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EDITORIAL
OK, I know its February, but I would just like to extend to all our members and their
families a Happy New Year. Better late than never!
Several of you were expecting this newsletter to be distributed at our January
meeting. However, it is now published in June, September and February. This is so
that our AGM, which is in May, can be promptly reported. All good things are worth
waiting for!
As many of you will know by now, the owners of the Control Tower have reached
an agreement for us to lease most of the ground floor and our chairman; Martyn
Cook has been busy negotiating the terms. He has submitted a report which details
the agreement. I am sure we are grateful to Martyn and also to committee members,
Vice-chairman Robert Dunnett and Colin Whitmore for all the work they have put
into this new phase in the development of the Control Tower Museum.
This year, for the first time since 2000, we have decided not to hold our popular
Open Day – or Funday, as it is also known. I was a difficult decision to come to, but
it is an awful lot of work for a limited number of volunteers and we are ever
conscious of the fact that sooner or later we will be blessed with a rainy day. This
could turn a modest profit into a thumping loss. So for the time being we are busy
trying to come up with other fund raising ideas. All suggestions gratefully received!
I continue to receive interesting stories from ex Martlesham Heath airmen and this
edition is no exception. These, together with a few light-hearted snippits, has
hopefully provided an interesting first “Runway 22” of 2011.
Oh – and do keep your contributions rolling in.

The picture above shows the exposed end of the bunker with the panels removed.
On top of the roof you can just see the old escape hatch. This has now been replaced
thanks to Brian Gray one of our members who spoke on our behalf to a company
called “N & R” in Sandy Lane Martlesham. Norman (the “N” in N & R) came along,
measured up and produced the escape hatch free of charge, thank you Norman and
Adrian we really appreciate your help. We now only have to secure the hatch cover
but such that it can be removed from below and we can then begin to fill in the hole
and landscape the immediate area.

Martyn Cook - Chairman (pictures courtesy of Frank Bright)

ED

CONTROL TOWER MUSEUM NEWS
Quite a number of you and particularly those that regularly attend our monthly
meeting will be aware that the ground floor of the Control Tower has now become
vacant. The previous occupier, Martlesham Playgroup, have move into their new
purpose built premises at Gorseland School.
Before I update you on the current situation regarding the society and any additional
facilities on offer at the tower, let me give you some background information on the
ownership of the building itself.
The whole of the airfield including its buildings was purchased by Bradford Property
Trust (BPT) in 1963 for £72,500. The land and buildings were then divided into
industrial and residential areas. The area with most of the buildings such as the
hangers and station offices became the industrial area. The residential area had few
buildings but one of them was the Control Tower.
On completion of the residential building program BPT handed over some of the
undeveloped areas to the residents of MH for recreation purposes, which included
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Membership Secretary Report
I would like to welcome the 11 new members since the last newsletter. This
brings the total membership to 324.
David Coley
Colin Roxby
Paul Hamilton
Barry Higgs
Michael Munday
Walter Gormer
Michael Hallett
Adrian Hall
Douglas Easson
Christopher Blundell Margaret Scrivener
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
Email: joecox@hotmail.com
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Houston Space Centre and a trip into space via the IMAX film theatre.
Bob had worked in the Oil industry and was instrumental in setting up a huge
charitable social venture, which he managed in his quiet, proficient way. One little
personal memory was the way Bob cut up his banana to top his breakfast cereal,
using a well-worn knife, proudly explaining it was his father’s, which he had used
for the same purpose.
Subsequently, we met up at various 356th Reunions; Orlando, Florida in 1993;
Portland, Maine in 1997; Savannah, Georgia in 1999 and lastly in 2001 at the
Cincinnati Reunion.
In between whiles, we have corresponded every Christmas and were sad to learn that
Bob had a debilitating illness, which eventually contributed to him leaving this earth,
to soar with the angels. Our thoughts wing their way across the Atlantic, to Inez and
their family.

Before I begin let me correct a mistake in the October newsletter which a number of
you noticed. When setting out the newsletter I inadvertently typed in the incorrect
volume number on the front cover, it should have been "Volume 5 No.14”, thanks
to all of you who contacted me regarding my mistake.
Now the update
You will remember if you read the October 2009 newsletter that we are replacing the
end panels and the escape hatch. The old panels have been in situ for some 67 years
and as you can see from the picture are showing their age. Unfortunately the new
ones will not last anywhere near that length of time. The original pictures are in
colour but to save on the cost of printing they are in greyscale, sorry. However, if
you had your newsletter sent by email as some of you do the pictures are in colour.

