Wh at ’s on
Vicky Gunnell - Programme Secretary
9th September '07.............................'Fun Day' at the Control Tower
See the BBMF Dakota and Wg.Cmd. Wallis & 'Little Nellie'

24th September '07. . 'Film Evening' - Woodbridge Riverside Theatre
Note: This is a Monday Evening - Starts at 7:30pm

5 October '07..............................Phil Hadwen - "Felixstowe at War"
One of the writers of this series of books - illistrated talk
2 November '07.........Paddy Heazell - “Bombs, Beams and Boffin's”
Illustrated talk about the link between Orfordness & MH

11 November '07...........Remembrance Sunday Service 3:00pm
7 December '07......Charlie Haylock - Writer of ‘Sloightly on th’ Huh’
Takes An Eccentric Look on Suffolk
4 January '08....................Bob Archer - “US Air Force, Then and Now”
An Illustrated talk
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EDITORIAL

From the chair

The third “Runway 22” of 2007. How time flies! Our annual “Fun Day” is once
again upon us and hopefully it will again prove a popular event. The day will be
formally opened by Wg Cdr, (Retd), Ken Wallis of autogiro fame. Those of us who
were present at our July meeting were treated to a great evening by Ken and he has
promised to bring “Little Nellie” with him on Sunday 9th September. “Little Nellie”,
of course, is the actual autogiro that Ken designed and built and flew in the James
Bond film, “You Only Live Twice.” Don’t forget folks – Sunday 9th September.
Come and bring the children or the grandchildren.
This year we are trying a new attraction. We have hired the Riverside Film Theatre
at Woodbridge for an evening of nostalgia. This is the idea of our highly effective
Publicity Secretary, Howard King and he has been working hard to ensure its
success. Films have been hired from the Imperial War Museum Film Archive. Every
effort is being made to “go back in time” to a wartime environment, (without the
bombs and the cigarette smoke in the projector beam!) Nostalgia indeed! Tickets
are £5 each and all indications are that it will be a “full house” on Monday 24th
September.
The contents of this edition of our newsletter follow a similar pattern as before.
Unfortunately we have some obituaries to include but on the lighter side some
interesting contributions from members and friends of the Society.
I am particularly pleased to be able to include a story by one of our 356th FG friends.
Bob Barnhart has written up one of his experiences whilst on escort duty over
Germany in 1944. Its always great to have an input from the other side of the pond.
Our American friends have done so much to help the Society over the years.

I'm always saddened by the obituaries section but never more so than now with the
passing of our Ethel. I feel privileged to have known her and been a friend of such
a wonderful person. There were times in my life when I (we) needed a friend, Ethel
was there. If you never knew your mother then Ethel would have been the mother
you would have wished for.
I wondered if Alan’s use of the word ‘passing’ in his obituary was correct, well it is.
I say that because Ethel will never be forgotten, she will always spring to mind
whether it be at the museum or our monthly meetings.
I visited Ethel as she lay in hospital. She recognised me and tried her hardest to
speak and make contact which was comforting. I don’t suppose we will ever know
just how much the patient can hear, see or comprehend after suffering a stroke.
Roy bless him has taken it on the chin, but as some of us know its the quiet times
that are difficult when the memory wonders, usually when you are alone. Roy, we
are all thinking of you at this time.
Another member who passed away recently was Ralph Leech. The vast majority of
you will perhaps not recognise the name. Ralph was a quite man who always
appeared to sit on his own. When I was doing my apprenticeship with Mann Egerton
Cadges Depot Woodbridge Road Ipswich (where the Shell Garage is today) Ralph
was at one stage my manager. Despite this he did not speak down to you, a quality
that I admire and respect. Our condolences to his family and to all the families of
our departed members.
Right , time to look forward. The posters below are to remind all of you of our up
and coming events. Tickets are still available for the ‘Film Evening’, something you
shouldn’t miss. A lot of hard work has gone into this by Howard King so, please get
your ticket, the telephone numbers are on the poster or see our web page.

ALAN POWELL - EDITOR

MARTLESHAM TRAGEDY IN THE GREAT WAR
One of the interesting tasks of being the Museum Archivist is meeting people and
their artefacts which they donate or loan to the Museum and to try to research any
further details of their history.
The other week we had a visitor, Mark, who brought some documents for us to see
and agreed to us making a copy of them. He had acquired them and thought we
might be interested. We were !!
They turned out be papers concerning Lieutenant Gordon Shaw Wilkin who was
killed at Martlesham Heath on 11 September 1918 when Vickers Vimy, B9954,
crashed. He is buried in Ipswich Cemetery.
The Vimy was the third prototype and was almost up to production standards. On
the strength of the prototype performances, the type was ordered into quantity
production for the RAF.
(The Vimy was also the type flown by Alcock and Brown in the first non-stop flight
across the Atlantic. It was also the type flown by Ross and Keith Smith in making
the first flight from England to Australia).
On looking up Wilkin's entry on the Commonwealth War Graves Commission site,
his nationality is shown as United Kingdom, his unit as No. 2 Auxiliary School of
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AN OBITUARY – KEITH WOODS OBE
Keith Woods was one of our members and one of the original team of “boffin's” at
the illustrious home of British Radar, Bawdsey Manor. Keith was born in 1915 at
Birmingham and on his 15th birthday went to wireless college at Colwyn Bay. In
1935, after reading “a very mysterious and intriguing” job at Bawdsey Manor, he
was interviewed by a panel there that included Robert Watson Watt. He was
principally involved in early experiments in airborne radar. Later tests produced the
first air-to-air pulse radar contact.
After the war he headed the Blind Landing Experimental Unit at Martlesham and
Sutton Heath. Keith was there for ten years before becoming Superintendent in
charge of the Atomic Weapons research establishment at Orfordness. In the early
1960’s he joined the team at the Directorate of Electronics and research planning the
electronic navigation, radar and automatic landing requirements of Concorde.
In 1972 Keith joined the Decca Navigation Company and in 1982 the Electronic
Engineering Association. He worked until the age of 87. His working life spanned
what could only be described as a exciting and momentous period in aviation history.
Keith Woods was willing and able to talk of his experiences at societies such as ours
until the last. He was a modest man but surely our most distinguished member.
Keith Woods OBE lived at Felixstowe. He leaves a wife, Dorothy and a daughter,
Judith.

