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Panorama de l’ Yser

This painting by H. Charles McBarron Jr. shows the Harlem Hellfighters of the 369th Infantry Regiment, US Army in battle.
Because of their valor, France awarded the entire regiment the Croix de Guerre.

Who?

Who was first to shoot
down a Zeppelin ?
See page 16

What?

What happened to
Mary Slater, the mayoress of Walsall in 1916?
See page 18

What?

Where?

What event does this
statue in Liverpool commemorate?

Where can you go to
see colour photos of
WW1?

See page 12

See page 15
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Message from the Chairman
Greetings to all members, new and old, of the Pacific Coast
Branch of the WFA. It’s been a month and a half since our
2015 AGM and Seminar in Victoria. From your vocal reports
and returned surveys most who attended were very pleased
with the overall lineup of speakers. Thanks to Gavin, John,
Rob, Alan, and Susan for your able aid in making the Seminar another success, and to all our presenters.
During the AGM, Gavin Cooper, our Secretary/Treasurer, and
I were acclaimed, and we welcomed Doug Slowski of Nanaimo as our new vice-Chair. Your executive look forward to
working together! Gavin advised that due to the improvement in our financial condition, there was no need to bring
forward the motion to adjust certain fees. On behalf of the
Pacific Coast Branch, donations have been made to Honour
House www.honourhouse.ca, and the Wounded Warrior Project www.woundedwarriorproject.org On behalf of the
Branch, I also wrote a letter of support to the Canadian Scottish Regiment Executive, to have the name of the Bay Street
Armoury changed in some way to honour Sir Arthur Currie.
Please welcome our newest members Barbara Forsythe of
Victoria, Susan Hall-Balduf of Michigan, William Martin of
Victoria, Tim McRory of Edmonton, James O'Donnell of San
Francisco, Paul O'Reilly of Brentwood Bay, Bill Schaub of
Portland, and Mike Werner of California. Welcome to all!! I
invite all of our newest members to submit a brief article
outlining your research interests and why you are enthused
about the Great War. Why do you care 100 years later? Did
you have an ancestor or two in the field, are you fascinated
with some early technology first deployed back then, do you
like the big canvas of strategy or the small picture of tactics?
Let us know.
I read some interesting demographics regarding the membership of the WFA United Kingdom. These are some summary results of the recent online members' survey, as extracted from the WFA Chairman's April 2015 report. Of the
respondents 89% were male and 11% female. 78% of the
respondents were aged 55 or over, 95% were over 45. The
bulk of respondents were single members with 87% being
based in the UK. While I can't guess at our ages (although I
suspect our stats would match theirs) or marital status, I can
advise that 19% of Pacific Coast Branch members are female.
2016 approaches and for our next seminar, can anybody
prepare a presentation specifically referencing the pivotal
year of 1916? Verdun, Jutland, Kut-al-Amara, Brusilov in
Carpathia, and the Somme are just some of many big picture
or small topics we all might want to know more about. If
you have a forty-five or a fifteen minute presentation you
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could give on your favourite topic, please get back to
me. We will repeat the time slot with three speakers in
one hour, to speak concisely and effectively about
something of interest. This could be a good opportunity
to showcase some early research on a pet project, or for
our new members to introduce themselves.
Enjoy your summer. Keep safe while you travel. I'll talk
with you again in the autumn. Sincerely, Peter

Western Front Association
Pacific Coast Branch
The Pacific Coast Branch of The Western Front
Association was founded in 1999 and has members from the Provinces of British Columbia, Alberta, Saskatchewan and Ontario; and the States
of Washington, Oregon, California, Virginia, Georgia, Massachusetts and Michigan. The worldwide
membership in the Western Front Association is
over 6500 and there are 57 separate Branches
and Branch Chapters in Europe, North America,
Australia and New Zealand.
The WFA is non-political and does not seek to glorify war, nor is it a re-enactment society. Its principal objective is to perpetuate the memory, courage and comradeship of the people on all sides
who served their countries during the Great War
in and over France and Belgium, on other fronts,
at sea and in their own countries.
Another important objective is to inform and educate the public on the continuing relevance the
Great War has on the modern world.
Chairman
Vice Chairman
Treasurer
Editor

Peter Broznitsky, Vancouver, BC
Doug Slowski, Nanaimo, BC
Gavin Cooper, Lantzville, BC
Robert Forbes, Victoria, BC

