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Flying Officer J J Logan DFC  
 
550 Squadron 
Lancaster LL836 
 
 
 
 
Born 15/5/17 in Penicuik, Scotland 
 
Pre War was Grocery Salesman with Scottish Co-operative Wholesale Society 
 
RAF service commenced as Leading Aircraftsman at RAF Cardington 18/1/40 
 
No.1 School of Air Navigation, Canada 12/10/40 
 
Recommended for pilot training 26/2/42 
 
Qualified as Air Navigator 31/7/42 
 
Commissioned as Officer 3/12/42 
 
Began pilot training 1/8/43 
 
Posted to 550Sqn (as Navigator) 25/11/43 
 
Shot down and killed in LL836 at Achiet le Petit 11/4/44 
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Lancaster LL836 

 Serial range LL617 – LM296 This aircraft was one of 450 Lancasters ordered from 
Armstrong Whitworth Aircraft Apr42 and built as 100 Mk.11s with Hercules XV1 engines 
delivered from Oct43 to Mar44 and 350 Mk.1s with Merlin 24 engines initially installed 
and delivered from Nov43 to Aug44. 

 LL836 wa a Mk.1 and was delivered to 550 Sqdn Feb44 Also took part in the Key 
Operation against Stuttgart 15/16Mar44.  

When lost this aircraft had a total of 44 hours.  

Airborne 2325 10Apr44 from North Killingholme tasked to bomb the railway yards at 
Aulnoye. Shot down by a night-fighter and crashed less than a kilometre NNW of 
Achiet-le-Petit in the Pas-de-Calais, 7 km NW of Bapaume. All are buried in Achiet-le-
Petit Communal Cemetery. Sgt Williams had won an immediate DFM, Gazetted 
2May44, for showing selfless disregard for his own safety while aiding an injured 
comrade while on recent operations over Berlin. F/l Waycott had previously served with 
101 Sqdn and details of his award were Gazetted 13Jul43. F/L R.W.Picton DFC KIA Sgt 
T.H.Guest KIA F/O J.J.Logan DFC KIA F/O J.F.Potter KIA Sgt K.P.C.Williams DFM KIA 
F/L W.H.Waycott DFM KIA Sgt W.Essar RCAF KIA ”  

Extract from 550 Squadron Log 

Operation/Target: Aulnoye (10 Apr 1944 - 11 Apr 1944)  

Operation Summary 

Target Out Back 
Aborted 
(Y / N) 

Comments 

Aulnoye 
10 
Apr 
1944 

11 
Apr 
1944 

N 

Fifteen aircraft and crew were offered for operations and 
were briefed to attack the marshalling yards at 
AULNOYE. The weather was clear over the channel and 
France, and at the target some thin cloud or ground haze 
did not prevent the PFF markers being clearly seen. The 
attack was well concentrated and many HE explosions 
were seen. Returning to the French coast active 
searchlights and flak were encountered, while night 
fighters were also active in the area. LL747 "P" (Captain 
F/O J.O. Richard) had an inconclusive combat with an 
ME109, and strikes were seen, although no claim was 
made. No damage ot casualties were recevied by aircraft 
"P". All our aircraft returned safely to Base, except LL836 
"E" (Captain F/Lt R.W. Picton) about which no news has 
been received since take off. 
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Translation from French of an extract from M Coilliot’s book 
 
The night of the 11th-12th April 1944 
Achiet-le-Petit 
The loss of an English bomber  
 
Returning from a raid on the rail yards at Aulnoye, the Lancaster heavy bomber  BE-
LL836 from 550 Squadron of the RAF, based at North Killingholme, passed at low 
altitude over the village of Achiet-le Petit, and exploded on hitting the ground near 
Logeast Wood (about 2.5 Kms from the village). 
 
Several shattered fragments of the plane were strewn over the fields. Countless pieces 
of debris were scattered over an area of more than 200 m around the site. Found 
amongst them were the bodies of the 7 crew members. All were killed. 3 bodies seemed 
to be intact, 3 were reduced to ashes, the last was crushed in a field of lucerne, his 
body driven 30 cms into the ground. The debris was still burning when the villagers 
arrived. Some German soldiers prevented the curious from approaching. During this 
time, the mayor received a visit from some German officers, who ordered him to have a 
pit dug, to bury the 7 airmen as quickly as possible. M Valle, astonished by the haste 
the officers were demanding, refused to proceed on such terms: coffins were needed. 
After long drawn out discussions, the officers accepted his proposal and on their 
departure the mayor ordered the 7 coffins from the Military Burials Service in Arras. 
There was nothing left to do but await their delivery. 
 
