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				This officer is an Empire Air Trainee and as such is considered to be already sufficiently decorated and is to receive no more regardless of further service. 

				Air Vice Marshal Sir George Jones

			

		

	
		
			
				

				For Benjamin, Lauren, Ryan and Sam

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Author’s Note

				As with my previous book, Sidney Cotton: The Last Plane Out of Berlin, this is the story of a fascinating man in a fascinating era—not a conventional biography, or a formal history. And as I said in that book, Ihave relied on the dramatic techniques of television, with some conversations and descriptions of events reconstructed.

				But I have done research into the period—and also had the benefit of interviews with a number of people in the book, including Clive Caldwell himself. And of course I have had access to his personal papers—and for this I must thank Mrs Jean Caldwell for her generosity in this matter, and also to the staff of the Australian War Memorial, the National Library of Australia and National Archives of Australia for assistance and access to other material.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Introduction

				Clive Caldwell would not have approved of this book, or for that matter any biography. He was approached many times by writers, but thwarted every attempt to set down the details of his extraordinary life.

				This is not a conventional biography, and many conversations and events have been reconstructed. It is based on research into the man and conversations with his many admirers and some enemies.

				In 1990, Iasked him to lunch to try to get him to tell his story on television. He suggested that we meet at the Royal Automobile Club in Macquarie Street Sydney, one of his favourite haunts. While we were at the bar I tried to persuade him to take part in a debate with Air Marshal George Jones, his old enemy from the days of the Morotai Mutiny. What this involved, Ipatiently explained, was to go into a television studio and confront Jones. 

				‘You’d have to put me into a cage first,’ said Clive.

				I had arrived at the club at 12.30, expecting to lunch at 1pm—but at 2.30 he was still drinking, and I timidly enquired when we were going to eat.

				‘We’ve had our lunch,’ said Clive, jabbing a finger at the empty whisky glasses.

				Later he became strangely belligerent and glared at me as if he had never seen me before. He jabbed me in the chest with his finger and said: ‘Are you recording this? I will sue you. Do you understand? I will sue you.’

				I made limp attempts to persuade Clive Caldwell that there were no cameras or microphones present but he had ceased to listen. Later, when he was very ill I called him in hospital to give him my good wishes. He sounded frail and tired.

				He said quite simply, ‘Thank you very much. It is very kind of you.’

				Like many others, Iwish I had got to know him better.

				Your head is throbbing from too many beers the night before and your first attempt to get your foot onto the wing fails; better have a pee up against the wheel of the plane; it’s good luck and if we get frightened in combat we don’t want any little accidents in the cockpit, do we?

				The stick is cool to the touch and you pull it back into your stomach. God, it’s cold. People don’t believe you when you say its cold in the desert. You drag the clammy rubber oxygen mask over your mouth and turn on the oxygen. Afew deep breaths and your head starts to clear. That’s better. Pure oxygen. Just the thing for a hangover.

				Now then, cockpit checks: set altimeter with the little winder on the side of the dial; we’re only a hundred feet above sea level; grab the big handle on the floor, it’s down there on the right hand side of the cockpit, and push it down—that opens the radiator shutters so the engine doesn’t overheat while we’re taxiing; work the twin piston hand pump up and down a few times to pressurise the hydraulic lines.

				Master switch on, CLICK; fuel on, CLICK; tank selector switch to main fuel tank 55 gallons, CLICK; work the winding lever to adjust the rudder trim—it’s a little black disc with white calibrations on it.

				Two inches right for take-off; elevator to zero; throttle mixture to run idle rich—more fuel than air; check magnetos are both live; give the primer switch three or four flicks.

				Put your head over the side and shout, clear prop. 

				The engine fires, runs backwards against compression then fires again. Black smoke from the fish-tail shaped exhaust pipes, six on each side. One by one other Tomahawks explode into life around you and the backwash from the propeller throws up a sandstorm. Can’t see a bloody thing because of the sand on the windscreen.

				Wave to one of the erks to wipe the screen.

				Clear for take-off. Your head is clear but there is a lead weight in your stomach. You feel like you want to throw up.

				So is this going to be the day I don’t return?

