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EDITORIAL
Welcome to the autumn edition of our newsletter. What a typical English
summer of sunshine and showers. It seems only yesterday that I produced the
Last Runway 22 and here we are again – looking autumn in the face!
Thanks to Howard King all of us who took a trip to Brooklands had a great
day out at this home of both British aviation and motor racing.
Our member Mick Corston has written a book, “Life’s a Laugh”, and Mick
can certainly see the funny side of life. Another episode from his book is
between these pages. Have a laugh with Mick!
At this time, the 70th anniversary of the Battle of Britain, I have included a
piece about the WAAF’s whose job it was to monitor the transmissions by
Luftwaffe fighter and bomber pilots as they flew across the channel to attack
England.
Our Archivist, Alan Smith has included a piece about the Short Sperrin. Only
two were ever built and one of them was at Martlesham in the early post-war
years. The more advanced design concept of the V-bombers overtook the
Sperrin and its development was brought to an end.
When a party of us from MHAS visited Bletchley Park last autumn there was
an exhibition celebrating the wartime exploits of Ian Fleming, author of the
James Bond books. In fact Ian Fleming was at the very centre of British
intelligence operations during WW2 and was one of a very few people let
into the secret that we were often able to break the German Enigma cipher.
This must have been the inspiration for his famous character, James Bond. I
have done a little research into his life and times and hope this is of interest.
I must apologise on behalf of our members to the family of one of our
American veterans. Alex Kovacs died at the beginning of 2010 and his
obituary should rightfully have been included in our spring issue of Runway
22. It is included in this edition together with a story of how he was instrumental in retrieving the Book of Remembrance.
Please keep your contributions coming in. If it doesn’t appear in the very next
edition it may well appear in a future Runway 22.

ED

SHORT S.A.4 SPERRIN
When the Air Ministry issued Specification B.14/46 for a 4 Jet Lincoln
replacement aircraft. A medium range bomber for world-wide use. The
performance called for included cruising at maximum continuous cruising
power at heights from 35,000 to 45,000 ft. at a speed of 390 mph. The
maximum speed in level flight should be as high as possible. The maximum
operational radius of action with a 10,000 lb bomb load must be 1,500 miles.
The bomb load was to be carried internally, either with conventional or
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Pictures Courtesy of:

Tarkey Barker

Membership Secretary Report
I would like to welcome 12 new members since the last newsletter.
Sonia Rutherford
Ronald Hurst
Marilyn Hurst
Eugenie Banyard
Susan Banyard
Ronald Brewer
Joseph McElroy
Colin Wells
Denis Atkins
Jean Boswell
Lord Freeman
Debra Spinks
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:
Joe Cox : 43 Exeter Road : Felixstowe : Suffolk : IP11 9AT
Telephone: (01394) 282047
e-mail: joecox@hotmail.com
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displayed his beautiful raptors on a static display for everyone to see and
later, gave, or rather his hawk’s gave a flying display in which Keith
invited the children to participate in, well done Keith that was a good idea.
Oh by the way Keith keeps the runways of RAF Mildenhall and Lakenheath free from birds.
The Chinditz mules were once again on display with Bill in the uniform
that was standard issue at that time.
During the opening ceremony, our tenth anniversary by the way, the Local
Air Gunners Standard was presented to MHAS for safe keeping, with only
three members left they decided that it was a fitting time to lay their
Standard up. This is the 2nd Standard that we now have in safe keeping,
the other belonged to the Ipswich RAF Association presented again for
safe keeping when they decided to close.
After the welcoming speeches a flight of white doves were released by our
balcony guests. Four were released by the Air Gunners and and their
Standard bearer. Two more were then released by Gordon Kinsey and
Wing Commander Ken Wallis, Gordon had a little difficulty holding his
bird, I bet he never had that problem as a young man.
Maurice Hammond once again came to our rescue regarding a flyby as we
were unable to get any of the B of B Memorial flight to come and see us.
Although not carrying out any aerobatics Maurice did fly over two or
three times, thank you Maurice.
Space unfortunately precludes me from mentioning you all but, here are a
few pictures courtesy of Tarkey Barker.
Martyn Cook - Chairman

