interests in the Caribbean. Hence, the well-
tanned skin that prompted everyone to enquire
whether he had just returned from a tour in
N. Africa.

Jim was one of several “‘foreigners” in our
squadron and there were no men, by his own
admission, he would rather be with than the
Poles, especially after the rallying support he
got on his first daytime mission.

He had a particular fondness for Canadian
girls on account of three years spent in train-
ing and instructing in Canada. The Canadian
base in Aldershot with its large nursing station
found Jim spending much of his leave there
and admittedly his popularity guaranteed us
invitations to each of their dances. With
shoulder badges bearing Poland, Jim never
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had come to take for granted before every
take-off. What seemed most foreboding even
to the least superstitious of us was Zbysz trip-
ping over his parachute strap as he left the
crew room. And he too omitted his usual, “‘See
you in the POW camp, fellas.”

| looked over at Jim who seemed oblivious
to these bad omens and was deeply absorbed
in thought. Noticing my stare he asked, “Is it
really true, Jule, that they are going to cut
down our flying operations from 50 to 30
sorties?”

That seemed unlikely at least as far as
Polish crews were concerned. Directives from
Gen Sosnkowski, commander-in-chief of the
Polish Armed Forces (after Gen Sikorski's
untimely death) indicated otherwise. Further-
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quipped.

In fact our mission would take us over
Germany tonight. The cockpit was dark except
for the occasional flash of the navigator’s pen-
light as he poured over the maps, verifying the
course of flight. Only the rustle of the maps
or a sigh in Miet’s breathing would interrupt
the background drone of the engines. For a
while, a false sense of security and euphoric
detachment from all that's unpleasant and dis-
agreeable seemed to enshroud us both.

“Ten o'clock Miet!” | snapped. ‘‘Look,
who's that ahead of us? They're softening him
up well!”" A barrage of anti-aircraft fire was
coming up from the ground and we knew that
one of our comrades must be flying not too
far ahead.
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