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    In May 1940 British forces were dis-
patched to Norway to try and stem the 
German advance.  Gloster Gladiator 
fighter planes were sent on an aircraft 
carrier and other aircraft, based in Brit-
ain, flew sorties against the German 
army units.  
 
    It was considered vital to provide ra-
dar based Information for the few fight-
ers available, so a mobile radar unit 
was hurriedly taken to Invergordon by 
ship from where it was to be flown to 
Norway in two ex-Imperial Airways ‘C’ 
Class flying boats.  These were named 
Cabot and Caribou.   
 
    These large flying boats had been 
provided with makeshift gun positions 
to offer some deterrent in the event of 
interception.  Seven Class K 303 ma-
chine guns were mounted at various 
positions in the hulls; one in the port 
and starboard windows of the main 
passenger cabin, and one at the top 
hatch amidships.   
 
    Two more guns were mounted for-
ward in port and starboard windows 
and a hatch was cut in the bottom hull  
aft, clear of the waterline, where a gun 

was mounted to fire downwards. Fi-
nally, another gun was mounted in a 
hatch cut in the top fuselage just in 
front of the tail.   
 
    For good measure, two broom-
sticks were fixed in the extreme tail, 
and it was hoped that these would be 
mistaken for cannons!  Ammunition 
for the guns was carried in forty five 
97 round magazines that were stored 
in two boxes in the centre of the fuse-
lage.  
 
   The radar unit was duly embarked, 
and on May 10th the graceful flying 
boats took off heading north-east for 
the 800 mile flight to Bodo, high on 
the Norwegian coast.   They landed 
in the evening and a Royal Air Force 
unit that had been sent on ahead, 
unloaded the vital detection equip-
ment and proceeded to set up the 
aerials and generators.  
 
    It was the season of continual day-
light and no cover was available for 
the moored aircraft whose crews had 
been instructed to stand by should a 
hurried evacuation become neces-
sary.  

 
Short S.23 Empire flying boat Cabot.  Riding ‘on the step’ late 1938 
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death for the towing party if they were caught in the 
open sea.  
 
    The flying boat was moored in the inlet and eve-
rything possible was done to conceal it by draping it 
with netting. However the next day two Junkers 88 
aircraft appeared and, after strafing the radar site, 
found Caribou and blew it out of the water with 100 
kg bombs.  
 
    That brought to an end the Bodo project and as 
the personnel had no means of escape, they even-
tually became prisoners of the advancing Germans.  
Miraculously, the only casualty was a hand wound 
suffered by the Captain of the Cabot while defend-
ing his ship. 

 
 

HAMS Christmas Dinner, 2008 
 
    On Monday 1st December 2008 HAMS members 
and guests met at the usual venue, Market Harbor-
ough Golf Club, for the annual Christmas dinner. 
 
    In spite of being unwell in the late summer, Vera 
still managed to organise the event and everyone 
enjoyed a good meal in good company.  Once 
more Mick Gray did a fine job of running the raffle 
and with around twenty prizes to hand out I’m sure 
he was glad when it was all over.  
 
   Please book early for this year’s shindig.  

 
 

 
Correction 

 
    In the last issue of the DropZone, in the article 
concerning Lilian Rolfe, I made reference to the 
fact that on the night that Lilian was flown to 
France, Violette Szabo was also flown to France in 
a Carpetbagger aircraft.  Tom Ensminger, 801st 
Historian, has pointed out that Violette flew with the 
Carpetbaggers only on her second mission in June 
1944.  On the 5th April 1944, Violette was trans-
ported by an aircraft from 161 Squadron based at 
RAF Tempsford.  FW. 
 

 
New Exhibit 

 
    Clive Bassett has presented the museum with 
the rudder section from a Messerschmitt 110.  This 
is mounted in a case and has a card giving a brief 
history of the artefact. 
 
It was presented to Mr. E. Clarke of Rushden by 
the 305th Bombardment Group, Chelveston, in 
1945 and originated from a German night fighter 
base in France.                

    In spite of a valiant action by the Gladiators that 
accounted for several German aircraft, and a vi c-
tory by the Royal Navy at Narvik, the German ad-
vance continued, and it was obvious that nothing 
more could be done to prevent Norway from being 
overrun. The detachment at Bodo was still operat-
ing, but the order to withdraw was expected at any 
moment. 
 
 
   The two big planes at anchor were an 
easy target                                                   

            
             

    One evening the radar detected an aircraft com-
ing in from the sea that was eventually identified as 
a Dornier 24 flying boat. The Dornier pilot saw the 
two aircraft at their anchorage and came in low for 
a strafing attack. The  crews of Cabot and Caribou, 
along with some of the ground staff, manned the 
machine guns and waited for the Dornier to make 
its second run.  Once more the crackle of machine 
gun fire echoed around the high cliffs as the black 
seaplane pressed home the attack, but the Vickers 
guns on Cabot and Caribou could not get into the 
correct position to counter an attack from above.  
 
