…!!!

In the imaginary war game of “Able Archer” still fully in progress, the script for the last few hours of play was now found on the next page, they had now obtained permission and confirmation had been received to use nuclear weapons, but the nuclear commanders in the NATO bunker now had to wait all night for a signal that they were allowed to “Press (the imaginary) Button”, the reason why they had to wait all night was a complete farce, for it was simple the commanders had gone to bed for the night…!  

As the hours dragged by many in the command bunker had a rising interest and were very enthusiastic as to see the end results of their “War Game”, as the situation had now “gone critical”, basically who would win and who would lose. 

They all knew exactly the final outcome, for as soon as the Commanders gave the “OK” and the imaginary button was pressed, the “Game” would be finally over, and they could all go home.

What the players in the bunkers were certainly not aware of was that particular night was a special date in the Soviet calendar. For November 7th was held by the Russians as a very special day, it was their “Revolution Day”, which began several days of celebration, when everyone relaxed and enjoyed this great time together. 

But in the minds of the Soviet Leaders it was also a day to be very wary of, for this was their greatest weakness, they expected that during this time of rejoicing and relaxing the Americans would start…World War Three!

When the Soviet Generals reached their command bunker that night they received a very urgent order to immediately raise the combat alert to…”War”. The message was sent to all the nuclear command silos across Russia, to prepare to launch their missiles when the confirmation came!

It was so serious a situation that three men had to be in each command bunker at one time, so as to receive all the communication traffic uninterrupted from the Soviet Leader Andropov, and the KGB Leaders.

Also unseen by the CIA satellite on that night, was 300 ICBM missiles that were ready for a massive retaliatory strike against the West. In one Soviet Commanders silo there were 10 ICBM’s missiles, each one was fitted with ten warheads, and each one aimed at a particular city in America…New York, Philadelphia, Washington, and so on. The targeting of these cities was exact and the missiles could not fail to miss, the horrific reality was that each one of these ICBM’s with ten warheads had the force of 150 Hiroshima’s. Thus in terms of destructive power an unbelievable and mind staggering equivalent of …1, 905, 000 million tons of T.N.T, for every one missile.

Once a strike was made on any American city, it would be annihilated with all the people and the city from the face of the earth…in seconds.  

Also unknown to the West and to the satellites high above was the fact that 75, S.S.-20’s, had been dispersed into positions of attack. These had such perfect protection and special covers that it was impossible for them to be detected visually from space or by any radio reconnaissance.

Controlling this vast army of nuclear power was the Chief of the Army, Marshal Argarkov, who descended deep into the Command bunker in preparation for “World War III” to start. The time had now come for mankind to face it’s own “Armageddon”, in a frightening and terrifying destruction of all life on earth…!!!

This is completely contrary as to how the Soviets looked at it, the threat was there, they were fully ready and prepared to “Press the Button” and destroy the world in an instant, but they were just waiting to see what would happen as the hours and minutes ticked by.

The mood in “Able Archer” was somewhat very and completely different as they all realized they were only playing a “War Game”. Military officials there explained that even the Russians had vast military exercises, and the West just watched and monitored the situation as they did. There seemed to be no cause for any alarm in the bunker where “Able Archer” was being acted out. 

In reality just outside the NATO bunker, the biggest catastrophic Third World War that was ever to face mankind was about to be unleashed in the launching of enough nuclear missiles that would destroy the earth in minutes…!!!

In his hospital suite Yuri Andropov knew he would be a target for the American missile attack, what they feared the most was that the Pershing flying time was only 6 to 8 minutes before destruction, and they were frightened that valuable time was being lost in the decision time to launch against America. They wanted the confirmation very soon to put their minds at rest, whether it was war or not. 

In Soviet Russia only two men held the authority to release the nuclear missiles including Andropov, one was the Defence Minister the other was Chief of the Army, Argarhov. These three had the codes that would enable the launch of their nuclear weapons.

The important factor that created so much distrust by the Soviets was the fact that America had nuclear weapons in 1945, and that they used them quite freely without compunction or remorse on Japan in destroying two cities. Their superstitions and suspicions were inflamed all the more as they believed the same of course of action would in the next few hours happen to them.

On the night of November 8th the entire Soviet war machine waited for the nuclear signal, they were certain it would come. They realized that every event that passed in 1983, with Reagan, Star Wars, Pershing missiles imminent in Europe, led up to this moment of complete and utter destruction for mankind in World War Three…!!!

They solemnly believed that the American’s now had all the reasons, desires, and motives for their suspicions more so they had “Able Archer” for the perfect cover, as a guise to attack Russia.