The Listening Post
This newsletter is produced by the Western Front
Association, Pacific Coast Branch. Membership in
the WFA-PBC is $35.00 annually and includes subscription to the Listening Post. Submission of pictures and articles can be sent via email to
wfa@prfconsulting.com

The Listening Post

3

Issue 62—Spring 2015

Fort Macaulay Tour on May 23
From Jack Bates
The 2015 Fort Macaulay Historic Interpretation Tour, will take place on
May 23rd from 9:00 AM to noon at
Macaulay Point Park in Esquimalt.
Fort Macaulay was a component of
the Victoria Esquimalt Coastal Defence Fortifications system from
1878 to 1956 and was its only continually manned location in that
era. The original 2.97 acre site on
the Point was purchased in 1878
from the Hudson’s Bay Company and
in 1893 expanded to what you can
see today in a walk about.
Owned by the Department of National Defence, the site was closely associated with Work Point Barracks
Garrison activities from 1887 until the early 1980’s. In 1985, with the support and contributions of the community, the Township of Esquimalt leased the Historic Fort Zone as part of “Macaulay Point Park” for a period of 99 years. Fort Macaulay is on the Township’s Heritage Registry list, underwent a massive community
clean up / paint up in 2005, is part of the Township’s ETAG maintenance program and is listed in the Walking
Tours brochure.
Part of the initiative for this interpretive event is to raise the historic profile of the Fort in hopes of gaining
further recognition within the Parks Canada realm as a Historic Site.

Panoramic view from the highest point of the fort.

3

The Listening Post

4

Issue 62—Spring 2015

A Great Museum Recalls “The Great War”
By John Keyes, Meridian Writers’ Group
Reprinted with kind permission
MEAUX, France—Great museums are more than simply big buildings housing large collections of rare exhibits. The best ones employ ingenious interior design and thoughtful way-finding to present visitors with a
compelling narrative that enhances the material on display.
La Musée de la Grande Guerre is one such museum. Located at Meaux, a half-hour by express train east of
Paris, it has as its overarching subject the sprawling, horrific, multi-headed beast known as the Great War, a
topic not easy to encapsulate. But the MGG views this theme through the prism of the Battle of the Marne—
two battles, actually, the first in 1914 and the second in 1918, which involved American troops and turned
the tide of the war.
The museum is built on the site of the first battle, the closest the German line got to the City of Light. Historians of every stripe can thank a Frenchman named Jean-Pierre Verney for it. He was a war buff who privately
amassed some 50,000 artifacts, which were acquired in 2005 by the Meaux regional government on the condition that they be properly displayed as an educational opportunity for future generations. Only one-third of
the collection is on view at any given time.
Verney’s vision has been brilliantly fulfilled. Visitors enter a low-slung, modernistic silver slab of a building
overlooking Meaux and are immersed in a windowless labyrinth that painstakingly reconstructs the war to,
supposedly, end all wars. The self-guided tour starts with a zigzag exhibit recalling the military ethos instilled
in young French boys in the 19th century, segues into the political crises that triggered the First World War,
then opens into a series of galleries that tell a story of mass suffering and dubious glory. There are uniforms
representing the 35 nations that fought in the war, dioramas of French and German trenches, a collection of
vintage propaganda and innumerable armaments ranging from pistols to bombs dropped by hand from primitive aircraft.
Two things stand out. One is a gallery that recalls the life of those in the trenches. Between spasms of terror
and death were days and weeks of crushing boredom, and this gallery’s 18 casements and wall units contain
examples of how the soldiers’ irrepressible creativity was expressed during those tedious hours. There are
writing implements fashioned from bayonets, cigarette lighters from grenades and cartridges, mandolins and
banjos from helmets and gourds, intricately carved canes and walking sticks, erotic artwork, religious talismans, homemade board games and playing cards. Meanwhile, video screens show authentic silent newsreel
footage, both candid and posed, of life at the front.

And throughout the museum, platoons of life-sized figures march out of the historical mist. There are 62 of
them, plus three officers on horseback, and they come right through the glass between their display cases
and the public space. Rendered in white polyester and resin, these statues are a ghostly presence, as if the
museum is haunted by the some of the nearly six million French military dead or wounded. Their impact is
both profound and eerie.
For more information visit on the Musée de la Grande Guerre visit its website at
www.museedelagrandeguerre.eu.
For information on travel in France visit the French Government Tourist Office website at
www.franceguide.com.
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At the Musée de la Grande Guerre in Meaux, near Paris, life-sized figures from the First World
War march out of the historical mist, through the glass between the display cases and the public
space. The impact is both profound and eerie.