    The two big planes at anchor were an easy tar-
get and incendiary bullets from the Dornier’s nose 
mounted guns pierced the fuel tanks of Cabot, and 
the entire wing exploded into flame. The fire 
quickly spread into the fuselage and the crew had 
no option but to abandon the aircraft.  The Caribou 
was undamaged and to everyone’s relief the Dorn-
ier turned and flew inland, probably having ex-
pended all or most of its ammunition.   
 
           
Miraculously, the only casualty was a 
hand wound  
 
    
 It was obvious that another attack would soon fol-
low, so a means had to be found to protect the 
Caribou, the detachments only means of escape.  
The first essential was to do something about the 
shining silver finish of Imperial Airways – even the 
house flag was still displayed – so the crew went in 
search of paint.  Cans of brown and green paint 
were eventually found and used to cover the upper 
surfaces of Caribou in what the crew hoped repre-
sented a camouflage pattern.  
 
    The Officer Commanding then decided to tow 
the aircraft along the coast to a sheltered inlet,  
where he intended to use nets in a further effort to 
keep it concealed from German aircraft. A motor 
launch was used for the operation that took six 
nerve-wracking hours, and all concerned knew that 
a further attack then would have meant certain  
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    George White 
 

    It is with deep regret that we report the death of 
George White after a long illness.  George was a 
regular volunteer at the Carpetbagger museum and 
had a life-long interest in aviation, starting as a 
young boy during the Second World War.  
 
    He was befriended by US Airmen at Shoreham 
and given the use of a derelict farm building on the 
base, from where he could observe the movement 
of aircraft. 
 
    George served with the RAF Regiment and after 
demobilization worked for an electrical wholesaler. 
His spare time activities included work with the Wel-
lingborough Air Training Corps, the local branch of 
the RAF Association, and service in the Civil De-
fense Corps.   
 
    He was a staunch member of his local church, 
serving as Sexton, and he also served his commu-
nity as a Parish Councillor. Somehow he then found 
time to work with the Airfield Research Group 
(airfield archaeology). 
 
    George’s funeral took place at Wellingborough on 
Tuesday 31st March and Harrington Aviation Mu-
seum Society was represented by Vera Tebbutt, 
Ron Clarke and Fred West. 
 
    We send our condolences to George’s widow, 
Joyce, and their family. 

EDITORIAL 
 
    Welcome to our first edition of the DropZone 
newsletter for 2009.  
 
    During the past winter, which has been longer 
and harder than we have experienced for a num-
ber of years, things have not been standing still at 
the museum thanks mainly to two or three of our 
stalwart members (Roy, Fred and Keith) who have 
been actively working over many week-ends to en-
sure that when we re-open for the summer months 
our museum will be looking as smart as we would 
all like to see it. 
 
    With the winter closure of both museums we do 
not, of course, have a lot to report but we can say 
that the Xmas dinner which was held at the Market 
Harborough Golf Club was again an outstanding 
success, thanks go to Vera for organising this and 
thanks also to Mick Gray for generously providing 
a vast number of prizes for the raffle. 
 
     On the 21st March, thanks to Betty, Fred and 
Tom, a luncheon was held at the village hall at 
Harrington  at which 25 members attended.  This 
was again a great success, bringing many of us 
together in a wonderful social atmosphere. Follow-
ing this, there was even talk of holding a summer 
barbecue ! 
 
    Prior to the re-opening of the museum during the 
Easter week-end there has been a major upheaval 
in the museum itself with some urgent electrical re-
wiring, necessary to comply with the requirements 
of our new insurers.  Together with the cost of the 
re-felting of the roof last year this has resulted in a 
massive decrease in our bank balance but, fortu-
nately, the money was there to pay for these two 
essential pieces of work which should keep the 
building in good condition for the foreseeable fu-
ture.  
 
    Lastly, we must report that Tom, who runs the 
NAS, had to go into hospital earlier in the winter for 
an operation but unfortunately, following this, he 
developed pneumonia.  Because of this the lunch-
eon mentioned above was delayed from February 
until March and Tom was able to be there.  Now 
we understand that he is feeling much improved 
and we wish him well for the future.   JH. 
 
Note. Above I referred to the museum opening at 
Easter.  In fact the museum opened on Saturday 
4th April and the weekend proved to be very suc-
cessful. 
 
    We had twelve visitors on Saturday and twice as 
many on Sunday.  One of the visitors was Linda 
Hall, of whom we will learn more later.  So keep 
reading! 

George White 1929—2009 



VOLUME 6  ISSUE  1 PAGE 4 

   It Started With The Italians 
By Keith Taylor 

 
    A review of the development of aircraft de-
signed specifically to carry bombs, from 1911 to 
the end of the Second World War.  Part 1.  
 
