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CHRis Fennis

SILVER cigarette case lies
on the table ar the home of
Joan Baughan, a unique

memento from the Second
World War - the conflict thar
claimed the life of ber husband and
launched her into the top secret
world of Royal Air Force bomber
command.

Her memory has hardly faded
with age and she can still coavey her
remarkable story with passion and
hemour at her quiet riverside howse
in Devon's Teign Valley,

More than half & contury after the
end of the war, Joan sat down to write
her memoirs, It is the tale of one of
these unsung berocs - the WAAFs
who populated operations rooms,
glimpeed in war films sticking piss
in maps and Nstening intently
radio messages s their loved ones fly
out on bombing missions.

It was pretty much like that for
Joan, now 88, although her love
affair ended oaly weeks into the
WAL

Exactly 100 days after their mar-
riage, ber pilot hustend Norman
Beck was shot down while flying his
Haadley-Page  Hampden  over
Heligoland. He bad not even 10ld her
of the mission and she thought it was
a routine flight north 10 Liverpool.

“He said the night before be left ‘1
will be back for lunch’. He did not
come back for luach,

“Lates, in the afternoon, I was told
they had all been shot down aad wo
officers had been saved but they did-
a't know which two,” ssid Joss,

Weeks later 2 reported
her husband had died, although his
#00d friend Bacchus - the best man

#t their wedding - had survived and
was being held prisoner.

“The Germans returned the ciga-
rette case,” said Joan. She can sull
pick up the case, open it and see their
marriage date inscribed inside.

Fifteen years after the war, she met
up with Bacchus agsin, cventually
becoming her second busband
Today they still live together, 2
stone’s throw from their son's house,
dmu;lk Devoa countryside,
Luftwaffe," said Bacchus. “It's net
what yos normally hear mow of
course,” ’

He remembers escaping from the

camp in Germany bar being
recaptured.

“We were on Frankfurt Statioa
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whén a crate of champagne arrived,
It #as a present from the comman-
darit of the prison camp,”
said “it was my job 10 keep you
in and your job to escape. You win' "
in rr?lm Joan became 3
WAFFE, belping to plan the detsils of
raills and plotting the morements of
urchm.m sirforce planes from HQ
Egmber Command under the ulti-
wallte command of the legendary
*Bomber™ Harris.

For her, places such Dresden
ad Berlin were more than just
WNCs on & map and targets to be
sruck

“I had visited Germany in the thir-
ties,” said Joan, who remembers trav-
dling w0 Bavaria with a friend, two
gears before the war. “There were
miles of soldiers and camps. It was
the time of the Nuremberg Rallics.”

She also remembers watching
Hitler and other scnior Nazis on a
wisit 10 the town where she was slay-

Much of the paperwork on which
Joan worked still remains intct
today. Most of it was relessed under
the 30-year rule and she has received
copics showing her own calculations,
essentid proparstions for some of the
biggest Allied bombing raids on Ger-
many.

In a2 foreword to Joan's book,
Group Captain PDB Stevens ssid:
“There bave been many, many books
and artigles written about World War
II and & good proportion of these
have been amtobiographies. But
there has never before boen one quite
like this; Joam has written entisely
from the heart and, as she passion-
ately insists, every word is part of a
true account of what went on arousd
ber.”
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@ THEN: Joan Baughan in 1939 before war tipped her world upside down

® NOW: joan's memories of the war are still clear today
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@ MEMORIES: Joan Baughan, who now fives in a quiet riverside location in Devon's Teign Valley. &
Below, Joan, pictured with a friend, Mary Turner, taken during the war years while they were .
collecting scrap, such as garden rollers, for the war effort J
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The Second World War shaped the life of JOAN BAUGHA
launched her into the top-secret world of RAF Bomber Con
tell her rema

|

Y war years began three months before
wur was declared. 1 was married on Sat-
urday June 10, 1939, w flying Officer

Norman Croxon Beck, and my name
changed from Joas Evelyn Robertson, to ‘Judy’ Eve-
Iyn Beck, the Christian name being 2 nickname.

