So Short a Time (Unedited).

June 11 1974 8:15 am.

Thirty years ago-always I have hoped
I would be able to-put every detail as
accurate as my memory willl allow to-
huwsband stowted so- long ago;, the
abrupt end of it came withv his deativ
over Germawy onw the 3/4 Mowch 1945
o his last op.

I knew the exact tume we lost the
Loncaster; our love for each other
was so- strong. I knew at 12 o-clock
whew Tomv Dyking the pilot, Doug,
Bert, Stawny, Red; Flight Lieuwtenant
Thompsony, and NZ Warrant Officer
Jack Crowford Royal New Zealand
Air Force my hwsboand. He gove his
life trying to- save his two- buddy who-
were trapped, in the tail pawt of the
plane.

Jack sow the smoke. He his self was
a WAG Wirelessy Air Gurwiner, Red and,
Flight Lieutenont Thompsow was
nowvigator and Red was rear air



gunwner. The pilot gave the ovder for
all to- bale out. But as no- answer
come he ossumed everyone had
baled out. Tom he was 21 himself
thenw baded out. But of cowrse he
had no- way of knowing the other 3
were trapped v the smoke, which
mercifllly must hawe overcome thew
before the plane crashed inv laumes.

Such was the nature of the crash, my
huwsband, Flight Lieutenant
Thompson and Red were buwied inv v
communal grawve first of all by the
Germany v Bevergea Later, the
Britishv Wowr Growes Conmunissionw re-
interrved themv invthe WG Cemetery.

For two- months the relatives could
get no- communication thwough from
Germoany but one of the aircrew's
father (Stowvy father) managed to-
contact someone, and just before the
end of the war, Pdlot Officer Tom
Dyking, Sergeant Doug Looms, Bert
Price ands Stowv Jones were released
from the internment camp and ow
arrival back to- England, the four
good kind friends that they were to-
my dawling Jack, told all.



I was anv airwomounv ands st at the
OTU Camp ak Bawrford St Johww where
Jack and I were mowried from ovw his
first leawve before going ow active
service in Skellingthovpe,
Lincolnshire. TEach of the bereaved
were visited by the four boys, because
that's all they were. Tom 21, Stowv
about 23, Bert in higy 205, Doug was
mowried withv 3 childvenw was the
eldest inv his 30s.  what o ovdeal
those boys nmuust have had to go
thwougv to-tell ws.  That day stands
out forever invv my memory.

I wanted to know exactly what
happened but whew the crew arrived
at Bawford St Jolwv I was ovw duty up
at the Sectionw withv officer Mawy
Huwssy, now Mry Baker, Wing
Commander Baker's wife. My legs
would not take me doww. I did not
wont to- be upset inv front of those
four boysy who had so- luckily beew
spaved, and I knew they had beew
eventually after 3 cally on the
tovwnoy I went up to the site and
spoke to-them. I did so- want to- bes
browe aond not break down



To see four wutead of 7, as they
alwoys were, was howd, as they were
a devoted crew ond alwaysy went
about together. But Tom, the pilot,
told me exactly what happened.
Bert I knew but I had not met Stowv
before. Doug I knew well: The thwee
single: boys, after explaining went
out, but Doug stayed back. Oh how
I wished he had not tried to- comfort
me as I did not want to- break down
inv front of those poor boys. But
Doug comforted me and thank
goodness I was able to- cry and that
is just what happened for fouwr doys
after.

I was givewv four days compassionate
leawve but I could not believe evew
thenw Jack had beenw killed.  For
yeaws I seawched for hisy face inv av
crowd, and it took me 14 years to-get
av answer to- my dowling' s deativ. It
was retributionn had to- step i

Probably some Germawnw wmother's
childvrenw maybe did, not want to- kill
either ond that iy the only way I
found some kind of peace to- accept
my greal loss.



We were to- hawve been repatiiated

even thoughv deow Jack woas missing.
I st cawvied onw withv my

peoble Eventually I got my Lerthv
ticket and date of sailing by boat

whichv would hawve takenw 6 weeks to-
Homilton, New Zealand, Novrth
Islond. But I decided to sty i
England (London) and have now
beenww re-mowried 28 yeows and 2
daughters married, one sow of 22
who- was bornw onw the date all those
years after onw the day my darling
Jack was killed, 4 Mawrch '45. Peter
will be 23, please God, next March.

We had met, the first time, Jack and
I, ow the first night I owrived at
Bawford St Jolhuwv. I awrived eawrly ivv
the day fromv Upper Heyford, Oxford.

I took a walk downw througiv
Blockesham, whichy was av quaint olds
world vilage. I walked straight
thwough it and went back to- camp.
Ay I had that day off I mentioned
to- Joyce Wight and Peggy Glover,
what a quiet place I had got sent to-
after Upper Heyford. That was one
Base, a lawrge air force comp, but



they said we will take yow withv us
this evening and we will introduce
yow to- the crew who- we awre friendly
with, which they did.