the grassed areas and tree belts between the hamlets and as mentioned above, the
Control Tower. It then became the responsibility of the residents to maintain these
areas and the Control Tower, hence the emergence of “Martlesham Consultants Ltd”
(MCL) now called “Martlesham Heath Householders Ltd” (MHHL), but who are
they and how did they come into existence, what part do they play in the running of
the Control Tower?
When purchasing a new or second hand property on MH each prospective owner has
to enter into a local agreement called a “Covenant” at the time of purchase.
There are in excess of 2,800 households on MH and it would be impossible to
administer the contracts that exist such as grass cutting on the heath if everyone
wanted a say in how that contract should work. Therefore it was decreed that the
household’s would form a small group or committee to oversee the arrangements of
these contracts and the maintenance of the Control Tower and so Martlesham
Consultants Ltd was formed; now named Martlesham Heath Householders Ltd
(MHHL).
Each year MHHL hold an AGM at which the directors can seek re-election by the
householders and if necessary, any new directors can be elected.
So we have now established that the Control Tower is owned by the residents of MH
and administered by MHHL who are our “acting landlords” and who we have been
talking to about taking over the ground floor since we became aware that Playgroup
intended to move on. The “we” I refer to are Robert Dunnett (Vice Chair) Colin
Whitmore (Committee Member) and I who were elected by the MHAS Committee
to talk to MHHL and report back our findings.
Our last meeting with MHHL took place on the 13th December 2010 in the Control
Tower under what can only be described as “a very casual meeting”. MHHL were
represented by Tony Mahoney (Chairman), Paul Barrett and Nigel Bennett, Company Secretary.
MHHL had up till the end of 2010 an office on the Barrack Square for which they
paid rent to the owners of the industrial estate. They decided that when Playgroup
left they would use one of the ground floor rooms as an office and meeting place and
terminate the lease on their office on the Barrack Square.
MHHL decided to take the large square room which is on the North side of the tower
and then offer to the MHAS the front room (Watch Office) which, stretches from the
north to the south side of the tower (across the front) along with shared access of the
kitchen, toilet (now re-instated to adult facilities) and hallway area’s.
We think the front room (Watch Office) would be a great to use as an educational
area where children and adults can sit and watch the story of Martlesham Heath in
comfort before moving upstairs to the museum. It has also been suggested that the
area would be most useful to host displays and small exhibitions with an aviation
theme. We originally thought it nice if we could have the whole of the Control
Tower but, if we had all the tower then all the maintenance, insurance, and security
costs would be at our expense (we have been paying a third of the cost, although
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Victoria Gunnell - Vice President

Bunker Update

MHHL have had additional costs unbeknown to us). By maintenance I refer to the
roof, exterior walls, exterior paintwork and electrical wiring, meters etc. Sharing the
tower and the maintenance costs on a 50/50 basis will be much healthier for us
financially. We firmly believe that MHHL’s partial use will not be intrusive in any
way, please read on.
MHHL although wanting an office facility it will be more of a “back office”. By that
I mean it will house records etc and not used each day, as a normal office would be.
Their secretary will for the majority of her time, work from home.
Each month MHHL meet to conduct their business, these meetings are open to the
public, but on the occasions I have been in attendance there were only 3 residents.
I have lived on the Heath for 18 years on and off and have only attended 2 meetings
(a record that I am not proud of I hasten to add) and those were on behalf of the
MHAS.
One area which has come under some scrutiny in the recent past has been the
“Sinking Fund”. This was a financial pot of money to which the three parties have
been contributing to on a yearly basis to help with the maintenance costs. The
monitory contributions were based on a rolling maintenance programme which
MHHL had produced based on past maintenance and costs. MHAS were concerned
that maintenance could be overdone and costs could be saved by MHAS doing some
of the work as we did clearing the gorse in front of the tower. MHHL put forward
that the sinking fund be abolished and maintenance will be on an, “as-and-when”
basis to which we happily agreed, but lets not get too excited, maintenance still has
to be paid for as it occurs so it will be our responsibility to ensure that we have the
money when it is required.
To sum up, we believe that the offer is a good offer and MHHL are good landlords
with who we can work with now and in the future.

Martyn Cook - Chairman

A good crowd was present and with his photographic background, it was no wonder
that he had many slides and an interesting tale to tell.
A vote of thanks was given in typical humorous style by our President, Gordon
Kinsey.

AN OBITUARY – ALF FLEXMAN
Our member, Alf Flexman died in October. He was a regular both at our monthly
meetings and also to the meetings of the Suffolk Aircrew Association. Alf was a
wireless operator/air gunner during WW2 and I told his story in the January 2005
edition of “Runway 22”. His story was typical of so many extraordinary tales of
survival. He was shot down over Germany in a Halifax in February 1944 and became
a POW. He, along with many other POW’s were forced to march west away from
the invading Russians and was lucky to survive a strafing attack by RAF Typhoons,
who mistook the column of POW’s for German soldiers.
His family are understandably proud of Alf and we were all privileged to have
known him.
I have also to record in this edition the passing of Bob Tipper. Bob, many of you will
remember, gave us a fascinating talk about his time as a glider pilot during WW2.
Other members who has sadly died recently are John Hambling, Bill Kelly and Eric
Flory.
From across the water we also learn that Robert Schmidt has passed away. Robert
was a fighter pilot with the 356th Fighter Group here at Martlesham. Our Programme
Secretary, Vicky Gunnell knew Bob quite well and has written about her memories
of him.

