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EDITORIAL

From the Chair

Our AGM this year takes place on the same evening that this “Runway 22”
will be distributed, so a report on it will appear in the next issue. Judging by
the consistently high monthly meeting attendances we get I don’t somehow
think we have much to worry about.
Make a note in your diaries for Sunday 28th June. The Society have raised
considerable funds for a new monument depicting the aviation history of The
Heath. The Battle of Britain memorial Flight will be on their way back from
the Biggin Hill Air Fair and have agreed to salute us with a flypast. Also the
Red Arrows will be returning from France and have agreed to overfly us!
Wonder if we could get the Vulcan….? ! The full story is inside this newsletter.
September is still some way off and hopefully we can look forward to plenty
of summer weather. However, I must just remind folk of our forthcoming
Open Day. The team of volunteers have been beavering away with improvements to the Control Tower Museum and also clearing some of the surrounding scrub land. This should make for a more attractive and larger area to hold
the event, which is on Sunday 13th September, 2009. There are many attractions and we are expecting the Battle of Britain Flight Dakota to pay us
another visit. Much more information both about the dedication of the new
monument and the Open Day is on our excellent web site www.mhas.org.uk
A highly amusing article by Mick Corston, a former airman who served here
from 1950 to 1951 is just one of the delights awaiting our readers!

Alan mentioned in his Editorial that this newsletter will be distributed on the
same evening as the AGM is held and a report of the AGM will appear in the
next issue in September. This set me thinking.
The AGM was moved to enable our treasurer to get all the bank statements
etc. together to enable a more detailed report for the AGM. I personally don't
think that waiting until September for the AGM report is a good idea for
obvious reasons.
I would suggest that the new 2009/10 committee look at moving the newsletter dates, i.e. January, May, September back a month as from May next year.
This in effect would mean that the newsletters would then appear in June ,
October & February from then on.
This means that the May AGM can be covered in the June newsletter which
I think would be more sensible, what do you think?

By the way. If you like reading Runway 22 then please
renew your membership. If you have, then please disregard
this message otherwise, this could be your last issue.
Martyn

Membership Secretary Report

ED

OUR NEW MONUMENT
In the January issue of “Runway 22” I reported that the MHAS committee,
on behalf of the members, had launched an appeal to place a monument
between the existing war memorials on the barrack square.
The monument contains an inscription to record for posterity the role played
here on this historic Heath to aviation research and development during the
first half of the 20th century.
Well, I am delighted to say that our appeal did not fall on deaf ears and
several companies on The Heath have generously donated to this cause. I
reported in January that we were just about half-way to raising the funds
required and I can now report that we have successfully raised the required
£9000.
The monument will shortly be erected and a dedication ceremony will take
place at 3.30pm on Sunday, 28th June. Group Captain Quigley, who is Air
Warfare Centre Chief Engineer at Boscombe Down has kindly agreed to give
an address and unveil the monument. The full Battle of Britain Memorial
Flight are displaying at the Biggin Hill Air Fair and will depart from there to
Page 1

I would like to welcome the 5 new members since the last newsletter.
This brings the total membership to 331.
Peter Scotcher
Kenneth Laws
Diane Barrett
Marjorie Foubister Beverly Stevens
Should you know of anyone wishing to join the following fees apply:
Single Membership cost: £8 on joining, £7 per year thereafter.
Joint Membership costs: £13 on joining, £11 per year thereafter.
Should you wish to contact me my details are as follows:
4 Foxburrow Road, Purdis Farm, Ipswich, Suffolk. IP3 8UR
Telephone: (01473) 273326. - John Bulbeck

Thought for the day - Better to remain silent and be thought a fool
than to open your mouth and remove all doubt.
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LETTER SPOT
I had a nice letter from one of our American veteran members. Marvin Berger
is one of our honorary members and has just sent us a contribution towards
the museum. He tells me that, “I relive and enjoy every issue of “Runway
22”. I am 84 but it still seems like yesterday. Of all my memories the Mild
and Bitters at the Deben Avenue Bowling Club, where I was billeted, are
among the strongest”.
I was able to find an old photo of building he calls “the bowling club”. Deben
Avenue was built in the 30’s and the building at the far end was originally
built as a social club for the residents. I believe it had a sprung maple dance
floor at one time. It has now been converted into two private dwellings. ED

