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   PRESIDENT – Andy Anderson 902 368 8825 

     NEWSLETTER 

PRESIDENT’S REMARKS 
 
         Well, another meeting has come and gone and I would again like to thank those in 
attendance.  Next meeting will see elections rear their ugly head and, as said at the meeting, the 
no-shows are in danger of suddenly becoming executive members.  
        We are obviously the smallest Chapter but have been involved in some heavy projects. It 
would be appreciated if, at the June meeting, we can get some input as to whether or not it is 
feasible to have a small display at the Summerside air show, or possibly, combine with someone 
else in that regard.  
         I am looking forward eagerly to the opening of the Gate Guardian project, and at this time, 
would like to publicly thank that group for the time and effort expended. I am sure that our other 
members, not directly involved, would have the same feelings.  Hopefully, the opening on the day 
prior to the air show will feature many dignitaries and will get National recognition.   
        Once again, thank you to our members who consistently show up at meetings, and make sure 

you are on hand June 4th at the Wing at Summerside. 
 
DOWNED PILOT IN BURMA by Squadron Leader Bob Johnson, Pilot, R. C. A. F.   
          
 If there were any more Japanese to the north of my position, it would be possible they 
could take a different route in retreat and our forces might bypass the Mi-e area. Now that I 
believed that I was getting close to friendly lines, I gave considerable thought of how I might 
make safe contact. In dense country, my view was very limited so that it was impossible to 
observe troop movements from a distance. In fact, if anyone was within sight, it would be too late 
too run. However, I just had to take some chances. I thought I would avoid the cart tracks; and 
instead, I would head off across country to the north in the direction of the village of Lessaw. At 
dusk, I started to move and soon I began to see some campfires ahead and decided not to risk 
trying to pass them. On returning to the cart road, I heard voices, so I retreated to the hills. I was 
feeling very frustrated but did not want to make a bad decision after all the many nights of 
struggle. That night, I heard automatic weapons, indicating that nearby combat was going on. It 
was occurring in a valley but I could not estimate the distance. Then, I judged it might be a 
couple of miles at least, and so, I didn’t move during that day.  
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 The next night I moved on down the road and came to a village. I forget its name; 
anyway, I hid for the day up on the side of a hill. The next morning a DC3 aircraft came over; it 
was maybe five miles away.  I got my flashlight out, and when he was near, I flashed Morris 
Code (dit dah dah dah) for J, the first letter in my surname. I did this a few times and was certain 
that he flashed his navigation lights in recognition. Again, the DC3 came down a long valley and 
flew right over me. Then, I watched the aircraft dropping down at the end of the valley. That 
night, I made my way to the other end of the valley but I didn’t see any activity. I returned into 
the valley hoping to pick up cart tracks but encountering quite dense bush. I came upon a clearing 
bounded on both sides by a hedge. I thought I was probably near a village but there were no 
sounds or unusual aromas. I had just started to cross the clearing when there was a sudden 
shrieking and screaming of monkeys in the trees to my left. They came down from the trees and 
spread around the clearing. They seemed to be quite large, at least two to three feet tall, and one 
large one came toward me making growling noises. I found some twigs and pebbles, which I 
threw at him but he became even more agitated, and jumped about in a menacing way. I was 
starting to panic when I pulled my flashlight from the top of my kit and shone it at the large 
monkey that was now about ten feet away. As soon as the light went on, there was even louder 
screaming and the entire pack rushed for the trees. I could hear them shrieking as they crashed 
through the trees. I lost no time going in the opposite direction. I do not know if they were 
monkeys or apes but they were larger than the previous ones I had encountered. There were a 
couple little hills or knolls nearby so I climbed one of the them, and I decided that I would stay up 
there for the day. I remained in this safe place during the day as all was quiet.  
 My second tin of Horlick biscuits was almost gone, so I thought I would get my last tin 
opened and ready for use but to my dismay it was not in the kit. It must have fallen out when I 
had the struggle with the Japanese soldier back near Mi-e. At any rate, there were only six 
Horlick biscuits left. I decided to try the Benzedrine so about 6:00 P.M., I ate two Hotlinks and a 
Benzedrine. When it was dark, I swallowed another Benzedrine and went back to the track. All 
was quiet so I headed north. When I came to a village, I removed my boots and socks to avoid 
making any noise and walked straight through. I did not stop to rest that night and just before 
daybreak, I estimated that I should be quite near Lessaw. I moved off the track and found cover 
on the side of a hill about 50 feet below a ridge; almost immediately, I heard the plodding of an 
animal, the creak of leather and the jingle of chains. Not knowing if they were friend or foe, I 
remained in hiding. During the day, I saw three Dakota aircraft drop supplies. At dark, I finished 
off the Horlicks and took a couple of Benzedrine tablets before I started to travel that night. I 
didn’t want to walk on the track but chose the bush; so, I walked parallel to the track in an 