nuclear weapons which at this date meant a bomb bay 30 feet long, 10 feet
wide and 10 feet deep. (This to accommodate the early nuclear weapon which
was large in size and girth.)
Modifications were later made to this Specification and two prototypes were
ordered , VX158 and VX161. It was decided that production aircraft would
not be ordered as the aircraft was a straight-wing design of conventional
construction and consequently slower that the swept wing design of the
Valiant and later Victor and Vulcan.
The Sperrin’s engine mounting was unusual as each wing carried two jet
engines mounted one above the other. The jets were Rolls Royce Avons
The first aircraft, VX158, made its maiden flight on 10 August 1951 and
appeared in the SBAC Display at Farnborough that year.
The second aircraft VX161 made its first flight on 12 August 1952 and was
fitted with up-rated Avon RA.3s. After tests this aircraft was delivered to
RAF Martlesham on 11 April 1953 for use by the Bomb Ballistics Unit of the
AIEU. Its large bomb bay being well suited to drop inert nuclear bombs over
the Orfordness Range for trajectory trials.
Although the unit was based at Martlesham, the weapons on test were
normally loaded and the aircraft flown from the Woodbridge airfield. This
was because of its remoteness and increased security.
It remained in use with the Martlesham unit and re-allotted to Farnborough
on 20 September 1954.

You must read the sign
below in the photo

Typhus keep .....

An air to air shot of VX161
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The first prototype, VX158, was allotted on 23 January 1954 for the purpose
of fitting of special engines. This resulted in the fitting of a de Havilland
Gyron engine in the port lower nacelle for use as a test bed by the de
Havilland Engine Co. The Gyron had a static thrust of 15,000 lb and VX158
made its first flight with this engine on 7 July 1955.
A second Gyron was later installed in the starboard lower position and with
two Gyrons, its first flight was made on 26 June 1956. During this flight, the
port outer undercarriage door became detached and fell into the sea. It was
then fitted with the door from VX161, which had finished its trials and was
at Sydenham, where it was used as a spares aircraft to keep VX158 airworthy.
The name Sperrin came from a range of hills in Northern Ireland.
ALAN SMITH – MHAS ARCHIVIST

it is buried in sand. This of course helps to drain the rain water away.
Sadly the panels purchased to carry out the task are nowhere near the
quality of the original panels, so much so that we have doubled and in
some places trebled each panel which has pushed up the cost.

Having cut all the galvanised sheets and primed them with bitumen the
next stage is to dig a trench along the end to enable us to slot the panels
into place.
I thought you may like to see a photo, ops, mind the legs!!

Control Tower Fun Day

A photo of the port “Gyron” installation in VX158

We cannot let this newsletter pass without mentioning the good fun we
all had along with the hundreds of people who came along to support us
on the day.
The area was again full of vehicles, both military and civilian and many
various stalls. The weather was again kind to us and despite there being
many other events on in the surrounding area the support we had was
tremendous.
Our President, Gordon Kinsey was on hand complete with his original hat
issued to him in the far east during WW2.
We welcomed back Wing Commander Ken Wallis one of our Vice
Presidents with Little Nellie, we really appreciated Ken being with us
especially as he had so far to come.
This year we invited Keith Mullen from Phoenix Bird Control. Keith
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of events at the heritage museum at Brockford can be accessed from the
web.
ED