Shortly afterwards, the 7 bodies were taken back to the village and laid in the little 
community offices (known in the village as the Police Station or Fire Office). Volunteers 
laid them out on sacks and canvas on the ground. On the arrival of the very basic 
crates, the remains were placed in them. The door of the office was closed. They had to 
wait. 
 
The following day, Wednesday 13th April, a farm trailer was taken to this makeshift 
mortuary, the coffins were loaded on to it and carried to the parish church for the funeral 
service, conducted by the priest of Bihucourt. 
 
Set down in the choir, these airmen received the funeral they deserved. A considerable 
congregation  took part, and even 3 German NCOs and soldiers were seen there. At the 
end of the ceremony, the coffins were reloaded on to the trailer and drawn away to the 
village cemetery by 2 horses. 
 
No speeches, no outward show of excessive patriotism, were to be seen. It was simply 
a group of people gathered together to lay to rest 7 boys, full of life, who happened to 
die in this village. 
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Hauptmann Helmut Bergmann 
 
 

  
 
 

 
Helmut Bergmann was born in 1920 in Bochum. He joined the Luftwaffe in May 
1940.After completing his pilot training in July 1941, he was assigned to the 
Ergänzungsstaffel (Training/Supplement Squadron) of Nachtjagdgeschwader 1 (NJG 
1—1st Night Fighter Wing).  
He was then assigned to 8./Nachtjagdgeschwader 4 (NJG 4—4th Night Fighter Wing) in 
early 1942.  
Promoted Staffelkapitän of 7./NJG 4 in April 1944, Bergmann shot down 7 Lancasters in 
46 minutes on the night of 10/11 April 1944, all from an RAF Bomber Command raid on 
the Aulnoye-Aymeries rail marshalling yard on the Franco-Belgian frontier. 38 Allied 
aircrew were killed. This was Bergmann's most successful sortie.  
He was transferred to 6./NJG 4 in May.  
On 9 June 1944 he received the Ritterkreuz des Eisernen Kreuzes for achieving 30 
victories. 

  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bochum
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nachtjagdgeschwader_1
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nachtjagdgeschwader_4
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ritterkreuz_des_Eisernen_Kreuzes
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The German Air-Ace that shot down 7 Lancaster bombers in 46 
minutes  

 
Extract from: Perilous Moon: Occupied France, 1944 – The End Game  
 
The barely credible story of German air-ace Helmut Bergmann’s murderous but 
triumphant 46 minutes of ice-cold attacking genius against a wave of RAF bombers two 
nights after Easter, 1944 sounds as though it should have been dismissed as the kind of 
fiction found in a schoolboy comic. But as the Paris-based documentary 
producer/cameraman Stuart Nimmo recounts in Perilous Moon: Occupied France, 1944 
– The End Game, one of the seven Lancaster bombers from RAF Bomber Command 
that Bergmann’s Messerschmitt shot down in that ruthless burst of destruction was 
being piloted by his Flight-Lieutenant father Neil — victim number six. 

After shooting down a total of 16 enemy aircraft in 1942, Bergmann had had no further 
success for four months. He was hungry for a kill. But even he could have had no idea 
how his luck was about to change — with devastating results. 

Bergmann’s shooting spree, which killed 38 Lancaster crew members, started at 02:20 
am, when “Bergmann struck with his twin nose cannon, raking the Lancaster from 100 
metres away, and the first Lancaster of the night was destroyed.” There were no 
survivors among the crew of seven. Then, writes Nimmo, Bergmann “got stuck in”. 
Lancaster number two was lost, again with no survivors. A third bomber was soon 
destroyed too – this time with just one survivor. But no-one survived in Bergmann’s 
fourth kill – at 02.43. He saw his fifth and sixth victims at the same time – just seven 
minutes later, and barely half an hour since his first strike. Having crippled the fifth 
(which later crashed, killing the pilot and two of the crew) Bergmann moved in on the 
next Lancaster — “a massive black silhouette against the clear night sky” — being 
piloted by Neil Nimmo. 

“I saw the Lancaster…” the German would write the next morning. “The pilot was taking 
evasive action, weaving about, maybe avoiding searchlights. I started firing at 02.52 
a.m. from about 100m below and into the fuselage and the right wing, which promptly 
caught fire. The burning Lancaster was trapped by the searchlights. At 02.54 I saw it 
burning on the ground.” 