Len Shurtleff 1940-2015
Ambassador Len Shurtleff was certainly one of the Pacific Coast
Branch’s furthest flung members, travelling every other year to
our conference from his home in Gainesville, Florida. He was
an avid reader and could be counted on for three or four reviews of Great War books each quarter.
He served in the United States Foreign Service from 1962
through 1995 in posts throughout Latin America and Africa,
being appointed as ambassador to the Republic of the Congo in
1987.
Len was past president of the Western Front Association, US
Branch and the World War One Historical Association. He was
an authority on the diplomatic history of the First World War
and lectured throughout the United States, Canada and Europe. He is survived by his wife, Christine.
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The 2015 Spring Conference
Robert Forbes (WFA-PBC)
In March of this The Pacific Coast Branch held their annual conference at the Bay Street Armouries in Victoria. Some sixty members from Canada and the United States assembled for a great weekend of conversation, renewed friendships and some terrific and informative presentations.
The conference, led by our Chairman, Peter Broznitsky, began with a moment of remembrance for two of our
members who passed away last year: Ambassador Len Shurtleff and Patricia Forbes. The presentations were
enthusiastically presented by all, and were up to the usual high caliber of well-researched , informative and
entertaining as always.

Churchill: Scapegoat of the Dardanelles
Sidney Allinson , Winston Churchill Society of Vancouver Island

Victoria and the Sinking of
RMS Lusitania
Dr. Diana Pederson, Victoria Historical
Society

My watch is 10 minutes slow
Chairman Peter Broznitsky

Arriving in the Nick of Time: The Indian
Corps in France
Dr. Chandar Sundaram, Univ. of Victoria
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I Didn’t Raise my Boy to be a Canadian:
The American Legion
Dr. Aldona Sendizikas, Western University
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The mess dinner was particularly tasty. The evening’s entertainment of a sing-along troupe performing songs
popular during the First World War. We were all in fine voice (I think), and had a great time following along.

Members of the Pacific Coast Branch are in rapt attention to the early
morning presentations

Ready for Dinner and a Show
John Azar in mess dinner plumage

Members evaluating the items up for bid in the Silent Auction

Treasurer Gavin Cooper sharing a humorous story
at the Mess Dinner

Susan Neeson and Kate Humble belt out a song during the post-dinner
Sing Along of Great War songs

The audience was encouraged to sing along and
we certainly did!
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Aces and the Development of Aerial Combat in the First World War by
Athol-Sutherland Brown, Pacific Coast Branch

Two Brothers Go to War by
Helen Edwards, Pacific Coast Branch

The Original Seven: The Escadrille Americaine
Tom Richards, Pacific Coast Branch

English Music of the Great War on the Western Front
Ken Mcleod, Pacific Coast Branch