AN OBITUARY
Almost as we go to press I have to report the sad news of the passing of one
of our long standing members who regularly attended our monthly meetings..
Pat Shannon was known to many of us. He was known to all who knew him
as a charming man with a great sense of community spirit. In addition to
Martlesham Heath Aviation Society Pat had been a member of the RAFA for
many years. He was also involved with “Sound On”, reading for the blind
and a member of the local horticultural society. He died on Wednesday 8th
April in Ipswich Hospital. He had been unwell since before Christmas but
despite his failing health had recently attended one of our monthly meetings.
Pat was born a Londoner on December 23rd, 1923 and his training as a
compositor was interrupted by WW2. He was in the RAF and spent most of
his war service in West Africa. On his return to RAF Balderton he met his
wife, Kelly, who was a WAAF. Pat and Kelly were married for 62 years.
After the war they set up home in London and Pat finished his apprenticeship.
He worked on Fleet Street for 20 years before moving to Suffolk to join the
East Anglian Daily Press before finally retiring.
Pat is survived by Kelly and daughters Anne and Pamela. Four granddaughters, Kerry, (in Australia), Glenn, Katy, (in Ireland) and Emily. Two granddaughters, Anneka and Eleanor.

AN OBITUARY
We also have to report the death of the kind lady who donated the ball-gown
made from a German parachute.
Mrs Myrtle Radcliff died on 5th April aged 85.
She was a seventeen year old girl when, with her father, saw a JU88 coming
down on fire with a crew member baling out. The German airman surrendered to them and her father retrieved the parachute after handing over his
prisoner to the local police station at Needham Market. Myrtle wore the dress
for many dances before storing it and eventually donating it to our museum.

ED
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salute the new monument at 3.45pm.
Incidentally Group Captain Quigley reminded me that this is the 70th anniversary year of the relocation of the Aeroplane And Armament Experimental
Establishment from Martlesham Heath to Boscombe Down. He is most keen
to mark that occasion.
We are most grateful to the following for their generous donations. British
Telecom, Graingers Residential, (the residential landlord on The Heath),
Richard Barker and Industrious Ltd who own the Barrack Square area.
Martlesham Parish Council gave us a grant towards the cost and we at
Martlesham Heath Aviation Society also donated a significant amount. Other
donations were received by private well-wishers including a substantial
figure from a local trust fund who wish to remain anonymous

We most sincerely thank all those who subscribed towards this important
venture. Clearly we are not the only ones who believe that future generations
should be aware of our historic past.
It would be great to see many of our members and their families on Sunday
28th June. We hope you will mark this in your diaries?
When we knew that we were successful in securing the Battle of Britain
Memorial Flight we were told, “oh yes, and by the way, The Red Arrows are
displaying in France that weekend and will over-fly you on the way home!”
Sadly I have just received an email from RAF Cranwell, “sorry old boy, no
can do!” (Or words to that effect!), the Red Arrows will be too late to pay you
a visit. I know now that they are flying in to Biggin Hill to refuel and I guess
they will be closing the show there.
Alan Powell
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CONCORDE TALK
We are pleased to announce that a special meeting has been arranged and will
be the occasion of an illustrated talk entitled, “The Story of Concorde”. It will
be delivered by none other than Chris Orlebar, Concorde Pilot, Concorde
Instructor, and Author of the definitive Book on the aircraft.
It will take place on Friday, 22nd May at our usual venue, Martlesham
Community Hall, Felixtowe Road, Martlesham.
Tickets cost just £3 for members and £5 for non-members. Tickets may be
obtained from Martyn Cook, telephone (01473) 614442 or email
martyn.mhas@btopenworld.com for instructions. We are expecting a really
good turn-out for this event so book early folk!
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Service airman he applied for pilot training. Something that National Servicemen would not normally be considered for. He was initially trained as a
Radar Mechanic but
persistence paid off and young Ian eventually got his “wings,” and the RAF
was to be his life. This was the dawning of the jet age and his first aeroplane
was the De Havilland Vampire. Various overseas postings included Malta
and here he was piloting the air reconnaissance version of the English
Electric Canberra.
Eventually Ian joined British Aerospace and was engaged on the development of the Tucano. This turboprop powered aircraft is of Brazilian design
and is built under licence at Short Bros, Belfast. The aircraft handling is
similar to a jet aircraft and it is employed as a training aircraft for fast jet
pilots.
John Pyle, who is one of our members, gave an illustrated talk at our monthly
meeting on Friday, 6th March. The subject was, “Vertical Short Take Off and
Landing”. John Pyle has now retired but formerly worked at the MOD and
was involved with the development of the Chieftain tank.
John described the evolution of vertical lift aircraft from airships to helicopters and aeroplanes like the famous Harrier. An extraordinary number of
experimental types have been built over the years and testing them has
caused a high number of test pilot fatalities. Helicopters were used both by
the Germans and the Americans from the middle of World War Two. One of
the first successful helicopters to enter large-scale production was developed
by the Russian born, naturalised American, Igor Sikorsky. The British Harrier vertical take-off jet fighter is no longer in production. Highly sophisticated, heavily armed helicopters like the Apache are more suitable for the
current military threat.
April and our meeting featured a lady speaker. Sarah Newsome, who works
for English Heritage at Cambridge, gave an illustrated talk entitled,
“Suffolk’s Defended Shore”.
Sarah, who is co-editor of a book of the same name, held her audience with
many illustrations of Suffolk’s defences since Henry V111, but her own
archaeological work concentrates on the defences raised during WW2. The
Suffolk shoreline is, for the most part, without high cliffs and the many
pillboxes and gun emplacements were built during the war. They have, of
course, mostly long disappeared because of the erosion of the sea, but many
photo records were made. Sarah was surprised to see so many faces and we
were able to tell her that she was speaking to approximately 140 interested
listeners!
ED
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WINSTON CHURCHILL QUOTES