Introduction 
 
    The first bombs (actually grenades) were 
lobbed out of an Italian aircraft piloted by Lt. Ga-
votti onto a Turkish position during the Libyan war 
of 1911.  But the first aircraft designed specifically 
to carry a bomb load did not appear until after the 
start of World War One.  
 
 
The first bombs were lobbed out of an 
Italian aircraft 
 
 
    The first four-engine aeroplane built was a Rus-
sian IIya Mourometz that bombed Poland in 1915, 
and this was quickly followed by the Italian Cap-
roni Ca 3.  Britain had been experimenting with 
heavy bombers, notably from the Handley Page 
Aircraft Co., but the H.P. V/1500, with four en-
gines and a wingspan of 126 feet, came too late to 
see action during W.W.1. 
 
    During the 1930’s, the all-metal stressed-skin 
cantilever monoplane began to replace the wood 
and fabric aircraft, the pioneers of this new tech-
nology being the American companies of Douglas 
and Boeing.  After success with the twin-engined 
‘Monomail’, model No. 215, the B-9, Boeing de-
signed and built the huge XB-15, model No. 294.  
 
 
the pioneers of this new technology 
being the American companies of 
Douglas and Boeing 
 
      
    This aircraft was designed for use with a 1000 
horse power liquid cooled engine, but due to a 
shortage of these was fitted instead with 850 
horse power radial engines that were not capable 
of providing the performance promised.  
 
    The US Army then invited Boeing to submit a 
company -owned design for a heavy bomber and 
this resulted in what eventually became known as 
the B-17 Flying Fortress.  Meanwhile in Germany, 
the Focke-Wulf FW 200 was being developed, 
supposedly as an air liner, but was later easily 
converted to military use, as was the Junkers JU 
90. (The FW 200 became the FW 200 Condor, 
and the JU 90 became the JU 290, used for trans-
port and maritime reconnaissance.) 

    Russia developed the Tupolev TB-3, that served 
until 1944, and the Petlyakov Pe-8 TB7, that could 
carry a bomb load of 11,600 pounds for a distance 
of 2,500 miles, and Italy developed the four-
engined Piaggio P108B. 
 
    The country that lagged behind the rest was 
Great Britain, who then attempted to close the gap 
with the Air Ministry specification AM. B12/36 that 
was to become the Short Stirling. 
 
 

THE SHORT STIRLING.  
 

    Ugly, Ungainly and Useless.  Hardly the best 
terms to describe Britain’s first and only war-time 
bomber designed with four engines from the begin-
ning.  
 
    The Avro Lancaster and the Handley Page Hali-
fax were designed as twin-engine bombers using 
Rolls Royce Vulture engines. But Handley Page 
decided to build the Halifax with four R.R. Merlin 
engines after having doubts about the Vulture en-
gine, but A.V. ROE went ahead with the Vulture 
engine project much to their cost, as it was a com-
plete disaster.  
 
 

Ugly, Ungainly and Useless 
 
 
    All was not lost for A.V. ROE however, for as 
the airframe was of sound construction it was de-
cided to lengthen the wingspan and fit four RR 
Merlins, the plane being originally called the Avro 
Manchester Mk111, but soon after renamed the 
Lancaster.  
 
    The Stirling was developed, tested and brought 
into service in the early years of the war and pro-
gressed through the bombing role to target mark-
ing, pathfinding, E.C.M, (electronic counter-
measure) with RAF 100 group, then S.O.E. work, 
glider towing, agent dropping and very briefly civil 
use in the early post war years.  
 
    The poor old Stirling never gained the kind of 
public admiration that was bestowed on the Lan-
caster, but the terms ugly, ungainly and useless 
were never endorsed by the crews who flew in 
them.  
 
    Of course, the Stirling didn’t have the beauty of 
the Spitfire, but what bomber did?  Ungainly per-
haps when on the ground, but once in the air it 
was the most maneuverable of any of the Second 
World War bombers  -  it certainly surprised many 
a Hurricane pilot during fighter affiliation exercises, 
so useless it certainly was not.  
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    I agree that it could not climb much above 14000 
feet when loaded, also it was very limited in bomb 
load, capable only of carrying bombs no more than 
2 ft in diameter, i.e. maximum 500 lb bomb. This 
was due to the pre war specification issued by the 
Air Ministry.  
 
     

it was very limited in bomb load 
 
 
The Stirling’s bomb bay was 44 feet long compared 
with only 33 feet for the Lancaster, so could accom-
modate a greater bomb load than either the Lancas-
ter or Halifax, but only if the bombs were no larger 
than 500 lb!  Unfortunately most of the nails in the 
Stirling’s coffin were put there by the out of specifi-
cation requirements issued by the Air Ministry.     
 
To Be Continued.  
             