Sadly the following members also died during the last year:-

Ralph Leech

Bob Metson

James Norris.

Time once again to lighten up...
There were four people called Everybody, Somebody, Anybody and Nobody. An
important job was required and Everybody was asked to do it. Everybody was sure
Somebody would do it: Anybody could have done it but Nobody did. Somebody got
angry about that because it was Everybody’s job. Everybody thought Anybody
could do it, but Nobody realised that Everybody would. The result was that
Everybody blamed Somebody when Nobody did what Anybody could have done.
Airline PA - Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Glasgow. We hope you enjoyed
your flight and thank you for flying Easyjet. If you didn’t enjoy your your flight
thank you for flying Ryanair!

Heard by a Great Aviation ‘Quotes’ reader 2005.
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Aerial Gunnery and no age is given. Mark acquired the papers from Canada and I
wondered why they came from there.
On examining the papers I found that Wilkin was born in Canada on 16 January
1896 in Calgary and so was aged 22 on his death.
He joined the Flying Corps at Toronto in March 1917 and trained as a pilot in
Canada and also passing on an aerial Gunnery course there before arriving in
England. He was appointed a temporary Second Lieutenant on probation on 1
September 1917, presumably on completion of his training, his probationary period
ending on 13 November 1917 when his rank was confirmed.
On leaving Canada for England he was posted to 103 Squadron at Old Sarum on 27
October 1917. From there, on 15 December 1917, he was posted to No 1 School of
Aerial Gunnery at Turnberry passing on to No 1 School of Navigation and Bombing
at Stonehenge where he also qualified in night flying.
During the course of his training he had flown the following types of aircraft Curtiss JN.4 and JN 4a, BE 2e, RE. 8, Armstrong Whitworth (No type given),
Maurice Farman Shorthorn, FE 2b, DH.4, and Handley Page 0/400.
He was promoted Lieutenant on 1 April 1918 His Service Documents do not show
any further postings, but it appears he was used an as instructor at Stonehenge, as a
later letter in the collection from a fellow Martlesham pilot, who says that on his
returning from Canadian leave, he was put with Wilkin as his instructor to re-qualify
after not flying for almost six months.
In a letter from Wilkin to his mother, dated 3 September 1918, he says he arrived at
Martlesham Heath on 2nd September and tells her that some time ago he put in an
application to go to France from Stonehenge, but was offered a job in America, On
reporting to Headquarters, he was told that the job was washed-out and so he was
posted to Martlesham as a test pilot. His letter is full of his expectations and his
delight at being posted here. This, unfortunately was the last letter he wrote to his
mother as he was killed just over a week later.
A fellow Canadian pilot at Martlesham, wrote to Wilkin's mother saying that, “being
in the same Flight and being both twin engine pilots, we flew machines of the same
type. A new twin engine Vickers arrived and Gordon was the pilot selected to fly it
on its trials. On Wednesday 11th of September in the morning, Gordon decided to try
her out at about 11.30 am. He took off and we all came out to watch him. After flying
for a few minutes he came in to land but apparently changed his mind, and turned
about, he was then flying at about 200 feet. Suddenly, to our horror, the machine
stalled and then, nose-dived to earth in a little wood about half a mile from the 'drome.
I was one of the first to reach the wrecked machine but was by then too late to offer
him any help as he had been instantly killed by the fall. He suffered no pain. The
whole horrible affair not lasting over three or four seconds.”
He did not mention that the aircraft was loaded with bombs, obviously live, as the
published explanation was that the bombs exploded on impact, killing Wilkin. perhaps not to add to the mother's grief. As far as I can gather Wilkin was flying solo,
as there were no other casualties mentioned in the incident.
Also included in the papers were letters from the Ipswich Women's Guild who
undertook to keep the graves in good order and to erect a memorial. These, together
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with other letters and documents, help to complete the story.
The file will be on view in the Museum for anyone wishing to see it.
ALAN SMITH, MUSEUM ARCHIVIST

