




















Mrs Tracey Keoughs  speech 
 
 
All of these men had their life cut short by the tragedy of war, as the 
Netherlands celebrates the 75th liberation that brought all of us here today, we 
the families of the crew would like to say we're so honoured to be a part of this 
monumental event honouring. 
Flying Officer George Jeffery Symes Pilot, 
Sargent Alfred Harris Flight Engineer, 
Flight Sargent Cyril Ernest Bayliss Navigator 
Flying Officer John Arthur Smith Bomb Aimer (air bomber), 
Flying Officer Leslie W Perry Wireless Operator and Air Gunner, 
Sergent John Anthony Crisp Mid Air Gunner, 
Flying Sargent Clifford Eugene Leroy Cook Rear Air Gunner. 
It's important that we keep their memories alive, Id like to quote the 
pastor in the letter we all received upon our loved ones passing it said the debt 
we owe to those who so generously and unreservedly offered themselves 
becomes increasingly obvious. 
It is impossible to estimate the value of the sacrifices made in 
overwhelming the forces of aggression and injustice. It is a debt that must ever 
be remembered by this generation and by those not yet born. 
All of the crew had lives which they bravely left behind to proudly 
serve their countries in this horrific war, I look forward to learning their stories 
here today. My family as with yours are so proud of them. 
In preparing for today, I've re-read some of the love letters my 
grandfather had sent to my grandmother (Sheena) his high school sweetheart 
and I know they were fortunate to have had a great and passionate love that 
transcended the tragedy of war. In a few excerpts Geordie is so excited to meet 
his daughter Geraldine and hear her say daddy. but in the same breath wishes 
her the best and highest hopes in life knowing deep down there may be a 
chance he never sees her. 
My mom ended up meeting her love Mart. She had 2 kids my brother 
Chris & I. Geordie also has 6 great grandchildren Alexa, Zachary, Kyra, 
Lauren, Joshua and Ayla. 
I'm absolutely sure loved ones we've lost over the years have been reunited in 
the heavens. 
I'd like to thank a lot of people who made this happen, the mayor, and 
Brad who came over to honour his great uncle Flying Sergent Cook and 
planted a Canadian flag at the crash site which sparked the idea that brought us 



all here today to celabrate and remember and to Peter who so wholeheartedly 
got on board in this 75th year of liberation to honour the Lancaster PB 303 
crew who crashed landed in this very field fighting to end the war. 
I've been to the Netherlands once before and had the pleasure of 
meeting Ben and Coby and am so amazed and thrilled at the history that Ben 
has been able to discover about each of our loved ones and the journey they 
played on the path to liberation. 
This love and appreciation is not only evident here but across the 
world! recently I was out with a client recounting my grandparents love story 
and my moms own flight on the Lancaster, when all of a sudden a women next 
to me got up and said I didn't mean to overhear you but I did and I had to come 
over, I'm from the Netherlands and wanted to say thanks for your families 
sacrifice we appreciate it. It's also evident here in the city of Halsteren and 
with the enthusiasm seen in the school kids here today. 
This demonstrates that the love and appreciation of your country spans the 
world. 
This also reiterates the continued importance of always remembering to keep 
the stories of the brave servicemen who have fought and continue to fight by 
telling their stories to the generations that follow us. 
There's a poem I'd like to read written by Flying Officer John Gillespie 
Magee Jr, called High Flight, that my grandmother and mom had framed with 
the medal each of the crew received, 
Oh! I have slipped the surly bonds of earth and danced the skies on 
laughter-silvered wings; 
Sunward I've climbed, and joined the tumbling north of sun-split 
clouds, and done a hundred things you have not dreamed of high in the 
sunlit silence. 
Hov'ring there, I've chased the shouting wind along, and flung my 
eager craft through footless halls of air... 
Up, up the long, delirious, burning blue I've topped the wind-swept 
heights with easy grace. 
Where never lark, or even eagle flew, and while with silent, lifting 
mind I've trod, 
The high untrespassed sanctity of space, put out my hand, and touched 
the face of God – 
 

Thank you! 