OBITUARY - Lt Col. Elmer Alex Kovacs, USAF retd.
Alex, a World War 11 P-47 fighter pilot of the greatest generation, passed
away on Thursday, January, 28th 2010 in Baron Rouge. He was a native
of Fontana, California.
He is survived by his wife, Lora Lormand-Kovacs, daughters Kathryn,
and Susanne. Four grandchildren and four great-grandchildren and two
great great grandchildren. Stepdaughters, Leslie, Heidi and Jessica and
five step-grandchildren.
The parents of Alex were originally from Hungary.
Alexs Kovacs was a friend of MHAS and was known to many members.
He came over to see us a couple of times in the 90’s.
It was known that a book of remembrance existed that recorded all the
names of Americans who had died whilst serving at Martlesham. The
book had been assembled by Captain Hervey, who, with his wife, ran a
small field hospital in Little Bealings for injured airmen. It was sent back
to the US at the end of the war and one of our ex-members, Paul Firmin
MBE, who lives here at Martlesham, was determined to attempt to trace
the book.
Paul, with the help of the American Embassy, found the Martlesham Book
of Remembrance in a small museum in Alabama. Following a talk about
his quest to find the book Alex Kovacs drove from his home to the
museum. He told the curator about the importance of Martlesham Heath
to the 356th Fighter Group and they agreed that it should be returned and
placed in its rightful place here in the church of St Michael’s and All
Angels, where it was always intended that it should be. Paul Firmin had
prepared a copy of the book but thankfully, due to the efforts of Paul and
Alex Kovacs we now have the original book.
It resides for all time underneath the stained glass windows at the church
here on the Heath and is available to be inspected by all.
ED

The Air Raid Shelter - perhaps a little Secret Bunker, yes
Work has begun to replace the end of the shelter where the escape hatch
is situated. It unfortunately succumbed to moisture and after some 67
years who can blame it.
It would have required replacing much earlier were it not for the fact that
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In the May, 2009 edition of “Runway 22” I included a Martlesham story sent
in by our member, Mick Corston. You may remember that he began his story
in typical “carry-on”, humour mode. He explains that as a young lad in 1950
whilst in the RAF in Wales he had applied for a far-east posting. He, not
unreasonably, thought that it might be the only time in his life that he would
get the opportunity to see the far-flung quarters of the world.
“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!”
What I did not realise at the time was that the story he told was just a passage
out of his book, “Life’s a Laugh.” I can thoroughly recommend it to one and
all. With his permission I am including a further passage of “Life’s a Laugh.”
It follows on from the extract previously included, of his life and times at
Martlesham.

ED
“Eventually Mick received notice that he was to be posted to the Middle East.
“Nasty! I liked Martlesham. It was nice and peaceful, whereas in the Middle
East you get shot at by various insurgents.
There is always a way out, so I put in for aircrew selection with some speed.
This meant that the CO had to interview me and sanction it. I liked the CO.
His wife came from Scotland and before every holiday he explained to one
and all how fortunate it was that the Dakota just happened to be going back
and forth to Scotland on the days that suited him.
He also shuttled pieces of furniture as well. Why he was so apologetic I never
understood. After all he was the boss-man and could do as he liked.
Conscience I suppose.
I went over in my mind the likely questions he would fire at me at the
interview.
“Why do you want to put in for aircrew Corston?”
“It’s a thing I’ve always wanted to do sir.”
He would know I have just been posted. That’s why I am up in front of him.
“Just a coincidence Sir. I was going to put in for it a couple of months ago,
but I had to take a bit of leave.”
“That’s terrible Corston. I can’t believe that myself. Try again.”
I see you’ve just been posted, Corston.
Sounding surprised, “have I sir? I didn’t know…. You can’t go on like this.
Your’ll just have to take it as it comes. Keep your fingers crossed and for
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God’s sake try to look intelligent for a change.
So, here I am, standing outside the great man’s office. The Adjutant comes
out. “He’ll see you now Corston. Put your bloody berry on correctly.” With
a slight smirk he nodded towards the door. “In you go then. What are you
hanging about for?”
Trembling slightly I threw a salute up and stood to attention. What happened
next took me by surprise.
“Ah, Corston. Relax, stand at ease.” He actually looked pleased to see me. A
reaction I don’t meet with often.
“So, you’ve put in for aircrew selection have you?” Before I could answer.
“That’s what I like, young airmen who want to fly. Shows the enterprise I like
to see in the Service. Did the same thing myself years ago.” There followed
a few words of encouragement and a moment later I found myself walking
out of the office, a very happy airman. The Adjutant glared at me from behind
his desk and I smiled sweetly back at him.
Hornchurch was where you mustered for aircrew selection. In four days you
sat many paper exams. These were all of the tick-box type. I was thankful for
this because I had difficulty spelling my own name. I was called a thick sod
at school but these days I am dyslectic, which sounds a whole lot better. We
were also put through a very stringent medical which took a whole day.
Everything was gone into and the tests for eyes was so exhaustive if you
weren’t cross-eyed when you went in you would certainly be when you came
out.
On the last day we sat in various nervous states waiting to be called in to be
informed of the results. I am used to being one of the first - name beginning
with “C”, but this time I just waited and waited. Lunch time came and went
and there was just two of us left. We were told to report back at 2pm. Most
mysterious.
He went in first and it seemed hours before I was called. They sat behind a
desk. Three officers of goodly rank.
“I see you’ve been in trouble, Corston”, one observed.
Taken aback, I replied, “me sir, no sir.”
“The canteen”, he prompted. It came back in a flash. In the canteen cutlery
was laid before you collected your meal. These were for civilians to pick up,
but forbidden for airman. I had forgotten to bring my own and so helped
myself to civilian ones and was pounced on by a corporal. A long noisy
argument ensued and I insisted that it wouldn’t matter if I used them just this
once. He thought otherwise. The dispute raged back and forth and I was
pleased to get a few laughs from those about me. In the end I was forced to
give my name and return to my billet for my “irons.” As I left he threatened
me by shouting, “I’ve got it in for you, smart-arse!
Now I realised what he meant. “Oh, the incident with the cutlery. It was
nothing sir. I think we were both a bit over-tired.”

