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Bearing ourselves humbly before God ... we await undismayed the impending assault ... be the 

ordeal sharp or long, or both, we shall seek no terms, we shall tolerate no parlay; we may 

show mercy – we shall ask for none.  

 

Winston Churchill: BBC Broadcast, London, July 14, 1940 

 

 

The artist, compelled to create, formed the image in oils; filling the blank canvas while the 

combined colors on her pallet ran like blood. She pulled the image from the dark recesses of 

her mind where it burned like a torturer’s implement. She would have plucked out her own 

eyes if it would have kept the raw emotions from wracking her; but even blind she would 

have seen the Wolf’s face… or perhaps more properly, just the portion of it that was not 

shrouded in shadow.  

 

That was the part that scared her the most; the part not seen but known to be. There were so 

many stories never told… so many that had now passed into history; forgotten for all time. 

 

Waking in London the day before, she had been unexplainably anxious. It was apparently the 

anniversary of some famous battle and on the radio, as she brewed her morning tea; she heard 

Winston Churchill’s voice giving probably his most famous speech.  

 

‘The gratitude of every home in our Island, in our Empire, and indeed throughout the world, 

except in the abodes of the guilty, goes out to the British airmen who, undaunted by odds, 

unwearied in their constant challenge and mortal danger, are turning the tide of the World 

War by their prowess and by their devotion. Never in the field of human conflict was so much 

owed by so many to so few.’ 

 

Clicking the radio off, she muttered some words about dead politicians and wars belonging to 

other generations. Taking her tea she stepped into the small living room only to find her art 

supplies taken out and standing next to the door. In the corner of her eye she saw the visage of 

a tall Stag in an aviator’s flight clothing looking at her. He had a mustache and his expression 

was sad. With the specter came the smell of smoke. London had suffered severe devastation 

during the Blitz of 1940 and she had heard many such tales of this occurring; but never before 

to her. When she turned to what she thought was there, she saw only the plant she kept in the 

front window. 

 

The radio in the kitchen turned on again and Winston Churchill was heard to say, ‘Bearing 

ourselves humbly before God ... we await undismayed the impending assault ... be the ordeal 



sharp or long, or both, we shall seek no terms, we shall tolerate no parlay; we may show 

mercy – we shall ask for none.’ 

 

It was more of a feeling than an actual voice but she heard it all the same: ‘Tell them…’ 

 

Her grandmother Chelsea had lived through this time. Though the old Collie had suffered 

much during that time she rarely said anything about it. ‘We showed’em,” she would mutter 

every now and again with a nod. ‘We did… we showed’em good…’ 

 

‘The stories are being lost…’ 

 

This time she looked around for the person who had spoken; but there was no one there. That 

was when the urge to paint hit her hard and she almost dropped her cuppa. 

 

Calling in sick to work, the young Collie packed the art things into the boot of her car and 

began driving with no known destination. She never questioned the direction in which she 

drove, which was towards Bristol, though all along her route she found herself steeling furtive 

glances at the sky. 

 

Well outside of her imagined destination, she turned off on a secondary road, which led to 

another, and then another, and still another until the road dead ended at a farm. It looked 

much as it had for better than two hundred years. Getting out of the car she felt immediately 

watched. Glancing to the second story window she found it open, the curtains moving slightly 

in the cool breeze; but no one was there. 

 

Things around her suddenly became more focused. With the sound of a low flying aircraft 

came an even louder sound of a crash which she automatically turned to; only to find the trees 

undisturbed by the quiet afternoon.   

 

Closing the car door, she walked to the door of the farmhouse and rang the bell. A voice 

seeming to be very far away yelled they were coming, and so she waited. A cold breeze blew 

from somewhere and she shivered just as the door was pulled open and a very old Spaniel 

gazed out at her. 

 

“How might I help you, Miss?” he asked. His quiet yet distinct accent marked him as a dyed 

in the wool local. 

 

There was the sound of a low flying aircraft passing over them and the chatter of gunfire. 

Spinning about, she looked skyward, shielding her eyes from the sun. “WHAT IS IT?” she 

yelled in the frustration of finding nothing. “WHAT DO YOU WANT FROM ME?” 

 

The farmer’s paw on her shoulder nearly made her jump out of her skin. “It’s all right,” he 

told her, “I understand. I was there, you see.”  

