
Written by Tessa Louise Blackwood (Hojem) Kruger 3-7-3-4-2 about her father. 

The war service history of Colin Clayton Hojem 3-7-3-4 

Colin Clayton Hojem's early years. 

Colin was the fourth of five sons born to Johan Christian Hojem (3-7-3) and Norah 
Sutherland (Clayton) Hojem, on the 12 September 1925. He grew up on a vegetable farm in 
Weenen, and did his schooling in Durban and Estcourt, in Kwa-Zulu Natal, South Africa. 
 

Joining the Second World War                          

Colin was 14 years old and attending Estcourt High School, when the Second World War 

started in September 1939. Two of his older brothers joined the South African Airforce 

(SAAF), Graham Clayton Hojem (3-7-3-2) in 1940 and Rodney Clayton Hojem (3-7-3-3) in 

1941. Colin wanted to join the air force, but had to get permission from his father as he was 

underage. Colin's father had forbidden him to become a pilot, as his brother Graham had 

already been shot down in July 1941, but had survived. I am sure this is what motivated 

Colin to want to join the air force. On the 17 December 1941, Graham was shot down again, 

and no trace of his aircraft or of him were ever found. A month before his sixteenth birthday 

in August 1941, Colin left school and enlisted as an airman mechanic.   

 

 

 

 

 



Colin wrote this in some memoirs in 1982: 

It is July 1941, and I am home for the school holiday. The vicar comes up our front garden 

path, the garden with the two giant Jacaranda trees to the right, and my mother is filled with 

foreboding. I make myself scarce, to learn later that the vicar has brought the news that my 

eldest brother, Graham, a pilot in the Air Force, has gone missing in the East African sphere 

of the war. Great rejoicing a few short weeks later. He has returned to his camp, after having 

to make a forced landing in Somalia. My elder brother Rodney has already joined the Air 

Force. I prevail on my father to allow me to leave school, and in August 1941, I too join the 

Air Force. I spend my sixteenth birthday in camp. In December of the same year the vicar 

calls again, this time to tell that Graham is missing over Derna, presumed killed. My father 

never gives up believing that Graham will walk up the garden path one day. By July 1942, I 

am on a radio mechanics course in Bloemfontein, when I am called into the office of the 

Adjutant, Captain Bestel. By strange coincidence I sort of half know him because he is the 

adoptive son of a Mr Thomaset of Weenen. I know Mr Thomaset as a wonderful person who 

knows all about how to catch butterflies and how to mount them, how to solder a propeller to 

the shaft of my Meccano speedboat, and how to make a pump using a soft rubber tube 

which is compressed between a revolving roller and a curved surface. Besides butterflies, he 

also collects Bushman artifacts, and teaches me a lot. Captain Bestel tells me that my 

mother is dead, and he arranges my train journey to Johannesburg for the funeral. I look on 

my mother's face for the last time, and have never seen it so serene - she is with Graham. 

 

 

Colin's service in World War II 

After his airman mechanic training, specifically as a wireless operator in No.2 Squadron, 

Colin was sent to Egypt in March 1943, then to Tunisia, Tripolitania (which was an Italian 

colony, located in present-day western Libya) and Sicily. In 1944 he was posted to Foggia, in 

southern Italy and then sent back to Egypt. No.2 Squadron was a fighter squadron to protect 

slow flying bomber squadrons. He learnt Morse code and repaired aircraft radios, usually 

replacing valves. He never saw combat. The closest he came was once seeing an Italian 

pilot bail out of his aircraft. 

My father very seldom spoke to me about his service in the war, but he did explain to me 

what Morse code is. He also spoke about a monkey called Jacko. While researching No.2 

Squadron I found this: 

As for the pilots and base personnel, they were glad to leave the desert for the more civilized region 

of Tunisia, with its better food, more plentiful water, and the comic relief provided by the various 

squadron mascots. Lieutenant Antony Britten of No. 5 Squadron wrote that they had a little fox 

terrier bitch called Chippy who flew on all communication flights and eventually landed in Italy. 