Even now, it wasn’t quite over. Low on fuel, Bergmann headed for home – but suddenly 
saw another Lancaster, this time flying alone. He and his crew couldn’t resist one more 
burst of deadly canon fire. Once again, the pilot — and almost all the crew — perished. 
There was only one survivor. Bergmann’s orgy of violence was finally over. 

The detail in the book, including scores of photos and maps, is remarkable. Apart from 
lengthy interviews with his father, Nimmo stumbled across another rich vein of material. 

And insights into how the Luftwaffe night-fighter ace managed to pull off such a lethal 
frenzy of destruction. 

“Quite by chance I came across a page with an internet link to a German website that 
didn’t mean a thing to me” says Nimmo, who in spite of his father’s involvement has 
attempted to tell the story from a neutral perspective, favouring neither the British, 
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Germans or French. 

“To my absolute amazement I found it was a recent and unexplained link to a Helmut 
Weitz, a Hamburg military antiquarian. And there it all was, a researcher’s dream, all of 
Helmut Bergmann’s original Third Reich, Luftwaffe and personal papers and photograph 
albums for sale at 30,000 Euros! 

“This was a monumental find for my research. I had known that Bergmann’s collection 
existed somewhere, but had had no idea of where to start looking for it and this 
unexpected find was key to my book’s very existence. 

“I wrote to Weitz and told him I couldn’t buy the collection — but that I would give my 
eye teeth to see it. His immediate and very generous offer was that I should visit 
Hamburg and copy anything I needed. Such high-profile papers are highly collectable 
and could disappear again at any moment — which they did shortly afterwards. I rushed 
off to Germany and to Herr Weitz’s gallery, arriving with a scanner under one arm and 
my laptop, notebook and a camera under the other. On climbing the stairs and entering 
the military gallery, it was to find an Aladdin’s cave of fearsome looking Nazi uniforms, 
SS caps, daggers and so on. 

“As I was obviously British I drew some very odd looks. I was in awe and some shock 
when Helmut Weitz and his assistants produced three milk crates full of Bergmann’s 
Luftwaffe papers, awards, personal letters, WWII mementos and several personal 
photograph albums stuffed full of amazing photographs. And there were Helmut 
Bergmann’s flight diagrams and reports about that very night when he shot down those 
seven Lancasters — even the original paperwork typed by Bergmann about how he 
shot my own father down… 

“So here I was, 11 years after my father’s death, handling these original documents 
containing long searched for answers to impossible questions. It was a very strange 
experience indeed. Everything dovetailed with my father’s story. It was the mirror image 
of this terrifying night. I now had everything I needed to tell the story from both sides. In 
all my years of television production I had never had quite such a Eureka 
moment!”Ironically, the much decorated Bergmann was killed with his crew when they 
were shot down less than four months later over the Cherbourg peninsula. Neil Nimmo, 
the only pilot to survive among the seven shot down, had bailed out with the rest of his 
crew, and survived, dying in 1992. What a story he had to tell. And what a story his son 
Stuart has written. 

Perilous Moon: Occupied France, 1944 – The End Game is published by Casemate in 
the UK at £22.50 and $34.95 in the USA. 

 

 

 

 

Extract from: Legend of the Lancasters  - Martin Bowman  
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DESCRIPTION OF THE CRASH OF LANCASTER LL836 
ACHIET LE PETIT 11/12 April 1944  

Testimony of Mr. Jacques HOURIEZ (Born 07/02/1931) August 
21st 2014  

Mr. Houriez explains that during the night of April 11th to 12th there was no 
sound of an explosion, but while on his way to school on the morning of the 
12th, it was obvious that there had been a plane crash near Logeast wood 
not far from the village. With other students he went to the scene of the fall.  

Once there, they discovered the wreckage scattered over a large area. The 
plane appeared to have attempted to land because parts were scattered 
but not buried. They saw at first an engine half buried into the earth, beside 
it lay the body of an airman who was « printed » in the ground, his arms 
outstretched. Further on, there was a large piece of plane, beside which lay 
a mutilated body; when the Germans arrived they collected the remains of 
the airman on a piece of sheet metal from the plane and they identified the 
body as Sgt Williams. His parachute was open and he was still attached. 
The pilot, Flight Lieutenant Picton was still on command, his body inside 
the plane was charred but you would have thought he had tried to eject the 

canopy as a hand sticking out of the cockpit was white.  

