My old Dad - Albert. was passionate about the Dakota , ever since the Yanks flew Him Home in one after a prolonged , brutal and harrowing experience as a P.O.W .
 

The Green Howards were sent out on a limb - so to speak - in the defence of Tobruk , against battle hardened crack German & Italian troops  who were not only vastly superior in numbers , but in equipment too. They were informed that they would meet little resistance !
 

He drove a Bren Carrier , which was also equipped with a 6 pounder cannon. " They may as well have used a pea-shooter " Dad's words . After being trapped in a Wadi , on the command of their Generals whom were more interested in their own ego's than the welfare of their men , they came under devastating bombardment from both ground troops and the air , my Dad recalled watching a lone Hurricane , gamely seeing off  both a squadron of Eytie bombers and a couple of 109's before returning for fuel .
 

Albert watched over half His comrades fall , and was shot in the body himself - before surrendering . The Germans brought up their half - tracks , towing flack guns which were used horizontally and literally tore the Tommies in half ! 
Before Tobruk , my dad had been involved in a few skirmishes - but the 88mm's really frightened Him.
 

After being forced marched through Sicily - Italy - Austria - Germany them Silesia ( Now a part of Poland ) often having to forage for food , in desert clothing , severely wounded  , Albert watched over 2000 of His Comrades / Allies perish .
 

Passing through , and being interned in some , many different Italian and POW camps . Albert eventually arrived in Stalag 8B - lansdorf .   Close to death , what saved his life was the camp hospital , set up and manned by British P.O.W 's 
 

In previous camps , the Italians operated a policy of " no - work . no - bread " and were often cruel and merciless , Dad could recite all the offending phrases in Italian and German after a while. 
 

Dad told me , the Italians were extremely Fearful of Allied Bombers and R.A.F Aircrew in particular , to the extent that they would  " release " any captured aircrew , provide them with a canteen of " water" and a compass , point them in the direction of the Allies and tell them to walk home across the desert.   What they had actually done was fill the canteen half water / half vinegar which sent them mad within 24 hrs and condemned them to certain death in the sun !
 

After slave - labour , brutalisation beyond belief , and starvation , when the Russians advanced from the East Albert was sent on what became known as the Long March Home .
 

Prior to this , it had become common knowledge amongst the British P.O.W's that having so many allied prisoners in one area was no accident , it was part of Hitlers plan instigated when bombs first fell on Berlin , and the war on the Russian front going badly , to then locate the camps in Silesia.
 

Many thousands of Albert's comrades in arms were ousted from their Stalags , forced marched eastwards then lined up in front of German artillery as human - shields against the advancing Russians - never to return .
 

When ousted from the Stalag westwards , my dad received the only red cross parcel - from scores of parcels sent from His Mum & Girlfriend Olive ( who was to become my Mum) this proved fateful - since the parcel contained a horse blanket & a bar of chocolate . 
Trudging hundreds of miles westwards in the coldest winter in living memory , these 2 items were to prove vital to his survival .  Severely weakened and once again near - death , Albert came across a small boy stood outside a church in a polish village who's nane I forget , He then had a deja - vous experience in so much as He knew every interior detail of the church before He walked through it's doors in order to gain shelter from the elements . The small Polish  Boy requested a piece of Albert's precious chocolate , which was freely given , the boy then left and returned shortly afterwards pulling a small wooden -sled. He gave Albert this sled in order that Dad may carry his horse Blanket , which He was now to weak to carry - this saved Alberts life.
 

Dad was eventually found in a near death condition , by the U.S Airborne , and ferried home in stages by - again - a Dakota , upon setting foot on British soil - He kissed the ground. 
One of enclosed pics shows Albert shortly after convalescence on the South Coast - in ill fitting clothes ( He weighed 6 stones) obviously glad to be alive , feeding the seagulls - and clutching His Box - Brownie .
 

The other Pics of  dad and his chums in Libya , were doctored by the War Dept. so as not to reveal their position , not molested by our family.
 

Moving - on .  after many hospital visits over the years , I was checking in by my bed at Doncaster Infirmary , on the top ward in their tower block  - awaiting surgery , I heard behind me the unmistakable drone of half - synchronised radials . this being one of the air atlantique dakota's , when they used to operate from both the old Doncaster grass airfield  & Fininngley , which then half circled the hospital block below my eye level - I could almost reach out and touch it ! 
 

I knew then , after having this surgery , I was to walk in Gods own own County , a while longer yet.
 

Sadly , my Dad never got to fly on a Gooney Bird again , though I myself have done so . It felt like He was with me all the way as I carried His photo in my shirt pocket . God bless Him. 
 

His life was foreshortened by his war wounds and subsequent illnesses.
 

Neither did He live to see His granddaughters , one of whom rose to flight Sgt. in the 303 ( Polish ) Squadron . worksop Air Cadets.
 

To my eternal shame , He always wanted to re - visit the Brenner pass , through which He and His comrades were marched , 
I never took Him ...................
 

You may all think this a flight of fancy or sentimental tosh ? Nothing here is untrue , and I would not sully my Fathers good name 
 

The man who left a protected occupation down the pit , to fight for his country. 
 

