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O DASHIiIG: Norman Beck

at their wedding - had survived and
was being held prisoner.*The Germans returned the ciga_rette case,D said Joan. She can siillprck up the case, open it and see their
marriage date inscribed inside.

Fifteen years after the waq she met
,up with Bacchus again, evenually
becoming her second husband".
Today they still live together, a
stone's throw from their soi,s house,dg.gj" the,Devon countryside^
- "They-w.ere chivalrous people, theLuftwaffq" said Bacchus. .,it'r'roi
what you normally hear now of
course."
_^H-e remembers escaping fr6m rhePOV camp in Germany-but being
recapured.

"We were on Frankfurt Station

whdn a crare of champagne arrived.It tyas a present from the comman_
darp of the prison camD.".
. He said 'it was my job to keep you
rn lno your rob to escape. you win."p4ck in Brirain, Joan became aWAF[, helping to plin the details oi
urlf,a and plotting rhe movemenrs of
tlrG German airforce planes from HeIlsrnber Command under the ultil
,rute .commatrd of the legendary
"Bomber" Harris.
,For her, places such as Dresdenadd Berlin were more than iustlumes on a map and targets to be

stmck.
. "I had visited Germany in the thir_

ties," said Joan, who remlmbers trav-
dling to Bavaria with a friend, rwo
years before the war. ..There wereuiles of soldiers and camps. It was
the time of the NuremberyRallies.;-
__She also remembers watching
Hitler and orher senior Nazis on i
visit to the town where she was stay-,ug.
_ Much of the paperwork on which
Joan worked srill remains intacrItoday. Most of it was released under
the 30-year rule and she has received
copies.showing her own calculations,
essential preparations for some ofthe
biggest Allied bombing raids on Ger-
many.

^ 
In a foreword to Joan,s book,

Group Capnin PDB Stevens said:
"Tbere.have been many, many books
and articles wrinen about Woild I(arII and a good proponion of thesihave been autobiographies. But
tlere has never before been one quite
like this; Joan has written entirelyfrop the heart and, as she passion-
ately insists, every word is parr of a
true account ofwhat went on around
her."

O LIGHIHEARTED: A carroon !el11ng to rhe propaganda le:dropped over Germany by the RAF, fd;Jin j""i,,r"u""l -

lJg.au.Baughan's bggk The InimirableJoa& The Wa, Vu" i
l;'1),.,rs to be serialised over tternext four weekstif tn" W,Morains New.. srartin-d:*-#latrf ffit*# ff ffiilf*"1o"ffi?.ffffH. * square one, ca6rsf,B.50.

^ 
SILVER cigarcrte case lies

II g" rhe_tablc ar rhe home of

/, I'.':fi .f#f,iH',fl $lH;Vorld ![ar - rhe confli.t tt"i
claiped the life of her husband and

_larinched her into the top secret' world of Royal Air Force'bombei
command.

.Her memory has hardly faded
wtth age and she can still convey her
remarkable story with passion and
hulrnour at her quiet riverside house
in Devon's Teign Vallev.

More than half a century after the
end of the war, Joan sat down to write
her memoirs. It is the tale of one of
those unsung heroes - the rfaaFs
who populated operationg rooms,
glimpsed in war films sticking pinsin.maps and listening irt."it;f io
radro fqessages as their loved ones fly
out on bombing missions.
_ It was pretty much like rhat for
Joan, now 88, although her lovealtarr ended only weeks into the
war,

, Exactly I00 days after their mar_riagg her pilot husband Norman
Beck-was shot down while nnni fri,Handley-Page Hampden over
Heligolaad. He had not;ven told herofthe r"ission and she thought iiwas
a ro-utine.qight north to Liv=erpool.

."He said the night before he left.Iwill be back for lunch,. He did noi
come back for lunch.
- "Later, in the afternoon, I was told

they had all been shot down and two
o$.cers had been saved but they Jia_n't know which two,,'said Joan".
, !79ek9 later a telegram reported
her husband had died, although hisgood friend Bacchus - rhe besi man
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g and his widow went on toPlot bombing raids over Germany

lives on in her memorfsa
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l ltlEf,: joan Baughan in 1939 before war tipped her rsorld upside down

