
TONY Flem-
ing, lleefftt,,  of
New Zealand,
wrote to the
C h r o n i c l e
about his late
father, Flt Lt
E G  Fleming.
“I wonder if

you would be
interested in a little anecdote
written by my late father, Ft Lt
Edward Greer Fleming, Royal
New Zea land Airforce, in his
war time diaries during the Sec-
ond World War.
“He was stationed at the time

in 550 Squadron, Royal Airforce,
in North Killingholme, near
Grims by, piloting Lancaster
bombers, after approximately
three years as a flying instruc-
tor on Airspeed Oxfords. This in-
structing role took him to a
number of different airfields
around England.
“On this particular day,

around May 9, 1945, he and a
number of his Lancaster crew
took a taxi to Immingham
Docks, then an antique train to
Grimsby and on to Clee thorpes
Beach. 
“While at Cleethorpes he

helped a young boy who had
found a cordite cartridge and,
thinking it was a ‘firework’,  held
it to a small fire that he and
some of his friends had lit. The
result was an explosion that
blew off the boy’s thumb and a

finger. 
“My father and one of his crew

assisted the young boy until an
ambulance arrived.
“I have attached the transcript

from his diary, which gives the
story in his own words and also
a photo of he and some his crew,
taken about the same time. My
father is the one in the middle of
the group wearing the officer’s
hat. Names of the crew can be
provided.
“The reason I have contacted

you with this tale, 70 years later,
is that that boy, or someone who
remembers him, may still be
alive (although rather old now)
and perhaps wondered who had
assisted him on that fateful day
in wartime England.
“I felt that it would make an

interesting story in your local
paper.”.

TToonnyy  FFlleemmiinngg,,  
WWeelllliinnggttoonn,,  NNeeww  ZZeeaallaanndd..

AAPPPPRROOXX  MMAAYY  99,,  11994455
Taxi to Immingham
Docks then an antique
train to Grimsby by

4pm. It was a much better day,
sunny and warm. 
We (Ken, Joe, Fritz and I) – his

crew – went back to the same
cafe and by luck, not arrange-
ment, met the girls again.
Our next move was by bus to

Cleethorpes Beach. It was lovely
out there. Strolling the prome-
nade. 

We thought of going boating on
the artificial lake but finished
up just strolling on ’till we
dropped on the beach in the sun-
shine to smoke and talk and
gaze at the sea.
And then came tragedy. A

bang on the beach across the
dunes, people looking, a little
boy of 12 running with what a
moment before was a good hand
now dripping red held out before
him while some clot of a man in
a lovely grey suit ran on ahead –
to get a doctor no doubt.
But why couldn’t he have

taken the kid instead of leaving
him to run ’till he staggered and
fell on the beach?
Fritz and I were longer than

we should have been in realising
what was wrong but we still got
there ahead of the other gapers. 
The poor little beggar had

blown his left hand to pieces
taking his thumb and I think a
finger off. The amazing thing
was his courage and he didn’t
faint, worse luck. 
I grabbed the pressure point

and kept him from looking at
his hand while he told us how
“fed up” he was and that he
should have gone to school. 
Eventually a Wren came up

with a first aid kit and after an
age of messing about an ambu-
lance, not to mention wretched
enquiring “cops”. 
Apparently the kiddies had

found a “firework”, probably a
cordite cartridge and had held it
to a little fire with disastrous re-
sults. Two others were injured
in a less violent way but bad
enough. 
And so finally the panic died

down and Fritz and I, a couple

of slightly shaken escorts, re-
turned to our ladies and took up
our strolling.
We had tea in a small private

hotel and went to the Cafe
Dansant until 10pm. It was
pleasant but very muggy indeed
inside.

Back into town by bus, a stroll
in the park and home with the
girls. Got a taxi to camp,
crowded with Joe and Ken and
six or so others by 12.30 to find
that we were due to eat
at 1.30am before a day-
break trip to Brussels.
The trip EG Fleming was re-

ferring to would have been, I
suspect, the “Operation Exodus”
mission to repatriate POWs on
May 10, 1945.
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YOUR MEMORIES
Do you have memories of your past? They
don’t have to be from the Thirties or Forties
or earlier. Share them with our readers.