The Gas Pipe Cavalry: Canadian Cyclists in the Great War
Yvonne von Ruskenveld

The Bay Street Armouries in Victoria, BC
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From the Imperial War Museum Collections: Letters from Home
Dear Daddy, I hope you are not alarmed, you should not be, unless you know where one of the Zepps went. I
have heard that it raided London (up the Strand) and caused heavy causalities. But this I know because I saw,
and so did everyone else in the house.
Here is my story: I heard the clock strike 11 o'clock. I was in bed and just going to sleep. Between 2 'clock and
2.30 o'clock, Lily (the servant) woke Miss Willy and told her she could hear the guns. Miss Willy woke Poolman and told him to wake me. He did so. Miss Willy helped Mrs. Willy downstairs. We were all awake by
now, we had a Miss Blair staying with us for the weekend. We saw flashes and then heard "Bangs" and
"Pops".
Suddenly a bright yellow light appeared and died down again. "Oh! It's alright" said Poolman. "It's only a star
shell". That light appeared again and we Miss Blair, Poolman and I rushed to the window and looked out and
there right above us was the Zepp! It had broken in half, and was like this: it was in flames, roaring, and
crackling. It went slightly to the right, and crashed down into a field!! It was about a 100 yards away from the
house and directly opposite us!!! It nearly burnt itself out, when it was finished by the Cheshunt Fire Brigade.
I would rather not describe the condition of the crew, of course they were dead - burnt to death. They were
roasted, there is absolutely no other word for it. They were brown, like the outside of Roast Beef. One had
his legs off at the knees, and you could see the joint!
The Zepp was bombed from an aeroplane above, with an incendiary bomb by a Lieutenant Robertson
(Johnson?). We have some relics some wire and wood framework.
The weather is beastly but Mrs. and Miss Willy are jolly people, hoping you are all well, love to all. Your loving
son Patrick.
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Book Review: Rites of Spring
By Sidney Allison (WFA-PBC)
Modris Eksteins, 390 pages. ISBN 978-0307361769
Before reading Rites of Spring, this reviewer have never used the literary effusion, "a tour de force". Until now. Eksteins' book is a dazzling piece of work.
He manages to meld the interests of military historians with that of
aficionados of art, theatre, dance, and literature. Eksteins leads a
voyage of discovery ranging smoothly from Dadaism to the Dardanelles, chlorine gas to Cubist art style, and innumerable other varied
topics. The result is a seemingly effortless grasp and explanation of
the social, cultural, and political forces that moved Europe, and the
rest of the world, throughout the first half of the 20th century.
This unique book illustrates how many apparently unassociated or
opposite elements of society are responsible for the other. Professor
Eksteins presents a convincing case that the thirst for “newness” by intellectuals and artists at the turn of the
century, and their clamor for further “purification”, helped develop the eagerness for war in 1914.

He sets the scene in Paris and Berlin admirably. We read of a glittering cast of musicians, writers, and bohemians; of politicians, communists, and anarchists – a devil's cocktail that intoxicated Europe and sent it stumbling into the Great War. From the very first day of hostilities, millions of patriotic men in Britain and France
and Germany swarmed to volunteer for the army. Eksteins’ obvious knowledge of Germany in particular
gives his book a refreshingly different point-of-view. This enables the reader to gain new perspective on the
origins and conduct of the Great War, often showing things from the "other side".
His accounts of combat on the Western Front and the misery of trench warfare have seldom been bettered.
Truly, it was a mad and hysterical way to try out the cafe-theories of intellectuals and the power-dreams of
politicians. After the Armistice in 1918, came mass unemployment, inflation, and a cataclysmic epidemic of
influenza that killed millions more people than even the war. In describing the next wave of “modernism”, a
new cast of characters is brought on stage, including U.S. air-pioneer hero Charles Lindberg; German bestselling war-novelist, Erich Maria Remarque; and the failed Austrian painter, Adolph Hitler.
Deterioration of society generally throughout the next two decades is well documented, always with the intertwined thread between artistic and political movements. Leading to a second global conflict. In his last
chapter, Modris Eksteins perfectly captures the remarkable thesis of Rites Of Spring, by quoting Herman Goering’s grim quip — ”Whenever I hear the word ‘culture’, I reach for my gun".
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Book Review: Billy Bishop VC, Lone Wolf
Hunter
By Steve Suddaby (WFA-PBC)
Peter Kilduff, 192 pages, ISBN 978-1909808-13-3
This reviewer was in the audience in Ottawa in 1994 when the respected Canadian researcher Phillip Markham dropped a bombshell about Billy Bishop – he could find no evidence whatsoever in
German records for the predawn airfield attack which earned Bishop the Victoria Cross. To his credit, Markham simply laid out the
evidence and made no judgments that went beyond that evidence.
Twenty years later, Peter Kilduff’s carefully-researched biography
of Billy Bishop sheds light on many of the questions surrounding
Canada’s most famous hero of World War I.
Peter Kilduff has published widely on WWI aviation, on German
aviators, and is recognized as an authority on the Red Baron
(Manfred von Richthofen) in particular. There is a distinct advantage to the book’s readers and to the memory of Bishop that the author is an expert on WWI German
records. Kilduff not only tells the story of Bishop’s life before, during and after the war, but he describes in
depth what the German records say and don’t say regarding each of his 72 aerial victories.
The picture quickly emerges that the German aviation records are grossly incomplete due to World War
Two aerial bombing, that some were lost during World War One itself, that many incidents that appear in
the lower-level Army records didn’t make it into the national-level intelligence summaries, and that the records that remain are often too vague to use for verifying particular aerial combats. Like Phillip Markham
before him, Peter Kilduff intentionally avoids commenting on the veracity of Bishop’s claims. It quickly becomes clear to the discerning reader, however, that one can draw no conclusions regarding a lack of German records about a victory claim by Bishop or anyone else. This biography is not a hagiography, however
– as early as page 8, Kilduff points out that Bishop himself “inflated” the drama of his combats in his private
letters home and “embellished” his stories in later years.
Billy Bishop VC contains all of the qualities that have made Peter Kilduff’s other biographies such outstanding works. He clearly makes an effort to make this topic understandable to those without a background in
World War One aviation while also including all the detail, analysis, and previously-untapped sources that
appeal to us Old Farts who have been studying the topic for decades. Kilduff has a knack for finding photographs to illustrate the planes and people described in his history; Grub Street Publishing has the patience
and commitment to its readers to reproduce them well and place them carefully throughout the text where
they do the most good.
This is an indispensable work for anyone seeking to understand Billy Bishop’s story. It will not be surpassed
for a long time to come.
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How France has forgotten the Christmas truce soldiers
Christian Carion
excerpted from BBC Radio Magazine.
For the full presentation, please listen to the 15 minute interview at www.bbc.co.uk/radio/player/b04vdkrd