easterly direction to avoid being caught in the open by surprise. The Benzedrine did its work and 
by daylight, I was at the eastern end of the valley. There had been some gunfire from the valley 
during the night but due to the dense growth, I couldn’t pinpoint the location. It was now quite 
light and from my position on the ridge I could now see two knolls, so I decided to proceed in 
that direction. I went past some huts and saw two natives who, in turn, saw me, but I just kept 
going. I hiked across the valley to the closest knoll and climbed to its top thinking this would be 
good vantage point from which to spot a Drop Zone if the Dakotas came back. I took my chart 
and set it beside a tree and on hearing a voice I looked up and saw three of our own troops; three 
Indian soldiers. They wore level helmets rather than the Japanese style so I knew immediately 
that they were our people, and I thought, "Thank Christ" and I clapped my hands. They were 
carrying Tommy guns and they gave me a burst of fire from only 40 feet away but they missed 
me, all three of them. I do not know how, but anyway, I dived behind a tree and yelled, “Don’t 
shoot me you silly bastards; I am a British officer,” and again, they peppered the tree and ground 
with bullets. Then, suddenly everything went silent. I yelled again using some Urdu language; 
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again, there was silence. I thought they were sneaking around the knoll to come up behind me so 
I jumped up and ran. There was nobody around so I ran off up into the hills and hid for the day. 
 Having eaten the last of my Horlick biscuits, I had nothing to chew on. I couldn’t be 
blamed for having lost a full package as it was a long run but I missed them. Nevertheless, I felt 
that I was going to make it. I was weak by that time and I had to rest often. I concluded that I just 
had to make some contact. I waited until late afternoon then striped to the waste to show my 
white skin in the event that I came across our own troops. I walked back down into the valley and 
heard voices through the bushes ahead. I crawled forward and saw some Burmese in a dried up 
gully. I reconnoitred the area and was satisfied that they had no weapons other than their dars, 
double handled dars, and long knives. I thought I would have to approach this family group. I 
slipped down into the gully and observed a bunch of maybe ten men and women with kids.  
 The women and kids took off. The men stayed; and as I wanted to relax, I sat down and 
they sat down in front of me. I desperately wanted to show them that I was friendly. I had my kit 
but had only one stick of chewing gum left. I broke it in half and gave it to an old man who was 
the closest to me and who appeared to be the Head Honcho. I tore the paper off my half of the 
gum and put it in my mouth. He did the same thing. He liked it and started to chatter away. Then, 
the women and kids came back. Using sign language, I got him to give me some food. I ate too 
much. I tried to converse with them using a card from my kit that contained several native 
dialects in phonetic phrases. I failed to make them understand but sign language was not bad. 
When I said English, they said Ungli. When I said Japanese, they said Japoni. That was the only 
voice communication I could get with them. I indicated to this old fellow that I wanted him to 
take me to the Ungli. He nodded his head and he indicated that we should go to sleep and when 
the sun came up, then we would go. I did not really think I could trust them because I had a Flight 
Commander in our squadron, Mac Vicar, who was shot down and got back about two weeks 
before I was shot down. He got chased by the Burmese and was turned in to the Japs. Later, he 
managed to escape. With that in mind, I indicated that I wanted to go right now. He nodded his 
head and off we went. I took a little boy with us and I showed the old man that my hand was on 
my knife but I do not think I would have used it. We walked across this valley floor for two to 
three miles; then suddenly, we came to a stream where a bunch of Indian soldiers was cleaning 
up. One of them was on the bank with his rifle, standing guard. I walked up to him and said, 
"Commanding Officer Kidhur Hai." He said, "Udhur Hai Sahib" and nodded to his left. He sloped 
arms and off we went, natives included. We walked maybe 500 yards to find the officers of the 
4th/14th Punjabi Regiment who were just having their evening supper. After explanations and 
introductions, I gave the natives metal rupees from my money belt before they departed.  
 Then, I ate more food. The meal was rice with some kind of nuts and very good. I made 
myself sick. They called the C.O., a Colonel, and I told him of the Japanese patrol that I 
encountered. By using the 1/4 inch scale map, I was able to be quite specific where they could be 
found. This Japanese patrol was the unit that the C.O. was seeking. Beginning at first light, they 
would head for Mi-e to engage. He summoned the three soldiers who had shot at me that 
morning. They explained that they thought that I was part of a Japanese patrol, and that, after 
firing a couple of bursts of gunfire, they went to get some reinforcements. I bedded down in a 
shallow slit trench but did not sleep any to well because of fierce stomach cramps. At dawn, the 
Colonel put me in a jeep and gave me a rifle without its stock because that was all he had left. He 
told me that it was about 20 miles, or so, to a landing strip used DC3 aircraft at a place called 
Tilin. He said that that is where our forces were now located. He warned us to be careful and 
avoid being surprised by an ambush. We had an Indian driver, an Indian medic and a wounded 
Chin hillman, who had been with the Regiment. The Chin was strapped to an overhead stretcher. 