MARTLESHAM MEMORIES 1950-51

Robert P. Schmidt

Driving home to Wiltshire after a visit to Felixstowe last year, I decided to deviate and
visit the Control Tower Museum at Martlesham Heath. The collection of exhibits was
quite impressive, and after a thorough inspection I duly signed the visitor's book. A
short time later I was surprised to receive a letter from Tom Scrivener, who was
stationed at Martlesham at the same time as me. I telephoned him to thank him for his
kind letter and during the conversation he suggested that I should put on record some
of the projects I was involved with in those far off days.
It was a balmy summer evening in early June 1950 when I arrived at Martlesham Heath
RAF Station and thought immediately that it was the most pleasant RAF station of the
many I had seen, with well maintained buildings, grass verges and a generous planting
of silver-birch trees. As a member of the ATC during the war I'd had the opportunity
to visit many establishments in East Anglia. I was a National Service conscript and had
just completed the Air/Ground Electrical course and qualified for my "props". On

Died 23rd October 2010
In the mid 1980’s, the Ipswich Tourist Board contacted my late husband, Holly, to
ask him to help arrange for Bob to revisit his old wartime accommodation, Playford
Hall. Mr. and Mrs. Innes welcomed him and allowed him to take photographs. He
was highly appreciative and told tales of his time there as a 359th Squadron Mustang
pilot in 1944/5. This was the first time we had met a 356th Fighter Group visitor.
In the meantime, we had been over to America and met some members of the 356th
F G and their wives, which led to us being invited by Sid and Doris Hewett to join
them at their Reunion in Norfolk, Virginia, in 1991, where we again met up with Bob
and his wife, Inez.
They invited us to stay with them afterwards at their home in Spring, Houston,
Texas. We had a most enjoyable week with them, when they put themselves out to
show us their local area, including visits to the Galveston Aviation Museum,
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MONTHLY MEETINGS ROUNDUP
Our October meeting featured an illustrated talk by an old friend of the society.
Clive Denny was accompanied by his wife Linda to talk about their company,
Vintage Fabrics. They run a business restoring and re-covering vintage aircraft. In
the past they have worked on the Battle of Britain memorial Flight aircraft. Apparently workshops similar to Clive’s firm are finding more and more work. Abandoned
WW2 aeroplane remains are still being found. Hawker Hurricanes were delivered to
Russia and the remains of some of them are still to be found in the region of
Archangel in Russia. Replica De Havilland Mosquitoes are currently under construction in New Zealand and it is hoped that we may soon see one of these famous
WW2 fighter-bombers over our skies once more.
Clive is also a qualified pilot and is licensed to fly iconic old ‘planes like Spitfires
and Hurricanes. In a recent air display at Duxford he piloted one of no less than 16
Spitfires that gave a display.
November, and our meeting was a near record attendance. The Community Hall was
full to enjoy an illustrated talk by John Smith from the Blenheim Restoration Fund.
A Bristol Blenheim vintage WW2 bomber was rescued from a farm in Canada and
painstakingly rebuilt by a dedicated team of enthusiasts. The Blenheim was designed
in 1933 and funded by Lord Rothermere. It was used extensively in the early war
years and suffered heavy losses when it was initially deployed on daylight bombing.
It was also used in the role of night fighter and the first airborne radar was installed
by the Bawdsey boffins and flew from Martlesham Heath.
The Blenheim that is being restored has crashed twice since it was first rebuilt and
is currently being put together once more by the team. John Smith himself has been
involved with this extraordinary restoration for 32 years! He was unable to tell us
when it would fly again but hoped it would be finished in approximately twelve
month’s time. Our members contributed generously and a bucket passed round
realised no less than £159.
In December we were unfortunately defeated by the snow and were obliged to
cancel the meeting. It was to have been a light-hearted talk by Mark Mitchells,
entitled, “East Anglian Characters”. He has been booked for next December.
Our first meeting in 2011 was an illustrated talk by one of our own members. Jim
Empson has been a member for many years and is also well known by most of us as
the proprietor of Anglia Cameras since the 1960’s.
Jim joined the RAF after leaving school and was fortunate to be posted to a
Photographic Reconnaissance Unit where they had Spitfires and Mosquitos fitted
with aerial cameras. The RAF had been commissioned to do a detailed aerial survey
of the whole of the country.
Jim was County co-ordinator for the National Popular Flying Association and was
well known at Ipswich Flying club at the old Nacton airfield. He has owned five
aircraft at different times, but one of his favourite aircraft was a vintage Piper Cub
which he chose to paint in USAAF livery.
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checking into the Guardroom on that memorable day I found that it was manned by
Cpl. Plumb, also in the electrical section and he welcomed me because they were
short-staffed. The total personnel on the station at that time was about 150 officers and
men, plus civilian staff.
I commenced my duties with B.L.E.U. and found that I had to check the work of
electrical assistants and, if satisfactory, sign the Form 700. This worried me initially
because I felt that they knew more than I did. However, by checking items more than
once I soon settled into a varied and interesting routine until eventually becoming
permanent at B.B.U. I enjoyed this very much because I had fallen in love with a very
attractive aeroplane called the Lincoln, with its four beautiful Merlin engines generating
enough power for a wide range of installations.
The following aircraft were based at Martlesham during my stay:-