Marriages Mill and a worker there was killed as well as the crew of the
aircraft.
To avoid Death Duties the land was bequeathed to Trinity College Cambridge in the 30’s. This was a total of 950 acres. The enormously successful present day container port is built on this land and is still being
expanded. 4.5 million containers now pass through the port every year.
Our July meeting was entitled, “The Berlin Airlift” and this was given by
Mr Jim Betteridge. Jim lives locally and was a pilot ferrying supplies from
the British sector in post-war Germany to Berlin.
This was the era of the “Cold War” and Berlin was inside the part of
Germany designated to Russian control. However the other Allied powers, The USA, Britain and France had all been given areas of the German
capital, but the Russians had blocked access by road and rail. The West
decided to defy the Russians and fly in all the needs of the Berliners,
including food and even coal.
The blockade lasted from 24th June 1948 to the 12th May 1949 and Jim
was a Dakota pilot who flew no less than 209 sorties to the isolated city.
The RAF flew 49733 sorties and the Americans 131,378. Private aircraft
flew 13879 sorties.
One of the members of the audience came to the front and introduced
himself as a Berliner who was 10 years old at the time. He told the
audience how grateful everyone in Germany was for the enormous airlift.
A vote of thanks was given by our member, Ralph Rutherford, who had
been a Vampire pilot at about the same time.
We always arrange an evening trip to a local place of aviation interest and
this year a party of members visited the Point Clear Aviation Museum
which is situated in a Martello tower at St Osyth, near Clacton. A team of
dedicated volunteers have assembled a most interesting display of aviation memorabilia, mostly associated with WW2. A complete nose section
of a Mustang fighter of the USAAF that crashed off Clacton is a prominent exhibit.
Many thanks to our Chairman, Martyn Cook who organised this trip.
Our meeting on Friday, 3rd September for once had a non-aviation theme.
Nevertheless all who came enjoyed a most interesting illustrated talk by
Keith Froom of the Mid Suffolk Steam Museum. Nicknamed The Middy,
it was, in its heyday a branch line which ran for just 19 miles from
Haughley to Laxfield. It was always in financial difficulties. The first train
ran in 1904 and two years later it was bankrupt! Nevertheless it found
resources to carry on but the whole enterprise was never profitable. It
became part of LNER in 1924 and eventually closed in 1952. A timetable
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Halifax NA337 on the beach in Norway, 1994

