10

Doodlebug Days
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In 1944 we were right in the firingne for the "Doodlebugs” as we called the German V1
pilotless flying bombs. These were driven by a simple "Ramjet" motor, and came over at fair
low altitude aimed mainly at London. They had a very distinct roaring noise which could not
mistaken foranything else,

We had many hundreds fly over during the few months that the were being launched by tt
Germans from Northern France and Belgium. At first there were a lot ediagraft guns
around the area, including "our" gsite at Hook Greenwhere there were a couple of Bofors.
One day | was with another boy, playing at the camp, and | remember how difficult it was wt
an aircraft came over to follow it with the gun. We were both sitting on the operators' seats,
placed on either side, ona\hng the handles to turn to raise and lower the barrel while the
other had the handle for traversing round and round. To us it seemed very difficult to co
ordinate the two functions. Anyway, while we were playing on the gun there was a report of
doodlelug coming our way, and a few moments later we heard and saw it. The soldiers got (
down into their slit trench quickly and were preparing to fire the guns when they realised tha
Hawker Tempest was chasing it. We watch as the doodlebug approachedwahd fighter
come up behind and give it a short burst of canon fire. Nothing happened. Closer, and anott
burst of canon fire. Still nothing. Closer still and yet another burst, and in a sudden black clo
of smoke, the doodlebug disintegrated withesmtendous explosion. We all thought that the
Tempest had gone with it, but to our relief he appeared straight out of the black cloud,
apparently unharmed. He did a quick victory roll and flew off .

Just down the lane from us tkewas a little terrier dog who started barking a long time
before we could hear the Doodlebug. His ears were very sharp, and he seemed to hate the
things, and as he did not usually bark a lot, he was a good indication to us that another one
coming oumway.

One evening at dusk, Tony and | were in the house, Mum and Dad having gone for a wall
when we heard a Doodlebug on its way towards us. Being upstairs it was natural to lean oult
the window and have a look. We soon saw it roaring steadilysovay coming directly
towards us. Then a few moments later a Tempest came fast up behind it. The plane got uf
fairly close to the Doodlebug and then we watched fascinated as the plane's wings started t
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flickering like that could only mean that the cannon shells were going to be very, very, close



us! Several of the canon shells could be heard hitting the pine trees by the house and one
landed in the mideé of the path at the front of the house.
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As it was still just about light we dug down at the spot where the canon shell hit the path, a
about a foot down found the 20mm canon shell. Luckily it was a tracer, and hence perfectly
harmless ath was a good souvenir for me to remind us of a near miss. | do not recall what
happened to the doodlebug must have carried on past us, no doubt to be shot down soon
after it had gone overhead.

A Tempest chasing a V1.

The tracks of V1s on their way towards London.
The arrow indicates the position of Hook Green. No wonder we saw so many.

Two friends, "Mot" [Maurice] Brabon and Derek Boorman were not so lucky. Berek'’
father worked at the forge at Little Bayham and Mot, aged about 14, was employed by him.
Mot and Derek had somehow got hold of a twenty millimetre canon shell and had taken it ug
the forge and clamped it in a vice. Mot was trying to unscrew thecapsehen it exploded.



Unfortunately Derek was standing to one side of the work bench and received a lot of the
shrapnel, mostly into his abdomen. Mot was less hurt as the vice protected him more. They
were in hospital for some time | believ®erek the logest, being the worst hit, but both made
a full recovery .
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On one occasion at school in Tunbridge Wells, our form was in the Biology lab. at the top ¢
the building with three flights of steehpped stone stairs to go down, when ward,
unannounced a Doodlebug approaching. The sound of its engine grew louder and louder ar
then suddenly stopped. The teacher very calmly said "Well boys there is nothing we can do
the time before it crashes so, we will sit here and wait". Lookieg bhanust have been a strain
on the teacher, wondering if the Doodlebug was going to land near enough to kill us, but we
were fortunate and when the bang of the explosion arrived we thought it was at least half a |
away. The lesson then continuedfasothing had happened.

Where the V1s crashed in Kent and East Sussex. (From the K & S Courier)
The arrow indicates the position of Hook Green.

About this time the new jegngined acraft were coming out, the Gloster Meteor and the de
Havilland Vampire. These aircraft were faster than any of the pestgmed types which by
then had reached the peak of their development. | withessed an event which | later read abc
when | was inlie RAF and had access to some very interesting books about the war. There
was a description of the incident when one of the early Meteors was intercepting a Doodleb
when its guns failed. The pilot then inched his machine close under the side of tihebidgod
so that one of his wingtips was under one of the Doodlebug's wings and the violent reaction
the airflow caused the Doodlebug to flip over onto its back and crash to earth. There was no
need for the wings to actually touch despite some storieshwiniave read. The RAF account
said that "the Doodlebug landed in open country near Tunbridge Wells", which would be a f
description of the country around Hook Green. We probably saw two more Doodlebugs