Number 2 Squadron had a vervet monkey they had acquired in Ethiopia, called Jacko. Jacko was 

quite famous and used to ride side saddle on a medium-sized dog called Junkers. 

The full article can be found at 

http://www.historynet.com/world-war-ii-cutting-general-erwin-rommels-aerial-lifeline-to-north-africa.htm 

 



Colin in uniform, probably taken in the Western Desert, circa 1943 

 

  

…and picking grapes in Italy, circa 1944: 

 



 

 

Colin was ground crew in the same squadron as his brother Rodney. When Colin sent an 

airmail letter card home to his father, he would ask Rodney to sign it, as they had to ask a 

pilot to authorise their mail before posting it. 

Here is a letter, with the signed cover, that Colin wrote in May, 1943 (apologies for the poor 

copy): 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Below is a typed copy of this letter: 

 

 

  312797 A-M C.Hojem 

         2 Squadron 

  S.A.A.F. 

  U.D.F  M.E.F. 

  A.P.O. Durban 

  9 - 5 - 43 

My dear Dad 

 

Many thanks for your letter recd. a few days ago. I'm afraid this isn't going to be a very 

newsy card as the hour is late & I am weary, besides there isn't any news in particular. 

Derrick & I killed a nifty sized rat the other day so we gave him a decent funeral with cross 

name number & all. I took a photo of the little grave & if it comes out, I'll send it down so as 

to give you an indication of how soldiers in the Western Desert spend their lazy hours. He 

was well dug-in in our slit-trench, so we blasted him out with a tin of petrol (alight) a pick, 

spade & two shovels! He must have known a thing or three about air-raids! 

 

Have seen Rod lately & you will notice he signed this card for me, or to be more accurate, he 

signed about ½ doz which I have since used & shall use. As a rule we generally get any pilot 

to sign his name on our cards & we just drop 'em in the box. Did you get those photos I sent. 

I wrote to Pam tonight as well, but forgot to mention the one I asked you to give her. 

 

Well Dad old chap, 'tis now past 11pm & I am beastly tired. I can hear the booming of the 

guns from the front line ----- nothing to worry about ----- must be well over 30 miles away. 

 

This is "Hojall" tent closing down. Tune in your post box the same time next week for another 

letter from Western Scrub Desert! 

 

Cheerio Dad, with much love, Colin. 

 

 

Picture of desert    HORIZON 

                        HOJALL TENT INC.    me 

       scrub 

 

 

The following medals and decorations were awarded to Colin;  

 1939 - 1945 Star 

 Africa Star and Rosette 

 Italy Star 

 The War Medal 1939 - 1945 

 Africa Service Medal 

 North Africa 1942 -1943 Clasp 



Medals, including Colin's, worn by his older son Johan Warwick Blackwood Hojem  

(3-7-3- 4-1)  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

After the Second World War 

The war ended in September 1945, but Colin's father requested that he came home before 

then. He was discharged in November 1944.  

After attending University Colin married Joy Louise Lake (Blackwood) Hojem, in February 

1952. He was a loving husband and a wonderful father to his three children, adored by all. 

He was a successful insurance businessman and then a cattle farmer. Colin and Joy called 

their Charolais cattle stud Perseverando. This is referred to on the headstone below, as well 

as Colin's service in No.2 Squadron SAAF. 

Colin was always interested in films and books about the war. In his latter years he used to 

have violent dreams about being at war, but he still never spoke much about his service 

during World War II. 

 

 



 

Colin, visiting the SAAF Museum in Port Elizabeth, South Africa, 2 years before he 

passed away in June, 2005 at the age of 79. 

 

 

 

Colin's headstone, in West Street cemetery, Durban, Kwa-Zulu Natal, South Africa. 

 