“The corporal said you never apologised.” “Didn’t I?” “No, you did not.”
“Well, I’m sorry.”
He drummed his fingers on the desk and looked at the other’s with a ‘what
do we do with this one?’ expression.
Eventually he came out, somewhat reluctantly, I thought with, “We have
decided to offer you training as a navigator.”
There are times when the mouth is not connected to the brain and it seems to
have a mind of its own. Sad to say, this was one of these times.
“Thank you, but I’d rather not Sir”, I heard myself saying.
He didn’t seem surprised, in fact he looked rather relieved. “Why not?” he
asked.
Once more the mouth went into uncontrolled action. “Because if I flew in an
aeroplane I would like to be the one in charge.” What a bloody idiotic thing
to come out with. Big head has blown it. They thought so too.
Back at Martlesham almost the next day I received a posting to Germany. Ah
well, it was better than the middle east so that part of the plan had worked out
well. I was sorry to leave Martlesham Heath as I had enjoyed my time there.
It was one of those rare things in the RAF, a good posting. But all good things
come to an end. Corston was about to transfer his multiple skills, conversational and mechanical among them from England to Germany. He hoped the
Germans would be grateful!”

TEACHING THE SEAGULLS

Friday
June and we were treated to a talk given by Ian Heeley. This
was scheduled to be a dual presentation but Ian’s co-presenter was unable
to be there.
The talk was entitled “”The History of Felixtowe Docks” and Ian went
through the history from 1875 until the present day. In 1875 the railway
link from Felixtowe to Westerfield was opened and the “Felixtowe Dock
and Railway Co” was formed by Colonel Tomlinson. The docks were
commandeered by the War Ministry during the Great War and tragically
two RAF Hampden bombers were brought down during the Second
World War by barrage balloon defences. One of the Hampden’s hit