Auhnin:ofoummh.c,htmuymufnz
imhepm'iom.\pn'l.mdlbeamnmlhcm
after our wedding. Wemvaymochinlwe,ud
bdicwitocnot.henhdmctommhimhcﬁo«
even kissing me, and I remained 2 virgin uatil we

Mmmulbewsnmd,uxm\?dmmwd
Jeaflets over Germany, informing the nation that we
were at war to fight the Nazis. This started the “pan-
tomime”,

The first of such raids was on the night of Sep-
lmhaHmdmn‘nuch‘mcudcintheﬁm
week of the war. Whitleys were used for this pur-
pose, and the leaficts were dropped th&;ﬁ;
flare-chute and scattered by the slip stream
farther raids of leaflet dropping were made during

The first raid of leaflet dropping on
Berlin was on October 1-2.

Aircraft from Fingi . apother station in

$ Group, came over to us at RAF Sution Hemswell,

lhoinSGﬂmp.mddmppcd‘luﬁeb”—Mof

oo ! That was too much for our chaps, so we

at Hemswell retaliated by bombing Finningley with

wierries” - in other words chamber pots, that's the

polite word! The $ Group of 144 squadron were
with Handley-Page Hampdens.

Scon sfter this *mid”, Finningley came over
lﬂil.lndmmbyabumco{'bdhom‘-m
fact were sot really balloons, but inflated con-
doms. mummumamm
cansed. Thmtcaﬂychytmmllybarﬁd.bm
uhhouumnyo(mfeluhnwmloomim.n
tried to push the idea under the carpet.

ShAER

DURING late June or early July 1939, Norman, with
others, flew to Paris 1o give an air display. They bad
2 hilarious time, as one can casily imagine, swanning
in the evening, dining and drinking, with the result
Mtquh(eondmym[onmummg.
The i ¢ was confizement to “camp” (the
botel) that evening. Wing Commander James C
Cunnin;hm-how-inchneollheoﬁmhnd
wuyinthehouldxo,tobemtht none of them
escaped. Goodness knows how it was done, but at
some time they date-stamped the receptionist’s bot-
tom!

Then the day came for their return. T flew
over the keeper's cottage which Norman and 1 rent-

say that his officers had each brought in some wine
and other alcohol.

Tbulldwmghmbyoastom.mdnmm
the mess was on. There was so much champagne
mdothawinu.lh-nmco(th:chmmdw

ammwmemsmn
officers’ mess,

A Squadron Leader Derbyshire came up to me
and said: “Are you standing on your two legs all
n‘h(?'.ltqﬂicdthﬁlwnmdbeuidlhuhewn
not. Hchadawoodmle;wiuchldidnotknw
shout uatil be wold me!

Norman kept his eye on me, and eventually came
over 10 me and asked what | was drinking. I said, “1
doe’t know, but it's delicicus!”. He smelt it, and
dednmi,"thgoingba&mthtcmme". It was
Pernod, which on top of champagne was a bit much,
So off we weaL

£

has

lMUSTadmllhlxlrdlyb.dlloodedulum
k‘uc&pmb«&.l‘)”,vhmwwndcchmd.l
became 3 widow on September 29, 1939, after 100
days of marriage.

On Wedneday, September 27, Norman wis at
bome all day. He wrote letters 10 his mothes, paid
his tailoe’s bills, and so on. Thea be tod that
we weot on the lake. We were, as 1 ina
keeper’s cottage on a large estate. We were allowed
aometh:liulcbonmdm-bouomhehkc Dus-
ing(hinrip.nmumonwthcmh‘na. Sud-
denly 1 felt truly frightened. I asked him to take me
-bocc,ul(dnhem'mmpumuum.todm
me down. He said w me, “You must not be afraid of
drowsning, it's said to be a very kind way 0 die, and
unstresstul”

It was on the 2%th, two days later, that be was

up. Bat Norman had told me he was duty officer for
24houn,lndwmudnolheb¢knnmlmh:ia¢on
the 2%th. So I turned over and went back 10 sleep.
mdmlbod'nmumdinnyminduﬂa‘y.

Imlouofma,wdmbmm,-hom
a great friend of Nerman's, and best man at our wed-
ding, coming towards me. 1 ssked him, in my
dmn.wtthmwn.mdbcoﬂyaideid
not kaow. But I do remember all that water.