Intact but charred, the 5 other crew members bodies were scattered over 
the site. Accessories were spread to the scene of the accident. M Houriez 
found a leather flight helmet equipped with headphones that he kept for a 
long time but lost thereafter. Students picked up other pieces of crew's 
equipment as mementos, and adults were looking for electrical parts they 
could have used (such as dynamos). The father of M Houriez had 
recovered a piece of wood he used as a pitchfork handle. The only problem 
was that when he used the tool, he had black hands because the wood 
was charred to some depth. Mr Langagne, the teacher found a denture that 

he put in a handkerchief.  

Some students picked up and ate candies they found on the crash site, but 
they didn't know they were "wakey wakey" pills (amphetamines, usually the 
Benzidrine which helped the crew to stay awake during their mission). The 
following day, the children who ate the "candies" were no longer able to 
sleep. Their parents alerted the teacher (M Langagne) who went to talk to 
the village doctor (Dr Michel) who explained to them the real cause of their 
hyperactivity.  

Then, the Germans arrived on the scene and took care to collect the 
remains of the plane and the bodies. They take the bodies to a shelter near 
a local church, adjacent to the town hall, which was used at the time as a 
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prison. The mayor of Achiet Le Petit at the time, Mr Valle, then intervened 
to prevent the bodies being buried too quickly. He insisted on a decent 
burial to be carried out and for the bodies to be placed in coffins. Finally the 
German officer accepted the request of Mr Valle, and the bodies were 
placed in white wood coffins.  

The day of the funeral the coffins were taken on one trailer, a priest was 
present but there was no mass there. All students from the schools 
followed the procession with a bunch of flowers in hands, there were a lot 
of people, people from the town and from the surrounding villages. At the 
cemetery the Germans fired two volleys to honour the crew.  

    M. Jacques Houriez 
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Grave of crew of LL836 – September 2014 
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Unnamed contemporary eye witness accounts supplied by Laurent Wiart 
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Translator’s Note - As last time, I’ll aim for a happy medium between a verbatim 
translation and something that reads like proper English. The original jumps about a bit 
in terms of tenses, but I’ve just gone for consistency. The numbers in brackets refer to 
my footnotes!!! 
 
 
Document 1 
 
12th April 1944         Achiet le Petit        Logeast Wood 
 
M ________ recalls: 
A little before 3 o’clock I noticed a plane flying over and, from the howling of the 
engines, it seemed to me that it was in difficulties, and shortly afterwards I clearly heard 
an explosion. 
“Let’s hope” I said to François, “that it wasn’t the plane I heard that has crashed and is 
burning”. Alas, it wasn’t a home that was in flames, it was, indeed, the plane. (1) This 
happened at the “chauffour” (2) near Logeast Wood. 
The villagers, who had become aware of the accident, headed rapidly towards the site 
of the disaster. Some Germans, having come from Terrain de Grevillers by vehicle, 
arrived before them. They prevented the civilians from approaching, and mounted a 
military guard. 
About 7 o’clock the flames died down and I saw that it was a four engined plane that 
had exploded in the air. 
In the afternoon, having ascertained that the two Germans who had stayed by the 
aircraft debris were no longer preventing civilians from approaching to have a look, I 
went for another view. 
What a sad sight! The bodies of the unfortunate airmen (if I can use the word “body” 
again)(3) were scattered on the ground. The body of the bombardier was driven into the 
ground, with one of the engines. The three others, due to the force of the explosion, had 
been thrown more than 200 metres away. Here was a machine gun, there twisted 
wheels, flattened elsewhere were reinforced (4) propellers, crushed tubes, strips of 
rubber, half burned parachutes, wooden debris, pools of charred remains (5). 
(6) 
A German sergeant who spoke French quite well said to me, “It’s a bomber that I think 
is Canadian. It had 9 men on board – 7 were killed and 2 others were gravely injured. 
We’ve taken them to the hospital in Arras, the dead we have recovered. They are in the 
little place (sic) next to the church, as the plane touched down on your village’s land. 
Of the 7, 4 still have a human form; the 3 others no longer have a body. We have 
recovered them from beneath the aircraft. They have been reduced to ashes. We had a 
lot of difficulty recovering them. The others fell around the aircraft, more than a hundred 
metres away.” 
“Had the plane been hit by bullets or shells?” I asked him. 
“I don’t think so,” replied the German. “I examined everything thoroughly. I am an 
aviation engineer. (7) I think the fuel tanks caught fire. Taken by surprise, the airmen did 
not have time to parachute out. Perhaps the pilot thought he would be able to land, but 
then the explosion occurred.” 
In replying to me, and taking my hand, he said to me, “War is sad!”, and, after a 
moment’s silence, he added, “I had a brother who died like that.” 
“Do you have the names of the airmen?” I asked. 
“I’ve only been able to find two names”, he replied. 
“What are you going to do with the bodies transported to Achiet le Petit?” 
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“I don’t know yet”, he said. “I’ve submitted my report to HQ at Bihucourt(?). I’ve told 
them that I’ve found a scapular (8) and an image of the Virgin on the bodies of the two 
airmen whose names I’ve found. No doubt the others were carrying them too. I think 
they are Catholics. I am a Catholic as well, and so is my boss. So? They could be 
buried by the church?” 
As I was thanking the sergeant, and about to take my leave of him, a German cyclist 
arrived. Having got off his bike, clicked his heels and saluted his superior, he gave him 
a folded piece of paper. 
I was drawing back and moving away, taking with me, as a souvenir, a piece of 
parachute, when the sergeant called me back. 
“The boss at HQ, a Catholic, as I told you, has authorised burial by the church. 
Tomorrow, Wednesday, at 4pm, on the strict condition that there should be no outward 
show (9), no flowers. The airmen will be placed in the same grave. As soon as my 
comrades come to relieve me, I’ll go and tell the village mayor, so that he can warn the 
priest. 
I thanked the sergeant and returned to Achiet, very moved. 
 