			

		

	
		
			
				

				The ace

				He had killed a thousand men either in the air or on the ground and now he was to be found at the end of the bar. Not sitting down—that would have signified defeat—but standing straight and tall, holding court, staring people out with a gaze like a laser beam. Many people took one look and avoided him. 

				It was not that he was old—on the contrary Clive Caldwell held his age well. But there was something about Clive. He dominated the room—sometimes he was bigger than the room—even when he was glowing with whisky.

				Many men were afraid of him. Caldwell looked at men and assessed them and most did not pass the test. In truth, he did want to talk about what he had done in the air force, but there were not too many people who would listen any more. He could be abrasive and obdurate until you got to know him. 

				His story was about World War II, but there had been a lot of wars since then. Korea, Vietnam, the Gulf Wars and many other actions. Clive Caldwell did not want to cover himself in glory, but he did like to set the record straight.

				Sooner or later, he would find his way to the lift and, carefully drive home in his old Mercedes.

				Just another cranky old bastard who had done something in the war.

				Well, quite a lot, actually.

				Ace /eis/n. a single spot or mark on a card or die; a playing card marked with a single spot; in tennis a serve which the opponent fails to touch; a very small quantity, amount or degree; a particle; within an ace of winning; a highly skilled person; an adept: an ace at tap dancing; Brit., a fighter pilot credited by the RAF with shooting down five or more enemy aeroplanes.

				Soldiers fighting on the ground do not usually talk about the number of men they have killed, neither do sailors. There are no aces in the army or the navy, no count of tanks destroyed, or ships sunk.

				Fighter pilots are uneasy on that score, and maintain that shooting down an aircraft will not necessarily result in the death of the man flying it, although it often does. It isn’t something that is openly discussed.

				The concept of an ace has been around since men first fitted guns to aeroplanes, but has never been officially recognised. An ace is a pilot who has destroyed in air-to-air combat at least five aircraft or shares with others the destruction of such a number of aircraft. So, a pilot may have destroyed four aircraft and share with another pilot the destruction of another two. Those two halves are then counted as one aircraft destroyed. So he becomes an ace.

				Clive Caldwell lies tenth in a list of British and Commonwealth fighter pilots in World War II. Ahead of him are two South Africans, four Englishmen, a Frenchman, an Irishman and a Canadian.

				He keeps distinguished company: Pat Pattle and Sailor Malan (South Africans), Pierre Clostermann (French) and Paddy Finucane (Irish), Johnny Johnson, Neville Duke, Bob Braham and Bob Stanford-Tuck (English), George Beurling (Canadian). They were sailors and estate agents, expert knife throwers, rowing blues, sheep farmers and bankers.

				A little more than one thousand Allied pilots became aces in World War II. More than a third of those died during the war, and those who survived are in their eighties or nineties. 

				Of the top ten pilots, only Neville Duke survives (in early 2005). He is 83 years old, lives in England, and still owns and flies a private plane.

				The top scoring Allied pilot of the war was Pat Pattle, who officially shot down 41 aircraft, but many people believe his score could be as high as 60.

				Caldwell’s score is ahead of many more high profile pilots—like Douglas Bader (23) of Reach For The Sky fame, who fought the war with two artificial legs; Al Deere (22) the New Zealander who became aide-de-camp to Her Majesty the Queen; Bluey Truscott (17) a fellow Australian who died in a flying accident during the war; Peter Townsend (11) who squired Princess Margaret, and another Australian, Richard Hillary (5), author of The Last Enemy, whose handsome face suffered terrible burns in a blazing Spitfire.

				Clive’s score is usually listed as 28 and a half, although some historians have maintained that he took part in 30 kills—27 plus three shared. To this must be added six probables and fifteen damaged. In the heat of battle it is easy to make mistakes. Several pilots would often have claimed in good faith to have destroyed the same aircraft so any score is open to dispute. And witnesses are often hard to find.

				But the Germans he flew against racked up much bigger scores. In the North African desert Clive’s old enemies, Hans-Joachim Marseille, maintained that he shot down 158 aircraft; and Werner Schroer—who claimed Clive as a kill—114.

				In Russia, the Germans shot down scores of inferior Soviet aeroplanes, many of them made of wood. Erich Hartmann claimed to have destroyed 352 Yaks, Ilyushins and Migs, Gerhard Barkhorn, 301 and Gunther Rall, 275. If Caldwell had flown against the Russians, one wonders what his score would have been.

