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Born 13th April, 1918
Killed in Crete, 5t September, 1942

PREFACE
]"l’ is easier to record the lives of those whu have passed in
time, and man; fame

in some particular direction—in art, music, htu’a(ure, politics
or otherwise—than to review the brief activities of those who
once again are passing by the way, on the threshold of usefal
life. The best of one generation formed the Civilian Army
which sacrificed itself all too prematurely in the war of
1914-1918. The best of another s, alas, now being offered on
the altar of sacrifice. They have sought no reward and in
their very modesty would be the first to disclaim that in life
or death they have done anything to merit particular mention.
Traly are they numbered s those who
“Do good by stealth
Ao blah o Sarlie e

Childhood and School

Alan was one of a legion of his contemporaries, endowed
with no very special characteristic in scholarship and no
outstanding skill as an athlete. We may rather delight to
record one who made a host of friends, young and old, and
seldom if ever an enemy: one who faced all the vicissitudes
of life with determination, and with a smile: one who,
in all his actions, fulfilled, perhaps, the greatest test of
success, in the words of a hymn so often sung in the
Chapel of Marlborough :

“To make the world a better place
And life a worthier thing

Thete is often some peculiar reflection of character fn a
nickname. As a child, with a mop of curly hair, Alan became
“ Tiggie,” and as such he remained with his early companions
to the end. At his private school someone culled for him,
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[image: image2.jpg]doubtless out of the pages of “ Stalky,” the name of * Bungy,”
and  Bungy ” he remained at Marlborough and to his friends
of the Metropolitan Police. When in due course the R.A.F.
welcomed him to its arms “ Bungy  became Alan, and by this
he was known to his station, Squadron-Commanders and
brother officers and, off duty, to his crews, and even to his
ground mechanics.

He owed much to R. K. Henderson, the Headmaster of
St. Peters, Seaford, who, with his partner Knox-Shaw taught
him much worldly wisdom, even if they could never discourage
him from hiting wildly and usually unsuccessfully at the
cricket ball. Rugby football was, however, truly the clement
of one whose physique lent itself less to the finesse of the
cricket field than to the rough and tumble of the serum. It
was often his boast that though he was Head of his House at
Marlborough, and a bosom friend of Peter Fane, then Captain
of the House XI, not even this could advance him beyond a
courtesy place in the House 2nd XI.

He was, however, a magnificent Rugby Football player,
and but for the war might well have achicved some measure
of fame in that ficld. He was in the School XV for two years,
and it was one of his few disappointments during school life
that the authoritics failed to make him captain. It seemed
that he showed for the first time a fecling of injustice against
a decision which gave a coveted position over his head to
another who happened to be Senior Prefect, but who he and
others felt would not have the capacity for leadership necessary
to build up a successful team.

His Housemaster at Littlefield, who had good reason to
know, paid a very gencrous tribute to those qualities of
example and leadership in his final report.

“Excellent. He has fully justified my confidence in him,
and as Head of House he has proved himself to be a first-rate
leader. As Captain of House Rugger for two years he has
achieved much, and spread a spirit of keenness which was
previously lacking. There is no House activity which he has
not fostered by his own example, or by his interest and
encouragement. He has carned the deep gratitude of the
whole House and our best wishes go with him.

«A., E. Trruev.”



[image: image3.jpg]He inherited his mother’s love of music and found in the
piano a never-ending source of joy and comfort. Certain small
compositions reflected something of the charm of his nature
by their simplicity and harmony.

He was a natural mimic and had the makings of a first class
actor. A performance of Captain Stanhope in * Journey’s
End,” for the production of which at Littlefield he was entirely
responsible, was said to be unique in the annals of Marlborough
House drama. Alan was born during Zeppelin raids on the
London area, and doubtless he had heard much from his
father of the mixture of humour and tragedy in the trenches.
That was, I think, why there was something in the restless,
bitter character of Captain Stanhope which appealed to
something in his own nature, which could see nothing but the
degradation and futility of war. Indeed, he was never
comfortable in the O.T.C., and at the first chance deserted it
and sought a different type of training with the Boy Scouts
and the Swindon Mission. Perhaps an instinct guided him
to this form of training, with the feeling that one of his
temperament could do more good in helping to guide those
who never had his opportunitics than to learn drill or fire a
rifle with boys of his own school.

