Douglas Wilmott Waters — updated March 2016

In March 2016 I and my brother in law visited northern Holland with the intention of locating the crash site of Dad’s Wellington
bomber, and laying a wreath at the grave site of the crew on the 75" Anniversary of the crash. Detailed below are the results of that visit
with accompanying photographs.

1 had had some email correspondence prior to my visit with a Mr Jochem Abbes. His details had been passed to me by researchers who
deal with Dutch WW2 matters. Correspondence had dried up in the weeks prior to our visit so we only had Dad’s recollections of the
crash to go on.

Namely the lights of the German border post as referred to in Dad’s memoirs (page 4). So we concentrated on firstly looking for a fairly
straight road leading to the German border and a house similar to that shown in the photograph (page 4). Suffice to say after a few hours
of fruitless searching we gave up and went to a cafe.

A member of staff at the cafe enquired what we were doing with a load of maps and GoogleEarth photographs. I told him we were
looking for my late father’s crash site. He asked, was that the WW2 bomber? On confirming it was, he said that is a big story around
here and he would do what he could to help. He soon came back and a short while later we were able to arrange a meeting with a Mr
Jochem Abbes. This was the name of the person I had been in contact with previously.

A meeting with Mr Abbes was arranged at a nearby farm agricultural workshop.

On meeting him, he told us that this was his father’s business and that the Wellington had crashed in their back garden, narrowly
missing the house. The father came out and greeting us very warmly, invited us in for coffee. Before we knew it there was him, his wife,
their two sons, their wives, two grandchildren, in fact we were beginning to think the whole village was going to turn up. They were all
absolutely charming and so excited.

They duly poured coffees, brought in loads of food and were most interested in Dad’s story. We must have talked for a good three hours
or so. They told us there was still an intense anti German feeling in the area, such to the extent that some families won’t talk to others, as
their relatives were known to have been collaborators. There are also those who refuse to go into Germany, just a few miles away.

They told us how in the run up to the German invasion in 1940 people could hear the tanks and heavy artillery being driven up to the
border. The Dutch defences called hedgehogs were no match to the 88mm cannon the Germans had so they were annihilated. Men of
working age were then sent to work as forced labourers in Germany and many lost their lives. There were a few lucky ones who were
sent to German farms so could go back to their own farms at weekends.

The crash of the Wellington was big news and is still a talking point in the village.

They took us around the back of the house and onto the crash site, which is surrounded by fields and a protective hedge. The main part
of the house is still there and occupied by the same family as in 1941.

At the Abbes’s farmhouse in Jipsinghuizen



Mr Abbes Snr, Gert Abbes and Jochem Abbes on the crash site

Jochem Abbes, one of the sons, has an avid interest in history and has written a book on a battle that also took place on the site. It was
during the Anglo Dutch War of 1665, a copy of which I have. It’s a war I know little of, other than the Dutch sailing up the Medway
and towing away the Navy’s flagship, The Royal Charles, a point which made him laugh. Incidently it’s coat of arms is displayed in the
Rijsmuseum in Amsterdam.

The plane crash and subsequent explosion caused considerable damage to the house. The bombs were still in the plane so when they
were removed from the wreckage a couple of days after the crash and taken into a field to be blown up, further damage was done to the
house rendering it uninhabitable.

The house was later repaired and in 1979 the agricultural workshops added to the back and side, so the farmhouse can no longer be seen
from the crash site as per the 1941 photograph.

Jochem and his brother, Gert, described the events from what their grandmother had told them before she died in 1968. She saw the
plane spiralling down fairly slowly, and it was on fire. She said she saw that the bodies being brought out of the plane were all black and
burnt, before being shooed away. The Germans treated them with the utmost respect in having a military presence when the bodies were
placed in coffins.

Dad’s memoir refers to seeing the lights of the German border. The Abbes’s advised there were no lights at the border, what he saw
were lights of a concentration camp, of which there were several along the border.

We spent some two hours looking over the crash site, and the Abbes’s asked us to return in the morning with the metal detector, as it has
never been investigated with a metal detector before.

Jochem and Gert then said they would like to take us to meet someone who was present on the night of 13 March 1941.

We were duly introduced to Mrs Hulskar-Eelsing, a delightful old lady, who as a 14 yr old Miss Eelsing, witnessed the parachute
landing. She was to be 90 years old on Saturday 19 March 2016. She didn’t speak English so Jochem was able to interpret what she had
to say.