 
 

(1) This seems like an odd thing to have said, but I’m pretty sure that’s what the text says – 

perhaps the thought was that, at least from a burning house, there would be a greater 

likelihood that people would escape. 

(2) This was in inverted commas in the original, so I presume it is a local name for the 

location – I certainly can’t find a sensible translation. 

(3) I don’t really understand this bit, unless it refers to some previous account that you don’t 

have – why “again”? 

(4) This was one of the two words I couldn’t really decipher – this is my best guess. 

(5) This was the other bit I couldn’t decipher – the pools were certainly not blood or aviation 

fuel, so I guess it must be patches of charred debris, as I think the beginning of the word 

is maybe “carbon…” 

(6) This next section is reported as direct speech, so that’s how I’ve translated it – though, 

presumably, it’s not the exact words used. 

(7) This could also be translated as “aeronautical engineer”, but I guess that if he had such 

levels of expertise, he would have been stationed elsewhere, where his skills could have 

been more usefully employed. Unless, of course – a thought that has just struck me as I 

typed that – his specific job was to inspect and report on Allied aircraft that came down 

in that part of France, technologies etc. I’m a bit slow on the uptake, I expect. 

(8) You went to a Catholic school, so you’ll know more about this than I do! 

(9) This could also be translated as “demonstration”, but I thought that was less likely. 
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Document 2 
 
12th April 1944     Achiet le Petit 
 
At 3 o’clock, 7 coffins painted rust colour (1) and provided by the German authorities, 
were delivered in front of the municipal prison where the airmen had been taken. 
Assisted by some volunteers, the village policeman placed those bodies that had been 
recovered at the site of the crash into the coffins, which were taken straight into the 
church and placed opposite the altar rail. (2) 
At 4 o’clock, after a very brief peal of the bells, Father CORNET, priest of Bihucourt, 
began the religious ceremony with the singing of passages from the Office for the Dead, 
accompanied by the harmonium. 
The church was packed. People had come from many neighbouring villages. Many 
were forced to stay outside, even though the church was spacious. Two sergeants 
represented German HQ. 
What calm! What reflection in the church! What silence! A collection was taken during 
the Dies Irae, to pay the priest. 
At the end of the service, in front of the door, the bodies were taken out to the cart 
which was serving as a hearse. It was a cart with rubberised wheels, owned by Mme 
Richard Lauguille. It was hitched up to two black horses. Then the cortege moved off. 
Children from the choir, in black soutanes, one of them carrying the cross; the priest; 
the grave digger; the large crowd, calm, contemplative, moved. Not a word. The singing 
could be heard clearly and in a somewhat cloudy sky the sun shone. The bells were 
silent. 
Along Rue de l’Eglise, Rue Jean Decques, slowly, at a measured pace, we reached the 
cemetery. At the entrance, the cart stopped and one by one the seven coffins were 
lowered down. Some men, four to each coffin, took them and carried them to the 
communal grave, dug by the grave digger Joseph LECOMTE. It was now time for the 
final farewells. The priest, in a voice trembling with emotion, recited the final prayers. 
One by one the coffins were lowered into the grave. The two German sergeants were 
standing to attention and saluted. 
The priest blessed the coffins and recited the De Profundis, and then, turning to all 
those present, asked them all to say ten rosaries for the souls of these brave men killed 
in action. 
Having blessed the coffins one last time, the priest, in a sweeping gesture, blessed the 
crowd and the seven bodies again. 
The funeral ceremony, touching in its simplicity, was over. Everyone moved away. The 
grave digger filled in the grave. 
That day there was not a single flower, but the next day the grave disappeared under 
posies. (3) Through the care of German HQ in Bihucourt, a cross was erected in the 
centre of the grave – a white cross with black borders. 
Over the following days, the villagers surrounded the grave with periwinkles, planted 
carnations, planted out daisies and pansies. (4) The grave was always well cared for. 