 



Holding the door open for her, he nodded reassurance to her. After serving tea, he helped 

retrieve her things and then led the way to the upstairs bedroom where she set up her canvas 

and immediately began to paint.  

 

As she feverishly applied the brush stokes, random flash patterns of an event that took place 

long ago occurred within her thoughts; taking her through the entire story. What she was 

feeling had happened to someone who had but a small part in a major event that rocked the 

world.  

 

“Töte mich! Bitte töte mich! Bitte töte mich! Bitte töte mich! ”  

(“Kill me! Please kill me! Please kill me! Please kill me!”) 

 

The scream froze the artist in space and time, riveting her to the stool upon which she sat. Had 

it been real… or was it only in her mind?  

 

Within the confines of the farmhouse, the only thing heard now was the ticking of the old 

mantle clock. 

 

-------------------------------------- 

 

 

The following story is based upon true history. In the early days of the Battle of Britain, the 

Luftwaffe sent out single bombers on daylight raids in the belief that they would be able to 

accurately strike their targets and also be able to single handedly fight off any opposition to 

their raid.  

 

The names of the pilots involved are unchanged.  The Spitfire pilots involved really did land 

and assist.  

 

Eye-witness, Ray Wheatcroft accompanied the severely burned bodies of three dead German 

airmen to Gillingham Mortuary.  He was twenty years old at that time. They were buried on 8 

July in graves 1097, 1098 & 1099.  The bodies were exhumed (in 1962?) and taken to the 

German war cemetery, Cannock Chase, Staffordshire. 

 

(Winston Churchill: we may show mercy – we shall ask for none.) 

 

[The author would further; among the warriors there was honor… among the politicians 

there was none at all.] 

 

-------------------------------------- 

 

Hans looked to his left, and then to the right, checking for the fighters he knew were there 

somewhere. The Heinkel bomber’s glass nose gave him very good visibility in all directions. 

It was only a pity that the panels were not bullet proof. 

 

“Where are we?” he shouted to his navigator. 



 

“Approaching Bristol,” Gerhard yelled back.  

 

“Best get to your bombing position then. Be sure you find us a good target.” 

 

“I’ll pick it out, but you have to get us there,” the Dog shouted back with a smile. Unlike the 

pilot, who was a Wolf, Gerhard was a German Shepherd. Their lines were close and they were 

friendly enough to go drinking together, but Hans was still a Wolf; that was why he was the 

pilot. Being a full Wolf he had much honor and his unreserved loyalty to guide him. He was 

admittedly proud to do his duty. 

 

-------------------------------------- 

 

“Aye, I know of the ghost,” old Brian told her while looking over her shoulder at the painting. 

He smiled a sad smile. “I’ve lived here in this house for as long as I can remember. When you 

arrived and asked me if you could stay for to paint, I knew he’d found you. It takes a special 

person to get that close to the fallen… and so you must be very special indeed.” 

 

He nodded slightly and winked.  

 

“I was a lad then,” the old Spaniel told her, as he handed over the cup of tea he’d slowly 

brought up the stairs. The cup chattered on its saucer in the old Dog’s paw like a set of bad 

dentures but his voice was as steady as his paw wasn’t.  “I remember it as if it were just 

yesterday. The fellow you’ve painted died right here in this room. You caught him well 

enough and good that you didn’t show his right side. Gor but there wasn’t much left of his 

face. God knows he begged my mother to kill him. He was in terrible pain.” 

 

--------------------------------------- 

 

The single bomber didn’t encounter trouble until after its raid, which in fact, did little damage. 

Gerhard had deliberately dropped their bombs early, ensuring that perhaps only one would 

make it to the top of the building which was the target he chose. Later it was reported that 

only slight damage was caused to the roof of the Rodney Works. 

 

It was July of 1940 and Luftwaffe command, in its latest bit of infinite wisdom, felt that single 

bombers making precision strikes during daylight would cause more damage than many sent 

groping for a single target at night. In actuality, some of them also hoped to keep civilian 

casualties to a minimum by doing this. If a bomber could better see its target, they reasoned, 

thus would be the case. This did not sit well with the bomber crews who had to run the gamut 

of fighters waiting for them; but all being loyal to their country and its leadership, few were 

the words spoken in opposition.  