Christian Carion was born in January 1963 in Cambrai,
France and is an Oscar-nominated film director and
writer.
Memories of World War One can be seen everywhere
in the quiet part of the Artois region in northern
France where I was born. The war left a trail of cemeteries with well-tended lawns in the midst of fields.
Crops now grow around the edges of these spaces
where 20-year-old kids from Australia, New Zealand, Canada, Great Britain and other countries lie.
Every autumn, my father and I collected artillery shells which had been brought to the surface by ploughing.
We carried them in our arms and laid them down at the entrance to our fields. The Prefecture came to load
them up like potatoes and spirit them away. Researchers have estimated that the earth will continue to give
its own unique account of the Great War for a further seven centuries.
Every year, kids still try to unscrew these shells covered in dirt and rust to see what is inside. As a result, they
lose a hand, their eyesight or even their lives. The survivors of these unplanned explosions are treated as
"war casualties" and receive a pension based on 1914 rates and converted into today's euros.
Sometimes, one of these houses would subside as it was built over an old tunnel dug by soldiers. These incidents were treated as war damage and the family was granted government compensation. 1914-1918 was
more than just a date written in my school exercise book. It provided the backdrop to my childhood.
I later realised that this war was the most important event of the 20th Century. It carried the seeds of the
next war while heralding the Soviet era and American hegemony since Europe had pressed the self-destruct
button.
In 1992, I learned from Yves Buffetaut's book, Battles of Flanders and Artois, that enemy soldiers on opposing
sides fraternised with each other over the Christmas period of 1914. I read that some French soldiers applauded a Bavarian tenor, their enemy a German, on Christmas Eve while others played football with the
Germans the next day. Soldiers visited each others' trenches to compare working conditions. Some evenings
when the Scotch whisky had been flowing, soldiers fell asleep in the opposite trench and left the following
day, apologising to those who "lived" there.
I neither wanted nor was able to believe any of that. This was so contrary to the war I had learnt about at
school, full of suffering, selflessness, and courage in the face of the enemy. I met with the author of the book
to ask him for evidence. He took me to the Imperial War Museum in London and showed me British soldiers'
letters, sketches and photos - yes photos. They show smiling faces, comrades standing arm-in-arm and a real
sense of joie de vivre. I felt the tears welling up. What a shock.
Perhaps the Tommies were able to relax in this way because they were not fighting on their own land to win
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back lost provinces. Any remaining doubts
disappeared when I visited the French army
archives at the Chateau de Vincennes.
Thanks to Yves Buffetaut, I was able to access accounts by French soldiers who were
involved in fraternisation. I should point out
that this was no easy task back then.

A scene from the Oscar-, Golden Globe- and BAFTA-nominated film
Joyeux Noel, directed by Christian Carion (2004)

Without the historian's knowledge of the
habits and customs of such facilities placed
under military authority, I am sure I would
never have been able to read these reports
and accounts. To obtain, for example, the
archives from the month of December 1914
where one can find the accounts of the fraternisations, it was necessary to justify the
request on the pretext of working on the
French attack of 17 December.