What were 10 W.A.A.F. sergeants doing in a hut at the top of the Castle
grounds? They all lived in what in happier times had been a seaside boarding
house, being looked after by the Landlady. If you saw them around the town
they were always smartly dressed, their uniforms tailor made. Some of them
spoke with a foreign accent. Some often sported shoulder flashes of other
nations. Of course the towns people were curious just as other Service
personnel were. The hut in which they worked was near the Coast Guard
outlook and even they could not satisfy their curiosity. The girls had to come
up with some kind of story, as the truth could not be revealed. And so the
story about the Seagulls was born. They were being trained to act as Carrier
Pigeons to carry messages and these often had to be in a foreign language of
our allies; hence the Polish and Czech flashes.
I doubt if anyone believed that story but it meant we were no longer asked
what we were doing. Now of course we can talk about it. We were all German
speakers and our job was to intercept and listen into German Pilots out on
sorties. There were similar units situated all around the coast and, and with
the results from the different units, just where the Germans were operating
could be established. We would know just who was operating and from
where so that our own forces could be prepared.
We were never more than about 100 altogether and considered ourselves
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The completed Handley PageMk7 Halifax NA337 in the
RCAF Museum at Trenton Ontario
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quite an elite force. The first recruits had come from the Universities and had
degrees in languages. After that came the girls who had lived in Germany and
knew somebody in the Air Force who knew…. and then came the girls who
had been able to escape from their own countries. We were quite an effective
force, until our own forces knocked out the German Air Force. We were
proud of our work.
The Seagulls? Well they were just a nice story...
RUTH SUSSKIND
Of course what Ruth is referring to is the British Y- Service. The “Y” Service
was manned by both men and women who were responsible for listening in
to both plain language (RT) and morse code messages in order to relay them
to Bletchley Park, but also the Service developed so that it could itself decode
low grade intelligence signals from the enemy. It was then also the responsibility of the Y Service to distribute this intelligence to the various Operational Commands. Thus the Y Service became much more than just a listening
service. It evolved into a decoding arm of the forces as well.
Initially monitoring in the UK was confined to morse code traffic and many
of the officers posted to the signals intelligence units were ex “ham” operators whose pre-war hobby had been searching the wavelengths for interesting
radio traffic.
However, early in 1940 the Air Ministry set up a unit at the “Battle of
Britain” airfield at Hawkinge, near Folkestone. They were to listen in to RT,
(radio telephone), transmissions from enemy aircraft. These were broadcast
on VHF, (very high frequency), and the excitement of listening into Luftwaffe pilots was somewhat tempered by the fact that there was an acute
shortage of linguists! It seems incredible that nobody had thought of this but
somehow it fits with the sheer lack of preparation of the British when they
first went to war.
A frantic search for took place for both men and women with a good grasp
of the German language. Radar was already being manned by WAAF personnel in the radar stations and the Filter Room at Fighter Command HQ The Y
Service was another perfect use of women in the armed services.
Many WAAF’s like Ruth Susskind describe those hectic days of the Battle
of Britain in that area between Folkestone and Dover known as “Hellfire
Corner.” They describe being posted to a Kentish cliff top in a caravan and
tuning into RT transmissions by Luftwaffe pilots. As soon as a German voice
was heard the airman would shout “I’ve got one!” and one of the young
WAAF linguists would start to write down the words. It was all so amateurish
in those early days!
This was not the case as far as WT traffic was concerned. Since before the
outbreak of hostilities of course we had been monitoring German morse code
at Cheadle and Chicksands and later at Y Service stations at home and
abroad. This information was already proving invaluable to interpret German
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THE STORY OF NA 337
During WW2 all the dominions of the then British Empire rallied to the
common cause to defeat Nazism. Canadians had fought alongside the
British since the outset of hostilities, but it was not until January 1943 that
No. 6 Group, (Bomber Command) Royal Canadian Air Force was formed.
They flew Wellingtons, Lancasters and Halifax bombers from bases in
Yorkshire. The Canadians however, were mostly associated with the
Handley Page Halifax heavy bomber.
Disgracefully nobody in Britain had the foresight to save any of these
historic aircraft. No Halifax’s, no Wellingtons, no Mosquitos – the list is
endless. The sorry remains of one Halifax resides in the RAF Museum at
Hendon. This was retrieved from Lake Hocklingen in Norway after
landing on the ice and sinking. It was recovered in 1973 and is in much
the same state as when it was dredged up.
Another Halifax (NA 337), also landed on a lake in Norway and lay there
for almost forty years until 1994, when it too was dredged up with the
intention of, hopefully, restoring it.
NA337 of the Royal Canadian Air Force had taken off from Tarrant
Rushton airfield at 1951hrs on 23rd April 1945 to drop supplies for the
Norwegian Underground at Mikkelsberget. After a successful drop the
aircraft turned for home. It passed over a bridge at Minnesund where it
was hit by anti-aircraft fire. A fire started between the inboard and
outboard starboard engines. Unable to put the fire out Flt/Lt Turnbull
decided to ditch his aircraft on Lake Mjosa.
Thomas Weightman, who managed to release the dinghy was the only
survivor. The rest of the crew, unable to find the dinghy in the dark, died
of hypothermia in the icy lake.
Halifax Aircraft Association members have funded the restoration of this
aircraft and it is now the centrepiece exhibit in the National Air Force
Museum of Canada at Trenton, Ontario. A magnificent achievement by a
dedicated band of tireless workers who were determined to preserve this
historic symbol of Canadian courage for posterity.
ALAN POWELL
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doned.
The British were fearful that the Spanish dictator, General Franco would
join the Nazis. In fact Franco had no wish to be drawn into the war.
Nevertheless if this had happened, Gibraltar, our vital base at the mouth
of the Mediterranean would have been almost impossible to defend. It was
nevertheless important to make plans in case the situation arose and this
is where Lt Commander Ian Fleming enters the picture. He was given the
job of formulating what was known as operation Goldeneye.
A main objective of Operation Goldeneye was to bolster resistance in the
event of invasion. Fleming was also directed to lay plans to sabotage and
demolish installations in Spanish ports. He was also given the responsibility to co-ordinate SOE, (Special Operations Executive), sabotage activities in other key areas of Spain in the event of that country joining forces
with Hitler’s Third Reich.
When the success of the Bond novels allowed Ian Fleming to retire to an
estate in Jamaica, he named it “Goldeneye”.
Rear Admiral John Godfrey was accompanied by his assistant, Lt Commander Ian Fleming, to a visit to the United States in 1941. It was usual
to fly to neutral Lisbon in order to fly on to the USA. Whilst there Ian
Fleming dropped in on the famous gambling Casino at Estoril, which was
known to be frequented by German secret agents. He intended to make
them lose heavily at Chemin de fer. However Fleming had only £50 for
expenses and that was soon gone along with much more. It was said that
Godfrey had to bail him out.
In his post-war Bond novel “Casino Royale”, Fleming gets his own back
by bankrupting the enemy agent, Le Chiffre, at chemin de fer!
Ian Fleming was involved in other secret operations during WW2 but
“Casino Royale” was perhaps the only book that was directly inspired by
his wartime service.
He wrote twelve novels and nine short stories featuring the fictional hero,
James Bond. He also wrote the highly successful children’s book, later a
hit film,“Chitty Chitty Bang Bang.”
Ian Fleming was a heavy drinker and smoker and in 1961 he suffered a
heart attack. He died at the age of just 56 in 1964 and is buried at
Sevenhampton, near Swindon. Flemings widow, Ann and his son, Caspar,
were buried next to him. Caspar committed suicide with a drugs overdose.
ALAN POWELL