B.L.E.U.
Viking, Dakota, Lancaster, Devon (two), Avro Anson (three - one glasshouse version),
Airspeed Oxford, Mk7 Meteor, Mosquito (four - night-fighter version - A.I in the
nose), Avro Athena.

B.B.U.
Lincoln (two - Nos.224 & 258), Mosquito (two - bomber version), Mk8 Meteor.
A few small incidents that I remember are when one of our Ansons came in with a
wheel locked up, suffering minimal damage to a wing tip. Our Mk7 Meteor landed
with its canopy missing. It was flown by Sqd.Ldr. Law O/C flying, with an airframe
man in the rear seat; the canopy ejected itself somewhere over Suffolk! Incidentally,
I have a friend who is restoring a Mk7 at Kemble and it is well worth a visit if anyone
is down this way -I'm sure I could arrange it.
Off-duty facilities were good. I undertook further studies at Ipswich Tech., paid for
by the RAF; helped to organise the photographic club and sailed the station's dinghy at
Waldringfield. We also played "War Games" quite often. Dispersed around the
airfield was a squadron of Mk8 Meteors but when a force of De Haviland Hornets did
a low-level strafing job, one collided with a fir tree at the edge of the field, damaging
an engine and a wing tip. Fortunately, the pilot managed to make a safe landing and
B.B.U. was able to repair the damage. I met the pilot who was a sergeant at the time
but when I met him again fifteen years later he was flying a VC10 with the rank of
Sqdr/Ldr.
All personnel took part in repelling ground forces. We were issued with blank cartridges and I remember hiding behind a gorse bush when I spotted the C.O. of the invading
force. I got him with one shot but he protested, got cross and refused to lie down. I felt
that we had won the day!
There were a number of "highs and lows" during my time at Martlesham and I feel that
they should get a mention. The first high was the experimental drop of a fully
equipped lifeboat, strapped underneath a Lancaster bomber with five parachutes attached. The drop zone was off Felixstowe where a brave volunteer crew was bobbing
about in a dinghy. The Lancaster was flying around the zone whilst we, the
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"technicians" in a Lincoln, were flying a tighter circle on the inside to photograph the
drop. In order to synchronise our speed with the Lancaster, the Lincoln had to reduce
speed to the extent that the "stall warning" was sounding continuously! The drop was
extremely accurate, although at one time I thought that the lifeboat was going to fall on
the crew in the dinghy but fortunately it landed about ten feet away.
My very lowest point came on the 27th June 1951 when the Tannoy announced that one
of our aircraft had crashed and that a volunteer crew was urgently needed to search for
survivors and to protect the crash site. I volunteered and was put in charge of the crew
with an M.T. truck, rations, blankets and other necessary equipment. We headed for
Wilby in Norfolk. By this time I knew that it was our Avro Athena that had crashed
and that it was piloted by F/O John Corke, a close friend of mine from Norwich. Sgt.
Walsh, a Flight Engineer, was acting as navigator.
When we arrived at the scene of the crash we carried out a thorough search of the area
but there was enough evidence to tell us that the crew had not survived. The Athena
had apparently nose-dived into a ploughed field about twenty feet from a country road.
I did, however, manage to find a witness to the incident and the Court of Enquiry found
that the Athena's tail-plane had come adrift.
My most interesting flight.
It should be remembered that in 1951 the Western Powers were expecting a conflict
with the Communist Bloc, and we all felt a sense of urgency and menace. During
WW2 our anti-aircraft defences used shells fitted with proximity fuses. In brief, the
shell contains a radio receiver that detects the magnetic profile of an aircraft and
detonates the shell at the optimum point. This facility obviously made our antiaircraft defences more effective, especially against the V. 1's where they achieved a
kill of about 79%. The Germans, of course, were working on a similar system but
never achieved it before the war ended. We were prepared, however, because a Naval
officer had designed a "counter-measure". This was never used and was put in cold
storage.
Now, due to the increased tension in the political climate of the time, the Ordnance
Board dispatched this Counter Measure to Martlesham for evaluation and by luck I
was given the responsibility of installing it and monitoring its performance. We didn't
have a suitable aircraft for this project so an additional Lincoln was flown in for this
important test. After a few minor problems such as burning a hole in my finger while
I was testing something, the installation of the equipment went well.
Flight testing was conducted at sea off Shoeburyness. The Army was told to fire at
an imaginary aeroplane 50 feet below us and although I personally had every
confidence in the equipment I had fitted and tested on the ground, it must have been
very interesting indeed for the other chaps having to watch those shells exploding
underneath us! After several runs we called it off and agreed that the operation had
been an unqualified success. Not long afterwards I received a phone call from the
Adjutant, Flight Lieutenant Warner saying that the C/O, Wg.Cdr. Oldbury D.F.C.
wished to see me. I was pleasantly surprised when he told me mat he had received a
letter of commendation on my behalf from the Ordnance Board. I have to admit that
it feels good to be recognised occasionally!