And so his days at school ended, not in any blaze of
particular reputation as a scholar or an athlete, but with that
credit which was due to enthusiasm for work and play, to
more than average ability in every phase of school life, to an
example set to all with whom he came in contact.

Itis truly a tragic part of war than an O.M. who lost so
many school friends of his generation from 1914-18 should
have been spared to mourn twenty-five years later, a
Marlburian son, killed, alas, with an ever-growing number of
his colleagues in another Armageddon.

Selsey

And no record of the happy school days would be complete
without some attempt to describe the joys of his holidays at
Selsey. Selsey was his home in every best sense of the word.
Possibly he may have first learned to walk there. Certainly
he took to the water soon after he walked, and became a
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[image: image4.jpg]magnificent swimmer. He loved the fishermen and in every
possible weather took to a boat, and seemed gloriously happy
even if the fish were scarce.

Perhaps there was something in the air which contributed
to a fine physique. Perhaps there was something in the
character of Hunnisett and other fishermen which found a
reflection in the simplicity of his nature. He found a host of
friends of all ages, and from all classes and of both sexes.

Many will remember a generous spirit which during the
summer tennis tournaments sought a girl whose lack of skill
prevented her from readily finding a partner. There are
surely few among those who, over the years, spent the halcyon
days of August in Selsey who will not recall with gratitude
and affection the blithe gay spirit which crossed their summer
path.

‘And there must be many who will remember the evenings
at the Golf Club, at private houses, or with the Selsey Follies,
swhen he could be persuaded to perform some of his repertoire
of improvisations. Dan Danton and Dot Charlton, who for
years brought the Follies to Selsey, found a willing helper to
2dd to their programme when things were quiet and, as with
their colleagues they travel around the country with EN.S.A.,
there will be present the gay recollection of a temporary.
member who, indeed, became a friend to them all.

And when in his later days leave, however short, enabled
him to get away, nothing could dissuade him from o flying
visit. Selsey remained a magnet to the end. No finer tribute,
among the many received after his death, can be found than
the letter from a Rugby International of an earlier generation,
who from the next house had seen the child grow to the man,
than that which is quoted on page 14.

Experience Abroad

A period at Neuchitel followed Marlborough, a time to
him of pleasant and widening experience, during which he
leamned to speak French fluently and acquired more than a
smattering of German. In the light of events it is worth
recalling a walking tour through the Black Forest, which gave
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[image: image5.jpg]him the impression that, whatever the dangers of Nazism,

Great Britain covld learn much from a system which was

building up a new generation, better equipped mentally and

physically for the stern struggle of life, than many he had met
+in his earlier experiences of the Swindon Mission.

He had certainly begun to feel that the State should give
youth of all classes a real chance, and that training should not
be left to the vicarious efforts of voluntary philanthropic
organisations. He felt this yet more keenly when later he
came across his aircrews from Canada, Australia and New
Zealand, and compared their physical and mental capacity
with that of many youths of his ewn country, born and bred
‘in the towns.

Police
After a short spell in an office circumstances arose which
induced him to spare his parents any further expense and he
* entered the Metropolitan Police through the normal channels
of P‘e:l House. That he learned much during his short service
with “C” Division of the Metropolitan Police cannot be
doubted. Tt was a tough school, and he came to know much
of the seamy side of life. Friends of all classes he made and
in Joe Makin in particular found a kindred spirit. _After
Alan’s death, Joe at last succeeded in joining the Service
. and his long ambition to share the dangers of his old friend
in the air may soon be realised. Alan, however, had
little good to say of some of the old timers, or a system
which, on occasion, assessed the value of a P.C. according to
the number of successful prosecutions secured. He was
certainly interested in some aspects of the work, but could
© never be really happy.

