D6578 Letters from RCAF Squadron Leader Nathan Crawford


Addressed to:

Lady Millicent Sutherland,

Dunrobin,

Golspie,

Sutherland

Re-directed to:

Winden Hotel

Nairn

UPWOOD, HUNTS.

April 8, 1944

Dear Gran:-

I suppose you are wondering

by now whether I am among the

“quick” or the “dead.” I admit, - with

considerable shame, - that I have

not been very quick at answering

letters lately, but, nevertheless, I am

far from being dead.

Shortly after writing you

last I went for my first ride in

the sky over the Third Reich. In

complete accord with that old bit

about the “pleasures of anticipation

being greater than those of realization”,
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it was not nearly so thrilling as

I had expected. True enough, the

preparations for the trip and the

seemingly endless waiting for

take off time contained all the

nerve wracking suspense they are

generally supposed to contain. But

once in the air I was so very

busy with my highly technical

job of being the “seeing eye” that

I had little time for listening to

the gunners and the pilot chattering

about the odd bit of flak, search –

lights and so on. I heard them

in a subconscious way as I 

played the absorbing game of

keeping track of our progress
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over poor old Europe. It was

quite fascinating to realize that 

for the first time I was flying

“with intent to kill” over and near

the famous old cities of the Continent.

Names I had first heard, and

memorized, along with significant

dates, at the shrill insistence of

a female teacher with mousy blonde

hair and a gold cased watch slung

from a long string of wooden

beads that must have reached, -

within the unviolated confines of 

her mysterious nether garments, -

at least as far as her navel, by

the most careful reckoning of 

myself and 11 yr. old colleagues.
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Strange as it may seem, as we

passed a few miles south of a famous

“treaty” city, I had visions of her

reeling up the watch, hand over

hand, to see how long she had to

torture us before lunch hour.

Then before I knew it we

had arrived at the crucial moment

just before “target time,” – when

everyone is “keyed-up” and

concentrating fiercely on getting

those “cookies” down exactly where

they’re supposed to go. The run in

to the target was quite exciting.

I had a “key” part to play which

included pressing the button that

let the bombs go. I had taken a
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look at them hanging smugly in

the bomb bay before we took off.

So it didn’t take much imagination

to inspire the brief, isolated thought:-

“Those poor bastards!” as with that

quick press and “Bombs Gone!” I 

relaxed for a tiny instant before

starting furiously to work on my

part of the job of “getting the Hell

out of there.” So busy was I that

I didn’t even have time to look

out of the aircraft to enjoy the

colorful scene as it was being

described by the enthusiastic gunners.

The trip back was anti-

climax and uneventful. No dangers

encountered, although they must
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have been lurking near by, because

we lost 33 aircraft that night.

It was the first 3000 ton raid

on Frankfurt.

Coming back over England

I finally quit working and stood

up behind the pilot to witness

my first homecoming. It was

very beautiful. And peaceful.

Stars blinking over head and search

lights coming below to guide us

home. Then the happy chatter of

the pilots as they contacted base

by radio, all of us recognizing

our friends as they chimed in.

Everyone home. None missing from

our bunch.
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Coffee and rum. Interrogation.

Cigarettes. Hearty backslaps from lads

you would greet with only a nod

yesterday, - and tomorrow. In their

slightly too noisy welcoming voices

you detect a note that makes it

hard to tell whether their relief is

because you got back or because

they got back. But all very jolly.

And everybody’s happy.

That’s the only trip I’ve made

yet.

Soon afterwards I went on

leave. Two days in London, four

in Torquay, and one night in London

again. All very quiet and well

behaved. Elizabeth, as usual, was

very good company the first time.
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But when I saw her on my way

back she had taken some pills

for a bit of a cold. They made her 

sleepy and a bit dull, - all together

unstimulating. Not that I blame

her, poor dear.

She is afraid you’re going

to insist on leaving a perfectly

comfortable spot in Scotland and

brave the hazards of war time

travel and war time London again.

I think I agree with her that you

would be what they call “ill-

advised” to do so.

My wife and family are

all well and reasonably content.

In Betsy’s latest letter she mentions

having heard from you. She
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says you sound “sweet and

friendly.” I would like her to

meet you so that she could have

the pleasure of confirming her

first impression.

A great deal of love from

one who thinks of you often –

Nathan.