THE DAY I LEFT MY P51 BEHIND
It was February 14, 1945 and I was on my 62nd mission out of England and over
Europe, with the 356th Fighter Group (360th Fighter Squadron) when I had an
unusual experience.
On this day in England the weather was typical winter. We took off at 0954 and we
had a long way to go.
We would be escorting one of the bomber groups headed for the Dresden-Chemnitz
area. We called a long mission like this a "deep penetration". We knew we had to
be careful to conserve our fuel because we probably would be engaged by enemy
fighters while deep in Germany - having to drop our external fuel tanks - and - burn
up fuel at a tremendous rate while engaged with enemy fighters. Our job was to keep
them away from the bombers.
As usual, in pre-mission briefing, we learned the route of our bomber task force.
We also learned the exact bomber group that we were to escort and the identification
that we would see on the large tail rudder of the B-17 bomber. The mission required
us to rendezvous with our bomber group at the altitude of 25,000 feet as they are
about to cross the line into "Enemy Territory".
As usual after take off, our group assembled and headed out in a long steady climb
toward the rendezvous point. About an hour after take-off, - while we were still in
our long climb I began to see very fine black specks on my windshield and on the
front edge of the bubble canopy. I didn't think very much about the specks at first.
However, after another 5 minutes, I realized that the specks were getting larger (l.0
mm) - and - there were more and more of them. Since the specks were black I
assumed they must be oil and I was beginning to realize that I had a significant
problem.
We were about 23,000 feet, still climbing, and getting close to our bomb group - and
- my black specks were getting larger (now about 1.5 mm) and more of them.
Aborting was now on my mind, but I hated to even consider it. However, common
sense was telling me that we would soon be hundreds of miles behind the enemy
lines - and - I was steadily losing oil.....So, I pushed on my microphone button and
told Mike that I had to turn back. (Mike Yannell was leading the squadron at this
point - because Major Wood had aborted already).
As soon as I completed that call, I made a 45 degree bank to the right and pulled
around to complete a 180 degree turn. About half way around the turn, oil suddenly
came gushing all over the windshield, bubble canopy, and fuselage. I couldn't see
anything forward through the windshield or to either side through the canopy. I
completed the turn and proceeded on instruments. In just a couple of minutes the
flow of the oil slowed down and I slid the bubble canopy back so I could see out to
both sides. I had to leave the canopy open for the rest of the flight. It was very cold
and very noisy.
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AN OBITUARY – ETHEL GAMMAGE
We are very sorry to have to announce the passing of Ethel Gammage after a
relatively short serious illness in hospital. Nobody could have done more over the
years to assist the society than Ethel. At our monthly meetings she and Roy her
husband always arrived before anyone else to begin preparing the hall and kitchen,
and were always the last to leave. For those of you who attended our meetings at that
time will remember Ethel greeting you at the door as you arrived before collecting
your entrance money, no one escaped Ethel. Until their forced retirement (ill health)
Ethel and Roy managed the refreshments at break time at the societies monthly
meetings and I hasten to add, at all other society functions. They positioned
themselves by the entrance/exit to the main hall where Ethel would keep an eye open
for late arrivals. Just before our guest speaker would stop for a break both Ethel and
Roy would be up and preparing the tea and coffee in the kitchen.
They were both ‘committed’ committee members and were always ready to offer
help in whatever way they could.
Ethel’s popularity was in evidence at her funeral service. Apart from the many
MHAS members that were present there were a number of people she had worked
with over the years. We offer our sincere condolences to her husband, Roy and her
family.

ED

AN OBITUARY – Roy Appel
Roy was at Martlesham with the 356th Fighter Group where he was a PFC Engineering Clerk.
Roy August Appel was born in 1924 and died in May, 2006. He was an enthusiastic
member of the 356th Fighter Group Association and attended many reunions of the
Association both at Martlesham and the United States. After graduating at Pace
university in 1952 his post war career was as an accountant with Electrolux. Roy
leaves a wife, Ruth and two daughters, Anne and Christine and two grandchildren.

ED

AN OBITUARY – Maurice Reginald Barker
Maurice Barker was the father of our own Tarkey Barker. Maurice was born in 1922
and died in 2006. His RAF career was during WW2 when he was in the North
African desert helping to maintain a mobile radar station in support of
Montgomery’s Eighth Army. He was eventually moved to Greece where he met his
wife to be. Vovo Balitsaris was the daughter of a retired Greek colonel who was
involved in the Resistance movement and executed by the Germans. After the war
Maurice and Vovo lived at Stonham Aspel before moving to Ipswich to give Tarkey
a better education. Vovo died in 1992. Maurice leaves a son, Tarkey and two
grandchildren, Ian and Janice.
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metal files of all types, round, smooth, rough and many others, and the use of set
squares and micrometers. The working tolerance was 1/2000 inch.
He goes on to say ‘We were issued with our overalls, a very rough piece of iron and
an equally rough piece of brass, together with a detailed drawing of what was
required. We were placed under civilian instructors who explained how to use the
various tools and generally to keep us on the right lines. I well remember my
instructor. He was an ex apprentice from an earlier entry who has lost several fingers
on one hand in an accident when hand swinging an aircraft propeller. The first task
was to reduce the piece of iron to near the required measurements, which initially
involved the use of hammer and cold chisel. For a week or so we all suffered the
agony of skinned knuckles!!!. As far as I can recall, this introduction to our
apprenticeship lasted much of the first term, by which time our brass cubes fitted
nicely into the square hole in the square of iron, all gleaming and protected with a
film of oil.
We were very relieved when we moved on to more interesting instruction on aircraft
engines and airframes.’
My thanks to Ron Everson for his interest. ALAN POWELL

SMALL WORLD!
One of our long term members and a stalwart helper at the Control Tower Museum
is Tom Scrivener. He gave me the following note.