That ends the story of my time with the Bomb Ballistics Unit. I only flew once with
BLEU. (Blind Landing Experimental Unit,) during my time at MH. All ranks went
about their duties with very little interference from other parties.
To finish on a lighter note, after the first working parade in the morning discipline
for NCO aircrew consisted of being Orderly Sergeant about once every ten weeks or
so. Not a great burden.
One weekend tour of duty stands out my memory, Saturday night, we all want a free
evening. Sequence of events;
Meet Orderly Officer at airman's mess
Me, "Attention, Orderly Officer any complaints”? Not a movement, Good.
Right, we will continue to the Guardroom, on the main road opposite Station H/Q.
I'm thinking… another ten minutes and that's Saturday's duty done
Corporal of the guard comes out slightly flustered.
Me, "Orderly Officer to inspect the guard"
Corporal lines up 4 airmen, Orderly Officer walks round, eyes them up and down,
they pass muster. Good. We go inside, it is 1800hrs. Orderly Officer, "Do we have
any detainees or prisoners?" Cpl. "Yes, one"
Orderly Officer, “We will inspect the prisoner."
It was at this point I knew we had a problem and the reason for the Corporal's unease.
We went to the cell it was empty! Orderly Officer, "Where is the prisoner?"
Corporal, "He's gone to Crown Point for Fish and Chips He will be back very soon.”
It is now 1820 hrs and my quiet evening in has gone out of the window.
From then on it was a question of who to inform first, if the prisoner was
going to return he would have done so before the guard mounting had begun. He had
dropped the corporal right in it. I informed our camp SIB man who informed the
relevant authorities in Ipswich, I spent most of the evening waiting by the phone, the
call finally came around about 2100hrs. to say that he had been picked up on Ipswich
railway station waiting to board a London train. No trace of fish or chips!
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CHARLES ANTELL. Member number 171
The “Jet Age Museum” is based in Gloucestershire and is committed to preserving
and building replicas of aircraft manufactured by the Gloster Aircraft Company.
They are currently restoring a Gloster Gamecock and our member, John Hamblett
wishes to know if any of our members could help? Ideally the construction team
would like some close up pictures or documents of a Gloster Game Cock, detailing
the design of the removable covers for this part of the underside of the aircraft.
I understand that our Archivist, Alan Smith has been able to provide a letter with a
few details that may be of interest to the construction team.

ED

consisted of flying to Woodbridge, bombing up, then flying on to Orfordness,
climbing to about 20,000ft and dropping our bombs into the sea. Simple. Most of the
time, yes. I can only assume the reason we didn't bomb up at MH was that the
runways were rather short and take-offs with a full bomb load would leave no room
for error. Our routine generally was to fly over to Orford, climb to a designated
height and fire some smoke-puffs so that the ground station could sight their cameras
on our position.
One fine day we had an order through that a 22,0001b bomb was to be loaded and
dropped off Orfordness. We went to Woodbridge to be bombed-up in the morning
and everything went well, The only responsibility I had as Flt. Engineer was to
visually see that the missile was sitting correctly in it's sling and the general aspect
was acceptable. This completed we were ready to start up and prepare for take-off.
W e started the engines and warmed them up for our take-off run. Taxiing round the
perimeter track it was very noticeable that the undercarriage oleo legs were under
quite a strain with the load we were carrying. Taking it very carefully we slowly
taxied to the end of the runway, lining up for our pre-flight checks. That done, we
were cleared for take-off. We opened the throttles to maximum, and away we went.
A nice middle line down the runway the bouncing movement becoming shallower
and shallower, until, on the final touch of the wheels on the runway we shot into the
air like a rocket. My first reaction was, what has happened? Looking out of the
starboard blister above my panel it was obvious, the bomb had come adrift and was
ploughing a lone furrow into the concrete runway. Flying Control were agog that we
had lost our load, asking all sorts of questions about what went wrong. We were as
much in the dark as they were. Seeing that it was a very wide runway and there was
very little risk of explosion we were granted permission to land.
Circling the airfield it looked as though the bomb had travelled about l00yds.and
become extremely warm because there was a faint mist around it, which I suppose
could have been powdered concrete. We landed, and the questioning began. Had we
released it? Were the armourers to blame? Was it a malfunction of equipment? There
were no answers to any of these questions at that time, and I never did find out during
my time in the RAF what had actually happened. I expect if anyone wanted an
explanation it could be found somewhere in RAF records..
When the Coles crane finally lifted it off the runway the underside was all colours
of the rainbow, showing that it had been extremely warm. This raises another
question, were the bombs we used filled with Torpex, or, as someone said at the
time, beeswax? Torpex and beeswax I believe were of a very similar texture,
certainly the weapon would have had to have been the right weight for our trials. I
don't think any detonators were fitted. There were some instances I believe, during
the offensive against the battleship "Tirpitz" in late '44 where 12,0001b "Tallboy"
bombs had been lost through slipping from their slings in the bomb bay.
During the summer of 1947 all non-commissioned aircrew ranks re-vamped and
were re-mustered into a trade designation which was highly unpopular. That, plus
the fact there was talk of going to Woomera, Australia, I decided to cut my ties with
His Majesties Royal Air Force and remain earthbound.