O : Joan's rnemories of the war ane still clear today



WAYNE PERRY

S.I'IEIIIORIES: Joan Baughan, who now lives in a quiet riverside.locatiqn !n Dpv.ont Teign Valld/'
g"low,.1""n, pitturea wTth a friend, Mr.y Turner, bken during the war years while they were
.oir".iii,s scrap, such as garden r-q$prs,.ior the war effort
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O \TESTERN MORNING NEIitrS'

tell her rema

.K

The second World war shaped the life ofJo-AN BAUGHA

launched her into the top-sect"i world of RAF Bomber con

f ,"g.a-r."*l"l"buityonottttton,toJudy'Eve-
G-B;k, the Christian name being i *t-Y^Tl;.aiii;1il 

;io"i'o"oiue., he w1s 28 Ygars.of age

the nreviorts Aoril. and I became 2E in the ttugustin the previous April, and
,fr"" .rirr weddine. Ve w;'i#""ff.;."d;ri-ri'.*.i."ervmuchil.loo,ttll-1

ed, terribly low, so that I could see all the nuts and
ilil;;;ii.;i.ort. tt *"t terrifuing' The aircrafts
were loaded with booze, so the Station Commander'
Gioup Captain E A B Rice, had to pf oge customs to
.av that his officers had each brought ln sone wlne
and other alcohol."Tffii .t."t *ut given by customs, aod.a pany in
the mess was on. There was so much champagne

"ii "iG *lo.s, tlat some of the chaps tried to
,n**..rpry boitles through the wooden srucnrre
of the officers' mess.

A Squadron Leader Derbyshire came up. to m,e

and said: "Are you standing on- your rwo legs all
risht?". I reolied that I was, and he said that ne was

"?i-'fr. had a wooden leg, which I did not know
about until he told mel--ll.i*"" 

kept his eye on me, and eventually came

.";;;; r"i rit.a *uut I was drinking' -I said' "I
;;;k;;*, t", itis delicious!"' He smelt it' and
il;;;ifr. are going back to the cottage"' It was

iiiiili, irr*l on iop oi thutpasne was a bit much'
So offwe went' 

*****

I

!

DURING late June or early july 1939, Norman' rvith
otlers, flew to Paris to give an air.display' I ney-trao
a hilarious time, as one can easily imagine' swannlng
in the evening, dining and fuinking, with the resutt
that they werE hte on duty the following m:P):f:
The punishment was confinement to "camp" (ttr9
i""riiil"i"r.irroe.- w"g Commander J"tT q
Cunningham, who was iu charge of the otltcers',n-ao
to stav i-n the hotel also, to be sure that none oI. tnem
il#i. cooao.tt knows how it was done' but at

soml time they date-stamped the receptrotrrst's Dor-

toml'-tir." the day came for their return' They flew
or.. it. t.ip.r"s cofiage which Norman and I rent-

I MUST admit that I really had a wonderfi'l time
before September 3, 1939, when war was declareo'- r

;;;.-;;;id;;on SePiember 2e,1e3e, after loo
davs of marriage.--bn Vedneslay, September 27, Norman was at

home all day. He wrote letters to hts mother' pato
iri.i"il"t'. tiilts, and so on' Then he sr'Sgested that
ii,. #i* ini'hke. ve were, as I said, tiving in a
il;.;.i; ."nrg. "" a large estite' ve were allowed
;\$tt,.-ii'il; I ""i ."a io*'bout on'the. lak'' P1,i
ine this trip, we went amongst the warer lllles'. )uo-
deirlv I felitruly frightened' I asked htm to take.me
;;il;;i iiii'*t.iiu.t were pulling at me' to drag

me dowrr. He said to me, "You must not be atraro or
;iil;G i;;;;ia to be a verv kind wav to die' and
unstressful".- I,-;;;;" the 29th, two days later, that he was

drowned after being wounded'*;;;i;1h;t 
-orning I beard the aircraft warming

,t.ii,i, i'ro..* rt"alota me he was duty officer for
;i;;;; anJ would not be back until lunch timt on
;hJti: -5o I turned over and went bact to- sleep'
fnJi.i"t it 

"d 
is still vivid in my mind todav'

- I tt* fo,t of*ater, and Bacchus Baughan' who was

a sreat friend of Norman's, and best man at our weo-
dins. coming towards me' I asked hrm' rn my
il;;ffilerE N;;;; was, and.he.onlY said he did

"oit"o*. But I do remember all that water' --tii.i""ti*w was this' Norman was the first to
t"-tiroi-do*" Lver Heligoland, and Blcihus was

shot down over the sea. There were live Hampdens
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after 100 daYs
Y war years began three months before
**. *"i declare?' I was married on Sat-