Contact us with your memories on 204020,
or email news@cleethorpeschronicle.co.uk

FFEEWW  ppeeooppllee  wwiillll  bbee  aawwaarree,,  bbuutt  tthhee
hhuubbss  –– oorr  ppiippee  bbooxxeess  –– ffoorr  tthhee  gguunn
ccaarrrriiaaggee  wwhhiicchh  ttrraannssppoorrtteedd  tthhee  ccooff--
fifinn  ooff  SSiirr  WWiinnssttoonn  CChhuurrcchh  iinn  11996655
wweerree  mmaannuuffaaccttuurreedd  iinn  CClleeeetthhoorrppeess..
WWee  hhaavvee  llooccaall  rreessiiddeenntt  PPeetteerr

MMaatttthheewwss  ttoo  tthhaannkk  ffoorr  tthhiiss  iinnffoorr--
mmaattiioonn,,  aanndd  hhee  sshhoouulldd  kknnooww  bbee--
ccaauussee  hhee  hheellppeedd  ttoo  mmaakkee  tthheemm!!
TThhee  5500tthh  aannnniivveerrssaarryy  ooff  tthhee  ggrreeaatt

mmaann’’ss  ddeeaatthh  aanndd  ffuunneerraall  wwaass  ccoomm--
mmeemmoorraatteedd  llaasstt  mmoonntthh..
MMrr  MMaatttthheewwss  wwoorrkkeedd  ffoorr  aa

CClleeeetthhoorrppeess  eennggiinneeeerriinngg  ccoommppaannyy
ccaalllleedd  TToorrbbiinniiaa  wwhhiicchh  hhaadd  oofffificceess
aanndd  wwoorrkksshhooppss  iinn  vvaarriioouuss  ppaarrttss  ooff

ttoowwnn  iinncclluuddiinngg  MMiillll  RRooaadd  aanndd  CCooss--
ggrroovvee  SSttrreeeett..  TThhee  ccoommppaannyy  wwaass
oowwnneedd  bbyy  aa  RRiicchhaarrdd  OOllddhhaamm..
HHee  ssaaiidd  tthhee  oorrddeerr  ccaammee  sseevveerraall

mmoonntthhss  bbeeffoorree  CChhuurrcchhiillll’’ss  ddeeaatthh  bbee--
ccaauussee  tthhee  MMiinniissttrryy  ooff  DDeeffeennccee  ssuudd--
ddeennllyy  rreeaalliisseedd  iitt  ddiidd  nnoott  hhaavvee  aa  gguunn
ccaarrrriiaaggee  iinn  wwoorrkkiinngg  ccoonnddiittiioonn  iiff  iitt
wwaass  ssuuddddeennllyy  ffaacceedd  wwiitthh  oorrggaanniissiinngg
aa  ssttaattee  ffuunneerraall..
““TThhee  oorriiggiinnaall  oorrddeerr  wwaass  ffoorr  6600

ppiippee  bbooxxeess,,  bbuutt  tthheeyy  aasskkeedd  uuss  ttoo
ssuuppppllyy  eeiigghhtt  ooff  tthheemm  iinn  aa  hhuurrrryy  iinn
ccaassee  tthheeyy  wweerree  nneeeedd  aatt  sshhoorrtt  nnoottiiccee..
AAss  iitt  hhaappppeenneedd  SSiirr  WWiinnssttoonn  ddiieedd
ffaaiirrllyy  ssoooonn  aafftteerrwwaarrddss..””
TThhee  aaccttuuaall  gguunn  ccaarrrriiaaggee  wwaass  bbuuiilltt

aarroouunndd  tthhee  bbeeggiinnnniinngg  ooff  tthhee  2200tthh
cceennttuurryy,,  bbuutt  nneeeeddeedd  uuppddaattiinngg..
MMrr  MMaatttthheewwss  ssaaiidd  tthhee  hhuubbss,,