The real story was this. Norman was the first 1o
be shot down over Heligoland, and Bacchus was
shot down over the sca. There were five Hampdens

L)

That wonderfu
after 100 days
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» HAPPY DAYS: joan in 1939 before the war

0 this raid, and sone returned. However the Ges-

lans reporred that two officers had been saved and
ere now PoWs,

Xeract from Bomiber Command
cooumt of Bomber Command’s Offenssve apatnst thy
Xis ~ September 1939-Fuly 191 (HMSO)

URING the first seahs of the war it was ravely posss.
¥ o act om the mformation obtamed by air recomnan

The Air Mimistry

TeOnnRausance in coremgth, wnng arcraft
uipped utdbomhwvmly fo attack, In purssance
this policy, aMafHuMmNmrﬂugrh
WMNW?Q:AMMQ{
rawﬁu,ﬁndadma&cdmmm&m.
(hwmnumwhﬂ\rm«nmum
:mﬁwmw-mwauum&w~
drwwwm&whdhamdwm.
wﬁuwmﬁmmthlwummmm-

.\'mo/Mrw‘ndWGmmd.mw

.0.0l..l...ll‘.v'-l‘ot.ll‘o'nl.lloo-.nl.-n..l-

have shot them all doeom tth the lovr of 200 of their oum
Sighsees

The other Sormarionm, anacking the destroyers from 300
ﬁh‘:{'l'm [T e ' pom Sire, and a well-ai m‘::
il woent through the mose o W.’cmﬂuam?dzaf
first fight, It struck the pilot on the elbors causmg hem
tmoolencarily o pull back the srick and rvoop sharply
sprards.  The other roo awcraft close behingd follovsed
their loader. Al the Bomedy foll smto the soa wide of thesr
mark.

The experionce gaimed from this rasd and that o Sep-
tember 4 appoared to thory thar @ levwd atsack of heaealy-
armed naval vessels from such o loe. hewghs was likely to
prove a costly umdersahing Horecown, the pe
POt of the bombs dropped 5 wncerisan, and the ruk thar

SO for over six weeks [ waited and waited, hoping
Normas was one of the rwo 35,04 Then the

arnived, reporting his Geaili. 4 uc shock
femporsrily partly paralysed me. The other cr
besides Bacchus who was saved was Bob e 2
Canadisn,

Soon after this dreadfial shock, m-m wn:
Nocman's silver Cigasetie
identity discs back 10 me, through G
bad ar any time Eiven e the koy 19 the code for-
wntng w PoWs, -

T had 1 say no, be had not done s0. U s
insuucti-msnl, did try 1o write to Bacchus, b?t?c;:;.
avail. But all his letters 10 me were secn by Bum
n those carly days.

After Norman was killed, it was not oaly \ et
breaking, but my parents had not been in favl,, o
my marriage to Norman in the firss place. My o,
ding had enabled me to escape. A bride’s thaill e
white wedding, bridesmaids and so forth, waf not
on.

I suppose this was my punishment. Bup this/ atti-
tude of my parents did not $3in them much. It g,y
me untold happiness to see my friends, who by
gate-crushed the wedding. 4

They all adored Norman, who had the mast noble.
character. He was always thinking of others,
never hurt anyone with g stray remark. He was com
pletely unselfish \
Ifhmemu'amw&-ﬁm]mwa‘sbmt.
The Inimitable Foon, wohick fsgﬁMhSq-v ('hr’
Praced L8.50. In mext weck’s tecournsy ar Wi, Joan

ins up as an airwoman with the WAFE ’

-
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® ANY OLD IRON: Later in the war Joan and.a friend, joy Blackwell (pictured below), were

involved In the campaign to collect scrap metal
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The Last Word

OAN Baughan's early
life reads like a fairy
tale. Born into a well-

to-do family, she lived

in Juxury in a large
house with a lake in the gar-
den and grew up to be a beau
tiful woman.

A social butterfly, In great de-
mand at jes and balls, she
had a str@of admirers. Joan
met and fell in love with her
Prince Charming right on cue.
He was a dashing RAF flyer, Nor-
man Beck

They married in June and ex-

od to live happily ever after.

ut this was 1939 and 100 days
later he was dead - shot down In
the seconM)zht raid of the
war, The temporarily par-

lysed Joan. She wias now a wi-
dow at 28 and heedéd to lose
herself In work of some kind

Girls from her background
were not expected to have carvers
put the war was starting to
cha attitudes. She became a
metallurgist, travellod the coun-
try selling metals and collected
“any old iron"”, deor to door
Joan was willing to turn her
hand to anything to fill her days
and heal her grief.

The turning point came when
she joined up as an ordinary
WAAF. This opened up an extra-
ordinary chapter in her life that
1ed 10 & commission and top-se-
eret Intelligence work at Bomber
Command warters - fora
time she was the only WAAF offi-
cer in the whole intelligence sec-
tion... : e

For 50 years, Joan has had to
koep hor socrots But has now bro-
ken her silence in a book: “The In
imitable Joan', a fascinating
account of her war years. Joan 18

84 and has awugusﬁla!;;o out

shine a woman

She found love and In
1954 married Bacchus Baughan,
the best msan at her first wed-
ding.

