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“In March, 1940, while on patrol with another aircraft, Flying Officer Kain sighted seven enemy 

bombers about 5000 feet above him, and while giving chase well into Germany, he was attacked from 

behind by an enemy fighter. Showing the finest fighting spirit, this officer out-manoeuvred the enemy 

and although his own aircraft was badly damaged he succeeded in bringing the hostile aircraft down. 

Thick smoke and oil fumes had filled his cockpit and although unable to see his compass, he skilfully 

piloted his aircraft inside allied lines in spite of being choked and blinded by the smoke.”

Official citation for Distinguished Flying Cross
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T e r r o r  o f  T h e  s k i e s

The official caption reads: “The New 
Zealander from Wellington, who 
after getting at least one of the 
enemy, was shot down and escaped 
by parachute. He has now four or five 
enemy aircraft to his credit. A lucky 
Maori mascot can be seen attached 
to his identity discs.” This Air Ministry 
photograph received wide coverage 
by the British press. Taken outside the 
mess at Rouvres, Eddie Kain is 
supporting himself on a walking stick 
while recovering from injuries 
received on 26 March 1940.
Author’s Collection
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First blood

The morning of Wednesday 8 November was fine at Rouvres in northeast France. There 

was a light breeze and the sky was almost cloudless. A few airmen were working on a 

Hurricane engine and one or two others were waiting for the breakwagon to arrive with 

morning tea and biscuits. At about 10.30am a cry of “Allemand!” (German!) came from a 

local French lookout and every head turned skywards to see a dot at 16,000 feet. As it 

approached from the east they observed two fine vapour trails behind it, typical of enemy 

aircraft which had flown over previously.

There were three Hurricanes up that morning, each on an individual patrol, trying to 

intercept German reconnaissance aircraft. The three pilots were Claud Wright, Humph 

Humphris and Eddie. Two other Hurricanes sat on the ground in ‘readiness.’ Eddie was 

patrolling at 15,000 feet and noticed black bursts of anti-aircraft fire above the clouds 

behind him, about 2000 higher up. He quickly swung his Hurricane around in a climbing 

turn and opened the throttle. He scanned the sky from side to side until he picked up a 

Dornier 17 to his front.

By this time Eddie was being watched by everyone on the airfield. Many of them had 

gathered around the breakwagon. They could hear the wavering engine note of the 

approaching bomber, then suddenly there came the unmistakable noise of a Merlin at full 

throttle.

Meanwhile, Eddie was gaining on the Dornier. The excitement caused him to sweat. 

Droplets ran down his face under his leather helmet and down his oxygen mask. He forced 

himself to keep calm and flicked his gunsight to ON and switched his guns to FIRE 

position. He quickly checked his harness for tightness. He was much closer now.

Opposite: “Dornier 17. 
Lubey, 8-11-39. French 
viewing the wreckage.” 
Lubey is a small village 
northeast of Rouvres.
Judith Pickard
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The Dornier’s dorsal gunner 

opened fire and the bomber 

began to climb. If it could reach 

27,000 feet, there was a chance 

the Hurricane might break off 

the action.

Eddie noticed the dorsal 

gunner’s bullets were getting 

closer. He quickly decided to 

shoot out one of the engines 

and fired a two-second burst 

into the port engine from close 

range. He felt the recoil and 

thought he could smell cordite. 

Quickly he broke upwards giving the German gunners a difficult target.

White vapour began to stream from the Dornier’s port engine as it continued to climb, 

banking slightly and heading for a cloud. Both aircraft were now near their ceilings. Eddie 

turned and came in on the Dornier’s flank. He aimed carefully and started firing from 250 

yards. The bullets could be seen striking the fuselage and cockpit. He pulled away when 

only 50 yards from the bomber, narrowly avoiding a collision.

For a while the bomber continued to climb, then turned over in a steep dive. Eddie 

followed. He thought the German was attempting to escape so accelerated downwards. 

Both aircraft were approaching their terminal velocities. Eddie could see pieces of fabric 

tear from the Hurricane’s wings.

It soon became clear the Dornier was not going to recover from the dive so Eddie eased 

back on the control column. He turned into a banked circle and watched the Dornier 

plunge vertically into a small village and explode. He then turned for the airfield.

The gathering on the ground had seen the whole engagement unfold before them. 

“Dornier 17. Lubey, 8-11-
39. Engine buried deep in 
the road still burning.”
Judith Pickard
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a C e  f i g h T e r  P i l o T

Opposite: Eddie Kain 
(left) and fellow New 
Zealander, Bill Kain. The 
shared surname and 
nationality was to cause 
endless mix-ups in mail 
and identification.
Author’s Collection

of the previous day. Fanny Orton and Tub Perry made recordings for the BBC, helping 

alleviate the recent attentions given to Eddie, who was walking around the base with the 

aid of a walking stick. His face was moderately burnt and one hand was bandaged. 

Operational flying was out of the question for some weeks while he recovered.

Eddie’s official report is quite different from the above description, giving less 

embellishment while providing more factual information. After shooting down the two 

Messerschmitts, “I then took observations about me and the sky appeared clear so I looked 

for my other two machines and my approximate position. I was just turning towards the 

south when my cockpit was hit by a cannon shell and another hit my gravity tank.