MARTLESHAM 1950/51. A LIGHT-HEARTED LOOK

Lady Astor to Churchill "Winston, if you were my husband I would flavour
Your coffee with poison”.
Churchill: "Madam, if I were your husband, I should drink it"
Bessie Braddock, (Labour MP), to Churchill. "Winston, you’re drunk!"
Churchill: "Madam, you're ugly, but tomorrow morning I shall be sober"
When Winston Churchill was learning to fly there was a mix up between him
and his instructor as to who was actually handling the controls, and the
aeroplane started to plummet. When the instructor described the incident as
“falling between two stools”, Churchill replied, “more a case of stalling
between two fools!”

Our speaker our January meeting was Mr “Taff” Gillingham and his subject
was, “Remembrance And The Great War – A British View”. Taff was
accompanied by a friend dressed in authentic WW1 full battledress uniform.
Attendance was very good considering the time of year and the weather.
Taff tried to dispel the myth that the Great War was a case of “lions being led
by donkeys”. He explained that the British army at the outbreak of the war
was a mere 200,000 strong. Most other countries in Europe had conscription
and their armies for the most part consisted of millions. Certainly this was
true of both Germany and France. He explained that it is often thought that
the German Mauser rifle was superior to the British Lee Enfield rifle. The
opposite was in fact the case. The Mauser held ammunition clips of five
bullets against 10 for the Lee Enfield. Also the Lee Enfield could be fired
more rapidly because, unlike the Mauser, the rifle bolt could be operated
without the soldier removing his eye from the sight.
Taff Gillingham was very passionate about his belief that the Great War was
well fought by the British. The justification and reason for the war was not
debated.
February and despite a dire forecast of freezing conditions we once again had
an excellent turn-out well in excess of 100 hardy members and friends
Our March meeting featured Mr Ian Wormald. Ian is one of our members
who originated from Suffolk and has now, after a long career in the RAF and
British Aerospace, returned to live locally. Ian was accompanied by his
mother and also his wife, Stephanie. The illustrated talk was entitled, “Fifty
Years Out and Back to Suffolk.”
Ian began his working career working at Fison’s Levington research station,
but the flying bug was in his system and whilst serving his time as a National

I first came across services 'Carry on' type humour when leaving St Athen in
Wales after training to be an engine mechanic. I had put down for a posting
to the Far-East. As a young lad in 1950 I thought it would be the only chance
I would ever get of seeing it.
'I see you've put down for the Far-East”, said the Corporal with a smirk.
'Yes, Corporal'
'Well, we're going to send you to Martlesham Heath'
'I've never heard of it. Is that the Far-East?'
“Yes, Laddie, From Wales it's about as far East as you can go'. He threw the
travel warrant across the counter. 'If you go any further you'll be in the sea'.
(Much chortling from those around him.)
For three long months I had been taught about engines, small ones, the
de-Havilland Gypsy, looked like an engine from the stone-age and I wasn't
impressed. Anyway when they fitted them to aircraft they put them in upside
down. Then there was the Bristol Centaurus, a right brute of a thing. An
air-cooled, radial, eighteen cylinder twin row sleeve valve. It terrified me just
to look at it. Far too big and complicated to ever work, I thought. Then there
was the good old Rolls-Royce Merlin. A sensibly arranged V12 27 litre
water-cooled engine with a two-speed supercharger “to put the wind up the
rest of the engine”, as one instructor would have it.
On the last day of the course a Sergeant instructor appeared with a smile on
his face. A very bad sign that.
'Your intake has been very lucky' he announced.
A groan went up.
'You're not going home on leave this weekend to your mothers cooking', a
big smile now. 'You're going to stop here in sunny Wales'.
Louder groans and some crying.
'Yes, you are the first intake to take the Turbine Course. So it's another couple
of months here Lads. Aren't you just the lucky ones?'
He did not wait for an answer.
So we had another six weeks to learn about the 'Blow Lamps' One was the
de-Havilland Goblin and I thought they were having us on. Vintage motor
bikes had a chuck-away oil system, no sump it just found its way onto the
road. The oil was delivered by a Pilgrim Pump and you've guessed it, a
couple of these were on the Goblin to feed the front and rear bearings
together with a chuck-away oil system. Of course the Rolls-Royce Derwent
was nicely engineered and had a return oil tank. As it happened I was being
sent to Martlesham to service a Mosquito and a Meteor was supposed to
arrive later.
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MONTHLY MEETINGS ROUNDUP