    The picture below shows the impressive height of 
the Stirling and also the strange arrangement used 
for the undercarriage.  Although the Stirling was sta-
ble in flight, the undercarriage could cause problems 
when taking off or landing in a cross-wind. 

 THOSE DANGEROUS PUB  
MISSIONS 

    By Douglas D. Walker. 856th Bomb  
Squadron 

 
We reprint another of the "memories" as told to 
Col. Robert Fish. 
 

TO ALL HARRINGTON PERSONNEL.  
 
As of this date, any personnel reporting to the 
base hospital due to bicycling accidents while 
returning from pub visits will be subject to discipli-
nary action.  
 
                           BY ORDER OF: 
                     
                         COL. H.D. UPHAM 
                          Base Commander 
 
    Remember those olive drab GI bicycles many 
of us were issued with whilst at Harrington ? 
Of course, they were ideal for getting around the 
base where the flight line, the communal sites 
and the chow hall were scattered all over the 
map. But, apart from the convenience those two-
wheelers afforded us in gambolling about the 
base, I fondly remember them for a different rea-
son – our jolly “Pub Missions”.  
 
we sped along, singing and laughing, 
carried along on the fumes of Bac-
chus ! 
 
 
    I remember riding to a small local pub (can’t 
remember the name) located about two miles 
from the base, down a winding, narrow country 
road – as the sun sank slowly in the west !  I also 
remember the beer mugs colourfully painted 
along the tubular bar of the bicycles, ridden by 
those habitual visitors to the pub, signifying each 
“pub mission”.  
 
(Some guys had a slew of them painted on their 
bikes – obvious emblems of many a good time at 
that proud English institution – the pub).  
 
    The trip to the pub was usually uneventful but 
the trip home was a different story !!  After an 
evening of copious quantities of pints of bitter, a 
few games of darts and a rousing song or two, we 
staggered out to our wheeled steeds and roared 
off into the night (or, rather, we wobbled off).  
 
    The road on the way back seemed curvier as 
we sped along, singing and laughing, carried 
along on the fumes of Bacchus ! 

Joan Hughes, Air Transport Auxiliary, one of 
the few ladies licensed to fly a Short Stirling.  
The ladies of the ATA found the Stirling very 
manoeuvrable. 
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    This directive undoubtedly slowed down the vol-
ume of hospital visits after those nocturnal out-
ings. However, I don’t remember it slowing down 
the “Pub Missions”.  It just meant that the injured 
pub crawlers had to treat their wounds in the pri-
vacy of their own quarters – and the good doctors 
on night duty at the Base Hospital could go back 
to their poker games !  (Just kidding, medicos.) 
 
(Re-printed by John Harding.)  

   Roger Hall; Memoirist of  
World War II Espionage 

 
By Adam Bernstein 

Washington Post Staff Writer  
Tuesday, July 22, 2008;  

    Roger Hall, 89, who wrote "You're Stepping on 
My Cloak and Dagger," a wry memoir about 
World War II spy-craft that became a cult classic 
in intelligence circles and appealed to a wide au-
dience for its irreverence, died July 20 at his 
home in Wilmington, Del. He had congestive 
heart failure.  

    Mr. Hall's 1957 bestseller, dedicated "to whom 
it may concern," was based on his time in the Of-
fice of Strategic Services, the wartime precursor 
to the CIA. The appeal was in Mr. Hall's narrative 
as a man of nerve battling the enemy and his 
pompous superiors.  

    Hayden Peake, a former Army intelligence and 
CIA agent and an authority on the literature of in-
telligence, called the book "one of the best OSS 
memoirs," saying it was written by "someone who 
could perform [dangerous work] but was a kind of 
a free spirit."  

    Critic Charles Poore, writing in the New York 
Times in 1957, called the memoir "the funniest 
(unofficial, that is) record of rugged adventure in 
the O.S.S."  

    The son of a Navy captain, Mr. Hall grew up in 
Annapolis. He said the OSS book was not meant 
to show "contempt for authority, but bridling at au-
thority."  

    Mr. Hall described himself as an ideal match 
for the OSS, which was interested less in formal 
military expertise than in recruiting agents who 
could use their wits and innovation in sticky situa-
tions to win the war. "There were no parameters, 
and you did what the hell you wanted, up to legal 
and military limits," he told The Washington Post 
in 2002. "The more creative you were, the more 
they liked it."  

    One of his favourite OSS stories involved a col-
league sent to occupied France to destroy a 
seemingly impenetrable German tank at a key 
crossroads. The French resistance found that 
grenades were no use.  

    The OSS man, fluent in German and dressed 
like a French peasant, walked up to the tank and 
yelled, "Mail!"  

    The lid opened, and in went two grenades.  

Want a bike?  Take your pick! 

Race you to the pub? 
 