Jack was 22 thew and very shy but
was engaged to- Bawrbawraw out inv NZ.
But once I saw himv the challenge
was too- much for me; ond being a
happy go lucky girly, I was thew,
Joyce, Peggy and I soon got to
making himv feel less shy. Ol the
langhs we had. Poor Jack, he had
grass doww his collaw, inv his shoes
ond his hat. Infact we sat on him!

We had moved fromv one little village
pulb- as I think the old Gent who- rawv
the pub- was av bit overwrought withv
Tom, Doug oand who ever was
playing the accordionw - wmoutiv
orgaw and  what ever other
instrumentationn the crew had.

They had a small band, betweesv
them.  So- we went ow to- another
Little pub- but stayed, outside ovw the
lown.  Jack took me back to- camp
that night thew he had to- go- back to-
Upper Heyford by transport.  We
made a date for later in the week.

But Doug had takenw him to



Coventry to- visit o few relatives ond
do- o Uit of entertaining v the
concerts.

2 or 3 dayy later Jack come back
and we met up again. That evening
he took me out again. But this
time, poor Dboy, he wmissed his
transport back; so-he had to-walk 15
miles to- Upper Heyford. He could
not get anyone to- stop and give hinmv
o Uft.

Next day he was at camp againv ands
that evening he asked, me to- mawry

him.  We were sitting ovw awnv ant il
at the time witihv the moow looking
doww ow us. I was so- amaged and
happy. I said yes. 3 days later we
were mawried at Bloxhamw chuwwrch
whichv i v 12 or 13 century chuwchv
Thew the vicawr did not awrive to-
maury us, the best manw had to- go
over to- the vicawrage oand ask himv
what had happened. We were all
waiting. It was so- strange and
quiet, no one dowing to speak
howdly. Anyway eventually the
vicow coume over and, mawried us.



What had happened: the vicow from
Banbwry chuwch had not confirmed
owr special licence withv the vicowr
from Bloxham. So- after that Llittle
sort out, we were mowried. The crew,
by this time, had had to- leawve as
they had finished their O.T.U. also
were going also- ow leawe.  So- Jack
and I, Doriy Samuels; Anne
McKindey, Arnold Holt, and Dovis's
boyfriend Corpoval Richener. So- we
all went doww to- a litle public
howse, all inw wuniform, not one
flower. I had a lovely leather
bound prayer book Jack had bought
and giverw me.

Thenw we went to- Mr & Mrs River, who-
at that time, row o table service. So-
Mr Rivery ivwited ws inv ondr he said
"now, this is av very special occasionn
and, althoughv it s just about 12:30
pm' he said "I have some wine doww
i the cellowr whichv iy over 50 yeaw
sold, so- I amv going to- openv av bottle
to- toust yowr futuwre happiness’
which he did withv his wife, there was
juwst four of wsy in the front room, I
had o small glass of- it.



I dont remember wuch of that
Jjouwrney doww to- Banbury St or the
traiv jouwrney to- Paddington where
we stowed for 2 nighty before
trovelling ow to- Shwopshire to- wy
home to- my deow Muwmw to- meet her
new son-inv-law. A 3 day stay there
thenw off to Cheadle Huwlme in
Cheshire for o day and night thew
back to Paddington for 1 night.
Thenw my husboand had to- go- to- hiy
new coump inv Lincolnshire:

I retuwrned to Bawford St Johw, the
girls had put two- beds together and
made it. I'd got to sleep in it with
one of the girls. Oh; they were o
grond lot.

We had only knoww each other, 3
weeks, Jack ond I, and what o
wonderful life we had - we lived for
each other. I would have givew my
oww life for his - if I could have
soawved himi. 1 felt like that in those
days and &l do- althougiv all these
yeary howve passed and so- moawny
nasty, hovrid and tragic things have
happened, and are sCll.



I always said one day I will fulfil my
wish to-put the end to- my deow Jack's
book, whichv I hawe, writtenww by himy
of his travels from N Zealand to- his 2
years w Canada, Calgary and
Montreal and vawious other pauty of
the USA, he visited before he came to-
England and met and mawried me;
hiy Little Wiff Waaf, as he used to- call

me.

I was 20 whew we moawried. I was
not 21 whew he got killed - wmy
birthdoy was 13 days after. So the
gold locket he had bought me and
left inv the jeweller's to- be engraved,
he didwt ever see me wear. But I
had all his possessions returned from
caomp and st to- this day have his
moutiv. orgonw and, several of his
things. No one has been able to-
play it like he did. So it s very
cherished. It s a double-sided

Horner.

How I would hawe liked to- hawe had
Jjuwst one reuniow withv Tom, Doug,
Stanw and Bert. But mowybe yet &
might  be  possible;  somehow,
somewhere, if they awre stitll withv us.

I myself, anw active member of the



Royal British Legion for the past 14
years ands it hay giverw me o great
deal of happiness to- be able to- give
voluntawily to- ex-service people in
the Boroughv of West Houn.

tdna Rutiv Crowford-Howris.