wwhhiicchh  wweerree  5566  iinncchheess  iinn  ddiiaammeetteerr
aanndd  wweeiigghheedd  aallmmoosstt  5566llbbss,,  lleefftt
CClleeeetthhoorrppeess  ffoorr  KKeenntt  wwhheerree  tthheeyy
wweerree  fifitttteedd  ttoo  tthhee  wwhheeeellss..
HHee  jjooiinneedd  TToorrbbiinniiaa  iinn  11995500,,  nnoott

lloonngg  aafftteerr  lleeaavviinngg  tthhee  RRAAFF  aanndd
wwoorrkkeedd  ffoorr  tthhee  ccoommppaannyy  uunnttiill  11998800..
““WWee  ddiidd  aa  lloott  ooff  wwoorrkk  ffoorr  tthhee  MMiinn--

iissttrryy  ooff  DDeeffeennccee  aanndd  ffoorr  tthhee  llooccaall
ffoooodd  iinndduussttrryy,,””  hhee  aaddddeedd..
TThhee  ccoommppaannyy  wwaass  llaatteerr  bboouugghhtt  bbyy

CChhrriissttiiaann  SSaallvveesseenn,,  bbuutt  iitt  eevveennttuu--
aallllyy  cclloosseedd..

Connection to Churchill

TThhee  gguunn  ccaarrrriiaaggee  iinn  qquueessttiioonn..

A terrible
accident
down on
the beach

“
”

FFlltt  LLtt  FFlleemmiinngg’’ss  ccrreeww  aass  ppiiccttuurreedd,,  ddaatteedd  MMaayy  11994455  aatt  NNoorrtthh  KKiilllliinngghhoollmmee,,  lleefftt  ttoo  rriigghhtt::  SSggtt  JJooee  WWaarrdd
RRAAFF  mmiidd--uuppppeerr  aaiirr  gguunnnneerr,,  FFlltt  LLtt  FFlleemmiinngg,,  FFlltt  SSggtt  KKeenn  DDeerrwweenntt  RRAAFF  nnaavviiggaattoorr  ((aatt  bbaacckk)),,  FFlltt  SSggtt
AAllaann  MMoorrggaann  RRAAFF  bboommbb  aaiimmeerr;;  ffrroonntt,,  WWOO  FFrriittzz  HHaannsseenn  RRCCAAFF  wwiirreelleessss  ooppeerraattoorr,,  FFlltt  SSggtt  EE  FF  ((TTeedd))
GGrroooomm,,  FFlltt  EEnnggiinneeeerr..    ((WW  LL  HHoowweellll,,  rreeaarr  aaiirr  gguunnnneerr  aabbsseenntt))..  

MMoorree  iinnffoo,,  ssttoorriieess  aanndd  ppiiccttuurreess  rreellaattiinngg  ttoo  EEddwwaarrdd  GG  FFlleemmiinngg
ccaann  bbee  ffoouunndd  oonn  tthhee  555500  SSqquuaaddrroonn  wweebbssiittee  oonn  tthhee  ffoolllloowwiinngg  lliinnkk::
hhttttpp::////wwwwww..555500ssqquuaaddrroonnaassssoocciiaattiioonn..oorrgg..uukk//ddooccuummeennttss//ppuubblliicc//LLaann
ccaasstteerrss--CCrreewwss//FFllLLttEEGGFFlleemmiinngg//iinnddeexx..pphhpp

LLeefftt::  TThhee  CCaaffee  DDaannssaanntt
wwaass  aa  ppooppuullaarr  hhaauunntt  ffoorr
llooccaallss  aanndd  sseerrvviicceemmeenn
aalllloowweedd  ooffff  tthheeiirr  bbaasseess,,
tthhoouugghh  oonn  tthhiiss  ppaarrttiiccuullaarr
eevveenniinngg  iitt  wwaass  ‘‘vveerryy
mmuuggggyy  iinnddeeeedd’’..

TToonnyy  FFlleemmiinngg  ccaann  bbee
ccoonnttaacctteedd  vviiaa
ttoonnyyflfleemmiinngg@@hhoottmmaaiill..ccoomm
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