 

“Dogs, dogs, dogs, at eleven o’clock!” the dorsal gunner called out. He had a single heavy 

machine gun and this began to rattle as he began defending his aircraft if just a little early. 

 



“Call out directions when you can,” Hans instructed over the intercom. “Nose, keep watch for 

a frontal; you know they like that attack. The bomber was presently still over the west coast of 

England and had a long way to go in order to get home again. If they were to get away from 

the faster fighters Hans would have to be the best he could be. 

 

Pilot Officer Edwards, Pilot Officer Saunders and Sgt. Fokes belonging to Yellow Section, 92 

Squadron, (Pembrey) winged over beginning their strafing run on the lone bomber. 

 

Edwards called ‘Tally-ho’ over the radio while Sgt. Fokes was heard to mutter ‘fish in a 

barrel’. 

 

“Stay away from the front if you can,” Saunders warned, “They have a 20 mil waiting for you 

there.” 

 

His words were masked by the sounds of Edwards unconsciously pressing his gun button and 

mike button at the same time. 

 

---------------------------------------- 

 

Old Brian looked upon the painting Chelsea had accomplished in such an incredibly short 

amount of time. The Wolf’s single visible eye stared out at him in pain and anger. It was not a 

look of blame, but one of question. He was angry because he did not understand. 

 

‘Why?’ the face in the painting asked. 

 

“His identification tags gave his name as Lieutenant Hans-Heinrich Delfs,” the old Dog told 

her quietly. He was very brave and a good pilot. He kept flying though the flames were upon 

him in the cockpit. They were too low to bail out.” 

 

Chelsea sat watching the old fellow as he stood gazing upon her work. It was obvious he was 

reliving the event as he told her about it. In the telling she was pulled along with him; 

smelling the smells of a farm and of cordite and of burning fuel. 

 

“It had been good weather that summer,” Brian told her, “And we were done with the hay 

early on. The barn was full and there was a huge hay mound to the side of it as well. We kits 

had great fun climbing in it, though we weren’t supposed to. I believe it was around time for 

tea. As I played in the yard I heard the sound of engines and looked skyward. The bomber 

passed over our house at perhaps five hundred feet. That is a guess of course; he could have 

been higher I suppose. There were three fighters chasing him down and even as I watched 

shell casings began falling all around me like rain. If they hit you they hurt like hell, so I 

ducked under the eaves of the house. The larger aircraft began to smoke, as did the fighter in 

the lead. That one peeled off and headed away towards Bristol while the other two continued 

on.” 

 



He paused, his breath catching in his chest; the painting seeming to breathe in his place. After 

a moment’s strained silence the farmer pulled in air like a drowning man finding the 

atmosphere again. He then continued on as if he’d never stopped. 

 

“As I watched, the bomber lost altitude and turned, coming back towards the farm here. As he 

got close I could clearly see the flames. The left wing was blazing as was part of the fuselage 

up around the cockpit. His landing gear and flaps came down and it was clear to me that he 

meant to put down in the field. As it neared our farm, the Heinkel lost more height, cutting 

through one bank of small elm trees. Those were flexible and gave way so he made it across 

the road. That’s where his luck ended. The aircraft struck a big strong elm tree and skewed 

round on the bank of the hedge.  The impact was so hard that it hurled one engine a long way 

across the field.” 

 

It was mayhem after that. Apparently I was not the only witness, as people came quickly to 

the spot. The two Spitfires actually landed nearby and the pilots ran to help with the rescue. 

I’m not sure of the number of the Wolf crew, but two died in the crash, and the pilot, as I told 

you, died here in this room. Perhaps he will find peace now since you have captured his 

image. With your permission, I would like to pay you for your work and leave it up here 

above the mantle.” 

 

No money was exchanged between the pair. Instead, a gift was given in remembrance of good 

deeds done during a dark time by those on both sides of a war no one actually wanted. “Deeds 

such as these,” Brian told her sagely, “Are rarely reported for fear of punishment and 

generally go unnoticed by all save the Creator.”  

 

In this final act of charity, peace was finally granted to a soul that had been thought to be lost 

for simply being on the wrong side in the name of misguided loyalty. 

 

------------------------------ 

 

 

 

 

 