OK, last there gets ‘em in! 
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    Mr. Hall learned guerrilla warfare at Congressional 
Country Club, which the OSS had taken over for 
training, and infiltrated a Philadelphia circuit breaker 
plant on a test run. He not only got a job at the plant, 
but the handsome trainee also wangled a date with a 
woman in the personnel office who happened to be 
the company vice president's daughter.  

    His made-up identity included a falsehood about 
being wounded while parachuting into Sicily, and the 
vice president was so taken with his bravery that he 
invited Mr. Hall to speak at a company war bond rally. 
He did the job so well that news of his rousing 
speech was published in a local paper.  

    "You're supposed to be a spy, not a bond sales-
man," an OSS companion said.  

    Mr. Hall spent much of the war in Great Britain, 
training and working alongside a motley gang of 
paratroopers: new recruits, war-hardened Poles and 
the occasional rising star, such as future CIA director 
William E. Colby. (He later was an usher at Colby's 
first wedding.)  

    Ultimately, Mr. Hall arrived in a war zone, the little-
known but strategic Norwegian theatre of operations. 
"Operation Better-Late-Than-Never," he called it.  

    One of his tasks was to oversee the surrender of 
thousands of Germans to his small contingent. Mr. 
Hall said the German colonel who surrendered to him 
pulled out a ceremonial dagger and told Mr. Hall that 
his men were like blades -- temporarily sheathed.  

    Mr. Hall grabbed the dagger and broke it on the 
ground with his feet, one of his proudest dramatic 
moments.  

    Roger Wolcott Hall was born May 20, 1919, in Bal-
timore. He graduated from Annapolis High School in 
1936 and a year later from the private Severn School 
before entering the University of Virginia.  

    "My father did not feel I was mature enough to go 
to college," he told The Post, explaining the year at 
Severn. "My mom died, I was utterly miserable and 
probably immature."  

    At U-Va., he became captain of the lacrosse team 
and a member of the Punch and Julep dramatic soci-
ety before graduating in 1941. He wrote for the year-
book and singled out his own fine performance in an 
all-male revue perceptively titled "That's No Lady."  

    Mr. Hall initially joined the Army and finished the 
war at the rank of captain. After his discharge, he be-
came a press box announcer for the Baltimore Colts. 
The job ended because the Colts' management did 
not appreciate his reaction to a referee's call against 
the team on what could have been its winning field 
goal.  

       "A Seeing Eye dog has been lost," Mr. Hall 
said over the public-address system. "Will the 
owner please return it to the officials' dressing 
room?"  

    Mr. Hall spent most of his life in New York as a 
freelance writer and editor. In the early 1970s, he 
had a stint, his favorite job, as cartoon editor for 
the old True magazine in New York.  

    He also was the host of radio shows, including 
one called "You Can't Fight Roger Hall," and 
wrote two novels, "All My Pretty Ones" (1959), a 
humorous book based on his relationship with a 
fashion model, and "19" (1970), a spy story.  

    He moved to Delaware in the 1980s with his 
wife, Linda Texter Hall, a poet and yoga instruc-
tor whom he married in 1973. She is his only im-
mediate survivor.  

    Mr. Hall always threatened to write new books, 
including a collection of poetry he wanted to call 
"Bayonet the Survivors and Other Love Poems."  

    He wanted his epitaph to read, "He deserves 
paradise who makes his companions laugh," a 
phrase sometimes attributed to the Koran.  

Adam Bernstein wrote the introduction to "You're 
Stepping on My Cloak and Dagger" when it was 
reissued in 2004 by the Naval Institute Press.  

 

Visit To Harrington By Linda Hall, 
Roger Hall’s Widow 

    On Sunday 5th of April, Clive Bassett played 
host to Linda Hall and her party at his home in 
Wellingborough.   

    In the afternoon he escorted them on a tour of 
the Carpetbagger Museum where they saw the 
Carpetbagger video, inspected the various arte-
facts and learned the important role that the cov-
ert operations, conducted from Harrington, 
played in the Second World War.  

    Before leaving Harrington, Linda and her party 
posed for a few photographs and then presented 
the museum library with the latest reprint of 
Roger’s book, You’re Stepping on My Cloak 
and Dagger. 

    There follows a selection of the pictures taken 
both at Harrington and at Clive’s home.  

  For the full story see page 14.  
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Linda in Clive’s garden after signing a copy of Roger’s 
book for the museum library.   
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Linda on her arrival at the museum. The book’s jacket.  

Linda and her party after their tour of the museum. 
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   In Volume 5, Issue 2 of the DropZone, July 2007, we published an article about Capt. Victor Gough, 
leader of a Jedburgh team who was captured, and later shot, by the Germans.  This article was based on 
notes supplied by his nephew, Colin Burbridge, who has now expanded these notes into a book. 
 
Reproduced below is the press release for Preserving The Flame. 
 