Martlesham was then a branch of Farnborough so there was an interesting
variety of aircraft fitted with early radar, Instrument Landing Systems, how
to drop Atomic Bombs and I am sure other goings on that were really kept
secret.
I worked on Mosquito 949 and liked it. Mostly it was refuelling duties,
standing on top of the wings with Airframes (he looked after everything apart
from the engines) pouring lovely green 120 octane into the tanks.
The Pilot of 949 was a well spoken extremely shy ginger headed Officer who
it was rumoured was married to a soap kings daughter. Nobody quite knew
what that meant but it sounded very impressive. I continually pestered him
for flights and he always gave in rather than argue. On my first flight I was
sent over to get a parachute and I had no idea how to wear it. Having been
handed it over the counter I tried one leg through the mass of tangled
webbing then the other. After which I managed to get my arm through
somewhere and the other arm seemed to be wedged behind my neck. I was
then rescued and instructed by a WRAF who was laughing hysterically.
Take off in a Mosquito was a fun time because of the torque from the two
massive propellers it consisted of violent swerves down the runway countered by vigorous correcting applications by one of the brakes. Once in the
air things calmed down a bit but in any negative 'G' we were treated to the
spectacle of various screw drivers, spanners, Kit-Kat wrappers and other
assorted objects left by generations of conscientious ground crew.
As I remarked earlier, Pilot Ginger was exceptionally shy and discipline was
definitively not his strong point. If you were on a minor charge such as being
caught at midnight behind one of the hangers with the Station commanders
daughter or letting the Adjutants tyres down on the way back from the pub it
was his job to discipline you and everyone felt sorry for him. When you
entered his office such was his embarrassment he could hardly speak let
alone award Jankers. A supreme example of Mr. Nice was as follows. Late
one night I was under the wing of my Mosquito 949 on a pair of steps
draining a drop of petrol, which was on the ration then, into my Rudge
engined AJW motor bike. Then of all times he came back presumably for
something he had left in his office. I stared at him dumbfounded having been
caught in the act. He took the situation in at a glance and said 'Leave some in
it for me, Corston'. and passed on while I nearly passed out.
In our hanger we also had an Anson. One of the first ones built from the look
of it. It was usually flown by a small quiet Officer who was an acrobatic ace
in the Proctor. Anyway because of my usual pestering I had many a flight
with him. The Anson seemed to be used as a 'Gofor1 and several flights were
to Binbrook in Lincolnshire to get cartridge starters for the Canberra. Once
returning to Martlesham we flew into dense fog and he asked me if I could
look out and recognise any landmarks. I turned sideways to look out of the
window and after five minutes or so turned back and was amazed to see was