When I returned home, several things dawned on me. A large number of soldiers of all nationalities in various locations along the front were involved in fraternisation over Christmas 1914. As one British officer
wrote, "No man's land became everyman's land." These "overspills" took the top brass by surprise. They
attempted to restore order by moving "contaminated" units, as one senior officer described them at the
time. Some Scottish volunteers were sent home after two weeks of drinking tea and playing football with
the Germans.
No-one faced the firing squad for fraternisation as too many men had been involved.
However, fraternisation and particularly its memory, from a French perspective, had to be broken. Had an
entire population not been raised to surrender its young to the "field of honour" when the time came? All
this work had been undone in the space of an evening by singing from the opposite trench, the sound of a
harmonica or bagpipes, or a candle lit to guide those walking unarmed through no man's land.
It made no sense that these men who set out on 3 August would simply forget about Christmas. The newspapers in Great Britain and Germany gave accounts of the phenomenon of fraternisation. Photographs were
posted by the press on the banks of the Thames.
In France, not a word was written on the subject. But why did no-one talk about it after the war? There are
no books or research on the subject. I felt this silence was a second punishment for the men of Christmas
1914.
This feeling of injustice stirred a profound desire in me to make the film Joyeux Noel (Happy Christmas) in
2004. I set about recreating, in relative terms, situations which had occurred back then. A minority in the
French army denied me access to a military site where I planned to reproduce the battlefield.
The army could not be seen to be "involved in a film about rebels", I was told. Rebels... The same word appears in accounts from 1914.
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A few months after the film was released, I was asked to produce a documentary to authenticate the facts
regarding fraternisation which were presented in the film. I wanted to return to the military archives to film
the evidence. In Vincennes, I was greeted by the young civilian who had prepared the files I had consulted,
albeit with a certain degree of difficulty, 13 years previously. He asked me if I wanted to see anything else
and proceeded to show me the archives of the Second Bureau, France's military intelligence agency.
I was shocked to discover that the general staff had dispatched military intelligence officers to places where
soldiers were fraternising in order to ascertain and understand what was going on.
Their reports were detailed, concise, enlightening and wonderful. I remember a note written by German soldiers which reached the French trench and was reported by a Second Bureau officer.

This message, written in rudimentary French, warned French soldiers that a colonel was due to visit their
trench and they would have to open fire at about 2pm. So it would be a good idea to duck at about that
time. However, it would definitely not prevent them from having a drink as planned at 5pm. It was signed:
"Your fond German comrades."
One of these men left us an extraordinary account of the spirit of this fraternisation. His name is Louis Barthas, a cooper in Aude departement before the war and a corporal during the four years of the conflict,
which he survived.
Barthas wrote: "Shared suffering brings hearts together, dissolves hatred and prompts sympathy among indifferent people and even enemies. Those who deny this understand nothing of human psychology. French
and German soldiers looked at one another and saw that they were all equal as men."
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He went on to make a wish from the depths of his trench near Arras: "Maybe one day in this part of Artois
region, they will erect a monument to commemorate this surge of brotherly feeling among men who hated
war and who were forced to kill each other against their will."
Louis Barthas is a spokesman for all those whose acts, stories and memory have been denied. We want to
grant his wish and erect a monument for men who were brave enough to make this brotherly gesture.

Colourising Photos
There are several Facebook groups revolving around the First World War, with many links to interesting articles, photos and discussions. One such group is WW1 Colourised Photos where artists around the world
present period photos with colour added.
Here we see a German A7M
tank that was captured by the
New Zealand Division at
Fremicourt. This vehicle was
displayed on Horse Guards Parade in London through to 1919.
The particular photograph was
colourised by Leo Courvoisier
from Argentina.

This astonishing photograph was colourised by Benjamin Thomas of Australia and it shows French soldiers
celebrating the end of the war with Alsatian children in Strasbourg on November 21, 1918.
15
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The First Dirigible Killers—Victoria Cross Winners
Robert Forbes (WFA)

The action described in the letter to the front on Page 9 was only the second successful attack by aircraft
alone against a German Dirigible, and the first over British soil. Lieutenant William Leefe Robinson was the
pilot over Hertfordshire who successfully shot down the dirigible SL-11, just a month after it was launched.
Strictly speaking,SL-11 was not a zeppelin, because it was manufactured by Schütte-Lanz.
LT Leefe Robinson’s description of the action that
occurred around 2:00 AM on September 3rd,
1916 reveals that the victory came as much of a
surprise to him as anyone. He was on his appointed night patrol and a zeppelin was spotted north
of London. He gave chase but lost the airship in
the clouds before he could engage.
Fifteen minutes of searching also proved fruitless
and he resumed his patrol. About a half hour
later, he spied his quarry and began the chase.
He got close enough to it that he could hear the
anti-aircraft shells firing from London, exploding
around the dirigible. The ship was engaged by
searchlights as well.