ED
A trip to the Norfolk and Suffolk Aviation Museum produced a meeting with my old
Commanding Officer, Mr RC Everson. (See previous article). He was in charge of
the Blind Landing Experimental Unit when I was there. We last met 57 years ago.

He was Wing Commander and I was a corporal. We had a good old chat and it
certainly brought back some memories.

TOM SCRIVENER. (I’m the one on the left!)
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I quickly evaluated my situation - 22,000 feet altitude - over Germany - little or no
oil in the engine - expecting the engine to freeze up at anytime. I reduced the power
- jettisoned the two outside fuel tanks, - and put the plane in a very slow descent
while I kept my eyes out for some place to crash land as I headed toward friendly
territory. I didn't want to land in Germany so I was stretching my distance as much
as possible using my altitude and low power settings.
Since this was my 62nd mission, I was fairly familiar with the ground terrain and
held a compass heading to get me to cross out of Germany on a line toward the
northern part of Belgium. After about 20 to 30 minutes, I had descended to about
5,000 feet.
After several miles I sighted an airfield. I thought it must be Ghent, Belgium, so I
headed straight for the field. l lined up with the runway and reduced my power some
more, and flew right onto the runway. It was about 12:30 PM. It had been 2.5 hours
since I took off with the 356th on this mission.
I don't have much recollection of the 3 or 4 hours I was on this very quiet airfield
with almost no traffic. I didn't know how I was going to get back to Martlesham
Heath, my home base in England. But I do remember standing on the field watching
a B-17 Bomber approaching and flying straight in for a landing just as I had done 4
hours earlier. The B-17 taxied to an area where it could take on some fuel. They
had landed expressly because they needed fuel to reach England
While they were fuelling, the pilot got out and we were talking about why we each
were there. He offered to give me a ride back to England. I accepted. We took off
as soon as their plane was gassed up. I left my P-51 there in Belgium.
When we took off, I was up front and watching how they were flying this thing.
After only a few minutes the co-pilot crawled out of his seat and asked if I'd like to
fly in the co-pilot seat. I was glad he offered and I immediately sat in the co-pilot
seat. The pilot, after a few minutes, asked me if I'd like to take over the controls and
see what it is like to fly a 4 engine plane. I was thrilled and I did.
Things went fine and we were over the North Atlantic heading for England. I
glanced out to the right and much to my surprise, the outboard engine on that side
had stopped. The propeller was standing still. Being a single engine fighter pilot I
always react immediately when I see a dead prop, and the crew got a big laugh out
of my reaction to this failed engine. They left it that way.
A couple minutes later glancing around, I looked out the left side and found that the
outboard engine on that side was at a full stop. I promptly let everyone know it was
off and now we had 2 dead engines. They laughed over my desire to see those two
props not running - then it dawned on me, - the pilot was deliberately shutting down
these engines just so the crew could have a good laugh when the fighter pilot saw 2
dead props!
The B-17 pilot offered to land at Martlesham Heath to let me out - I gratefully
accepted. After they landed and I jumped out, they taxied out and took off for their
home base. It was now about 5:30/6:00 PM about 2.5 hours after the group had
returned. The pilots who flew the whole mission told me that in the target area, they
were engaged by "several" F.W. 190's. They shot down 7 of them without losing
anyone.
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As I was walking past the tower area and heading for the 360th squadron operations
shack, I crossed paths with Colonel Tukey (356th Group Commander) - and - he
said, "Where the hell is your airplane?"
ROBERT E BARNHART (356th Fighter Group, Martlesham Heath)

WINGS – AND HOW TO USE THEM
Wings, or more prosaically, the Flying Badge, were my means of transport to some
most remarkable experiences, this being the account of one sortie in particular.
The numerous coalmines in the Dukeries in 1957 normally produced enough atmospheric pollution to restrict horizontal visibility at low levels to about 1.5 miles, so
that on the morning of the first of August 1957, when a long-lasting high pressure
system and its lack of turbulence had allowed all the muck to settle in the lower 100
feet, the door to an enormously privileged journey was already slightly ajar.
My "student" was a Group Captain fresh-jaded, actually- from flying a mahogany
bomber (aka desk ) in the Air Ministry, and about to be introduced to jet aircraft. He
had not previously flown above 19,000 feet, and that at night, so it was my opportunity to demonstrate the differences between the two modes of flying.
We took off from Worksop heading west and accelerating into the climb, when at
about 1,200 feet a pimple, as it were, on the horizon led me to suggest that it was
Mount Snowdon, prompting a response in basic English of the most profound
disbelief! So we began the long climb to a height which was, frankly, somewhat
beyond the aircraft's safe performance envelope. Put simply, this extended to 38,500
feet, but we continued climbing to 43,000 feet, by which time we were over the Isle
of Man and enjoying, in almost complete silence, a view which, in its range of
distances was not to be equalled again in my further half-century of flying, as pilot
or passenger..
From the Isle of Mull at the entrance to Loch Linnhe and Fort William, south to
Malin Head and Belfast, eastward to Anglesey and North. Wales, the great sweep of
Cardigan Bay led the eye on to St David's Head, then further on still to St Brides
Bay, the islands of Skomer and Skokholm with Carmarthen Bay beyond, and further,
yet further on to the Bristol Channel, until finally a golden sheen showed the English
Channel as the southerly limit of the view from our lonely eminence.
Of civil air traffic there were none at that time, the weather conditions prevented the
visual intrusion of vapour trails, while the radio was unusually silent, as were we.
Most reluctant to leave this enchanted heaven, we flew on, tip-toeing almost, yet a
moment or so more, the intensity of my feelings then having been expressed long
before, by a 19-year-old American who fought and died for us in 1940

