
Apart from the Dambusters few, if any, raids undertaken by Bomber Command have received as 
much analysis and comment as the Operation Hydra attack on the German V2 rocket making 
facilities at Peenemunde, on the Baltic, by an Allied force of 596 heavy bombers - including 324 
Lancasters - on the night of August 17-18, 1943.  

And most of those chronicles pay particular attention to the extraordinary drama involving 
Lancaster ED545. 

The latest of those profiles - 467 Squadron RAAF, by Chris Ward - recalls that an attack by a 
German BF109 fighter caused the Lancaster “to fall out of control with an unserviceable rear 
turret, a wounded rear gunner and a fire in the fuselage.” 

That wounded tail-end Charlie was my father, Patrick Gerard Barry DFM.  

He was born in Cork, in the Irish Republic, one of 14 children, and had come to England in the 
1930s with his master carpenter father to build munitions factories.  

When he received call-up papers he could have returned to “neutral”  Ireland with not so much 
as a backward glance. 

But Patrick had what he later called a “dream to fly” - and the RAF offered him his chance. 

Back on that fateful August night in 1943, mid-upper gunner Sgt Oliver managed to damage the 
German fighter and repel the attack, while the rest of the Lancaster crew battled to extricate the 
severely injured Patrick and put out the flames. 

So far, so typical of many Bomber Command sorties. 

But what made the experience of ED545 so special was that the attack had taken place on the 
OUTWARD flight to the Baltic.  

Given the physical and human damage sustained, the crew had the option of turning back and 
limping home to base. But when pilot W/O “Pluto” Wilson asked his comrades what they wanted 
to do, the verdict of all six was unanimous: 

“Carry on, Skip!” 

And carry on they did, fully completing their role in the vital mission to bomb the V2 rocket 
making facility at Pennemunde. 

Their outstanding courage earned W/O Pluto the DFC and Sgt Oliver the CGM.  

At the completion of their tour the remainder of the crew were awarded the DFM, making the 
heroes of ED545 the first crew in World War Two in which every man received the highest award 
appropriate to their rank. 

Chris Ward confirms: “(They became) the most decorated first tour crew in 467 Squadron, a 
record which was never surpassed.” And King George VI was adamant that he would pin each of 
those medals on the crew of ED545 himself. The picture of Patrick at the Palace with his father 
and his eldest brother Eugene (Outside the Palace) hangs proudly in every Barry family home to 
this day. 

Back in Blighty, once Patrick had received basic treatment for his injuries, he was transferred to 
the Queen Victoria Hospital in East Grinstead, where he underwent six operations by plastic 



surgery pioneer Sir Archibald McIndoe, which made him a member of the much exalted Guinea 
Pig Club, and a proud, regular attender at its annual functions for more than 50 years. 

He had also settled in Liverpool - where he spent the rest of his life with his wife, Marion, and 
their two children, working for the Post Office. By the time of his death in 2007, his proud family 
had swelled to include four grandsons and two great granddaughters. 

A naturally good humoured and garrulous man, Patrick loved telling tales and singing songs. But 
his heroic experiences back in those dark days of 1943 were always kept private. 

He politely met any and every question with the comment: “That’s between me and my maker, 
old chap.” 

 

Paula Burnell, proud daughter of W/O Patrick Gerard Barry DFM. 