Lieutenant William Leefe-Robinson, VC of
The Royal Flying Corp

He flew along under it and used a whole drum of Lewis gun ammunition against it. The Lewis gun was configured to fire upwards at a 45º angle to engage the airships. The drums were outfitted with a combination
of Brock and Pomeroy types of explosive and incendiary bullets,
The first drum of 97 rounds had no effect, so Leefe Robinson turned about and made another pass against
the giant craft, putting another drum into its side. Again no effect, but he was undaunted. The zeppelin had
escaped the probing beams of the searchlights, and anti-aircraft fire had also ceased. On the third attempt,
he closed in and fired another drum of ammunition and just as the drum finished, the tail of the airship began to glow and then within seconds the dirigible blew up, forcing Leefe Robinson to quickly dodge out of the
way of the falling debris.
He was awarded a Victoria Cross as a result of this action, witnessed and cheered by thousands of Londoners who had been enduring air raids for over a year and witnessed the explosion.
William Leefe-Robinson was shot down and imprisoned in April 1917 and died of Spanish Influenza in December of 1918.
Lieutenant Rex Warneford, of the RNAS was the first aviator to successfully bring down a dirigible, but this
was over Belgium a year earlier, in June 1915. Warneford was on his first night combat flight, but it was for
a bombing raid on to an airfield rather than for air-to-air combat. He became separated from his flight almost immediately after take off due to his unfamiliarity with night flying.
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He continued flying and literally stumbled into a 520-foot-long
Zeppelin on a routine patrol. He didn’t have a lot of time to
think about it though, as the Zeppelin immediately opened
fire. Warneford pulled away and pulled out a rifle to shoot at
the hydrogen-filled aircraft, but with no success. The Zeppelin,
LZ.37, chased Warneford in his reconnaissance aircraft,
shooting at him frequently, but he was able to escape.
The naval aviator did not want to quit though, and continued
to lurk about, keeping the Zeppelin in sight for another two
hours until it suddenly starting to descend. Warneford, observing that the top of the Zeppelin looked large enough to
land on, flew over it and dropped his bombs, destined for an
airfield, onto the Zeppelin. The hydrogen-filled aircraft blew
up in a huge explosion, throwing the little Morane Saulnier aircraft through the air with flaming debris.
Warneford struggled to retain control of his aircraft through all
the aerobatics required to avoid the falling parts of the Zeppelin only to have the engine quit. He succeeded in landing the
aircraft and found that he had broken the fuel line. A cigarette

Lieutenant Reginald “Rex Warneford, VC
of the Royal Naval Air Service

holder was used to make repairs and he was able
to take off.
By the time he returned to his base, the news of
his victory was already widely known. King
George awarded him the Victoria Cross the next
day.
The French government followed suit and awarded him the Croix de Guerre. Ten days after his
victory, he went to Paris to receive the French
honour from General Joffre and to pick up a new
Farman biplane. The aircraft was so new it did
not have seat belts installed. Shortly after takeoff, the aircraft pitched in flight and threw
Warneford and an accompanying American reporter out and they were killed.
Interestingly, both Leefe Robinson and
Warneford were both born in India.
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Horror of Zeppelin Bombings
Condensed from the Wolverhampton Express & Star
Floating above the Black Country, the German Zeppelins would have appeared a most majestic predator
But their deadly payload, which claimed 35 lives, was dropped with no warning on the unsuspecting towns
of Walsall, Tipton and Bradley on January 31, 1916. This was one of the earliest air raids, and because it
was so new, there was no real defence; no blackout blinds, no sirens, no shelters.
Len Turner from Lower Penn remembered every single detail, in an interview in 2004, at the age of 93,
when he spoke about his memories as a young boy in Tipton and the night the Zeppelins came to the Black
Country.
"I was just six," he said. "We heard this noise in the sky and we all looked up. There was this huge object. It
seemed only a few hundred feet up. I could clearly see two men in a basket container underneath. They
were dropping things out over the side. Of course, we hadn’t a clue what they were."
Young Len was an eyewitness to the terrifying dawn of the air-raid age.
High above, Zeppelin L.21 was commanded by Kapitanleutnant Max Dietrich, whose orders were to bomb
Liverpool, but he was hopelessly lost. L.21 was the pride of the German fleet - 585ft long and 61ft wide. At
the best part of two football pitches long, the Zeppelin remains the largest combat aircraft ever to have
flown.
Nine had set off from the north west coast of Germany, sent to bomb targets in the Midlands and the
South with Liverpool as the prime objective. They failed to do so but L.21 and another Zeppelin, L.19 did hit
the Black Country at 8pm and midnight respectively.
It was cloudy and Dietrich had believed he was over the Irish Sea and saw the lights of two towns separated by a river. He thought they were Liverpool and Birkenhead. In fact it was the Black Country and the
'river' was one of the many canals. He saw foundries through the clouds and took aim.
The killing started in Tipton. Three bombs dropped on Waterloo Street and Union Street, followed by three
more on Bloomfield Road and Barnfield Road. Two houses were destroyed in Union Street and others were
damaged. A gas main was set alight. Five men, five women and four children died. L.21 floated to Lower
Bradley, unleashing another five bombs and
killed another two. By 8.15pm it was over
Wednesbury and killed another 14 people. Other
bombs fell at the back of the Crown And Cushion
Inn in High Bullen, and Brunswick Park Road.
As young Len and his neighbours watched, the
mood in Tipton changed from curiosity to terror.
"We ran for a cellar. I remember two things just
like it was yesterday. There was this old lady in
the street, terrified, hysterical, pulling her dress
up to cover her face. Of course, her underwear
was exposed and she was crying: ‘Oh don’t look
men, don’t look. I can’t help it.’ Inside the cellar