All the Soviets could do now was to wait deep inside their protective nuclear bunkers for America to “press the button”, once the first signs of a missile attack heading towards them was confirmed, then they would retaliate within seconds, and then all “Hell” on earth would be unleashed against humankind. 

But in fact it was the military messages and communications between the “Able Archer” players in the “Game” that had deluded the Soviets into believing otherwise. The Nuclear Clock had now reached “Thirty seconds to Midnight”…It was that near to total nuclear destruction…!!!

At dawn the following day the Soviets intercepted a NATO signal that nuclear missiles had been launched against them, as the tension grew beyond human strength they knew that now the “Third World War” had begun, all they needed now was the order to open the safes containing the launch codes, then they would certainly send the thousands of SS-20’s on their way to the pre-arranged targets in Europe, America, and Britain, and destroy everything by nuclear war…!!!

The targets had been chosen, the coded messages and launch codes had been sent, but the supposed missiles remained nothing more than “Pieces of Paper” in the  “Able Archer War Game”.

But Russia, the Soviet Union was ever more ready to “Press the Button” even more so when the Cuban missile crisis was ongoing between President J.F. Kennedy and Nikita Kruschchev, they as a country had never felt more threatened than this day in November 1983, than at anytime in the history of their country! 

On the last morning of the “Able Archer” exercise, 350 imaginary missiles had been launched against targets in Eastern Europe and the Soviet Union. The Russian listening posts picked this signal up very quickly and acted upon it. 

The Soviet Leaders now had full confirmation that a nuclear strike by America had been launched with hundreds of missiles in the air on their way to destroy their country, the time was up for all mankind, life as we know it was on its last few minutes before total destruction of the world prevailed. 

The Soviets prepared to retaliate with far superior nuclear weapons and throw all humanity into the deepest Abyss, their codes had been activated, the missiles were ready to fire, all that was needed was one press on the “Red Button”…for “ARMAGEDDON” to start. 

As the Nuclear Commanders in charge of unleashing this phenomenal force of destruction across the world waited on “Full Alert” ready to unleash the destruction of mankind within seconds…they were to their absolute amazement completely shocked and stunned…   

WHEN SUDDENLY AND UNEXPECTEDLY THE EXERCISE ENDED…!!! 

Everything stopped, all signal traffic ceased, communications from all “Able Archer” outposts, control centers and the NATO nuclear bunker stopped, in bewilderment they couldn’t understand why, considering that they had been instructed and ordered to start a “Third World War”…!!! 

It was after all a time for thought and consideration due to the timing of events, for in fact it was the strangest thing possible that had prevented this complete destruction of mankind, for in England it was Armistice Day November 11th, when everyone remembered the dead of the two greatest wars in the history of mankind…little could anyone ever conceive or imagine that the Greatest War in man’s history…”World War Three”...had just ended too because of this Special Day of Remembrance!

As for Yuri Andopov’s idea that the “Rean” board, once all the boxes had been filled would be the final convincing proof of an all out imminent attack by America, immediately faded into insignificance as only half of the boxes had been filled in. This was now the ultimate proof that the American’s or the NATO forces were never intending to launch nuclear missiles at the Soviet Union, and it was very, very clear indeed. 

The Soviet Commanders in the nuclear bunkers were ordered to stand down, everything programmed for this Third World War was halted all across Russia, there was no threat despite all the signs directing them towards it, everyone involved sighed with uncontrollable relief, many sobbed with great tears of fear and of relief as they went home to their wives and children, once home they hugged them with great tears of emotion…for they were alive and they would from now on treasure every moment together. 

It was only when “Able Archer” had finished that the West had discovered the extraordinary Soviet reaction that was predominant in Russia. The intelligence report from the CIA was sent to President Reagan regarding the seriousness the issues that were involved, and apparently he was very moved by them.

But the most terrifying, unimaginable, unthinkable thing about the exercise of “Able Archer”, was that 

Mankind was on the brink of nuclear war, and he didn’t even realize it!

Three days after the end of the exercise the first cruise missiles arrived at Greenham Common Airbase in England, amid the anger, fury, and discontent, the police fought running battles with thousands of CND protestors and supporters who rallied together in a mass protest. 

Hundreds of Pershing 2’s arrived in West Germany, Italy, and Greece, the reception by thousands of protestors was the same, furious battles with the police and armed guards causing extensive damage and injury.

For the protestors their acts of fury were representative of how they felt about the war that seemed to be coming closer…the truth is that all of them had no idea, and didn’t really know, just how close they all had been, in November of 1983. 