PRESS RELEASE 
Preserving the Flame - Colin Burbidge 

 
 

PRAISE FOR PRESERVING THE FLAME: 
"A compelling, chilling account of a dark page in the clandestine war; an authentic, well-researched docu-

ment, it is highly recommended.”  
- Nigel West, author of At Her Majesty's Secret Service: The Chiefs of Britain's Intelligence Agency, MI6 

 
“For as long as I can remember my grandmother Marjorie Gough had a photograph of her son Cap-

tain Victor Gough in his uniform, on her mantelpiece. For as long as I can remember, she never 
spoke a word about him. It was only after her death we discovered that what we took to be a 

brooch was in fact his Croix de Guerre medal. It was only then that we discovered the actual cita-
tion was still waiting to be claimed from the War Office.”  

- Colin Burbidge, Preserving the Flame 
 
The unlocking of secrets both military and familial lie at the heart of Preserving the Flame. With the death 
of his grandmother coinciding with the release of official documents held classified under the 50 year rule, 
Colin Burbidge began to piece together the extraordinary story surrounding, as it transpired, the murder of 
his uncle, who was in command of an SOE Jedburgh team  parachuted into the Vosges Mountains, to-
gether with five comrades from the SAS, four US airmen, and four Frenchmen - 3 of whom were priests -
  in the Erlich Forest near Gaggenau in November 1944.  To cover their tracks the German execution 
squad stripped the 14 and burnt their papers and clothes, though kept for themselves any items of value, 
and buried the bodies in a bomb crater.  
 
That their actions did not manage to conceal their war crime is predominantly due to two other highly in-
triguing men who play a part in Burbidge’s book. Firstly, the “brilliant, ruthless, and eccentric” Major Eric 
Barkworth, leader of the SAS War Crimes Investigation team, who in his determination to uncover the truth 
not only often operated on the very edge of his jurisdiction but was also rumoured to be operating a hit 
squad targeting Gestapo war criminals. 
 
 Secondly, Werner Helfen, a German officer in the Schutz Polizei who had been imprisoned with, and be-
friended, the 14 murder victims at the Sicherungs Camp at Schirmeck a satellite of the Natzweiler concen-
tration camp. Helfen was awaiting a death sentence meted out by an SS court, for his refusal to equip his 
men with sawn-off shot guns (banned under the Hague Convention). On their last night together at the 
camp, Gough presented Helfen with his silk SOE escape map as a token of friendship and gratitude for all 
that he had done for the 14.  
 
Helfen survived the war and later returned the map to Burbidge’s family; it now forms part of an exhibit 
dedicated to Captain Gough in the Aviation Museum at RAF Harrington in Northamptonshire. 
 
About the author 
    As an actor in the 1960s, Colin Burbidge  is a veteran of the days of live televi sion dramas with roles in 
host of evocative series including Z Cars, No Hiding Place, Dixon of Dock Green, and The Avengers. 
    He is now writer  and producer of  broadcast documentaries, including “Silent Geese” about the code 
breaking at Bletchley Park, “Imperial Dream” the story of the R 101 disaster, and “Keeping the Music Alive” 
exploring the story of the BBC Symphony Orchestra’s wartime work in Bedford, all for BBC radio.  
    He is married and lives in Bedford.  
 
Book Title: “Preserving the Flame” 
Author: Colin Burbidge 
Publisher Legend Press/Paper Books 
Genre: Non Fiction/History/WW II/ SAS & SOE Special Forces 
ISBN: 9781849 230247 
Publisher contact:   tomchalmers@legend-paperbooks.co.uk  
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 James J.   Heddleson  
 
    James J. Heddleson age 85 of Louisville, passed 
away March 15, 2009 in Mercy Medical Center fol-
lowing a sudden illness.  
 
     Jim was born June 19, 1923 in Canton to the late 
Harry and Mary (Quinlen) Heddleson. He was retired 
from the Hoover Company and proudly served his 
country as an air force veteran of World War II. He 
was a member of the VFW Post #7490, American 
Legion Post #548, the Eighth Air Force Historical So-
ciety, Air Force Escape and Evasion Society and 
801st/492nd Bombardment Group Association - 
known as the Carpetbaggers. Jim enjoyed telling 
jokes and loved music.  
 
    Jim is survived by four sons, Gregory (Robin) Hed-
dleson of Louisville, Jeff Heddleson of Greenville, 
SC, Keith Heddleson of Greenville, SC and Mark 
(Debbie) Heddleson of Tuscarawas; three grandchil-
dren, Jill, Scott and Stephanie; six great-
grandchildren; sisters-in-law, Sharon Walker and 
Cheryl Walker; several nieces and nephews; and two 
cousins, Tom and Tim Kelleher. He is preceded in 
death by his wife, Ruth G. Heddleson who passed 
away May 9, 2001.   
 
     Interment with full military honors was at St. Louis 
Parish Cemetery. 