Halton and a month short of his 17th birthday.
As you doubtless know Sgt Thomas Gray, an Air Observer with No 12 Squadron
received a posthumous VC. Gray was navigator for Flying Officer Garland who led
a flight of three Fairy Battles in a low level attack on a bridge over the Albert river
on 12 May 1940. The bridge was badly damaged but, sadly, all three aircraft were
shot down by heavy ground fire. Garland and Gray were both awarded VCs. Sgt
Gray was a member of the 20th Entry to Halton.
Acting Flt Lt Geoffrey "Sammy" Allard DFC DFM of No 85 Squadron, a Battle of
Britain ace, credited with some 21 victories, was another ex apprentice of, I
believe, the 19th entry. Allard died on 13 March 1941 when a technical fault caused
his Havoc to crash shortly after take off.
My colleagues and I have researched the casualty lists with a view to, hopefully,
providing a Memorial at Halton to commemorate the memory of those 1.598
Trenchard Brats who lost their lives in WW2.
Kind regards
Ron Everson - 33rd Entry of January 1936
I have received the following from our Museum Archivist, Alan Smith., also from
Ron Everson.
The picture is of “The Tribute”, which is a memorial/monument, erected at Halton
to record the Aircraft Apprenticeship scheme, after its closure in 1993, which was
unveiled by the Queen at a special ceremony. It is intended to depict the test job
which all apprentices had to produce during their first term of training.
Ron explained that it involved the use of tools – hammer and cold chisel, hacksaw,

"And as, with silent lifting mind
I've trod the high, untrespassed sanctity of space,
Put out my hand, and touched the face of God.”
And I was being paid for this- although in those dim and distant days, not very much!

RICHARD GREGORY
The verse quoted in Richard’s article is from the poem “High Flight”, by John
Gillespie Magee.
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MADINGLEY MEMORIAL CEREMONY (U.S.A.F.) 28TH MAY, 2007
You would be forgiven for thinking that late May should have been a warm sunny
time, unfortunately not so. Sadly the ceremony this year was held on a very windy
and wet day, so much so that umbrellas were turned inside out as the rain continuously lashed down. It appeared to be a continuation of the strange weather pattern
that we are experiencing this year.
As you can imagine, it didn’t help with the ceremony. The walk down the length of
the gardens to the chapel, always led by a highland piper was cancelled. The piper
however did play, but under the cover of the chapel entrance. The USAF’s in Europe
Band played flawlessly under a canopy that some how managed to stay in place.
The customary speeches were given by the Honourable Robert H. Tuttle, Ambassador to the United States of America to the Court of St.James and Her Majesty’s Lord
Lieutenant of Cambridgeshire, Hugh Duberly CBE.
The presentation of floral tributes against the Memorial Wall was carried out slightly
disjointedly. The line was so long that the servicemen and women at the end holding
the wreaths couldn’t see or hear the command to present the wreath to the person
laying it because of the wind and rain, never the less they were laid with due ceremony.
The fly-by unfortunately had to be cancelled. It was to include ‘Sally B’, the B17
Flying Fortress from Duxford, a KC-135 Refuelling Tanker from Mildenhall and the
customary flight of F-15E’s flying the missing man formation from Lakenheath.
Lets hope for better weather next year.

Martyn Cook - Chairman

TRENCHARD’S BRATS – THE STORY CONTINUES
Following the article I wrote for the last edition of Runway 22 I have received the
following letter from Wing Commander Everson, who was the Flight Commander
of the Blind Landing Experimental Unit at Martlesham 1950 to 1953.
Hello Alan
I was delighted to see in the May 2007 issue of Runway 22 your interesting article
titled "Trenchard's Brats". I thoroughly enjoyed the read.
I thought you might like to know that recently I and a few ex brat colleagues have
been searching the Commonwealth War Graves Commission's casualty lists and the
RAF records at Innsworth for the names of all ex Halton Aircraft Apprentices who
lost their lives in World War Two. We knew that many failed to survive, but were a
little astonished when the search, completed a few weeks ago, revealed that 1,598 ex
Halton apprentices died, in the air and on the ground, during WW2. A truly terrible
toll when related to the number of ex apprentices involved, one entry losing 20
percent of its members. Some 394 were flight engineers, many of them only 18 and
19 years old. 14 more were lost in the sinking of the troopship Anselm on 5 July
1941, and a further 20 died when HMS Glorious was lost to enemy action on 8 June
1940. A further 49 died whilst prisoners of the Japanese, following what must have
been appalling treatment whilst in captivity. And, what must have been the youngest
AC1 to die, Harry Clack of the 39th entry, killed within days of passing out from
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John Magee was born to an American father and an English mother who hailed from
nearby Helmingham. John Magee’s education was mostly in England and some of
it at Rugby school. In 1939 he moved to Pittsburgh to live with an aunt and won a
scholarship to Yale University. He chose instead to join the Royal Canadian Air
Force and was trained as a pilot. He was killed at the age of 19 when his Spitfire
collided in cloud with a training aircraft. He is buried in England.
“High Flight” has become a popular poem with aviators and appears on many
headstones in Arlington National Cemetery in Washington DC. I understand that it
serves as the official poem of the RCAF and the RAF. “High Flight” is required to
be recited from memory by first year cadets at the United States Air Force Academy.
President Ronald Reagan recited two phrases from the poem at the end of his address
to the people of the US following the loss of the Space Shuttle “Challenger.”
Just thought you might like to know that! ED
The following poem was featured in a “Runway 22” some years ago but it is well
worth repeating…