I finally left Martlesham in late 1951 after being accepted for a Commission and
married a W.A.A.F. that I had met while she was on a two weeks' course at Trimley.
Now back in civilian life once more, I joined the staff of Meadowcroft Laboratories
in Cambridge. To my surprise I found that it was there that they had developed and
manufactured the radio valves we used in those proximity shells! I also learnt how
they designed them to withstand the enormous 'G' force when fired from a gun. This
information was also given to the U.S.A.
In the late fifties I worked in the U.S. with a Company involved in
N.A.S.A.contracts, with a programme to bring back to the U.K. manufacturing data
for solid-state devices that would switch up to 400 mhz.-this was quite something at
that time.
Then in 1963 I joined a "start-up" Company as Technical Director to manufacture
discrete Field Effect Transistors - this technology is now used in microchips. I
retired from the Company as Managing Director.
I have enjoyed an interesting and stimulating career that was triggered by the
stimulation I received at Martlesham Heath. I feel that the Government of today
should consider the reintroduction of some form of National Service in an effort to
"switch on" young people and to show them what Esprit de Corps really means.
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CHRIS HOWARD
My brother recently found the following little story and hoped it will be of
interest to our readers.

ED
Winthrop Brubaker of the Chance Vaught Aircraft Corporation tells the story of a
“hump” pilot on the China-India run during WW2.
He had a pet Himalayan bear cub that he was transporting. When a fighter aircraft
came alongside to identify the aircraft the pilot turned on the automatic pilot,
strapped the bear in the pilot’s seat and then ducked to a rear seat to see what
happened.
The fighter pilot circled the aircraft several times to make sure what he was seeing
– a bear flying a C47! When he reported this back to base he was immediately
shipped back home. A severe case of combat fatigue!
Reminds me of our own conscript quadruped. Bill Crump of the 356th Fighter Group
at Martlesham arrived over here complete with pet Coyote. It is alleged that “Jeep”,
as he was known accompanied Bill in his P51 on more than one occasion. Hopefully
not on combat missions!
Sadly “Jeep” was run over by a jeep and given a “missing man” formation of P51’s
when he was buried in the grounds of Playford Hall, where Bill Crump was billeted.

ED

The following little poem was submitted for publication in the newsletter.
Unfortunately the only signature is “John B” and I am unable to give his full
name.

ED

THE FIRST SORTIE
We lifted off at ten fifteen
And climbed to join the bomber stream.
We were so young and very green
…and bound for ‘Happy Valley’
We crossed the Channel – like a lake,
We didn’t think our lives at stake.
Bit it only takes a small mistake,
To die in ‘Happy Valley’
We saw ahead the deadly flak,
Our pride prevented turning back.
The Nav. said, we’re dead on track,
To arrive in ‘Happy Valley’
Our bombs are gone, we turn for home.
And now we feel so much alone.
The searchlights have us in a cone.
…and trapped in ‘Happy Valley’
We never saw the fighter come.
We never heard his deadly guns.
Our kite was raked and we were done
…We died in ‘Happy Valley’
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ground the temperature was unbearable.
"There we were in a heavily defended flak area with no nose, and practically no
instruments. The instrument panel was bent toward me as the result of the impact. My
altimeter and magnetic compass were about the only instruments still operating and I
couldn't depend on their accuracy too well. Naturally I headed for home immediately.
The hit which had killed S/Sgt. Abbott also knocked Lt. LeDoux back in the catwalk
(just below where I was sitting). Our oxygen system also was out so I descended to a
safe altitude.
"Lt. LeDoux who had lost all his instruments and maps in the nose did a superb piece
of navigating to even find England ."
During the route home flak again was encountered but due to evasive action Lt.
deLancey was able to return to friendly territory. Lt. LeDoux navigated the ship
directly to his home field.
Although the plane was off balance without any nose section, without any brakes
(there was no hydraulic pressure left), and with obstructed vision, Lt. deLancey made
a beautiful landing to the complete amazement of all personnel at this field who still
are wondering how the feat was accomplished.
Charles Antell joined the RAF in 1943 and flew 10 operational sorties as flight
engineer on Lancasters with 149 squadron based at Methwold, (satellite station to
Mildenhall). A few sorties over Holland in Operation Manna.
Charles is a member of MHAS and has written the following…