N

. Family

And of Alan’s family life it is particularly difficult to write.

“There are things in life
Too decp, too full for words.”
. Forhismother he had a passionate love ; they weresingularly
alike in sympathy and modesty of nature; they shared a
.
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[image: image6.jpg]profound love of music and Alan’s happiest hours were spent
with his mother at many an orchestral concert. It was, one
often felt, the main anxiety of his life with the RA.F. that if
he joined the growing number of his friends, his mother might
feel too deeply the parting ; and all his letters tried to minimise
the risks he knew too well

And he was ever a friend as well as 2 brother of Joan, who
shared with him their mutual confidences, and took immense
delight in his achievements at Marlborough, and with pride
and fear, from the ranks of the W.A.A.F., watched him rise
in the RAF. It is sad that he could not be spared to share
a leave with Joan after she obtained her commission.

He chafed at the bit when war broke out, but the'
Commissioner discouraged the transfer of his Police to
the forces. When, however, he found his father in the
RAF., he announced his intention to wear the same
uniform and although his father suggested that he could
have an interview with the Air Ministry, with every hope
of obtaining a commission in the RA.F. Police, where
his special cxperience and knowledge of languages would
prove of service, he could not face a life of such com-
parative security. He put his name down for air crew,
pressed for an early appointment with the Air Crew Selection
Board, was at once accepted, and in a few short weeks
commenced his tra

Royal Air Force

He took to the air as in carly childhood he had taken to
water ; and in due course was posted to 10 Squadron, at that
time one of the crack squadrons of Bomber Command. There
he came under the influence of a famous pilot who, later as
Air Commodore W. Staton, D.S.0,, MC., D.F.C., and to the
great loss of the RAF., was unhappily captured in Java.
Staton described Alan as quite the best and most reliable pilot
who had crossed his path since the war. He loved the Station
and was proud, indeed, of the Squadron to which had been
drawn air crews from all parts of the world. His own crews
of his Whitley and Halifax came largely from the Dominions,
and it is not too much to say that these in their turn learned
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[image: image7.jpg]that the mother country could find a pilot and a captain
who could inspire their confidence and affection.
Alan took them usually with him on periodical leave in

London and on occasion managed to find them a billet with
his old C” Division of the Metropolitan Police.

He came to realise how fine were these representatives of
the Dominions, and from conversations the writer has had with
some there is good reason to know they felt there was little
lacking in the native product of their home country.

Of his many operations (they probably numbered nearly
forty) Alan would say little. He could not hide the fact
that on one return visit from Germany his Whitley had
to come down in the sea. Though battered and bruised in
landing in a particularly rough sea, his crew suffered
nothing more than one broken arm and all were picked up
by a destroyer, whose Commander was amazed to find
one who, after a bath and a sleep, could consume a hearty
‘meal under the worst conditions. Within a fortnight he was
back on operations.

He was one of the very few who on the first major attack
on Berlin, which involved the loss of thirty-seven aircraft,
succeeded in reaching the target and would but briefly refer
to the fact that the plane was struck by lightning, all electrical
controls put out of action, and he and his crew rendered
temporarily unconscious.