High Flight
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 mirth
Of sun-split clouds - and done a hundred things
You have not dreamed of - wheeled and soared and swung
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 windswept heights with easy grace
Where never lark, or even eagle flew And, while with silent lifting mind I've trod
The high untresspassed sanctity of space,
Put out my hand and touched the face of God.
Pilot Officer Gillespie Magee
No 412 squadron, RCAF - Killed over Lincolnshire - 11 December 1941

Lets lighten it up a bit….

IDENTITY CRISIS
Our Museum Archivist, Alan Smith came across the following incident in Fighter
Command War Diaries Volume 2, by John Foreman.
Quite a number of pilots of Fighter Command had adopted the practice of wearing
the top button of their tunics undone as a kind of hallmark of their role. Some time
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later, another practice was started, that of exchanging buttons with the fighter pilots
of our European Allies. Squadron Leader Joce Millard tells that one day the AOC
paid an unexpected visit to the squadron and talked to each of the pilot in turn.
“When he came to me, my top button was undone and I also had on my tunic a Free
French button, a Polish button and a Czech button.”
“The AOC eyed me up and down, and obviously with some disapproval, and said to
me "Are you English? " "Yes Sir,” I replied. "Well," he said,
“Would you mind telling me which air force you belong to?”

JOLLY OLD PALS

Generalfeldmarshal Albert Kesselring (Commander of Germany’s Air Fleet 2)
talking to Sir Robert Watson Watt (Head of British Radar Development at a
post war meeting. A rather sheepish looking Wolfgang Martini, (Director
General of Air Signals) responsible for German Radar, looks on.

STRANGER THAN FICTION
Frank Bright, one of our members and one of our invaluable museum volunteers,
gave me a letter that he had received from a correspondent in Canada. Frank is
following the ongoing story of the restoration in Canada of a Halifax bomber that
was rescued from a Norwegian fiord. He had contacted a Mr Don Elliot in Canada
and Don Elliot had an interesting story to tell about his brother-in-law, Reid Gordon,
better known as Red Gordon. They had originally met in Canada because both
belonged to a softball team. They met again as prisoners of war in Stalag Luft 3.
Red Gordon was piloting a Wellington bomber in the desert in 1941 and was shot
down by flak over Benghazi. The crew all parachuted to safety and were flown by a
Luftwaffe JU52 to Athens. The story that Red Gordon had told was that he was
allowed to take the controls of the JU52 during the flight. This was thought to be a
bit of fiction at the time but amazingly a German pilot wrote after the war in one of
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Tom Eele’s father commanded one of the two squadrons who were equipped with
the Whirlwind. His father eventually became an Air Commodore and was the CO of
RAF Cranwell
A vote of thanks was given by Gordon Kinsey.
July and we were privileged to be thoroughly entertained at our monthly meeting by
Wing Commander Ken Wallis, (Retd). Better known for his appearance in the James
Bond film flying his autogiro “Little Nellie”.
Wing Commander K H Wallis MBE, DEng (hc), CEng, FRAeS, FSETP, Ph.D (hc),
to give him his full title, drove down from his house, Reymerston Hall, near
Dereham to deliver to a capacity audience an illustrated account of his life. He is a
brilliant engineer and has designed and built several innovative inventions over the
years. Ken Wallis was born in 1916 and it was soon apparent that his engineering
skills were exceptional. He built a motor cycle at the age of 11!
He joined the RAF and became a pilot despite a sight deficiency, which he managed
to conceal. After flying Lysander's on patrol duties he then piloted Wellington
bombers, first over Germany then in Italy. After the war he remained in the RAF and
spent a time in Nebraska, Nevada on an exchange visit and flew the mighty Boeing
B36 bomber. After returning to England he was involved in research and development. Ken retired from the RAF to Norfolk in 1964 and designed and built autogiros.
Apart from his appearance flying his own design of an autogiro in the James Bond
film Ken also appeared in an Italian film and flew his extraordinary invention around
the statue of Christ on the top of the mountain in Rio! Even landing on a ledge near
the summit.
His voice and vigour is extraordinary for a man of 91 years. It is somehow fitting
that he doubled for James Bond in the film, “You Only Live Twice”. His life has
been so full that it almost amounts to two lifetimes!
We look forward to seeing him again when he formerly declares our Fun Day open!
Our August meeting always takes the form of an evening visit and Martyn Cook has
written this up elsewhere in the newsletter.
ALAN POWELL

ROLL OF HONOUR WEB SITE
I have been looking at a new and remarkably well constructed web site. The
Martlesham Heath Roll of Honour Project 2007 has been created by Rob Drake who
is with the Army Air Corp at Wattisham. He will manage and maintain the site.
This impressive and important web site has taken Rob much of his spare time over
the past year or so and on behalf of all the members of our society I thank him most
sincerely for all his hard work and dedication.
Our Museum Archivist, Alan Smith, receives warm praise from Rob Drake for his
assistance in compiling the information.
The Roll of Honour includes a separate page for the Americans who also fell whilst
serving the cause of freedom in WW2.
Please take time to visit the site, http://www.martleshamheath-rollofhonour.co.uk/