She told us that the first they were aware something was wrong was the sound of heavy gunfire. That perplexed Jochem as he could not
understand why there would be shooting where Dad’s parachute came down. We can only surmise that the ME110 nightfighter
continued to fire on the aircraft from a very low altitude or was he firing at the parachute? This may explain why in the event Dad was
the only crew member to actually leave the aircraft. The crewmen surrounding the escape hatch were killed where they stood. Dad came
down about 3kms from the crash site and another 3kms from the German border. She said the gunfire was terrifying and they were all
running for cover.

She then went on to explain she watched the parachute coming down; it was fully deployed, and landed in a row of trees. Dad always
said he jumped out at 400ft and the parachute didn’t fully deploy, so he was lucky he landed in some trees. The fact the parachute was
fully deployed indicates he may have jumped at a higher altitude. She said she would take us to the row of trees in the morning, couldn’t
promise to identify the exact tree but it would be one of two or three.



Dads parachute came down in this group of trees.Mrs Hulskar-Eeles believed it to be the tree in the centre of the photo.



Myself with Mrs Hulskar-Eeles and Jochem Abbes

Dad let himself down from the tree and walked to a nearby farmhouse, knocking on the door. The farmhouse belonged to the Egges’,
and it is still there. The occupants that night of whom there were 5, invited him in and offered him coffee. No one spoke English but
they were going to try and hid him. Young Miss Eelsing then went into the house, and she said Dad was already in the farmhouse when
she arrived back. Two men then turned up at the house asking about the parachutist, and as they were known to be Nazi collaborators,
the two men in the house, Miss Eelsing’s father and his friend, said they hadn’t seen anyone but would come to help look for him. So
that left Miss Eelsing, Mrs Egges and each of their daughters in the house looking after Dad.

The Egges farmhouse, just a few yards from the trees, and showing the window to the kitchen in which he was provided with coffee.
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Dad was then taken to meet the local vicar who was in the resistance and responsible for one of the “lines”, a secret organisation, that
helped escaped aircrew evade capture. Dad was never seen again, but the Eelsings were told he had made it back to England. Mrs
Hulskar-Eelsing said it was very scary because there were many collaborators in the area.

1 showed Mrs Hulskar-Eelsing a war time photo of Dad. She answered to Jochem, and when I asked what did she say, he said “Yes
that’s him. He was very handsome you know.” She then said he came back 2 years after the war to thank them. It did give me a vague
recollection of Dad telling me this over a few pints many years previously.

The following day we went over the crash site with the metal detector and recovered some items. Mr Abbes Snr identified them as being
from the Wellington or just agricultural machinery. I was subsequently able to take the artifacts to Brooklands Museum at Weybridge
where being taken on board the Wellington in their collection, was shown where the pieces came from in the aircraft. The one piece
which was not from the aircraft was the slide from one of the aircrews’ flying jackets. From the location we found it, at the rear of the
aircraft, we can presume it may have come from Danny Daniel’s flying jacket. He was the rear gunner killed by the nightfighter.

On the morning of Sunday 13 March 2016 we went to the cemetery at Esserveld and met up with Mr & Mrs Abbes Snr, Jochem and
Gert, and Klass Niemeijer from the Dutch WW?2 aircrash investigation unit. We laid a wreath at the graves of the aircrew. Along side
the Wellington aircrew are also crew from a Blenheim shot down the same night. On enquiring of Klaas why were the aircrews not
buried where the aircraft came down, he advised the Germans did not want the aircrew graves to become local shrines.

Klaas was also able to throw some light on the explanation given to the Eelsings that Dad had escaped to England. He said it was
alleged that the local mayor was a Nazi collaborator, and that this was still an area they were investigating. In the cemetery he also

showed me the grave of the Netherland’s most notorious Nazi collaborator. He was executed after the war.

Klaas had visited the grave of Paul Gildner the nightfighter pilot.
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Paul Gildner’s grave at the German War Cemetery Ysselsteyn, at Venray, The Netherlands.

Sadly Mr Abbes Snr died in August 2016 and Mrs Hulskar-Eeles in October 2017. I consider myself very lucky to have had the
opportunity to meet them.
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