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EXCERPT

303 Squadron: The
Legendary Battle of Britain
Fighter Squadron

by Aricady Fledier. Tran siated by Jarek Garlinsil
Aquills Polonkes, 20033 pp, 52158

Arkady Fiedler was a Polish ravel writer
reporting on Tahit ushen World Wi IT
begarn, but by the summmar of 1940, he waes
liwing in Lovdor ws Britich pilots defended
Fredler reported om the activities of the 303
Squadrom, a group of Flish military pilos
ping Hawder Hirricane fightars under
the commamnd of the Ropal A Force at
Northolt, an airfild west of London
Fedler s book, travslated from Polish, wias
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deserted. He taxied from one end to the

other. Nothing.
Bla::kdl:ruu:’s ul'mnkercse over the

looked setious, zs if the whole of
London was in flames. Somewhere
mearby anti-aircraft guns continued to
hammer, sending up a curtain of fire. &
Tittle further off, the distant thod of
bombes exploding. The battle contimed
to rage all around.

At that moment a British corporal
appeared and politely invited
Urbanowicr into a bomb shelter. There
the fighter pilot found a few other
soldiers, the crew of a nearby machine
gun position. It was just five o'clock,
teatime. The men were calmly drinking

Polizh pllot Wold Urbanowic 2 stands in
front of & Hawker Hurricane in England.

didn't matter what was going on
around them: after all, it was teatime.

“How about a mice cup of tea?™ the
friendly corporal asked and, not waiting
for an answer, served his guest.

A bomb fell nearby, creating ashock
wave even in the shelter

"My, my"" The corporal smiled, and
contimed calmly tospread jam on his
bread

Urbanowice could not stand it. His
nerves were still strained: less than 15
minutes before he had been
surroumided by masses of murderous
This calm tea ritual seemed to him a
crary daydream. He shouted at the
corporal to tzke him, at once—
immediately—to an ammumition and
refueling crew: The corporal stared at
him in amazement, but did as he was
hidden. This crew was also drinking tea
ina bomb shelter, but the men gave
Urbanowicz what he needed. Az he
tonk uEhEEltﬂlathewaswahng

Urhanowicz felt better. His anger passed
and he grew more cheerful. But the
words "a nice cup of tea” kept buzring
in his ears.

At 20,000 feet he picked up the trail
of enemny bombers. He was back tohis
old self He langhed now, as he
remembered the corporal. And
suddenly a great truth about this island
of Britain strock him, like a revelation:
Amnation of such imperturbability most
win, even if the Germans burmed down
all its "Londons"

PR Y FRDLEA AU LA POLOHICK

November 2011