				If there were two aeroplanes that produced aces, they were the Spitfire and the Messerschmitt. Of the five Allied pilots with scores larger than 30, four gained their victories in the Spitfire. Likewise the Me-109 was the type flown most by German aces.

				Twenty of Clive Caldwell’s combat successes were in North Africa, and in all of them he was flying an aircraft which both the British and the Germans considered to be inferior to both the Spitfire and the Messerschmitt. That aircraft was the P 40 either in its Tomahawk or Kittyhawk versions.

				As one American general said, it was an aeroplane that was damned by words but flown to glory.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Shooting the clock

				The life of a trainee bank clerk could not by any definition be described as exciting, but the young Clive Caldwell had very little say in his career path—it had been decided for him by his father.

				Clive’s first job after leaving school was behind the counter at the Bank of New South Wales. He wore a dark suit and a white starched collar. Everything that happened in a working day was governed by the large, wooden-framed clock that hung on the wall. Next to it was a calendar. It was Clive’s job to wind the clock and change the calendar.

				At 10 o’clock every morning the bank opened; not a minute before and not a minute after. At closing time, 3 pm, the routine was repeated. Clive grew to hate that clock. Its sonorous ticking represented his life ebbing away

				In 1929 there were no ATMs or credit cards. If you did not make it to the bank at closing time on Friday, it could be a bleak weekend.

				It was Clive’s job to shut the doors and ignore the cries of those who had left their visit a little too late. The manager would produce a fob watch from his waistcoat pocket, and count down the seconds: ‘Caldwell, will you please close the doors? And when you have done that, back to the ledger.’

				After the door was closed it became airless in the bank. The columns of red and blue numbers swam before his eyes, and the stiff collar chafed his neck. Clive glanced at the hands of the clock but they scarcely seem to have moved at all. Another two hours before he could go home.

				Like all the tellers, Clive had been issued with a small revolver in a drawer beneath the counter. This was supposed to offer some kind of protection in the event of a bank robbery. Unlike his colleagues, Clive was used to handling guns, and was an excellent shot. The bank maintained a shooting gallery in the cellar, and Clive regularly practised there. During the quiet periods he would take the gun out of the drawer and handle it, feeling the weight in his hand.

				Tick, tick, tick went the big clock.

				Clive felt a pulse pounding in his temples, and a red mist film slipped down further into his field of vision. Abank was no place for a man of action.

				He drew the pistol from the drawer and fired twice at the big clock. The first shot shattered the glass. The second made a neat hole in the clock face. Then the entire clock fell off the wall. Shards of glass tinkled on the parquet floor, and bits of clock spring and gear wheels performed a crazy pirouette. One of the female tellers gave a little scream.

				Clive Caldwell’s career with the bank was over. And he had had scored his first kill.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Planes for pig iron

				At the outbreak of World War II, the Royal Australian Air Force had no modern aeroplanes. The RAAF had 310 officers and 3179 airmen, but its aeroplanes should have been in a museum. Most of its 264 aircraft were obsolete types which did not look that much different from those of the Great War.

				Almost all of them were British.

				The frontline fighter was the Hawker Demon, a biplane which had first flown in 1933. The Demon had only half the speed of the new monoplane fighters appearing in Britain and Germany, and by 1939 had been relegated to a training role.

				Slightly more modern was the Avro Anson of 1935. This at least looked a bit more contemporary. It was a modern, low-wing machine with two engines and wheels tucked up under them. It was not a high-performance machine, but a practical workaday aircraft which could be used for coastal surveillance, training or as a bomber. But it did not look especially threatening. Also entering service was the Wirraway, a locally produced aircraft that had been intended as an advanced trainer, but which was now, very optimistically, to be pressed into service as a fighter bomber.

				Australia had traditionally bought British aircraft but the British aircraft industry could not deliver. In 1940 it was fully committed to producing machines for the Royal Air Force and the war in Europe. Australia turned towards Japan.

				On 19 February 1942, just 74 days after the attack on Pearl Harbor, the port of Darwin was attacked by the Imperial Japanese Navy. The aeroplanes used were a mixture of fighters, bombers and torpedo carriers—the Mitsubishi A6M Zero, the Mitsubishi G 4M Betty and the Nakajima Kate.