The O.C. of a neighbouring fighter station described to the
writer an occasion when a Whitley, returning from a raid in a
thick fog, made an almost unbelievable landing. Alan, the
imperturbable pilot, stepped out and congratulated the duty
officer for celebrating his return with a Brock’s benefit of
fireworks |

On two occasions it is known that the air gunners under
his command accounted for enemy fighters for which they
were awarded the D.F.M. On one of these—a daylight raid
on Brest to search out the Breslau and Gneisenau—one of his
crew was wounded and an engine put out of action, but he
limped back safely to the nearest station. He described the
1,000 bomber raid on Cologne as one of the most perfectly
organised operations in his experience, but otherwise just a
routine trip without adventure or incident. A seties of
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[image: image8.jpg]daylight raids on Tronjhem, during which he encountered
encmy fighters, must have been particalarly anxious, and some
of s friends were lost. It was the only occasion when he sent
a telegram to his mother to report “ All Well,” as he knew she
must have been worried by hearing nothing for some time
while he was away from his home base. These were operations
which produced a special message of congratulation from
Bomber Command, and perhaps he felt some little measure of
disappointment that awards could but be allocated by the
old-time method of drawing names from a hat.

Then, at short notice, the squadron was moved to the
Middle East, Alan in command of A ” Flight. The crew
of his Halifax, most of whom had bcen with him for a
year, were P/O N. Turner (Newt) and F/Sergt. W. J. Porritt
(Magee) both from Canada; Sergt. A. E. Carson (Kit) from
Australia; Sergt. J. W. Macfarlane (Mac) and Sergt. J.
Bradley (Joe) from Great Britain—indeed a noble band of
brothers from all corners of the Empire. “Newt” is a
prisoner, “Mac” and ¢ Joe” happily are back, while Alan,
“Kit” and “Magee” rest together in the cemetery at
Kastelli, Crete.

How many operations he conducted over Tobruk and
clsewhere we never heard, but some of his last letters
reflected that at long last he was becoming a little weary ;
indeed, he had carried out without rest more than the total
of operations which usually necessitate six months on the
ground. He did not, however, relish the prospect of leaving
his crew, and he knew the squadron was shortly to be
disbanded. He had risen in a comparatively short time to
be No. 2 in the squadron, and wanted to serve with it to
the last. This, so pathetically, he did, and his last airgraph
received after his death is quoted on page 14

The story of his last flight is told graphically by Sergeant
MacFarlane in the letter appended—a simple, pathetic, yet
glorious description of the last moments of his life (page 15).

We can well believe that Alan felt that his Dominion
Flight Sergeants would have a better chance if he remained
at the controls, and at the risk of his own life he refused
to leave these two gallant companions of many an operation.
So these friends from Great Britain, Canada and Australia
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[image: image9.jpg]died together—an inspiring example of the true comradeship
of the British Empire.

Alan spoke well of the camaraderie between the British
and German Air Forces, and in these days of hatred
propaganda, it is perhaps encouraging to record that the
enemy paid with all honours their final tribute to these gallant
airmen. May this serve in the days to come to heal the
wounds of war, and bring the happiness of peace to a distracted
world !

So Alan lies in the Grecian Islands with many others
from the Empire killed in two wars. And if no Last Post
sounded at his burial and no Reveillé could strike the note of
encouragement and hope, the glorious words of Rupert
Brooke, who, twenty-seven years carlier had been taken
to his rest in an adjoining island, may provide a fitting
epitaph and inspiration.

“ Blow out, you bugles, over the rich dead,
There’s none of these so lonely and poor of old,
But, dying, has made us rarer gifts than gold.
These laid the world away, poured out the red
Sweet wine of youth ; gave up the years to be
Of work and joy, and that unhoped serene
That men call age ; and those who would have been,
Their sons, they gave, their immortality.

Blow, bugles, blow. They brought us, for our dearth,
Holiness, lacked so long, and love, and pain.