formation of eight aircraft, to fly in two finger four formations for some battle
drill at 30,000 feet plus. Inevitably, the two NCO pilots in the formation, a dour,
monosyllabic Czech Master Pilot, one Joe Czamecki and myself, were numbers
seven and eight respectively, or tail end Charlie’s,
The formation took off from Horsham St. Faith and climbed easterly. We
found ourselves well out over the North Sea, at about 34,000 feet charging back
and forth, weaving our ephemeral patterns as we turned 90 or 180° or made a
practice emergency "break" to port or starboard as ordered. This, for most flyers
in the formation, required a good deal of throttle movement to regain a proper
position in the fighting formation, but Joe and I had learned at trick or two.
Finding ourselves on the out side of a turn, we would go up and cross over
behind the leader's tail to arrive on the inside, usually with no throttle
movement at all, and a consequent saving of a little fuel each time. We watched
our fuel tank level reach 40/40, then 30/30, and we were still at 34,000 feet,
well to the east of Great Yarmouth, and it was not until we were showing
20/20 that we were turned to base and then, instead of maintaining height until
Horsham was about 45° below the horizon, and then making a rapid descent to
join the circuit, break and land, our gallant leader lost height offshore so that we
crossed the coast at 1,500 feet heading for base, at which height we were burning
about one gallon a mile, with our fuel gauge indicators almost on the stops. Joe
and I had quite expected one pilot, maybe more, to eject from his aircraft with
no fuel remaining, and no airfield in sight However we ran in toward base,
changing from two finger fours to two fours in echelon starboard, and then broke
formation to land.
Joe and I broke and landed normally and taxied into dispersal, stopped, shut
down and climbed out, realising that there were only four aircraft in line, and
not eight! The remaining four could be seen scattered around the airfield, as
it appeared that, on the command "Break", the formation had not broken in
the normal orderly fashion to land in sequence of number, but had literally
disintegrated, as pilots, with their fuel gauges registering empty, simply made
a dart at the nearest piece of concrete. Our eight aircraft had landed in four
different directions on the three-runway airfield. Puzzled? Easy really - two
aircraft had landed from opposite ends of the same runway, and each of the four
aircraft missing from the line had one engine stop after the wheel hit the
tarmac, with one chap having had both stop before he rolled to the end of his
particular runway . Just 10 seconds more in the air out on that particular sortie
would have had a number of pilots ejecting very close to the airfield, and a
number of wrecked Meteors to be accounted for at the subsequent court
martial. They don't come any closer than that!
RICHARD GREGORY
(Richard is one of our members – ED)
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In the 1950s, when the Meteor 8 was Fighter Command, with dozens of
squadrons on our eastern and southern seaboards charged with intercepting and
turning back the Russian surveillance aircraft, usually met over the wild and
wasting waters of the cold, grey North Sea, 365 days a year, Central Fighter
Establishment at West Raynham was a great power in the land. They ran the
Day Fighter Leaders' School. At the time it was usual in the command to aim
to be back in the circuit with a fuel state of 40/40, or 40 gallons a side, which
erred very much the generous, and the Leaders' School proclaimed and practises
"Limit flying", aiming to get as much out of every airborne sortie as was
humanly possible.
So it happened that, when one of our flight commanders arrived back on the
squadron hyped up with this technique and eager to practise it, he put together a

doing the same thing. Feet and hands off the controls as the good old girl flew
steadily on through the fog. After a few more minutes he reverted to the
controls and asked me if I had spotted anything. I said I may have seen the
140 road but was not sure. Shortly after the fog lifted and we found ourselves
over Ipswich and we turned for home.
On another occasion the old Anson had an experience of a different kind. We
were sitting in the crew room which was full of cigarette fug as usual when
outside a loud exited voice called out,
'The Anson can only get one wheel down!'.
We all rushed out to see the fun and sure enough there she was circling round
in this unusual configuration.
I turned to the airframe Mec. Who's name I will keep secret and said 'What's
up Turner?' I noticed he had face had taken on a magnificent shade of Dulux
brilliant white.
'I think I know what's up’, He whispered.
We turned and watched as the Pilot thoughtfully feathered the prop in the
horizontal position over the missing wheel on his approach. It was amazing
how long he managed to ballet dance on one wheel until it tipped over and
slid to a graceful stop.
I stared at the horror stricken Turner and had an idea. 'Come on!'. I shouted.
The next minute we were on my AJW hurtling towards the Anson on 120
octane.
Turner had the engine cowling open in a flash and levered the cable of the
undercarriage lock back onto its pulley. After the Pow-wow of Officers
around the plane broke up the Station Commander came up and said 'It's nice
to see you ground crew get off the mark so quickly. Nice work lads'.
Afterwards the Anson was fitted with a bit of a metal wing on one side to
match the canvas on the other but being a good old girl she didn't mind this
indignity one little bit.
Another source of mystery and amusement was the Python Linc. as it was
known to one and all. It had a Python Turbo Prop and a Merlin on each wing.
It carried a huge bomb in its belly so big that it almost dragged on the runway.
This was flown and dropped at Orford Island where it must have given some
of the wild life a nasty headache. However it was that landings that were
spectacular. It was flown by a Polish Pilot and the landings consisted of a
number of gigantic leaps down the runway. It used to really enjoy itself as it
bounded along the runway. Once it proved itself to be a fine All Terrain
Lincoln by over shooting and bouncing most of the way to Rushmere. Many
years later I read that it was a beast to fly because the Pythons would not go
onto fine pitch and act as a brake like the Merlins so the Pilot had to make the
best of bad job.
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Handley Page 0/400 C9681 with No1 Squadron Royal Australian Flying
Corps. At Haifa 1918. Gordon Kinsey records in his book “Martlesham
Heath” that this aircraft was at Martlesham in August 1917, “for handling
trials”.
In his book, “The Seven Pillars of Wisdom”, Lawrence amusingly wrote, “At
Um el Surab the Handley Page bomber stood majestic on the grass with
Bristol fighters like fledglings under its wings. Round it the admiring Arabs
were saying, “indeed at last they have sent us THE aeroplane, of which these
things were foals”. Before night rumours of Feizel’s resources went over
Jebel Druse and the hollow of Hauran, telling people that now for sure, the
balance was weighed on our side”.
ALAN POWELL

Advert.
Fly BA - Breakfast in London – Lunch in New York – Luggage in Australia.