"ri"v i"". 10, 1939, to flYing Officer
Norriran Croxon Beck, and mY -n3me

ilil;;, ;;-ilihe asked .t to *trry lrim bgiore
even kissing me, and I remained a virgtn untrl we

married.*i.*loon 
after the war started, the RAF dropped

r.ii.ir luii G"..*y, informing the nation th.at we

were at war to fight the Nazis' This started the -pan-

tomime".'"fir. fi*, of such raids was on the night 9f *p:
tember 3'4 and seven'attacks'were made ln the lrrst
**t "f ,ir.-*ar. Whitleys were used for this pur-
oose. and the leaflets were dropped througn tne
h"re-.hut. and scattered by the slip stream.' Several
further raids of leaflet dropping were made durlng
Seotember' The first raid of leaflet dropprng on
Beilin was on October l-2."-Ai;il; ilo* rin"i osle1,. 3n^oth9r ::'-t:1L. ^if
5 Grouo. came over to us at RAF Statiolt Hemsweu'
also in'j Group, and dropped "leaflets'-.- sheets or
loo oaoer! Thit was too much for our cbaps' so we
at fierirswett retaliated by bombing Finningley.wttn
"ierries" - in other words chamber pots, rhat's tne
oolite word! The 5 Group of 144 squadron were
!"oi"oea with llaudley-Page Hampdens'--5JJ" 

after this "raid", Finningley -came..over
asain. and were met by a barrage of "balloons" - tn
fa'ct tlev were not really balloons' but-ltrtlateo con'
doms. You can imagine the release ol tenston tnrs
;;;. -ru"-. ."tt! a"yt were really-horrid' but
althoush many of us felt that wat was loomlng' we
tried ti push the idea uoder the carpet'

*****



! TUESPAY SEPTEMBER t4 reee

tN. The conflict which .,r,*.
lffi: ,?"rri 

the next four wee*s, Welt.o-rn..y at \Atar wi,

d tirne ended
iof rnafflage

Hr:*' '* all doam with the hss of m:o of theil oasn

,^The oth* formatia+ attaching tfu dzstroyers fmm 300

"#l 
*ff;*#{#i* t:,,sd q ";; i:;iffi

W
:fr fr ?w,w w,: # I :#, !r; ffinratmed naoal,oessek from such a l.,'_ lr*qk uri ;;ri;t;ptaoe a costlj, undenuhino .+t*rnq." r{ffiir;i,power o,f yfi2 l'anbs &otxj i#*#rsffi':,

Il-',;i

[,""fl+ r*ll+::t, il:,,,f s Tl :',1,g,*,the:::ry* .arived_, reponing his

[#HTlteTi"*rilriru
telegram

Canadian.

deiii,. ,"..ho"k
I he orterfficerrs Bob Gte a

3^l!f,fpia:11!noae retumed. However rhe Ger- ffiffiff
3ny3.qtg$ttrEttwo olficers a.a o* i",&.;f yltilg roi

. I had to.saf as*bc hd,not done so, Unoinstructioni iaiJ?* ro ffi.ra ta lra^^L..^ ._7er his,,JH'f"Y,?n*.S3dt'' a's
ixtract from Bomber cr**ora - The Air Muist^t llfftrti,t#ffi.fficcoun-of Botfia Comma*;, - s,iinbi irirWi#,W,:r,*" ,i, :'i[:'ji[,llit* 0,,

{{W;#!ffi ,##f,#*x,*n"ffi lltqtrit."*ff$#iffi
mi#tr*:#,:{rfu pr,HJ:ffn,,*,*,t:i#[rffi "+#jffjW ;*'g***mtii*r#r*;
i!;,wtr5'ffiW,ffiffi W;;ff*;;s'lravremarkHewasc'miir#itr, *ii w#f":!*,h#fjffifffiffiflil"{

',lHt3j'S"*j L**Il.:l,Effi 4Er *o,
1939 before the war
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'WnsrcouvrnyArWan o2r

t AllY*0lD,lRON: Later in the warJoan apd.*&lm4Joy Blackwell(pictured below), werc
involved in the campaign to collect scrap metal
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The lnimitable fo
wfiGh',.IS.ABEI

life reads Iike a farry
tale. Born into a well-
to-tlo familY, she lived
inluxury in a-Iarge

house with a lake in the,gar-
Oen anO gew uP to be a beau-
tifulwoman.