(1) This doesn’t tally with your eye witness account – I think you’d been told that the coffins 

were white – but I’m sure this is what it says. 

(2) I struggled with this – the dictionary gives “balustrade” or “railing”, so I’ve guessed at 

“altar rail” as the most likely meaning. 

(3) This can also translate as bunches of flowers, but I thought that posies worked better – I 

like to imagine the children of the village picking wild spring flowers and bringing them to 

the grave. 
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(4) In case you can’t make it out in the original, the French for pansies is pensées – which I 

think is rather lovely, especially in this context. 
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Letter from Joyce Hrywkiw to the Mayor of Achiet le Petit 
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Document 3 – Translation of letter from Joyce Hrywkiw to the Mayor of Achiet le Petit. 
 
30th November 2004 
To the people of Achiet, 
In the name of the family of Pilot Officer William Essar (my Uncle Bill), I would like to 
thank the people of your village for the care that you have taken of the graves of my 
uncle and the 6 other officers,  over the last 60 years. 
When my uncle’s plane crashed, our family was told that he had died somewhere in 
France, but they had no idea of the place where he had been buried, or even if he had 
been buried. So my grandparents knew that he had died in France, but even if they had 
been told where, it would not have meant much to them as it was so far away, on the 
other side of the world, and they wouldn’t, anyway, have had the opportunity to go 
there.  Two days after the announcement of his death, they received a letter from my 
Uncle Bill, in which he told them that he had only two more missions before returning 
home. We do not know whether the mission in which he died was the penultimate, or 
his last. For the last 60 years that is all the information the family had. As my aunt, his 
sister, used to say, “ I used to look at his photo and ask myself, Bill, where are you?” 
Last summer, my son asked me if I would like to go on a trip to the Netherlands and 
Belgium, with him, his family and his mother-in-law. In planning the stages of the 
journey, he asked me if there was anything I would like to do or see. I told him that, if we 
were close enough, I would very much like to find my Uncle Bill’s grave. So when we 
went to Belgium, the nearest place to France on our trip, and thanks to the information 
we had found on the web site of the War Graves Commission, we set off in search of 
your village and your cemetery. We visited the cemetery for a quiet moment and we 
took a few photographs before we left. I don’t think anyone would have known that we 
had been, but it was a Sunday morning and we didn’t really know where to go or who to 
go and see. That is why I am writing you this letter of thanks. So far, I am the only 
member of my family who has been able to go to the grave. 
Since my return, and with the help of my daughter-in-law, we have put together a 
booklet in memory of my uncle, for my mother and his sisters. They have been very 
moved and happy to see that their brother is resting in peace. It has consoled them. 
I am sending you a copy of this booklet. I don’t know if you have an archive, but my 
husband (a former military man) and I thought that you might appreciate having an 
example of one. You can see me on the photos, standing behind my uncle’s grave. 
I am also sending you two Canadian flags and ask you to place them on the graves of 
my Uncle Bill and the other Canadian officer, J. Potter (grave no.3). We would 
appreciate it if you could possibly take some photos and send them so that I could add 
them to the booklet. We would also be grateful if you could send us all the information, if 
you have it, about the circumstances and events of the crash, the burial… We would 
really appreciate the least bit of information. It has been difficult for us not knowing the 
details of his disappearance. 
Thank you again to everyone, in the name of all my family, for having taken care of our 
son, brother, uncle and great uncle. 
 
 
 
Translations of French –English texts by Linda Kneale 
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Achiet le Petit Cemetery September 2014 – Grave of LL836 crew 
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