245 SQUADRON VERSUS DFLS

At last the Meteor Mark 4 arrived at Martlesham. I was rather chuffed
because everyone came to look it over and I had the honour of showing them
round. The next morning Nice Ginger sat himself at the controls and went
through the instruction book thoughtfully provided by Glosters to familiarise
himself with how to fly it. Which was how it was done in those days no
namby-pamby flight simulators. You just had to go for it and go for it he did.
Give it some stick on the throttles and up she went with a roar leaving a
pleasing smell of paraffin over half of Suffolk. It's much easier to fly than the
Mosquito he enthused when he landed and taxied in. It was also much easier
for me as well. Dip the oil every so often, it never used any, and that was
about it. Good old British made Rolls-Royce Derwents. There was one little
incident which befell it. It is quite important to have the undercarriage down
when landing. Ginger forgot one day and realising is mistake went round
again. But he bounced on the engine cowlings denting the bottoms rather
badly. Bit flat on the bottom they were. Two fitters from Glosters came down
and within four days it was as good as new. They were happy as they had
been allowed a week for the work so they had a day off and the Bill came to
£87 and some pence. I wonder what you would get done for that money now.
Then there was the day when the Canberra was delivered. The fool has made
a mistake we all thought as it flew high over Martlesham, a mere speck in the
sky. Then it did a very peculiar thing. It began to descend horizontally. We
gazed open mouthed as with a slow twist it aligned itself perfectly with the
end of the runway. Then to cap it all the pilots landing speed was so slow he
turned off half way down and taxied up the road to the hanger. The hood
opened and a gent climbed out wearing a Harris tweed jacket complete with
the compulsory leather patches on the elbows, smoking a pipe. He waved to
the crowd and his body language said, ‘that's the way you fly one of these,
chap's.’ He got a well deserved round of applause. Incidentally when it was
first refuelled by the ground crew they filled the fuselage tank up before the
wing tanks. The tail went down and there it she sat in a take off pose. Ah well,
we all live and learn at least some of us do. Always read the manual first!
There are two sorts of Walrus. One sort lies on cold beaches, eats, sleeps and
passes wind and those didn't worry me but the other sort absolutely terrified
me. It was always when I was on duty crew when the other sort flew in. I used
to exit the crew room at high speed and try to head for the woods to hide
before being rugby tackled by the Sergeant for it was my duty to refuel the
wretched contraption. It was an amphibian, two wings with a pusher engine
mounted between them. I thought it must have been the result of a Christmas
party in the drawing office but I have no doubt it did what it was designed for
well enough. To refuel it you had to have a good head for heights and be
good at gymnastics. You climbed on top of the fuselage and then opened a
hatch in the engine cowling and a rope ladder came down. You climbed up
this through the cowling and on to the top wing which sloped backwards at
about thirty degrees about twenty five feet from the ground. While you were
doing your best to put the nozzle in the hole the rest of the ground crew would