Honour has come back, as a king, to earth,

And paid his subjects with a royal wage ;

‘And nobleness walks in our ways again ;

And we have come into our heritage.”
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APPENDIX
One of Many Tributes

“My picture of Alan is such a_clear one, almost selfishly
T could wish it were not so clear. I remember him as a small
laddie off to his fishing and playing in your garden and in ours.
Later at tennis and cricket beside your court. Then came his
school days and his prowess gradually growing. I remember
well how he took that disappointment in not being captain of
Marlborough, well indeed. Then when he joined the Police
with nothing but a great enthusiasm. Later again I followed
with pride and a real affection his steady and splendid carcer.
Whatever fell to him to do, it was obvious he did with all his
heart. You have been always so devoted a family that Alan’s
keenest pang at this very moment isnot that he has left you,
but for the suffering of you three that he is in person unable
toassuage. I pray for all your sakes that with time, comfort
may come to you from the memory of your son ; one so clean,
so manly, so straight that grievous as is his loss to you, to us,
to all who knew him, great indeed must his welcome be from
all the great souls who have gone before.”

His Last Letter by dirgraph
4th September, 1942.

“ Hullo, Mums Darling, Well I wish I could think of some-
thing to write about, but life is depressing at the moment.
On Sunday the best Squadron in the RA.F. is ceasing to exist,
and our feclings are very low. We will of course form another
Squadron, but that is different to being a member of the one
I've been lucky enough to belong to for fourteen months.
The rest of the news is a bit more cheerful. T think I will only
do one more trip and then I will be finished, and that means
there is a reasonable chance of getting home. If I don’t,
Muns, please don’t worry as I will be sitting on my backside
doing some appallingly ‘safe and dull job. The big trouble
is, except for Newt, the rest of the crew will continue and,
T suppose, I will lose touch with them—altogether most
depressing.”

%




[image: image11.jpg]From Sergeant . W. MacFarlane

3 Westwarp Stxeer,
MippLESERO", Yorks,
20th March, 1943.
“Dear Six,

T sincerely hope that you will pardon me writing to you
in this manner. I was Flight Engincer in your son Alan’s
crew, and was with him when he so gallantly sacrificed his life
to try and save the others of the crew. I thought, maybe,
you would appreciate the full facts, and am only sorry that [
cannot bring any good news, knowing that Alan died for
certain.

““Imay say, Sir, that I flew with him for over a year, with
most of the crew, and we would all have cheerfully flown
through hell with' Alan at the controls. You will know, of
course, that we were posted rather suddenly out East last
July, and after a stay at Gib. we arrived there at the end of
July. They then started us bombing Tobruk, and we did
this on and off until the beginning of Scptember, and by this
time Alan was well over the Operational Limit, but he kept on
with us as a crew, not wanting to split us up.

“On 5th September there was a daylight raid on Crete
and naturally Alan volunteered. We were leaders of the last
formation of three, but when we arrived our formation led the
attack. We bombed in formation and, needless to say, the
Huns concentrated on us, the leaders. We were almost shot
out of the sky, but Alan kept on, bombed, and then two shells
hit our starboard wing, shot out a motor and the wing caught

re.

“T told Alan it was hopeless and he ordered ¢ Abandon
Aircraft” while we turned over the land. On that order
Newt Turner, the Observer, handed up Alan’s chute, and
baled out. Meanwhile the two gunners, Kit Carson and
Magee Porritt decided to come forward to bale out. Then the
Wireless Op., Joe Bradley, left the aircraft which was blazing
by this time, and T asked the Skipper, Alan, to put the aircraft
in the auto pilot and jump with me. He shook hands, said he
wasn’t leaving until the other two cleared out, and told me to
go. 1 jumped, and just after I left the whole starboard wing
dropped off. 1 shall never ever forget the Skipper sitting there
as cool as anything, looking as though he was on a joy ride.
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[image: image12.jpg]«Alan could have easily saved his own life without
affecting the fate of the other two. Instead he chose o go
with them to the last. The three of them were buried with
full military honours at a small Cretan town of Kastelli
Pediaba, near a German acrodrome. The Germans honoured
them with an Air Force escort, and a firing party of thirty
airmen, who fired three volleys. The burial was conducted by
three Greek priests, and the whole townsfolk turned out to
follow the coffins, although a number of their friends had been
killed by our bombs. In all, there were about 500 people.

“Your sincere servant,

. W. MACFARLANE.”