He was Norman's friend, shot
down on the same rakd, who was

rescued and spent the war in Ger-

man POW camps.

Thﬁ have lived in Ringmore
near Plymouth, for 38 years
it was at ber thatched cotmg‘-n
complete with t - that
shared ts of ber remark-
able story. She tells me it has al-
ready caught the attention of ane
local TV producer.

Joan said she'd had a spectacu-
lar woek, with the launch of the
book, poqkinguu‘) to move house
and keeping builders converting
her new home, on thelr toos,

She started writing the book a
year ago and it came easy to her.

‘She regularly
took the

famous blue
book,
containing

top-secret
documents,
to Churchill
at Chequers.’

done in the war. L h it helps to
show these who lost loved cnes
what went on.”

Joan doesn™t over the hor
rors of the war, but brings a
light touch to anecdotes about
wartime life and the young men
and women death but de-
termined to live life to the full for
as long ss they were able. It is a
captivating read.

Joan sald her war really star-
ted when she sold her odd Austin
7 car o Air C re Robert
Stanley Aitkin and they became
firm friends. She as she
remembers the look on his face
when he saw her little car, hid-
den by her father’s Stlver Cloud
Rolls ce.

Ho took the young widow in
hand, inviting her to the Off
cers’ Mess bringing her out
of Ier shell, He also persuaded
her 1o Join up and request post-
ing to Intelligence and Opera-
tions, which she did

Her early days as an ordinary
WAAF proved an mqqew_ 2

fun-loving personality endeared
her to the crews, She saw them go
off on raids like fresh-faced boys,
returning with the haunted look
of old men. At these times she'd

ve them cocoa and listen sympa-
thetically.

“I was asked years after the
war what | had done to be men-
tioned in dispatches and 1 re-
EEM -1 mscoem with

bbles on wop".”

Joan felt she had found her
niche when she was summoned to
Bomber Command Headquarters
at High Wa'mmbe in 1942, shortly
after Afr Chief Marshall Sir Ar-
thur “Bomber” Harris became
Commander-in-Chief. She was fo
spend the rest of the war there.

‘He told me not
to be afraid of
drowning
because it was a

wmswmmmwm,n«.hwm

wich 1ISAEEl

e Inimitable Jo

as losses,” she said.

As the war hotted up, Joan
spent so much time in the “h

the underground nerve cen
that her doctor ordered her t
have sun ray treatments.

Once her superiors realise
could be re on and knew
to keep her mouth shut, she }
access to vital plans and info

mous “blue =, containin
secret documents, to Churct
Cheguers.

When she learned that Nu
bu.g was atarget, it brought
back memories of her 1987 v
when she had seen Hitler at
Iy and boen terrified by wha
SaW.

She was on duty when D
was bombed and watched th
mounting casualties as the "
drew to a close,

“Bomber Harris did not w
to bomb Dresden, but he wa
dem to 30 50,” she says in

A‘moqxp‘bnfon VE day,

J
i gier g Y



mand at parties and bafls she
hadas of admirers. Joan
met and fell In love with her
Prince Charming right on cue.
He was a dashing flyer, Nor-
man Beck.
married in June and ex-
to live mgpllv ever after.
Sut this was 1989 and 100 days
later he was dead - shot down in
the second daylight raid of the
war. The temporarily par
alysed Joan. She was now a wi-
dow at 28 and needed to lose
herself in work of some kind
Girls from her background
were not expected to have careers
ut the war was starting to
mﬂje attitudes. She became a
urgist, travelled the coun
try se selling metals and collectad
*any old iron", door to door
Joan was willing to turn her
hand to anything to fill her days

and heal her grief.
The turning point came when
sbe jomed up asan
This opened up an extra-

ordlnary chapter in bcr 1ife that
led to a commission and top-se-
cret intelligence work at Romber

Command NArters -
time she was the onl wm\rm
cer in the whole intelligence sec-

Furw)m.!mnmhndto
koep Hor secrets but has now bro-
ken her silence in a beok: “The In-
imitable Joan’, a fascinating
noooumdharwym.lamh

84 and has enmﬁlfsmklemwt

shine a woman

the best man at her first wed-
He was Norman's friend, shot

down on the same rald, who was

rescued and spent the war in Ger-

able story. She tells me it has al-
ready caught the attention of one
local TV producer,

Joan said she'd had a spectacu-
lar week, with the launch of the
book, to move house
and keeping ers converting
her new home, on thelr toes

She started writing the book a

ago and it came easy to her.
§ame were painful but she
felt the gmdmg hand of Norman
as sho wrote,

“I'm psychic, you see. ['ve seen

T:m in broad daylight.
this house and ono at the
church,” she sald.