be known as). The order followed instructions from the Chief of Air Staff
himself, Lord Trenchard, who had previously encountered Lawrence when
in Cairo in 1921. Lawrence had then made an informal request to Lord
Trenchard to “join this Air Force of yours some day” Nevertheless, despite
these high-powered interventions, two RAF doctors found him to be medically unsuitable.
The matter was referred to the CO of the Recruitment office, who said “for
goodness sake watch your step – this man is Lawrence of Arabia, get him in
the Force or you will get your bowler hat! (This was RAF slang for a swift
return to civvy street!) Yes, “Lawrence of Arabia” had certainly carved a
reputation for himself and could call upon the highest ranks in the Royal Air
Force to assist him!
Incidentally the recruiting officer who enlisted Lawrence later became the
best selling author of the “Biggles” books.
The decision to join the RAF as a mere AC2 shocked his friends. He
explained it by saying he wanted to “brain sleep” and was also keen to write
a second book, this time about the RAF.
He left the RAF in 1923 and this time joined the Tank Corps. He hated the
army and rejoined the RAF in 1925 under a new alias, TE Shaw. This name
he eventually adopted by deed poll.
Lawrence, (Shaw), was sent to India until a rebellion in Afghanistan occurred. The press speculated that he was responsible and Shaw was sent home.
One of our correspondents, whose name unfortunately I do not have, wrote a
letter which was published in “Runway 22”. He wrote that when he was at
Martlesham in 1932. TE Shaw was at Felixtowe and often rode his Brough
Superior motorbike through the station. After returning from India Shaw had
become involved in the development of speedboats for air-sea rescue and this
was presumably why he was at the MAEE at Felixtowe. Our correspondent
wrote that he had “a rather noisy water cooled Scott motor cycle and had to
live with the name “Scotty” ever afterwards! He had tried to catch Shaw on
more than one occasion, without success!
TE Shaw remained a lowly aircraftsman for the rest of his time with the RAF.
He was now more philosophical and felt he was making a useful contribution.
He dreaded the prospect of retiring in 1935.
Riding one of his beloved Brough Superior motorcycles Lawrence roamed
the country at speed during his off-duty hours, visiting friends and forging
new friendships. He would pay surprise visits to some of the important names
of the times. People like Mr and Mrs Bernard Shaw, John Buchan, (the
author). and Lady Astor, and he would race up to London to go to the Proms.
Shaw was eventually killed at the age of 46 riding his Brough Superior. The
whole nation were shocked at his untimely death.
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LAWRENCE OF ARABIA – LEGEND AND RAF AC2
At the outbreak of the Great War in August 1914 a certain TE Lawrence
joined the geographical section of the War Office in London. He was commissioned as a second lieutenant in October and was despatched to the
Middle East. Before the war he had worked in Syria as a young archaeologist.
Now in Cairo, Lawrence worked in intelligence to assist in the conduct of the
war against Turkey, which was fighting on Germany's side. One of their aims
was to see how the Arab tribes might be encouraged to rise up against the
Turks.
As well as becoming fluent in Arabic, Lawrence developed a deep sympathy
for the Arabs who had lived for centuries under Turkish rule. Turkey was on
the side of Germany during the Great War and Lawrence and his colleagues
were successful in provoking an Arab revolt against the Turks.
He undertook a perilous mission behind enemy lines and worked with the
Arab irregular forces for the next two years. Lawrence fought in the desert
landscape of Wadi Rum. Lawrence's guerrilla warfare undermined successfully Germany's Ottoman ally - they blew up sections of the vital Hejaz
Railway, which carried Muslim pilgrims from Syria to holy sites, and raided
Turkish positions.
Britain’s Egyptian Expeditionary Force was led by the highly competent
General Allenby. Lawrence behind the lines was now an important figure in
the Arab Campaign and was trusted by both Allenby and the Arabian Emir
Feizel, who was later to become king of Iraq. His main aim in this was to
deliver a military success for the Arabs that would lead them to self-government. The legend of “Lawrence of Arabia” was established.
During the Middle East Campaign the new 0/100 and 0/400 heavy bombers
built by Handley Page were flown out from England These were indeed
pioneering days of flight and many incidences were recorded. On one occasion in 1919 Lawrence was offered a lift in a HP 0/400 from London to
Heliopolis, (Cairo Airport). The aircraft set a new record of 36 hours over
five days for the journey. On arrival over Heliopolis the crew were astonished
to see that Lawrence had climbed on to the wing in order obtain a vantage
point and guide the pilot to the aerodrome!
Lawrence was a complex character and in 1922 he decided to join the RAF
as an ordinary aircraftman under the pseudonym John Hume Ross. He hoped
to avoid the attention of the media. Apparently he presented himself at a
recruiting office in London and the NCO at the reception desk was most
unimpressed at the small gaunt figure before him. His application to join was
refused and he was sent away. Only to return with a messenger from the Air
Ministry. The messenger carried an order from Air Vice Marshall Sir Oliver
Swann for the immediate enlistment of Lawrence, (or Ross as he preferred to