For Yuri Andropov the war scare of the exercise of “Able Archer” was the last crisis of his leadership for the Soviet Union, for he died two months later.

The KGB were now on alert as everybody was now under surveillance and suspect, especially those who had contact with any Foreign Intelligence service, they were arrested and executed by firing squad, some tried to escape to the West and were successful.

The double agent “Topaz” was not so fortunate for in 1993 the CIA finally caught up with him, he was tried and given twelve years in prison, of which he served seven.

As we look back a Third World War nearly happened through accident in 1983, we all stood on the edge of the “Abyss” without realizing it, neither side wanted it, but communication between the Leaders had completely broken down, these men had failed dismally. Then perhaps it was only the spies on the opposing sides that saved us all from destruction that was after all only a “Game”.

The panic by the Soviets caused President Reagan to change his attitude towards them. He was determined to begin talks with the new Soviet Leader Mikhail Gorbachev, who he visited in Moscow during his last year in office. When confronted by a news reporter and asked a most poignant question “Do you still believe you are in and evil empire, Mister President?”… Reagan he shrugged his shoulders, grinned slightly, and said “No”.

The Berlin Wall built in 1961 separated East and West Germany, had claimed the lives of hundreds if not thousands trying to escape the Soviet rule was finally brought down in 1989, this was a groundbreaking moment that marked the end of the “Cold War” between the East and West, that Winston Churchill had warned mankind of so many years ago, and now it was all over.

As for the exercise of “Able Archer” in 1983, that nearly caused a Third World War, we ask you all to think of us out here in the “Real World” that when you practice these “War Games”…we only hope and pray that everyone remembers before they reach out and press the “RED BUTTON” to begin the annihilation of mankind, that in the end it is only a… “Game”…!!!

This story is a factual and real life account of what truthfully happened in 1983, many of us cannot even remember what we were doing during that month of November, but for us all in 2008, we have only just been told the true facts that have been revealed by the Governments of the World, that we, all of us stood on the edge of the Abyss of destruction in 1983, a terrifying, horrific thought to reflect back on…!!!

What is Our Hope ?

Many nations have now become independent, in doing so they have also grown in strength, they believe that if any oppressor or neighbouring country becomes a threat to them, or tries to invade and destroy them, they would have the “Nuclear protection” they desired. They too wanted to become a part of the nuclear family, and have now reached out and taken hold of “The Devil’s Hand”, having in their possession nuclear weapons. 

It has now become a greater threat than it has ever been in man’s entire history on this earth, this threat would never end for mankind as now the power to destroy us all is possible, every day that we live.  

When we honestly reflect back on what life was like during the early 1900’s, we find it was a time of relative peace, there were minor wars, many hardships, and suffering for most people, but something in the world changed during those early years. 

That change was devastating for the generation that had to face The First World War, for it had gripped mankind, and slaughtered its youth. The later generation had to confront the brutality, horror, and terror of The Second World War.

From that time onwards our generation has been shadowed by the threat of global destruction by nuclear war. The now worldwide threat from global warming confronts every human walking the earth. This undeniable shadow of fear has now followed us, our generation into the Twenty First Century.  

Something has continued to plague mankind, as if driven by some powerful unseen force to push them ever nearer the “Abyss” of total destruction. 

It seems to indicate very strongly that there was certainly a time period, a marked year in man’s history when the world went mad, and the repercussions still continues to effect us today, everything that has confronted mankind with every evil since, clearly indicates that it all started in…1914. 

Man has designed, built and produced weapons that in our generation could destroy the whole earth within a matter of a few days or few weeks, and everything that lives upon it.

This is our inheritance and our legacy that had its origins in “The Great War”.      

The only consolation that is left for us today is that our Grandfathers marched off to fight in  “The Great War”…our Fathers marched off to fight in  “The Second World War” …believing, trusting, and hoping, that they were fighting for world peace, that we are all now eagerly waiting for.

Whatever one believes in, whether it be God, some supreme being, or a higher force, or just mortal man himself, we are accountable to whom we put all our hope, trust, and faith in.

When the facts of pure reality dawns on us, it will hit us very hard indeed, that we are left today to face only the truth that is left for us to believe …that Man’s desire to destroy the earth is still a real and unacceptable threat for us all… Whatever way he intends doing it…!!!

                                             **************************************

There were so many events that occurred during “The First World War and The Second World War” that are far too numerous for me to cover fully. Therefore, I have only partially covered some that I thought were important and interesting. I hope that if you read them that they may be of interest to you. 

Thankyou ………………Ian R. Bridle………..15/ 01/ 2008.
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