Jimmy with Elaine and Roy Tebbutt at the 2005 
Carpetbagger Reunion. 

Jimmy as a young airman. 

Jimmy with the Ambrose crew. 
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   Major- General Antonin Petrak 
By John Harding 

 
    The Daily Telegraph recently reported the 
death of Major- General Antonin Petrak at the 
ageof 96.  
 
    He escaped to Britain after the Nazi invasion of 
his native Czechoslovakia and subsequently won 
the Military Cross and served with the SOE on 
the plot to assasinate Reinhard Heydrich.  As we 
gave a report  in the October, 2007 issue of "The 
Dropzone" on the two SOE agents who killed 
Heydrich (Jan Kubis and Josef Gabcik) I thought 
you may be interested in knowing a little more 
about another person who was behind the plot. 
 
     When the Germans entered Prague in 
March,1939, Petrak decided to flee to Western 
Europe. Together with eight fellow officers he 
made his way overland to Syria and then by sea 
to Marseilles but with the fall of France in July 
1940, he and his comrades went by boat to Liver-
pool where they arrived  grubby, exhausted and 
hungry.  They then marched from the port to the 
station on their way to join the Czechoslovak Bri-
gade near Chester.  

    After a move to Leamington Spa (where the two 
agents Kubis and Gabcik trained ) Petrak served as 
a liaison officer with an anti-tank battery before vol-
unteering for SOE training on the west coast of 
Scotland.  He became the only Czechoslovak in-
structor at the SOE school (Czechoslovak Section) 
based at Arisaig.  Among those trained there were 
the two agents Kubis and Gabcik who also went 
through intensive training at Leamington Spa.   
 
    In 1942 they successfully assassinated the Nazi 
Reinhard Heydrich, the so-called Reichsprotektor of 
Bohemia.  Whilst the daring raid was a great suc-
cess for Petrak and the Czech government in exile, 
it proved disastrous for many Czechs living under 
occupation as Hitler ordered drastic measures of 
revenge to be taken.  
 
    In May,1943 Petrak left the SOE and joined a 
Czech Brigade, landing with them in France in June 
1944, being awarded the Military Cross for his ac-
tions.  After the war he returned to Czechoslovakia 
and married his fiancée who had waited for him for 
six years.  

    He was appointed Chief of Staff of the Tank Bri-
gade but when the communists took power he be-
came a target of the state security police, being later 
dismissed and sentenced to five months in prison as 
a result of trumped up charges.  He was brutally 
treated in a labour camp and remained there for 
many years.  Finally with the collapse of the Soviet 
Union he was rehabilitated and reinstated in the 
rank of major-general.  
 
    In 2002 at Traigh House, Arisaig, he unveiled a 
plaque commemorating the training of the Special 
Forces of Czechoslovakia at the SOE school.     
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    General Petrak was later appointed MBE for his 
work and in 2003 was awarded the order of the White 
Lion by President Havel. In 2004  he received the Le-
gion d’Honneur from President Chirac at the D-day 
celebrations in France.  
    His wife and daughter survive him. 
 
Picture credits The Daily Telegraph 
 
 
 

A Special Visitor 
 

   On Thursday the 9th April 2009, Harrington Avia-
tion Museums were visited by the Worshipful Mayor 
of Kettering, Councillor J. Henson, who was accom-
panied by two friends, Mr and Mrs Maxwell. 
 
    On her arrival, the Mayor and her party were 
greeted by Ron Clarke and then shown into the TV 
room for a viewing of the Carpetbaggers video.  This 
was followed by a tour of the Carpetbagger museum 
where the Mayor showed great interest in many of 
the exhibits. 

    After taking tea in the canteen, where she 
chatted to the volunteers, the Mayor and her 
party moved on to the Northamptonshire Aviation 
Society Museum and spent the final thirty min-
utes of the visit in the company of Tom Reeves. 
 
    Before leaving Harrington, the Mayor pre-
sented to the museum a framed copy of the Ket-
tering Coat of Arms, signed and dated by herself.  
This now hangs in the reception area. 
 
    Once her term as Mayor is completed, we 
hope that Councillor Henson can rearrange the 
visit with a group of friends to the museum that 
she had to postpone last summer.  

Ron Clarke holds the Aldis Lamp while the 
Mayor takes a bearing. 

L/R Ron Clarke, Mrs Maxwell, the Mayor, her 
driver, Tom Reeves, Mr Maxwell. 