A social butterflY, in great de
minO ai parties arid balls, she
iiaa a string of admire.rs' Joan
inei ana reii in love with her
Prince Ctrarming right gn cue.
tti-was a aastrinE RAF flYer' Nor-
manBeck.

OAN Bauehan's-earlY

Thev married in June and^ex-'I'heymarn
pected to liveoeciea to Uve haPPilY ever after'
Eufttris was 1939anq 100-daYs.'6Tiitr,iwas a*eo - shoJdovn in
fre secona AayUgntraid of the
;;i The shoik temporarily Petlmporarjly Pa:

A wes now a wl-war. Ttre shock temporaruy Par-
alvsed Joan. She w4s now a wr'
dciw at 28 and need6d to lose-

ffi EitTn?inetaG and cqtlected
"anv o1d iron". door to door."any
Joair was willing to tul4 her.
tranO to anvUring to flll her daYs
and heal her erief.

She found love again and in
fgsa maried Bacc[us Bauehan'
the best man atherflrst wed'
ding.

He was Notman's friend, shot
dourn on the same raid, who was
ies'drieo-ana s*ntthe war in Ger-
manPOWcamPs

Thev have lived in Ringmore'
nearPlvmouth for38 Years ano
itwas at herthatched cottage -
complete with ghmt-that Joa!
ahEfu ilichris[ts of her remark-
aEG iiorvl str6 tells me it has al-
reaav caueht the attention ofone
local TV producer.

Joan said stre'd had a sPectai:u-
Iar week, with the launch of the
toot, pacXing uP to move house
ana [6eping bui}lers converting
her new home, on tjreir toes.

She startBd writing the book a
year ago and it came-e-asY to her.

19he reguto,rty
took the
famous blue
booh
containing
toP-secret
docurnents,
to Churchill

ilft ;lf in wlTrii of some kind'
Girls from her background

were not exPected tohave careers
Uut ttre war was starting to
chanee attitudes. She became a
metallurgist, trqveUq$ tt19 cguP-

at Chequeris.'

done in the war' I hoPe it-helps to
iiJnt Urose wtro lost Ioved ones
whatwenton."

Joan doesn't gloss over the hor-
mrs of the war, but brings a
iiitittoucfr to ahecdotes about
wlrtime life and the Yoq4g men
and women facitrg death but de
Eitifta tonne ffe to the tull for
iJtofi G trrev were able.It is a
captivating reatl'

Joan said herwar reallY star-
ted when she sold her old Ausun
i-car fo eir Commodore Robert
itantev ei*in and they became
rrnnfrietds. She giggle qs-she
iEnenUers the toolion his face-nfn 

tre-saw ner [ttle car' bid--
den by her fathet's Silver Clouo
RollsRoyce.

He took the Young wldow ln
nana. inviting her tothe Offi--ors;Mess ani bringing her out
;f-hdr;he[ He also Per-suaded
[ieiio ioin uP and requgst Post-
ins to lhtelligence and opera-

Hei earlY daYs as an ordinary
!VA.{F Proved an eJ,911191e1, ^.

WffiE STttFft toan Ba{ghan today and' lef in August 193

fu n-lovine PersonaliW endeared
her to the-Crews. She saw them go
otron raids Uke fresh'faced-loY-s,
returnine with the haunted loo-k
oiald me-n. At these times she'd
sive them cocoa and li:sten s]rulPa-
ftr*icatlv.

"I was asked Years after the
war what I had-done to be men-
tioned in disPatches and-I re
olied - 'I made cocoa witn
bubbles on top'."

Joanfeltshehadfound her -
ni6trJwtren sire was summoned to
gomber CommanA Headquarters
atHiehWvcombe in 1942' shortly
aterAlr Cuief Marshall Sir Ar-
thur "Bomber" Haris became
Commander-in€hief. She was to
iiffi uriirest of the war there.

as loeses," she said.
As the war hotted uP,-Joan

spent sriimuctr time in the "hr
-lthe undergound nerve cen
ttri'itrei d,idtor orderedher t
have sun ray treafuoents'

Once her suPeriors-realise
could be relied on and lmew
iixeep tr-ei moutfr shut"-shq I
icciitsto Eta phns and info
iioilStii iesuErtY took the I
il-otiszbtue-uook';, co4tainil
IEiilt oocuments, to Churct
Chequert.

When shelearnedtMtNu
t uii wiiitarget' it broughi
facfi memories of her !937 v
*treiistre naa seen Hi-tler at
iv-'ariit-leen terrina bY wha
saw.