battle orders etc.
As for the young WAAF linguists they began to recognise German voices.
*Aileen Clayton, who lived locally and has written a fascinating book of her
life in the Y Service, recalls hearing one Luftwaffe pilot chatting away to
them. “”I know you English are listening, can you hear me, would you like
me to drop a bomb on you? Listen – whee, boomp!”, and he would chuckle
into the microphone. Unfortunately for him, in addition to information
supplied by Radar 11 Group were always immediately informed of any
enemy aircraft. He was “bounced” by a Spitfire and was unable to get out.
His screams were heard as he fell to the ground. Aileen Clayton said that she
went outside to be sick. A middle class girl who should have been perhaps
thinking of tennis, was thrown, like so many, into the maelstrom of the
horrors of war.
The Luftwaffe aircrew as well as the RAF fighter pilots soon learned that
“careless talk costs lives” and strict RT procedure was vital.
Another young WAAF recalls that one of her colleagues “talked down” a
Luftwaffe pilot in her perfect German. She managed to guide the disoriented
pilot in to RAF Manston, where he was made a prisoner of war. He must have
been surprised to find himself on English soil. Or perhaps he was just short
of fuel and the prospect of ditching in the cold North Sea didn’t appeal. Her
unit was situated on 100ft high cliffs and they could see the church tower at
Calais on clear days. She also recalls that it was somewhat unnerving to
witness German ME109’s fly straight up about 100yards away as they
reached the cliffs after flying at sea level to avoid Radar detection!
Successes and failures there were on both sides but the German love of order
consistently played into the hands of British intelligence and was a great
weakness of the enemy that we were able to exploit in all the intelligence
services. With them everything followed a set pattern. There seemed little
room for individuality. There was a regularity of transmissions that made
repetition inevitable. Repetition is music to the ears of the code breaker.
So, from small acorns great oaks do grow and the Y Service developed into
a highly sophisticated vital arm of British Intelligence. The Army and the
Royal Navy contributed enormously to the fund of knowledge with their own
Y Services.
When the Americans entered the war they naturally had their own comprehensive intelligence service. Nevertheless, RV Jones, in his book, “Most
Secret War” says that in the radio war the Americans left Intelligence to us
and concentrated their efforts on countermeasures. The Germans would have
been envious indeed if they knew to what extent the British and American
Intelligence services co-operated together. The Germans not surprisingly,
distrusted their Italian allies and co-operation between them was poor to
non-existent.
*Aileen Clayton – “The Enemy is Listening.”
ALAN POWELL
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A SUFFOLK AIRFIELD