Kettering Coat of Arms 
signed by the Mayor. 
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 Linda Hall 
 

By Clive Bassett 
 

    A perfect Spring day welcomed Linda Hall all the way 
from America to Northamptonshire and our Museum on 
its first weekend opening of 2009. Linda is the widow of 
Roger Hall who served in the OSS; he was the leader of 
the Operational Group Norso 11. I have been in contact 
with Linda for some while, discussing her late husband’s 
wartime service in the O.S.S, and had hoped that she 
would be able to include a visit to my home and our Mu-
seum during her month-long tour of Europe. Her travel-
ling companion is her good friend Natalie Bergholz; they 
are visiting friends (two of them Jan and John Wilcynki 
also visited our Museum with Linda and Natalie) and 
various places including Italy, England and Scotland. 
Earlier this year I visited myself Dalnaglar Castle in 
Blairgowrie, Scotland and it was there that Roger Hall 
spent many months training the OSS Operational 
Groups prior to their Mission to Norway, Operation 
RYPE. In a future article I will be writing about the OG’s 
who were at Dalnaglar, code-named Area “P” by the 
OSS.  

      From there it was training amid near riot, 
bursting grenades, and WAVES at a country 
club near Washington; parachuting; sniping wars 
with the Presidential Guard; practice sabotage in 
Baltimore and Philadelphia; and celebrations of 
a secret and highly hazardous nature. Then it 
was England, where the British, with their long 
tradition in the arts of sabotage and espionage 
watched the O.S.S. with jaws agape. There, too, 
were operations with both friends and foes. 
Some were farcical failures, such as the total 
inability of the Air Force to locate Norway. Some 
were moments of total uproar, such as the time 
the Colonel used his big, black and glowing cigar 
as a pointer on the new, wall-size, highly explo-
sive, plastic map of the O.S.S Theatre on 
Europe.  
 
    There were moments of seriousness, mo-
ments of heroism, moments of stupefying anticli-
max. All in all, “You’re stepping on my cloak and 
dagger” is a hilarious brush with life by an irrev-
erent but affectionate storyteller. It is a true story 
and one of the truly funny books to come from 
the war”.  Linda bought with her a copy of the 
newly re-printed book which she has signed and 
dedicated to our Museum at Harrington, a most 
welcome addition to our library.  

    Sadly Roger never made it back to England or Scot-
land after his wartime service. A lasting legacy however 
that he left was his excellent and highly amusing book, 
written firstly in 1957, “You’re stepping on my cloak and 
dagger”, and recently republished. This tells the incredi-
ble account of his time in the O.S.S. and his many ad-
ventures. In the flyleaf of the original 1957 book the fol-
lowing is written “When Roger Hall joined the OSS both 
were very young. When they parted, the latter was 
dead. Mr Hall’s account of what passed between them 
is a brash, hilarious record.  
 
    It began one day when the miasma of a Louisiana 
Infantry Camp so overwhelmed young Lieutenant Hall 
that he sought escape by applying for the O.S.S. All he 
knew of the new organisation at the time was a phrase 
which haunted him: “Operations of a secret and highly 
hazardous nature.”  
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    I hope to make a small display at the Museum 
regarding Roger’s O.S.S. service, with Linda’s as-
sistance, later this year. At this time it is not clear if 
Roger ever visited Harrington during the war, how-
ever there is an intriguing photograph attached to 
this article, which shows Roger, second from the 
right, top row, along with others of Norso 11, with a 
black painted B-24 in the background.  
 
    It is possible that they did come to Harrington for 
some training whilst on detachment to Area “H” 
Holmewood Hall, the O.S.S. Container Packing 
facility.   Also of note in the image is the use of 
American Parachutes, it was more usual to use the 
British X-Type with no reserve; it is also possible 
that this is a staged image and the parachutes be-
longed to the Aircrew. Another clue may be that 
Roger is handling a bottle of Scotch whisky, not too 
likely before Parachuting!  
 
    It was a delight to welcome Linda and her 
friends to our Museum, a visit I know they much 
enjoyed, though their first may well not be their 
last.                                                                  

We have identified Roger, but who are the others in this photograph?  
 If anyone knows, please write to us.  



Off Lamport Road  
Harrington 

Northamptonshire 
NN6 9PF 

HARRINGTON AVIATION MUSEUMS 

Phone: 01604 686608 
 

Email: cbaggermuseum@aol.com 

Wer’e on the Web! 
www.

harringtonmuseum.
org.uk 

A Snippet from Vera Tebbutt 
 

    I would like to personally thank Betty, Fred and Tom for putting on a 
splendid meal in Harrington Village Hall on Saturday 21st March.  
 
    Tom hired the hall and Betty and Fred provided the food.  Betty cooked 
two different main meals, and Anne Butlin provided two choices of sweet. 
The meal was followed by cheese and biscuits, served along with tea,  
coffee and mints. 
 
    It was a lovely spring day and everyone had a wonderful time.  
 
   
     
    John Harding is always looking for interesting articles to publish in the 
DropZone.  Any member with anything to submit should send it to John, 
care of the museum, or by email to Fred: caswest@aol.com 
 
    We hope you all enjoy a lovely warm summer in 2009. 
 

Another biker trying to find his way to the pub?  Let’s hope he got 
back unscathed! 