JOTTINGS FROM THE BOMB BALLISTICS UNIT 1946-7.
When the war finished in 1945 I was serving with 149 Sqdn at Methwold we did
some trooping trips from Italy, but with the bad weather at the end of '45 this came
to a halt, At the beginning of '46 a vast number of aircrew were being made
redundant. A reduced compliment of crews from our squadron reformed at Tuddenham and our Skipper opted to go with Transport command, This left me crewless
and facing redundancy. I was given two German POWs to help me clear furniture
and flying clothing left by the retiring Squadron. One of the requirements of the job
to make certain that left and right flying boots were to be kept in separate heaps so
that when sent away to be burnt they could not be used as pairs, very cunning!
My posting came through at the end of May, to report to the BBU, Martlesham,
“where's that?” I asked. Blank looks all round! The orderly finally came up with
Suffolk “What does BBU stand for?” Even blanker looks! I got my rail warrant and
headed off into the great unknown and to discover that the “BBU” stood for Bomb
Ballistics Unit.
After the sprawling airfields of Bomber command I found MH very compact and
comfortable, Our Unit composed, as far as I remember, one Anson, one ex 617
squadron Lancaster, two other Lancs, a Mosquito, and later a Lincoln. Our duties
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The American “Stars and Stripes” newspaper of the time reported the
incident as follows:-

The following was written by Allen Ostrom, a tail gunner assigned to the 398th
Bomb Group, USAAF. After WW2 he became a biographer for the 398th.

After literally losing the nose of his B-17 Flying Fortress as the result of a direct hit
by flak over Cologne, Germany on October 15, 1944, 1st Lt. Lawrence M. deLancey, 25, of Corvallis , Oregon returned to England and landed the crew safely at his
home base. Each man walked away from the plane except the togglier, Staff
Sergeant George E. Abbott, Mt. Lebanon , Pennsylvania, who was killed instantly
when the flak struck.
It was only the combined skill and teamwork of Lt. deLancey and 2nd Lt. Raymond
J. LeDoux, of Mt. Angel, Oregon , navigator, that enabled the plane and crew to
return safely.
"Just after we dropped our bombs and started to turn away from the target", Lt.
deLancey explained, "a flak burst hit directly in the nose and blew practically the
entire nose section to threads. Part of the nose peeled back and obstructed my vision
and that of my co-pilot, 1st Lt. Phillip H. Stahlman of Shippenville , Pennsylvania .
What little there was left in front of me looked like a scrap heap. The wind was
rushing through. Our feet were exposed to the open air at nearly 30,000 feet above the

They could hear it before they could see it!
Not all that unusual in those days as the personnel at Station 131 gathered around the
tower and scattered hardstands to await the return of the B-17's sent out earlier that
morning.
First comes the far off rumble and drone of the Cyclones. Then a spec on the East
Anglia horizon. Soon a small cluster indicating the lead squadron. Finally, the group.
Then the counting. 1-2-3-4-5
But that would have been normal. Today was different! It was too early for the group
to return.
"They're 20 minutes early. Can't be the 398th."
They could hear it before they could see it! Something was coming home. But what?
All eyes turned toward the northeast, aligning with the main runway, each ground guy
and stood-down airman straining to make out this "wail of a Banshee," as one called
it.
Not like a single B-17 with its characteristic deep roar of engines blended with four
thrashing propellers. This was a howl. Like a powerful wind blowing into a huge
whistle.
Then it came into view. It WAS a B-17!
Low and pointing her nose at the 6,000foot runway, it appeared for all the world to be
crawling toward the earth, screaming in protest.
No need for the red flares. All who saw this Fort knew there was death aboard.
"Look at that nose!" they said as all eyes stared in amazement as this single, shattered
remnant of a once beautiful airplane glided in for an unrealistic "hot" landing. She
took all the runway as the "Banshee" noise finally abated, and came to an inglorious
stop in the mud just beyond the concrete runway.
Men and machines raced to the now silent and lonely aircraft. The ambulance and
medical staff were there first. The fire truck, ground and air personnel ... jeeps, trucks,
bikes.
Out came one of the crew members from the waist door, then another. Strangely quiet.
The scene was almost weird. Men stood by as if in shock, not knowing whether to sing
or cry.
The ride to the target was routine, until the flak started becoming "unroutinely" accurate.
"We were going through heavy flak on the bomb run," remembered deLancey.
"I felt the plane begin to lift as the bombs were dropped, then all of a sudden we were
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The wrecked nose of the B-17
TO... STARS AND STRIPES FOR GENERAL RELEASE
AN EIGHTH AIR FORCE BOMBER STATION, ENGLAND