ALAN POWELL
Page 12

would have been evident when they were fired. The powder and shells for the
cannon were stored below and lifts were used to bring them up to were the cannon
were positioned.
Through the eyes of guides we were told the story of Landguard Fort. Space
precludes me from telling you all that we were told of its dramatic and colourful past.
I’m sure those who joined me in visiting the Fort would agree the only way to
capture the moment is to visit this wonderful and historic Fort in person.
Our sincere thanks to the staff of Landguard Fort for a wonderful and informative
visit. Their enthusiasm regarding the Fort was evident and we wish them well for
the future.
MARTYN COOK

MONTHLY MEETINGS ROUNDUP
Our May meeting featured an illustrated talk by Robert Mynn entitled, “The USAAF
9th Air Force.
I was a boy living in Chelmsford during WW2 and I remember the skies being black
with Havocs and then Marauders. It seems Essex hosted most of the USAAF 9th Air
Force airfields. In fact there were nine bases in Essex. Boreham, Earls Colne,
Matching Green and Rivenhall were some of the village names mentioned. I have
memories of hearing the Martin Marauder radial engines being run up although
Boreham was maybe 5 or 6 miles away even as the crow flies!
They were a strategic bomber force whose job it was to attack bridges, marshalling
yards and roads etc to hinder enemy supply routes. The Marauder carried a crew of
seven and because they flew at lower altitudes than the British and American
“heavies”, they were more vulnerable to flak. Nevertheless they had a higher rate of
survival than aircraft of the Eighth Air Force. This was probably because their
targets were often in France and the Low Countries where opposition was less
intense than Germany itself.
We boys would cycle out to Boreham and foolishly scramble through the hedge to
watch the big beasts come into land. They were noted for a very heavy wing loading
and they certainly came in at great speed and a tremendous thump as they touched
down. If one of them had swung off the runway we wouldn’t have stood a chance!
A vote of thanks was given by Gordon Kinsey.
I was on holiday at the time of our June meeting and I am indebted to others for the
details.
Group Captain Tom Eeles has visited us recently and is an excellent speaker. He
came to see us this time to talk about a little known WW2 fighter/bomber.
The Westland Whirlwind is now the name of a helicopter but way back in the early
years of the Second World War the Westland Company produced an attractive
twin-engine conventional aeroplane. It was intended as a heavily armed escort
fighter and was equipped with two Rolls Royce Peregrine engines and four Hispano
20mm canons in the nose.. However it was phased out in 1942 in favour of the
Hawker Typhoon and Bristol Beaufighter. Rolls Royce discontinued the Peregrine
engine and concentrated on the Merlin.
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the Canadian air force journals to enquire if anyone knew of a red-headed Canadian
whom he had let fly his JU52!
Red’s brother in law, Don Elliot, was able to write to the German pilot and give him
details of Red’s subsequent adventures. Red must have been a real “character”. He
had been taken from Greece to Germany and managed to escape during that trip. He
was soon captured and sent to a Gestapo prison in Germany. At the centre compound
he and another Canadian had escaped by climbing the wire during a snowstorm.
Once again they were soon captured. His third escape attempt was made in daylight.
He and a friend had to swim a river with their clothes in a bag. On the other side they
found themselves in the midst of a German girl’s picnic. So that attempt didn’t last
very long! Don Elliot was in Stalag Luft 3 when all the inmates were marched
westward, but was left behind suffering from a throat infection and eventually
released by the Russians.
On his return to Canada after the war Don Elliot decided to train as a lawyer. As a
law student he went on a blind date with a girl who turned out to be – Red’s sister!
Don Elliot writes that in September 2007 they will celebrate their 60th wedding
anniversary.
ED