“The explosion on my hood rendered me slightly unconscious, but I came to diving 

steeply, my cockpit full of smoke and flames. After a while, I managed to pull out of the 

dive and tried to bend down and turn my petrol off, but the flames were too severe and 

burnt my face, so I headed into France to gain as much ground as possible, and when the 

flames got too intense I decided to abandon aircraft.

“I got out from the port side and pulled my rip cord about 12,000 feet. I came out of 

the clouds about 10,000 feet and seeing I was very near the frontier, I tried slipping the air 

to get me down more quickly.

“I landed at Ritzing alongside a wood; there was meanwhile a lot of firing going on 

about me, so I gathered my parachute and scrambled towards the wood, where I hid it. I 

then headed south not knowing whether I was in France. After a while a French captain 

challenged me at the point of a pistol and asked my nationality.

“I told him I was English and we set off for the village of Evendorff, and while on our 

way there, about 10 French soldiers surrounded us and demanded our identity. The captain 

established this point and then took me to Evendorff on the back of his motorcycle.

“At their mess a French doctor cleaned me down and dressed my wounds. I then went 

to see my machine which was situated approximately three miles northwest of Evendorff, 

and found that it was burnt out.

“They then brought me back to Ibor [squadron call sign] by car.”
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One more beat-up

Throughout the campaign in France, Eddie’s pilot skills had become legendary. He flew 

the Hurricane to the very limits of its performance and didn’t need much encouragement 

to put on an impromptu display.

Noel Monks, while staying at Reims, witnessed one such display over the town after 

Eddie chased off some German raiders: “I was watching from my window 40 Heinkels and 

Dorniers pass overhead, when I saw a lone Hurricane nosing into the sky after them from 

the direction of Reims-Champagne [airfield].

“I murmured instinctively, ‘Cobber,’ and watched the game British fighter, throttle full 

open, tear after the raiders. … It was ludicrous, really, the way those Huns scattered when 

the British ace, flying like a crazy thing, got among them. He was having the time of his 

life. Two of the raiders, a Dornier and a Heinkel, reeled out of the mix-up and went 

hurtling to earth [out of view] over beyond Reims. Then suddenly the others disappeared, 

in disorder, back the way they had come.

“I next saw the Hurricane streaking towards the town. When it seemed to be right above 

the Lion d’Or, the pilot did a mad series of loops and then traced the figure C with his 

exhaust in a mile-high climb.”

Often when returning from patrols Eddie landed five minutes behind the rest of his 

section. First he circled the airfield at 100 feet with steep wings, momentarily straightening 

out and executing a flick roll, then continuing the circuit repeating the sequence. To all 

who watched, it was a stunning spectacle.

Apparently Eddie first saw a flick roll performed by a Czech pilot flying an American-

supplied Curtiss Hawk for the French Escadrille Lafayette at Velaine, not far from Rouvres.
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Leaving the Magister’s engine ticking over, Eddie pulled himself from the cockpit and 

rushed to the Hurricane. “One more beat-up, me lads,” he yelled, to which Hank More 

replied, “Don’t do anything foolish, Cobber. Take it quietly.” He started the Hurricane, 

immediately took off and accelerated from view.

With the roar like a thunderclap the Hurricane shot back over the group of men 

barely 20 feet off the ground – upside down – and travelling over 300 miles per 

hour. Eddie then climbed to 1500 feet and dived back towards the men on the 

ground.

The Hurricane did a quick fl ick roll to the left – then another. The group 

of men suddenly stopped laughing and chatting. One said anxiously, “What 

the hell?” as the Hurricane went into a third roll, lost speed rapidly, stalled 

and quickly spun to the right. In those last seconds Eddie tried to right the 

aircraft but the left wing clipped the ground, causing it to pancake heavily. 

Some reports state that he was thrown from the cockpit and landed 60 feet from 

the aircraft.

The Hurricane promptly burst into fl ames. The men rushed to Eddie but he was 

already dead with a broken neck. The engine had separated and rolled some 40 yards.

Sergeant Maurice Leng, a pilot present at the time, described the end, “He came 

across the aerodrome, did a couple of fl ick rolls and hit the deck. That was it.” Being 

a newcomer to the squadron, Leng didn’t have much sympathy for Eddie’s actions, 

“We all said, ‘How sad,’ but we also said, ‘How stupid.’”

Paul Richey wrote: “Eddie’s Hurricane roared down and beat up 73’s aerodrome 

[southeast] of Paris. To fi nish up with, it did a couple of fl ick rolls in succession at 

200 feet, and foolishly attempted a third with insuffi cient speed. Naturally it spun off. 

It straightened out promptly enough, but of course had no height and went in. So died 

Cobber.”
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[southeast] of Paris. To fi nish up with, it did a couple of fl ick rolls in succession at 

200 feet, and foolishly attempted a third with insuffi cient speed. Naturally it spun off. 
The spade-grip control 
column recovered from 
the wreckage of Eddie’s 
fatal crash.
Air Force Museum of New Zealand collection