 

 

We set off on this very rough track but couldn't keep the Chin from falling out. We threw the 
stretcher away and tied him to the  
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front seat. We had gone about five miles, when suddenly, there was a bunch of little brown men 
ahead who quickly disappeared into the bush. The driver, medic and I dived from the vehicle.  
The Chin was left to just sit there; and finally, I had the nerve to peek around a boulder to see a 
British officer coming towards us, nattily dressed in a bush hat, shorts, and knee socks. He said, 
"It’s alright chaps, we are a Chin Patrol." We chatted for a little bit. He had been behind the lines 
for a couple of years organizing the Chins in the mountains to harass the Japanese. He indicated 
that further down the track, at about five miles, we would come to two little knolls. He said, 
“Don't try to go around them but go between and not until you meet my friend. You stop and 
whistle and he will come out.” We came to the two knolls. I whistled and this big red headed Irish 
chap came walking out. He was over six feet tall and he too had been behind the lines for a 
couple of years. Those two fellows had worked in Burma before the war and spoke their 
language. Eventually, we reached Tilin. It had a mud strip where a Dakota aircraft came in with a 
medic and took the Chin. 
  I waited for a kite to come in. Eventually, a Dakota arrived piloted by a British fellow. I 
explained my predicament to him saying that I was trying to get back to my Squadron. He said, 
"Sorry old chap, not allowed to take passengers.” He just wouldn’t do it. I was just utterly 
astounded that he would not take me. However, by this time, I was a sad looking sight with a 
scruffy beard, thin as a beanpole and tattered battle dress. Nevertheless, I still had wings and rank 
stripes on my tunic. As it turned out, it was just as well because I had to find a latrine, which I did 
with much haste. I practically exploded and it occurred to me this is the first bowel movement I 
had had since the third day after I had bailed out. An Australian piloted the next kite that came. I 
told him of my predicament and he said, “Hop in Kipper.” He even agreed to put me back on the 
same strip I had flown from 23 days earlier. Unfortunately, 28 squadron had moved into the 
middle of Burma, south of Mandalay, but the 221 Fighter Group Headquarters was nearby. On 
landing, I went up to the air control tower and called the 221 Group Headquarters asking for Air 
Commodore Vincent, Air Officer Commanding (AOC) the Group. The AOC was a fine chap who 
knew every pilot in his Group. He was really a Prince of a guy and that is why I asked for him. I 
could hear whoever answered the phone say, "Sir, he says he is Flight Lieutenant Johnson from 
the 28th Squadron.” I could hear the AOC say, "Johnson, Johnson, where in Hell is he?" Then, he 
came on the line and after a few words of welcome said that his staff car would be there in a few 
minutes. When I got to Headquarters, Air Commodore Vincent and General Stratomyer, Officer 
Commanding all Allied Forces in South East Asia, greeted me. The General happened to be 
visiting the Group Headquarters. It was the 6th of February and I remained at the Headquarters 
until an Intelligence Officer, Squadron Leader Huxtable, flew in from Calcutta to debrief me. I 
returned to 28 Squadron at Yeu, in central Burma, a few days later. A few months later, I was 
notified that I had been awarded the Military Cross. Presumably, the information that I had given 
the Commanding Officer of the Punjabi Regiment had been of value. In April, I was sent to visit 
all forward area squadrons to lecture on the topic of Escape and Evasion.  
 
Squadron Leader R. G. Johnson M. C. J7810,  R. C. A. F. (Retired) 
 
Editor’s note: I had the pleasure of meeting Bob Johnson and his wife at their home in 
Charlottetown a few month ago. He remembers the details of his Burma ordeal clearly and spoke 
of events there with much humour and elan. 
 
chestermn@eastlink.ca 



 

 

 