Zeppelin damage in Walsall
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there were candles lit and I saw this real thug from our street,
a man who was always beating his wife. Well, he was on his
knees praying out loud."
It struck the roof of Wednesbury Road Congregational Church
in Walsall, blowing out all the windows. Winifred Clark, who
was teaching a class of primary schoolchildren in the church
parlour at the time, later told the minister that she saw 'a
small piece of ceiling fall from the roof and then a blinding
blue flash more vivid and fearsome than any lightning she had
ever seen'.
The explosion as the bomb hit was so powerful that lead from
one of the windows was later found twisted round the arch of
Zeppelin bomb crater in Bradford Place, Walsall, 1916
the church gates. Despite extensive damage to the church
there was just a single casualty – Thomas Merrylees who lived nearby. Another bomb fell into the grounds
of the General Hospital, causing a fire, but this was quickly put out by a police officer. A third bomb damaged
houses in Mountrath Street and a fourth just missed the saddlery works of Elijah Jeffries, blowing a hole in
the workshop wall.
A bomb landed outside the Science and Art Institute in Bradford Place. At the time it was reported that none
of the students was injured, but it was discovered this was not the case due to some tape-recorded memories of a Mr. A K Stephens, who was in a laboratory at the institute.
He said: “All the apparatus on the table disappeared and the lab was in confusion, everything was blown to
smithereens. It was pandemonium, but no panic. We made a dash for the stairway and on the way down
someone shouted ‘Hey, look – he’s been hurt’. So I turned round and this woman was covered in blood but a
man grabbed me and said ‘No, it’s you’. He took me up to the hospital. Dr. Fox sat me down in a chair and
proceeded to sew me up again – a very painful process. I’d lost a lot of blood and could hardly walk and a
couple of men took me home.”
The last bomb landed outside the Science and Art Institute in Bradford Place. It claimed three lives including
55-year old Mary Julia Slater, the Lady Mayoress of Walsall. She was a passenger on the number 16 tram and
suffered severe wounds to the chest and abdomen. She was taken to hospital and died several weeks later
on Sunday, February 20, 1916 from shock and septicemia. Walsall's Cenotaph now stands on the spot where
the bomb landed.
Dietrich turned L.21 around and headed home at 10.45pm. The Zeppelin would eventually be shot down in
November while attempting another raid.
L.19 never made it home. It was reported 'wandering' above Birmingham between 10.30pm and 11.30pm,
reaching the Black Country at midnight. Its bombs fell on Wednesbury, Dudley, Tipton and Walsall but it is
not believed anyone was killed. L.19's commander Odo Loewe also headed home but made very slow progress. Dutch sentries fired and hit the Zeppelin repeatedly. The rifle fire punctured the hydrogen gas cells,
causing leakage. Unable to stay aloft, L.19 fell into the North Sea.
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