THE BRUNEVAL RAID
In January 1941 a reconnaissance Spitfire photographed a strange new rotating radar
aerial on the French coast. This was obviously a new radar device and we were more
than a little keen to find out more. British bomber losses had been mounting and it
was known that the Germans were transmitting a radar device at a previously unused
frequency. Perhaps this new radar was contributing to the sudden increase in bomber
losses?
Wellington's from109 squadron were fitted with wide band receivers to undertake
surveillance duties. They were known as ferrets and soon detected transmissions at
50/60mhz. This was indeed the new and mysterious radar frequency and we knew
that it was the Wurzburg radar that we urgently needed to understand.
The photograph by the PRU Spitfire was taken at a radar installation in the grounds
of a hotel on a cliff top at Bruneval, near Le Havre, This was to be the target of one
of the most daring and successful commando raids of WW2. It was code named,
“Operation Biting”.
Desperate situations called for desperate measures so Combined Operations, which
was under the command of Lord Louis Mountbatten, were approached to decide on
a course of action. The Germans had clearly considered the possibility of an attack
from the sea so it was decided to parachute a force in behind the installation to
dismantle the set and bring as much of it as possible back to England.
Men of the 1st Parachute Brigade were accompanied by an RAF Radar Operator,
Flight Sergeant Cox. They would photograph the radar in detail and carry off what
components they could manage. They were under the command of Major John Frost
and would be dropped from Whitley's of 51 squadron. These were commanded by
Squadron Leader Charles Pickard. Pickard was an extremely able RAF officer who
would surely have figured prominently in the RAF high command if he had not
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subsequently been killed in another daring and successful British venture, the
Amiens prison raid, which freed many condemned French Resistance workers.
“C” Company of the 1st Parachute Brigade made their final training jump on
February 15th, 1942. All the preparations were made more urgent by reports from
the French Resistance that the complex at Bruneval was being strengthened. Three
blockhouses had been observed being built and they were only 200 metres from the
radiolocation receiver block. This was in addition to the defences already in place
there – six feet thick barbed to stop any entrance/exit to the beach, machine gun posts
and a garrison of 30 men. The Resistance also reported that the Germans kept troops
at a nearby farmhouse.
Thus it was that on the night of February 27th/28th 1942 the Whitley bombers from
RAF Thruxton took off for the journey to Bruneval. The drop was relatively
uneventful apart from one group who were dropped some distance away. They
gathered at a rendezvous point and the attack on the target was swift. The Germans
in the house and the radio pit were killed. Then an attack came from enemy
reinforcements at another nearby farmhouse. While Cox worked to dismantle the
receiver Major Frost took 12 men to attack the Germans entrenched in the farmhouse.
The withdrawal was to be by sea and motor gunboats led by Commander FN Cook
of the Royal Australian navy were standing offshore. 32 men from the Royal
Fusiliers and South Wales Borderers were in the gunboats and they would go in with
the landing craft to pick up the paratroopers and give covering fire if necessary.
Eventually, when German resistance had been subdued, Frost led his men down to
the beach at 0215hrs but initially no contact was made with the naval force. Two
German destroyers and two E-boats had passed less than a mile from Cooks flotilla
and this had caused the delay. Finally the gunboats appeared and under heavy
German machine gun fire from the cliffs the men and captured German prisoners
boarded the gunboats. They powered their way back to Portsmouth and as daylight
broke the RAF appeared overhead to escort them.
The knowledge we obtained from this audacious raid was very significant indeed.
The Wurzburg radar was the primary ground based gun laying radar for both the
Luftwaffe and the German army and did indeed explain the mounting bomber losses.
Casualties on the British side were light. Two men were killed in the operation and
six were missing, all of whom survived the war. Incidentally Major Frost had been
given instructions that Flight Sergeant Cox should be shot if necessary rather than
be captured alive by the Germans. A chilling reminder of the brutality of war. Two
German prisoners were brought back, one of them the Wurzburg's operator. The
German report on the raid commented: “The operation of the British Commandos
was well planned and executed with great discipline... although attacked by German
soldiers they concentrated on their primary task.” The raid had been a great success
due in large measure to the element of surprise.
Lord Louis Mountbatten was never one to hide his light under a bushel and in his
forward to a 1974 book by George Millar, “The Bruneval Raid”, he wrote that he
had received a letter from German General Student, who had been watching the
German version of the television series “My Life and Times” which featured
Mountbatten. General Student described himself as “the creator of the German
paratroopers.” He told Lord Mountbatten that he was, “particularly impressed by the

suggestion you made at the beginning of 1942, as Chief of Combined Operations,
namely to take the Bruneval station in a “coup de main”, from the air. The successful
operation by Major Frost sent a great shock through Hitler’s headquarters!”
ALAN POWELL
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August Meeting - LANDGUARD FORT FELIXSTOWE
A dramatic & historic building portraying our English Heritage
Our August meeting this year was a trip to Landguard Fort at Felixstowe. The Fort
is situated on the estuary of the river Orwell were it joins the North Sea. Next door
is the Port of Felixstowe, a modern up to date container port which is in stark contrast
to the historic grandeur of the Landguard Fort. There is a lot of history surrounding
this area but our visit was solely, Landguard Fort.
This was a change from our normal August, ‘aviation’ biased visits, but it was a very
nice change. The visit was well supported by society members, their family and
friends, 48 in total. Following our visit to the Fort we enjoyed a late dinner, or was
it an early supper, you choose, at “The Victoria” pub at Felixstowe ferry. The
Victoria is no stranger to the MHAS, some of our 356th members will remember
spending two evenings there where they enjoyed a traditional English, ‘Fish & Chip’
supper whilst overlooking the river Deben estuary.
This was a mix and match visit. I say mix and match because 10 of our number had
previously visited the Fort so only wanted to eat. This left 38 who visited the Fort.
The evening was sunny with a slightly cool breeze, this
added to the haunting atmosphere of the Fort. Yes, there
is something eerie about visiting Landguard Fort during
the evening.
During its life large numbers of military personnel inhabited the Fort at any one time. Although large, the
Fort would have been a relatively confined area particularly when at one point in its history soldiers were
allowed to have their families live with them. This
undoubtedly created problems with relationships. For
those of us with a furtive imagination, it was possible to
sit back and close ones eyes and imagine that you were
there as one of those inhabitants.
We were shown around by four guides one of whom was
Col. Mervyn Lemon (Ret’d). Mervyn had previously
visited us and given us a talk, but on an entirely different
subject. He was dressed in a soldier’s uniform, which
reflected a past era. He had with him a flintlock musket,
which he loaded and fired several times. The sound
echoed through the empty Fort.
Strategically placed high on the walls of the Fort would
have been many cannon’s. The cannon we saw was a
full size fibreglass models, but it was its sheer physical
size that set one thinking as to the terrific noise that