be doing their best to shake the plane and throw clods of earth at you or
anything else that came to hand. They all seemed to think it was great fun but
to me it was life or death.
There were other amusements provided by the thoughtful RAF to keep our
spirits up.
One of these was the Jolliff (I hope that's spelt right) Trophy. This was an
award for the best mess, food and building would be taken into consideration.
A judging body would inspect all the canteens in the RAF (it's Okay for
some) and they came to the conclusion that the Martlesham one was the best
of the bunch and the trophy would be awarded by the Air Officer Commanding.
When the great day for the presentation arrived the transformation had to be
seen to be believed. The floor and the long tables had been polished and upon
them were water jugs, condiments and vases of flowers which some of the
dumber airmen began to nibble at. In the centre of the hall stood a Chef in
full whites wearing a hat about five feet tall standing in front of a huge ham
carving off a large slice to anyone who approached him. At the servery the
cooks loaded plates with goodies most of us had never seen before. When we
were all seated a hush descended as the gold braid party entered. In front was
the AOC who I gathered was a couple of ranks above my SAC followed by
the Station Commander, the Adjutant and a whole string of junior Officers
eager to take part in the grand parade.
I heard the familiar, 'Any complaints?', being asked by the AOC as he made
his way down the hall and judging by the "No Sirs' all was well.
'Any complaints?' he asked our table and Wally Payne stood up.
The AOC stopped abruptly and the line behind caterpillared into him. If he
heard the snigger that went round the hall he showed no sign of it. I noticed
the Adjutants face had turned a green red colour as he probably worked out
where he was going to have Wally shot in the morning.
'Yes, what are they?' the AOC asked with a kindly smile.
That set Wally Payne off. 'Well’, he began 'This lot is costing a small fortune
and our messing allowance is just one and three pence a day. This whole
thing is a complete farce'.
We all waited with baited breath. How was the great man going to handle this
tricky situation.
The AOC considered Wally’s statement for a moment then he asked 'And
when is your demob date, Airman?'.
'It's next Tuesday'. Wally Payne replied somewhat surprised.
'I wish you well in Civy Street1 said the AOC and with a friendly nod moved
on.
And I thought, that's why he's an AOC and I'm a SAC.
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Once when we were on duty flight a plane flew in at dusk and we had to
two-six into the large hanger where Tesco’s now stands. The doors were
filled with concrete to protect the aircraft and weighed about twenty tons.
Unfortunately our Fight Sergeant had put his push bike in the wrong place
and there was a crunching noise as the massive door folded it in half. Now he
was a very brave man having served ten ops as a tail end Charlie but he still
could not hold back his tears.. Of course we had a whip round for a new bike.
The Yanks are coming and they certainly came. The Super Sabres flew into
Bentwaters/Woodbridge together it was said with four thousand personnel.
However, a couple of days later when we went into Ipswich it seemed like
four million had arrived. They were everywhere. Sixty or seventy on each
street corner, whistling and whooping at passers by and making sounds that
almost sounded like speech. Of course we were intensely jealous. Our
chances of scoring with the opposite sex were now strictly zero. However we
gained some satisfaction from a know-all in our group who said that if
anyone stood in front of a Sabre as it was running up there was a good chance
they would be sucked up into the air intake. I never knew if this was true or
not but to my to my lasting shame after a few beers sometimes I hoped it was.
There are several other stories I could tell but enough nostalgia is enough. I
have fond memories of Martlesham so to me it was one of those rare RAF
Stations, a good posting. I must also apologise for any discrepancies or
exaggerations in these reminiscences for they took place nearly sixty years
ago and at my age memory is fading fast. In the end my stay at pleasant
Martlesham came to an abrupt halt and I was posted overseas. But that's
another story.
MICK CORSTON.

NOT ALL GOOD NEWS
“HELLO, I’m from the future.” The creature announced as it jumped out of
the Large Hadron Collider. “After the Bad Thing happened life was pretty
bad, but we’ve invented the thing called Fire and now life seems pretty good.
So I’ve brought you some Fire.”
The second time traveller announced that, “after the Bad Thing and Fire we
were very happy except for carrying heavy things. So we invented the Wheel
and now life is almost perfect. So here’s the Wheel.”
And the third time traveller declared that, “life was almost perfect, but we
still had to work. Now we’ve invented something to abolish work and it’s
called Money. You just pass it around and apparently, if you pass it quick
enough it grows and grows all by itself and nobody has to work at all. So I’ve
brought you some Money.”
From the New Scientist magazine
How topical! ED.
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The following poem is published here by permission of Mr Whitby’s
widow. He was a consultant surgeon.

THEY ALSO
The few we know. They made themselves a name
And wrote it clear in contrails in the sky;
Achieved a brief or else a lasting fame;
Then fell, a sable plume behind a flame;
Spun down like leaves before an autumn gale;
Or lived the summer through to tell the tale.
But what of those who never fired a gun?
Who died like fledglings in and around the nest?
For them no “scramble,” or dog fight, lost or won;
For them no weaving or squinting at the sun;
No “tally ho,” no bandit in their sights;
No drawn out days, no twitch, no sleepless nights.
Betrayed by their machines or lack of skill;
The drew the knave when it was aces high;
A stall, a spin, a hilltop in the cloud;
A height misjudged, the spray or smoke a shroud;
The unforeseen before they knew the drill;
A price to pay where one mistake could kill.
You’ll find them not in books about “the few;”
Just name and rank and age, the date, a crest;
In little churchyards shaded by the Yew;
Near long deserted ‘dromes from which they flew;
Forgotten by the rest of us who live,
They gave their lives, what more can young man give?

JD Whitby.
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