She was on duty whqn Dn
wiito'fu andwatchedth
;;unflnc casualties as the'
drew to a close.

"Bomber Harris did not n
to bomb Dresden' but he Yq
dered to do so," she says rn '

boolt
4.qe+qryg:n*riJ

'He told me not
to be afraid of
drcwning
beeouse it wos o

The turningPoint came when
she ioined uP as an ordlnary .wA[r. nridoPeneo-up an exta-
oiitinarv.-itrapterinher-lifethat
ieA to a i:ornnifsion and toP-se
cret intelligence work at t omoer

ms#m*m*w;fr'"k"
cer in the whole intelligence sec-

--*.-!&,**.*- -T--iioi E0 vears. Joan has had to
keeD-hi*-sft@b but has now bre
kerfher silence in a book 'The In-
imitaUte .foan', a fascinaU4B
account ofher war Years. Joan ut
e+ffitras enough Sparkleto out-
shine a woman half her age.



'"i"ii":t'i"?htJ#dfi ffi ;fr ;
had a string ofadmirers. Joan
met andfell inlove with her
Prince Charming right on cue.
He was a dashinE RAF flyer, Nor-
manEeck.

firev maried in June and ex-
pecte<i to live happily ever a.fter.
But this was 1939 and L00 daYs
l,aterhe was dead- shot down in
the second dixlieht raid ofthe
war. The shocktemporarily Par-
alvsed Joan. She:nras now a wi-
ddw at 2l and neetled to lose
herself in work of sbme kind.

GAns from her background
were not expected to have careers
but the war was starling to
change attltudes. She became a
metallurEist. travelled the coun-
trv sellitl? detals and collected
"anv old Iron". door to door.
Joair was williirg to turn her
hand to anything to fill her days
and healhergrief.

The turning Doint came when
she joined up as an ordinary
WAAF. This openedup anextra-
ordinary chaDter in her life that
led to a commission and top-se-
cret intelligence work at Bomber
Command llsadouarters - for a
time she was ihe-oriIyWAAF ofFr-
cer in the whole intelligence sec-

Iir##iI to Churchiil
I oa Cheguers.'

done in the war. I hoPe it helPs to
show those who lostloved ones
whatwent on."

Joan doesn't elross over the hor-
rors ofthe war. but brings a
lieht touch to anecdotes about
wlrtirne life and the Young men
and women facine death but de
terminedto live life to the tullfor
as long as tXey were able. It is a
captivaflngread.

Joan saidher war reallY star-
ted when she sold her old Austin
? car to Air Commodore Robert
Stanlev Aitkin and they became
Iirm friends. She giggles as she
remembers the Iook on his face
whenhe sawherlittle car, hid'
den by her fatler's Silver Cloud
RollsRoyce.

He took the voune widow in
hand, inviting-her t-o the Offi-
cers' Mess antl bringjng her out
ofher shell. He also Persuaded
her to join up and request Post-
ing to IntelligBnce and oPera-
tions, which she did.

Her early days as an ordinary
WAAF proved an eyeopener.
Conditions were Primitive and at
herfirst station shehad to eat
runnv stew with a handbagmir-
ror aid a nail file because there
.were no knives and forks. This
was not easyfor a girl brought
up to appreciate tfie finer thilgs
of life.

"Int Ops in the early days be-
fore I was commissioned was
sort ofdonkey work, doing call
sigrs which were changed every
dav. but thev had to be accurate
oth6rwise srime lives would be en-
dangered.

"It was not so important as mY
first station where I interrogated
crews coming back from miss-
ions over ene-mY territory' I also
made dailv broadcasts which
wasn't eas:y if many planes had
been shot tllown," she told me.

In the briefingroom one daY
she chatted to a Fligh- Lieute-
nantwho asked her about herself
and she told him what she could.

"That nieht he was shot down
and caoturid. I learned after the
watth?rt the next morning he
and Bacchus had a long chat
about me in the POW camp," she
grirmed.

Joan's pretLy faee and warrn

has
nowbro-

kerfher silence in a book 'Ttre br-
fu n-loving personality endeared
her to thecrews. She saw them go
offon raids like ftesh-faced boys,
returnine with ttre haunted look
of old meh. At these times she'd
give them cocoa and listen sympa-
theticaW.

"I was asked years after the
war what I had done to be men-
tioned in dispatches and I re
olied - 'I made cocoa with
bubbles on top'."