Joan had a premonition on the
last day she and Norman spent to-
gether. It happened when
were boating on a lake and went
among waterlilies.

“T asked him to take me ashore
bocause | suddenly feit the water
1illes were dr me down, He
told me not to id of drown-
ing because it was a kind way to
die. Two days later he drowned

in the plane crash.
“We wore much in love,
Things were different In those

days He didn™t kiss me until he
and | was a virgin
when I married him.* said Joan.
She agreed that writing 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 someane tell
me | have the knack of describing
both fun and pain that comes
[ t from the heart [ was
told I should record what I had

containing
top-secret
documents,
to Churchill

it helps to
ed ones

done in the war, |
show those who lost
what went on.”
Joandoun!%:mnhchor
rors of the war,
light touch lomeodo(!sabout
wartime Life and the young men
dumbutd&
to the full for
lbe) mnble. Itisa

i
2
g
(o
g

Her early days as an ordinary
WAAF proved an ey
Conditions were itive and at
ber first station had to eat
runny stow with a handhag mir-
ror and a nail file because there
were no knives and forks. This
was not easy for a girl brought
gf to appreciate the finer things

“ln! Ops In the carly d-)s be
fore | was commissioned w:
sort of donkey work, doi call
signs which were every
day, but they had to be accurate

otherwise some lives would be en-

dangered,
“It was not so rtant as my
first station where I interrogated

crews coming back from miss-
jons over enemy territory. I also
madrdan) broadcasts which
wasn't easy if man planes had
been shot down,"” she told me.

In the briefing room one day
she chatted to a Fligh. Lieute-
nant who asked her about herself
and she told him what she could

“That night he was shot down
and captured. I learned after the
war that the next mornin ho
and Bacchus had a long
about me in the POW camp. shf
grinned.

Joan's pretty face and warm

——

fun-loving personality endmrcd
her to the crews, She saw them go
off on rabds like fresh-faced boys,
returning with the haunted loot
of old men. At these times she'd
mhuy them cocoa and listen sympa-

“1 was asked years after the
war what | had done to be men-
tioned In dispatches and | re-
-1 cocoa with

bbles on top”."

Joan felt she had found her
niche when she was summoned to
Bomber Command Headquarters
at High 8'combomlmmom)
after Alr Marshall Sir Ar
thur “Bomber” Harris became
Commander-in-Chief. She was to
spend the rest of the war there.

‘He told me not

to be afraid of

drowning
because it was a
kind way to die.
Two days later
he drowned.’

Harris would probably have
been accused of sex discrimina.
tion today - women had (o be re-
moved from the ops room during
his daily conference to discuss
the target for the night.

Joan has a multitude of stories
about wartime m stars
and royalty she enmunu—rrd Her
book has data, Interception and
tactic reports of Interést to stu-
garfmrts of the war years and flying

“Intelligence Il was the sac-
tion in which | worked. My boss
was Wing Commander \'ivlan
Varcee. Our responsibili
mrmy defences, German

sights, bllhons
seam.ﬁ;mts We also ke
Lharts glvlng the statistics
and the number
of am:ran on each raid as well
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She was on duty whea Dre
wis bombed and watched th

saysin!

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

“It was a bitter disappoint
ment when I had to hand ow
a man,” said Joan grimly.

As the men started to com
home, and she was alone, Jo
felt she had to get out of Eng
land. She went to Denumark |
lived in a castle with a Baro
then worked her way acros:
stralia for 23 months,

When she got back, Bacch
looked her up and asked hex

him. Joan had been o

dow for 156 years and had tw
down many proposals of ma
age, This time snid “Yes

At 45, Joan gave birthtok
son. Charles, and after a pot
to Germany, the family sett!
down to country life in Dew
love a story with a happy er

@ The Inimitable Joan is pu
N.sbed by Square One at £8.
and is available from Dillor
Bookshop, Plymouth. You ¢

der by phone on 01548 81061