				Between the two World Wars the Australian government had continued to hold to its position that war happened elsewhere, that Australia would never have to defend itself, and only needed to be prepared in case it needed to assist Britain. It was silently assumed that Britain, of course, would quickly jump to this country’s defence in the unlikely, even unimaginable event of any attack on Australia. Few were of the opinion that a strong, independent and expensive defence force was needed. The prevailing attitude was that Australia only needed to be able to help out to the best of the capabilities of a small country, if and when the time arose. 

				There had been little or no attempt to obtain modern fighting planes for the RAAF, and almost nothing done to support local design and manufacture until the Commonwealth Aircraft Corporation was formed in the mid-1930s. Throughout the 1930s cables went back and forth between Australia and Britain about RAAF aircraft requirements, becoming more urgent as the threat of a second European war became apparent.

				At the Imperial Conference in 1937, Australia had expressed its concern about the long delays in obtaining orders from British manufacturers. The delegation had argued that the requirements of the dominions should be given priority over foreign countries. As the (British) Air Ministry dictated to, and controlled, aircraft manufacturers, it should have been able to insist that ordinary commercial orders would not take precedence—which would result in Australia’s orders not being filled promptly.

				Other trading partners had been canvassed. During the 1930s Australia and Japan were engaged in useful trade, and several large Japanese trading companies had local offices in various Australian cities, buying Australian primary produce and promoting Japanese manufactured goods in return. 

				Many agreeable contracts were being signed. Some of Australia’s wool exported to Japan came back as cloth or clothing. Deals were considered to exchange raw product from Australia for ships built in Japan. Large orders for wool were placed to supply manufacturers of the uniforms for the Japanese defence forces. The trading partnership was developing very well overall.

				A curious fact was that barely a year before Japan’s attack on Pearl Harbor, Australia had tried to place an order for Japanese combat aircraft. In November 1940 Australia was at war with Germany, but relations with Japan were still cordial. As a token of friendship, Emperor Hirohito had even made a gift of flowering cherry trees to be planted in Canberra. 

				One of the major Japanese companies with offices in Australia was Mitsubishi Shoji Kaisha Ltd, manufacturers of the Zero and the Betty bomber.

				Sir John Latham, head of Australia’s diplomatic mission to Japan, knew that Britain was not in a position to supply aircraft to Australia. He had lived in Japan for two years and was only too aware of the astonishing strides that had been made in the production of war matériel. Latham believed that Britain and Australia could not oppose Japanese expansion in Asia, and that it was better to keep the Japanese on side with trade and shipping deals.

				Not all Australians felt the same. In 1938, Prime Minister Joe Lyons had banned iron ore exports to Japan, believing that Australia’s reserves should be preserved. In Port Kembla, waterside workers had refused to load ships with pig iron for Japan because of Japan’s invasion of China. Robert Menzies, then Attorney-General, sided with Latham and forced the workers to load the ships earning for himself the eternal sobriquet ‘Pig Iron Bob’. Menzies wanted to appease Japan, and to continue trading with it, while seeking to interest the United States in Australia’s defence if push came to shove.

				Mitsubishi was keen to clinch the deal but, as far as the Australian government was concerned, the planes were only a stop-gap until British or American types could be acquired. The RAAF was primarily interested in a twin-engined training aircraft similar to the Anson, but enquiries were also made about the immediate delivery of current fighter types like the Zero.

				The total value of the 40 aircraft was £500000, with the price per aircraft £12500. They were to be paid for, wrote John McEwen, not with cash but with pig iron:

				... by counter supply to Japan not in cash but in products, e.g. platinum, pig iron, scrap iron, molybdenum, nickel, aluminium, lead, cobalt, zinc, etc, the company stating that if any of these supplies are not produced or available in Australia Japan would be extremely pleased if, with Commonwealth intermediation, they could be supplied from, say Canada.

				If the deal had been signed in November 1940, the aircraft would all have been delivered to Australia within 20 months. It never happened, but some of the aircraft arrived anyway ... in the skies above Darwin on 19 February 1942.

				Clive Caldwell would probably have given one of his wry smiles at the thought of Zeros in Australian colours! And in a contest between Japanese and Australian Zeros, who would have been the winner?
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