rocked by a violent explosion. My first thought - 'a bomb exploded in the bomb bay'
- was immediately discarded as the top of the nose section peeled back over the
cockpit blocking the forward view."
"It seemed like the whole world exploded in front of us," added Stahlman. "The
instrument panel all but disintegrated and layers of quilted batting exploded in a
million pieces. It was like a momentary snowstorm in the cockpit."
It had been a direct hit in the nose. Killed instantly was the togglier, Abbott. Navigator
LeDoux, only three feet behind Abbott, was knocked unconscious for a moment, but
was miraculously was alive.
Although stunned and bleeding, LeDoux made his way to the cockpit to find the two
pilots struggling to maintain control of an airplane that by all rights should have been
in its death plunge. LeDoux said there was nothing anyone could do for Abbott, while
Ruckel opened the door to the bomb bay and signalled to the four crewman in the
radio room that all was OK - for the time being.
The blast had torn away the top and much of the sides of the nose. Depositing enough
of the metal on the windshield to make it difficult for either of the pilots to see.
"The instrument panel was torn loose and all the flight instruments were inoperative
with the exception of the magnetic compass mounted in the panel above the windshield. And its accuracy was questionable. The radio and intercom were gone, the
oxygen lines broken, and there was a ruptured hydraulic line under my rudder pedals,"
said deLancey.
All this complicated by the sub-zero temperature at 27,000 feet blasting into the cockpit.
"It was apparent that the damage was severe enough that we could not continue to fly
in formation or at high altitude. My first concern was to avoid the other aircraft in the
formation, and to get clear of the other planes in case we had to bail out. We eased
out of formation, and at the same time removed our oxygen masks as they were
collapsing on our faces as the tanks were empty."
At this point the formation continued on its prescribed course for home - a long, slow
turn southeast of Cologne and finally westward.
DeLancey and Stahlman turned left, descending rapidly and hoping, they were
heading west. (And also, not into the gun sights of German fighters.) Without maps
and navigation aids, they had difficulty getting a fix. By this time they were down to
2,000 feet.
"We finally agreed that we were over Belgium and were flying in a south-westerly
direction," said the pilot..
"About this time a pair of P-51's showed up and flew a loose formation on us across
Belgium . I often wondered what they thought as they looked at the mess up front."
"We hit the coast right along the Belgium-Holland border, a bit farther north than we
had estimated. Ray said we were just south of Walcheren Island ."
Still in an area of ground fighting, the plane received some small arms fire. This
gesture was returned in kind by Albro, shooting from one of the waist guns.

"We might have tried for one of the airfields in France , but having no maps this also
was questionable. Besides, the controls and engines seemed to be OK, so I made the
decision to try for home."
"Once over England, LeDoux soon picked up landmarks and gave me course corrections taking us directly to Nuthampstead. It was just a great bit of navigation. Ray just
stood there on the flight deck and gave us the headings from memory."
Nearing the field, Stahlman let the landing gear down. That was an assurance. But a
check of the hydraulic pump sent another spray of oil to the cockpit floor. Probably no
brakes!
Nevertheless, a flare from Ruckel's pistol had to announce the "ready or not" landing.
No "downwind leg" and "final approach" this time. Straight in!
"The landing was strictly by guess and feel," said DeLancey. "Without instruments,
I suspect I came in a little hot. Also, I had to lean to the left to see straight ahead. The
landing was satisfactory, and I had sufficient braking to slow the plane down some.
However, as I neared the taxiway, I could feel the brakes getting soft. I felt that losing
control and blocking the taxiway would cause more problems than leaving the plane
at the end of the runway."
That consideration was for the rest of the group. Soon three squadrons of B-17's
would be returning, and they didn't need a derelict airplane blocking the way to their
respective hardstands.
Stahlman, supremely thankful that his career with the 398th had come to an end, soon
returned home and in due course became a captain with Eastern Airlines. Retired in
1984, Stahlman said his final Eastern flight "was a bit more routine" than the one 40
years before.
DeLancey and LeDoux received decorations on December 11, 1944 for their parts in
the October 15 drama. DeLancey was awarded the Silver Star for his "miraculous feat
of flying skill and ability" on behalf of General Doolittle , CO of the Eighth Air
Force. LeDoux for his "extraordinary navigation skill", received the Distinguished
Flying Cross.
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ALLEN OSTROM.