FROM BLETCHLEY WITH LOVE

In mists, black flaking hangar stands,
where silent aircraft stood.
And weeds now cover concrete tracks,
where nervous airmen fooled.
Sometimes a bitter wind moans cold,
where sirens sighed and howled.
And hard the rain that beats the ground,
where heavy bombers rolled.
Short breaks of sunlight strike old tower,
from which green Aldis flashed.
Now clattering combine harvester,
where mighty engines thrashed.
The plough's keen blade cleaves earth aside,
where props whipped air and whined.
And over cars where lovers kiss,
night bombers slowly climbed.
And like, the hovering hawk above,
Some fell to fighters, prey.
Whilst others struggled back, and burned,
In Suffolk's soil to lay.
And what of grieving relatives,
grown old, and mostly gone.
Who whispered prayers on reading,
"Just one last trip, then home!"
Instead, came black-edged telegram,
Then later, anguished tears.
Now fades his photo by the clock
that chimed through long sad years.
A crumbling shrine, this field, to those
who flew, too young to die,
In Rhine, and Ruhr, and places far
beyond where earth meets sky.
As evening sun fires fields with gold,
against dark hangar's line.
Somewhere, beyond faint moon and stars,
brave souls of these men shine.

Ian Lancaster Fleming was best known as the celebrated author of the
James Bond novels. He was the grandson of a Scottish financier who
founded the Scottish American Investment Trust and merchant bank,
Robert Fleming and Co. Now all merged with JP Morgan Chase of
Manhattan.
Ian was the son of Valentine Fleming, Member of Parliament and brother
of travel writer Peter Fleming. Clearly he came from a talented background and was self evidently a rather aristocratic individual. He was a
member of Boodles, the exclusive gentleman’s club in St James’ Street.
Family motto, “The World is Not Enough”, and was born in the exclusive
London borough of Mayfair. Where else!
In the pre-war era he was for a time a sub-editor and journalist for Reuters.
However at the outbreak of World War Two Ian Fleming was a reserve
subaltern in the Black Watch until he was recruited by none other than
Rear Admiral John Godfrey who was Director of Naval Intelligence for
the Royal Navy. Ian Fleming became Godfrey’s personal assistant, eventually ending up with the rank of Commander.
Throughout the war Ian Fleming acted as liaison officer between Bletchley Park, the home of British code breaking, and the Director of naval
Intelligence. His importance can be illustrated by the fact that he was one
of the very few people who were cleared for “special intelligence” and
therefore knew of our ability to read the German Enigma code.
An early indication of the fertile mind that was in post-war years to spawn
the Bond novels was a somewhat ambitious idea to capture the all-important daily key settings for the Enigma machine. The Enigma machine, as
most will already know, was the German cipher setting device used to
communicate vital information within the Nazi military. The Poles had
supplied us with an Enigma machine and had been successful in breaking
the early original cipher. However, the Germans were constantly changing the settings and if the manual instruction books, frequencies and
message indicators could be obtained, we stood a chance of constantly
reading enemy intelligence.
The idea mooted by Ian Fleming was to be known as “Operation Ruthless”. It involved crash-landing a previously captured Luftwaffe bomber
into the sea close to a small German vessel that would be of a type known
to carry an Enigma machine and codebooks. The “crew” of the aeroplane
would be wearing Luftwaffe uniforms. Once on board the Germans were
to be overpowered and shot and the victors would be picked up by a
British MTB! All a bit too “James Bond” perhaps? In the event conditions
were never right for the attempt to be made and the scheme was aban-

Vernon Layton, Melton, Suffolk
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