Joanfelt she hadfound her
niche when she was summoned to
Bomber Cornmand Headquarters
at High Wycombe in 1942, shortlY
after Air Chief Marshall Sir Ar-
thur "Bomber" Ilarris became
Comnander-in-Chief. She was to
spend the rest of tfie war there.

IYRITE fTUFIt to6n Baughan today and, teft, in Augurt l9l

as luss6," she said.
As the war hotted uP' Joan

spent so much time inthe "h
-ihe undersound nerve c€r
that her do&or ordered her t
have sun ray Eeafuents'

Once her suDeriors reallse
could be relied on and lrrew
to keen her mouth shut, she l
access-to vital olans and infc
tion. She reeularlY took the I
mous'tlue-book", containir
secret documents, to Churct
Chequens.

When she learned that Nu.:
bure was atarget, it brought
bac[ memories of her 1937 v
when she hadseen llitlerat
ly and been terrifled bY wha
sErw.

She was on dutYwhenDrt
was bombed and watched th
mounting casualties as the r
drew to a close.

"BomberHarris didnotw
to bomb Dresden, but he wal
dered to do so," she says in I
book.

A month before VE day, J,
mother had a stroke and she
to leave tonurse her. It was
blow because she felt she ha
ken new groundfor women'

"It was a bitter disaPpoini
mentwhenlhadto handov
a man,'n said Joan grimlY.

As the men started to com
home, and she was alone, Jo
felt she had to get out ofEne
land. She went to Denmark I

lived in a castle with a Baro
then worked her'way across
stralia for 23 months.

When she sotback, Bacch
looked her uP and asked her
marrv him. Joan had been a
dow for 15 vears and had tu:
down mani proposals of ma
age. This time she said "Yes

At 45, Joan gave birth to t
son. Charles, and after a Pot
to Germany, the familY settl
down to country life in Devt
love a story with a haPPY er

OTheInimitable Joan is Pu
lished bv Square One at g8.l
and is ai'ailible from Dillor
Bookshop, Plymouth. You c
derly phone on 01548 81031

imitable Joan', a fascinating
account of her war yearc. Joan is
84 and has enough sFrkle to out-
shine a woman half her age.

She found love again and in
1981 maried Bacchus Barrghan,
ttpbestman at herfirst wed-
dinC.

He was Nonnan's friend, shot
down on the samCraid, who was
recued ahd spent tfie war in Ger-
manFOIVcamps

They have lived in Rineooore,
nearPlymouth, for s years and
itwas at her thafched cottage-
complete with ehost-that Joan
shared higbliehts ofher remark-
able story. She tells me it has aI-
ready caightthe attention ofone
local TV producer.

Joan said she'd had a specta0u-
Iar week, with the launcd of the
book, packing up to move house
and keeping builders converting
her new home, on their toes.

She started writing the booka
year ago and it came easy to her.
Some parts were painful but she
feltthe guidinghand of Norman
as shewmte.

"I'm psychic, you see. I've seen
two chosts in broad daylisht.
One inthis house and one at the
chureh," she said.

Joan had a Bremonition on the
trast day she and Norman spent te
gether. It happened when they
were boating on a lal<e and went
among waterlilies.

"I asked him to take me ashore
because I suddenly felt tJle water-
lilies were dragging me down. He.told me not to be afraid of fuown-
ing because it was a kind way to
die. Two days later he drowned
in the plane crash.

"We were very much in love.
Things were different inthose
days. He didn't kiss me until he
had proposed antl I was a virgin
when I married him," said Joan.

She agreed that nlritJng the
book had helped lay some ghosts.

"I was proud to write it. If you
put your mind to it, you can do
anything. I've had someone tell
me I have the knack of describing
both flrn and pain that comes
straight from the heart. I was
told t should record what I had

'He told me not
to be ofroid of
dmwning
beeouse it was a
kind way to die.
Two days loter
he drowned.'

Harris would probably have
been accused of sex discrimina-
tion todav - women had to be re-
moved frilm the ops room during
his daily conference to discuss
the target for the night,

Joan has a multitude of stories
about wartime figures, film stars
and royalty she ehcountered. Her
book hhs daia, interception and
tactic reports ofinterest to stu-
dents ofthe war years and flying
buffs.

"Intelligence III was the sec-
tion in which I worked. My boss
was Wing Commander Vivian
Varcoe. Ow responsibility was
enemy defences, German flghter
aircraft, gun sights, balloons
and searchlights. We also kept
charts giving the statistics of
bombs tlropried and the number
ofaircraft on each raid as well


